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Chapter 1

I woke up with Liahpa’s soft breaths in my ear and the sun peaking over the edge of the eastern cliff face where Quwaru’s cave fort was.

My lover was still asleep, and her naked body was curled and draped over my torso like a blanket. Her white-colored hair covered my chest and wrapped around the back of my head like a pillow, and I turned my eyes a bit so that I could look over at her beautiful face.

The silver-skinned alien woman and I had decided to camp in the “C” shaped alcove on our way back from hauling three stego’s worth of malachite from the wall a few days travel to our east. The trip had been mostly uneventful, but then we’d seen a group of six men appear from a portal on the beach right before the jungle that hid Quwaru’s cave entrance. My trusty band of troodons, Liahpa, and I had ambushed and killed the men before they made it through the jungle and into the clearing; except for the last one, who had cast some sort of protective-paladin newb bubble on himself. He had started talking shit, but then Liahpa picked his bubble up with her superior strength and threw him down the side of the cliff.

The fight had been easy enough, and I’d felt pretty badass afterwards. Liahpa had also been excited by our victory, and she’d begged me to make love to her three times last night before we had passed out.

But now that it was the next morning in Dinosaurland, and I held her in my arms, I started to feel worry worm its way into my chest.

The paladin asshole had known my name, and they had known exactly where to find Quwaru’s camp.

There were dozens of possible reasons, and my mind kept trying to figure out how they knew about me and how their teleportation ability worked. I realized that the exercise was a bit futile. I couldn’t really change their plans, I could only adjust my own strategy given what I knew of their tactics.

“Good morning,” Liahpa purred in my ear.

“Hey, you,” I said as I turned my nose to brush against hers.

“You look worried,” she said.

“I’m supposed to be worried,” I laughed.

“You weren’t yesterday,” she said. “You said--”

“I think they are fine,” I interrupted her. “Like I said, these fuckers who came here would have told us if they had attacked everyone at the other tribe. I’m more worried about long term stuff.”

“What do you mean?” she asked as she shifted her muscular body up so she was leaning off my chest a bit.

“I have to figure out how to beat these guys,” I said. “They knew where Quwaru’s cave was, so I’m guessing the flying bat guy told them, or maybe they have someone else that can scry us or--”

“What is scry?” Liahpa asked as one of her white eyebrows raised.

“Oh, uhhh. It’s like an old Dungeons and Dra- you know, just someone who can see people a distance away using a pool of water.” As I spoke, I realized that my background as a nerd meant that I knew all about magical powers and super abilities. Was it another coincidence that I was on this world and I knew about this stuff? Had the alien overlords designed it that way?

“Everyone has powers on this world,” Liahpa stated. “But the men we killed yesterday didn’t seem that strong. Did you see anything at the beach? You went out to check if there was any evidence of--”

“I just saw a circle in the sand,” I said. “It was the same spot that I thought they had popped out of the portal. Issue is that we don’t know if one of the men who came through had the power to teleport them, or if it was someone on the other side who sent them.”

“If one of those men was the one who had the power--”

“Then we don’t have much to worry about,” I finished her thought. “But if someone else sent them through, they might attack our other camp next.”

“We should get back then,” Liahpa said, but as she spoke her red eyes met mine, and her right hand strayed down my bare stomach. “Maybe in a few minutes.”

“Damn,” I chuckled as her hand found the base of my shaft. “I think you are going to wear me out.”

“I doubt that,” she chuckled as I got hard in her fingers.

Part of me wanted to get back to camp as soon as possible, but Liahpa was already shifting her hips over mine, and my eyes focused on the opening of her vagina. The skin there was a pinkish-silver, and she slipped me inside a moment before she groaned and lowered herself down my length.

Then she went to work.

Liahpa seemed to have an even larger sexual appetite than Trel, and she rode me as if it was going to be the last action she ever took. After about thirty seconds, her breathing began to deepen, and her body shuddered as her climax hit her. Then she lay on my chest and showered my chest and neck with kisses.

“Men are pretty awesome, huh?” I chuckled after she had recovered and began to gyrate again.

“Just you,” she gasped as another shudder took her. “Every other man we seem to meet on this world is an asshole.”

“Now you are saying asshole?” I asked.

“Learned it from you,” she choked out as another shudder took her.

It had only been a few minutes, and we’d fucked each other’s brains out for most of the entire trip, but the sight of Liahpa enjoying herself on me was just too much, and I felt a slow climax build in my legs and push up toward my hips.

Although she was kind of inexperienced with men, Liahpa had been observant in our last few sessions together. She sensed that I was approaching orgasm, and a wide smile crept across her face as her red eyes glowed with desire.

Then a second orgasm began to claim her body, and we both growled when I climaxed deep inside of her.

“See?” she laughed after we had both finished panting and trembling. “Just a few minutes.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled, “you were right.”

We lay together for another few minutes though, and then I looked over to our pile of clothes. I didn’t need to tell her it was time to go, she just nodded, and then we slid away from each other so that we could dress.

The troodons were laying in the grass some thirty feet from us, and I saw Scoob pick his head up off the ground and stare at me as soon as I put my pants on. I beckoned to him with my finger, and he let out a happy hoot before he kicked off the grass and dashed toward me.

The tiger-striped dino almost knocked me down when he collided with me, and I let out another laugh as I pet him. The other troodons let out annoyed hoots as soon as I started giving Scoob some attention, and they all rushed over and tried to pile on me like a troop of excited Boxers.

“Does your Tame ability make them love you?” Liahpa asked as she adjusted her superhero-swimsuit around her ass crack.

“I don’t think so,” I said as I tried to pet Shag with my right hand, Daphne with my left hand, Fred with my left knee, and Velma with my right knee.

“But they do,” Liahpa said as she glanced at the troodons.

“They love you too,” I said, and Scoob ran over to the silver-skinned woman so that she could pet him.

“You did that,” Liahpa laughed as the troodon tried to jump in her arms.

“Naw,” I replied, but then I sent a mental order to the troodons so that they formed their usual semi-circle around us. “I did that though. You ready?”

“Yes,” she said, and then we walked up the slope a bit to where the stegos were laying.

Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock were each loaded up with a few thousand pounds of malachite. I had no idea how much copper we’d be able to extract from the ore, but I figured that Trel would have been working on it in the last few days.

And if anyone could figure out how to make something work, it was Trel.

“Let’s go guys,” I said to the stegos.

Mike D let out a long note of annoyance that was echoed by MCA and Ad-Rock. I knew they were tired, but we only had four or five hours left to travel, and then the three of them could rest.

Next we walked past the massive trike that I had named Tom. He was lounging on the grass some thirty feet from the edge of the jungle, and he let out a soft honk when I patted him on his big nose.

As the stegos got to their feet with their load, and Tom shifted to his feet, Liahpa and I walked the rest of the way up the grassy hill and into the entrance of the jungle trail. I had expected to see the bodies of the five men that we had killed yesterday, but instead I just saw an impossibly long and dark shape that was covering almost all the dirt path of the trail.

“Hey, Grumpy,” I said as I looked around for the bodies of the five assholes.

The purussaurus let out a long and low rumble of annoyance, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Sorry, buddy. It’s wakey wakey time.”

Grumpy growled again, and I shook my head.

“You ate them? I was going to loot--”

The dino-croc growled again, and it felt like every bone in my chest was shaking.

“Yeah, that’s what happens when you eat nasty dudes. You get a tummy ache.”

“He’s got a tummy ache?” Liahpa asked with surprise on her face. “How do you know?”

“He told me--”

Grumpy grumbled again, and then he twisted his head away from me so that it was hidden behind a jungle fern.

“No you don’t,” I tried to say without laughing. “We have to go, you can’t call in a sick day. Let’s get moving.”

Grumpy let out something that sounded a lot like the moan I used to make when my mom woke me up for school, twisted his massive body around through the jungle, tore out half a dozen bushes with his bulk, and then moved down the trail toward the beach.

Liahpa, the troodons, the stegos, and I followed.

The morning air was cooler on the beach, but I didn’t shiver. If anything, the air felt wonderful on my bare chest, and I stretched my arms over my head.

“Where is Bruce?” Liahpa asked as soon as we were all looking at the morning sun reflect off the ocean.

“There,” I said as I pointed up above us. The horse-sized pteranodon was gliding a few hundred feet above us, and he let out his usual goose-honk when Liahpa turned up to him. “I figured we could skip breakfast and power through. Cool?”

“It’s not that cold.” She smirked at me, and I knew that she was making fun of my word usage.

I laughed, gestured to Tom, and then smacked the floating woman on her tight ass-cheek when she moved past me. Liahpa let out a gasp of surprise, and her face seemed to turn a bit red as she looked over her shoulder at me. I guessed she wanted me to explain my action, but I just nodded up to Tom’s saddle, and her blush seemed to darken a bit more.

I climbed up behind her, got in the saddle space next to her, and then directed the troodons to move up ahead. Then Tom began slowly settling into his normal gait, and the stegos lumbered behind us. Bruce let out another honk from the air, and I knew he was tattle-telling on Grumpy.

“Hey!” I yelled back over my shoulder at the massive dino-croc. He was still at the edge of the jungle, and he turned his head away from me as soon as I yelled. “Are you coming?”

Grumpy rumbled and then moved his head in a way that was a clear “no.”

“What are you going to do?” Liahpa asked after I had slowed everyone down again.

“I dunno,” I said with a shrug. “I kind of feel like we have a weird relationship.”

“What do you mean?” the silver-skinned woman asked. “Don’t you control him.”

“Maybe,” I replied. “It’s weird. He’s huge, and I can’t seem to Tame carnivores that are even an eighth of his size. I don’t really know why he helped me out at the river. Hold on.”

I slid down from Tom’s back and walked the thirty or so yards back to the edge of the jungle. Grumpy wasn’t looking at me, but he either heard or sensed me coming, and he let out a low growl that would have scared all the shit out of every single square inch of my large intestines if I’d been the same Victor I was two months ago.

“What’s wrong?” I said as I reached out to lay my hand on one of his spikey bits that came out of his forehead. “Do you really have a stomach ache?”

Grumpy groaned, and I began to run my hand down his scales.

“Shit, man, I’m sorry. What do you want us to do?”

The big monster let out another groan, and I nodded.

“We can stay here for a bit longer if you want, but I know you heard me yesterday. We don’t know if these guys are going to be attacking the other camp. Do you think you can make it another four hours?”

Gumpy groaned again, and I shrugged.

“But they are in danger. You remember Trel? She was the one with the long black hair that petted you and told you that you were impressively large?”

Grumpy made a sound that sounded a lot like a sigh.

“Or Galmine? Do you remember her? She gave you a hug.”

Grumpy actually didn’t make a noise, but he turned his head around so he could look at me. His yellow eyeballs were larger than my closed fist, and his teeth were probably longer than my hands.

“When we get there, I can have everyone rub your belly.”

I actually didn’t think that would work, but the purussaurus tilted his head to the side a bit, and he let out a hopeful noise.

“Yeah,” I said as I tried to keep from laughing. “I think they’d be happy to do that. You are part of our family now, and we take care of each other.”

Grumpy’s clear eyelids moved over his eyes, and then he blinked his solid ones. Then he let out a short guttural sound and he began to creep across the sand and toward the ocean.

“He okay?” Liahpa asked when I had returned to Tom’s saddle and the purussaurus had entered the ocean.

“Yeah,” I said, “but we are all giving him a belly rub when we get back.

“Wha--”

“That’s the deal,” I laughed. “Now let’s get going.”

We started forward again, and I could sense Grumpy moving in the waves beside us. It took us a bit less than five minutes to make it to the obsidian-river that separated the flat beach from the dunes, but as soon as the troodons made it to the base of the first dune, Bruce let out a twin honk of alarm.

Then the troodons collectively hooted with terror.

“Shi--” I started to say, but it was too late, and at the top of the nearest dune, a feathered head poked over the edge. I knew exactly what kind of dino it was before the rest of it moved over the crest, and then my heart dropped into my ass when four other black feathered torsos appeared on the next dune over.

Then three more appeared on the dune closest to the ocean, and my heart stopped beating.

There were eight utahraptors, and they had been laying in wait to ambush us.
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Chapter 2

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 3

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 4

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 5

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 6

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 7

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 8

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 9

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 10

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 11

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 12

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 13

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 14

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 15

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 16

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 17

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.
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Chapter 18

I immediately ordered the group of troodons to run behind me, and they sprang backwards as if the ground where they stood was hot lava. This wasn’t a game though, and I could almost taste the fear radiating off the tiger-stripped dinos as they turned to run toward Tom.

The utahraptors popped the rest of their bodies over the crest of the dunes and descended like a black wave of death. For half a moment, my mind spun as my stomach tried to force my bladder to empty itself. I didn’t piss myself though, since it wasn’t going to help me win this impossible battle.

The utahraptor at the front of the group was the one who first appeared at the center dune. He bent down as he charged down the sandy slope and almost nipped Velma in the ass as she scampered back to me. His teeth closed with a loud crack that sounded like a snare drum rimshot, but then my troodons all leapt over the obsidian river, and they moved to the back side of Tom.

Just as I commanded the big trike to charge forward.

It was probably suicide, but I couldn’t think of any other way to survive this fight. I had to be quick and do my best to take as many of the black-feathered raptors out as soon as I could. The scene at the lake when the two brontos were killed kept repeating in my mind, but I was also numb with terror, and I was kind of letting my instincts do the thinking.

Liahpa whipped her soul ring axe off the saddle and held it in her right hand. I didn’t really have time to look at her face, but her body was tense, and I saw her muscles strain as she moved forward on her knees.

I was about to tell her to stay on Tom’s back, but then we crashed over the obsidian river, slammed into the first utahraptor, tore him in half with Tom’s horns, and had to worry about living for the next thirty seconds.

It was a storm of feathers, claws, teeth, and screams.

One of the horse-sized raptors jumped up against Tom’s side, but before he could chomp my arm off, I yanked my Cricket Bat of Doom off the saddle behind me and somehow got one of the sharp pointy edges into his maw. He bit down, but then I twisted the weapon in my left hand and yanked it free of his mouth. Blood sprayed across Tom’s crest, but then I had three more of the raptors to worry about on my side.

Bruce let out a screech from above, and I saw him dive out of the corner of my eye. He was heading toward Liahpa’s side, which was fine with me since I wanted him to protect her.

One of the raptors jumped toward Tom’s back side with his feet claws extended. He looked like some sort of flying black-feathered chicken, and I commanded the big trike to shift to his right and swing his horns around at the two raptors in front of him while I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down again.

My swing wasn’t perfect because I held the weapon in my left hand, and the raptor was coming at Tom from my back-left and below me, but I did manage to connect the tip of my bat on his left shoulder. It was enough to cause his jump to go a bit off course, and combined with Tom’s juke to the right, ensured that the raptor missed him.

The troodons were waiting.

My tiger-stripped friends were about the size of golden retrievers. They couldn’t possibly have taken on an equal number of horse sized utahraptors, but they could manage one or two if I was able to help direct them. The problem was that I couldn’t really give them any instruction. I was too busy managing Tom and defending myself from the two remaining raptors on this side.

Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne were going to have to fight on their own.

I swung back toward the big trike’s front and saw two utahraptors moving in to come at my big friend’s face. I was about to command him to twist his horns in their direction to impale them, but then I saw the tops of two black-feathered assholes on his other side make a similar movement. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liahpa swing her axe downward, but I couldn’t really see how many raptors she was dealing with at the moment.

I was going to have to do something stupid.

I made Tom twist his head right to take care of the fuckers on Liahpa’s side, and then I coiled my legs under my hips and pushed myself free of the saddle. As I traveled through the air, it felt like I’d actually left my stomach back in the seat, and my vision kind of spun as I descended toward the black-feathered raptor that was closest to me. My movement had actually surprised the ferocious dinosaur, and he hesitated for a moment before he attacked the angle behind Tom’s exposed crest.

That one moment of hesitation was all I needed.

I swung down with the Cricket Bat of Doom in time with my fall. The weapon’s spiky obsidian teeth tore into the beast’s right shoulder, and then my legs hit the sand. I felt the muscles in my quads, calves, and ass spasm as soon as I landed, but I momentarily relaxed the grip on the handle of my weapon, and turned the fall into a front roll that put me right under the belly of the fucker I’d just smashed.

Unfortunately, my strike hadn’t taken him down.

It had just pissed him off.

He screeched, twisted his neck toward me, and then snapped at my face. My legs were still numb from when I had landed, but I managed to lean back and to the left as his jaws closed just a few inches above my right shoulder. His black feathers brushed across the skin of my chest and neck, and I flipped up the Cricket Bat of Doom in an effort to fend him off.

My weapon leapt up in my hands thanks to my terrified nervous system’s twitching, and the edge of my weapon bit up and into the raptor’s chest. It screamed again, thrashed away from me, and then moved to bite my face off.

Then my good buddy Tom came to my rescue.

The trike was roaring like a train and bucking like a bronco, and he managed to dig his horns under the legs of the raptor like a bulldozer. Before the utahraptor could get his teeth into me, or escape Tom’s horns, the trike heaved his head up to the sky, and the raptor was flung through the air like a flicked quarter.

Liahpa was somehow still holding onto Tom’s crest, but as I glanced up at her, I saw that she was trying to keep her soul ring axe up over her head so that it wouldn’t accidently slam into Tom’s back. The silver-skinned woman was clutching the trike’s crest with her left hand, and I guessed that her amazing strength was the only thing keeping her on his back and the blade of her axe out of his flesh.

But I had my own problems.

The utahraptor that Tom had flung was trying to wiggle back on to his feet, and the other two near me had decided that Tom was too hard to go after, so they had darted back and were now swinging around to my left so that they could come at me without the big trike getting in the way. I still had no idea how many utahraptors were left on Tom’s other side, but I took a quick glance behind me as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hands and saw that Scoob and the gang were keeping the single utahraptor occupied.

The two raptors came at me at the same time, and I stepped forward so that I could swing my toothy weapon before they could snap at me. The few training sessions with Sheela paid off, and I somehow timed my step correctly, twisted my hips at the right time, and ripped the top half of the weapon across the faces of the two raptors as they dove at me. This was my first chance at really putting some muscle into my attack, and I kind of expected the Cricket Bat of Doom to just smash into the first utahraptor.

I was a bit wrong.

It could have been the sharpened flint rocks at the edges of the weapon, or maybe it was my strength. I didn’t know for sure, but the weapon tore through the face of the first utahraptor just like a chainsaw through a birthday cake. The weapon kept on moving after it diced the face off the first raptor, and then it buried itself into the skull of the second beast near the end of my swing.

The first raptor must have died instantly, since it was now missing half of its face, skull, and jaw, but the second one was kinda still alive, and it reared back away from the agony that my attack inflicted on its face. The reflexive recoil was probably a bad idea, since I managed to hold on to the haft of my weapon, and the raptor’s flinch away from me just caused the teeth on the side of the Cricket Bat of Doom to tear open the side of the raptor’s maw.

The beast screamed, and then it rolled away from me as the one that Tom had just flung away got back on his feet and charged.

It was hard to know exactly how much each of these utahraptors weighed. My troodons and the balaur bondocs both looked to be about the same size, but the balaurs were loaded with muscle, and probably weighed about fifty percent more.

It was possible that the utahraptors weighed less than a horse, but as the third one bore down on me, I couldn’t help but imagine that I was trying to fight a creature that probably could have stood toe to toe with a grizzly bear.

All it really needed to do was fall on me, and I’d be crushed under its weight.

I got the flat side of my weapon up as the black-feathered raptor dove at me. My block actually smacked the creature’s nose as it tried to snap at me, but its face still hit my Cricket Bat of Doom like a sledgehammer. I managed to keep my weapon up, but the shock vibrated through my hands, arms, back, and asshole like a cymbal crash, and I had to take a step back and dig my left boot into the sand to keep myself from toppling over.

A moment before the raptor did so, I guessed it was going to try to leap on me, so I dove to my left, rolled on the sand, and then spun up to my feet. The action was somewhat of a bad strategy since it meant that Tom’s left side was exposed, but my only other option was getting eaten, and then I wouldn’t be able to keep everyone organized and fighting together.

Fortunately, the raptor spun around to face me after he landed instead of choosing to tear into Tom’s side. Unfortunately, it looked like Tom was twisting his neck around to deal with the raptors on Liahpa’s side of the battle, and I guessed that I wasn’t going to get any help from my big friend in the next few moments.

The raptor lowered his head down close to the ground, glared at me with hate-filled eyes, and let out a long hiss that sounded like a pressure cooker hinting at an explosion.

Then it stepped toward me as I raised my weapon up over my head.

Time seemed to slow, and as much as I wanted to think about what Liahpa and Tom were doing, or how the troodons were fairing, I knew that I just had to focus on the fucker trying to eat me. I didn’t know exactly what would happen if I died, but I guessed that the dinos would all scatter to the four winds, and Liahpa might be left alone with the black feathered raptors.

The raptor lunged forward, and I tensed my muscles in my aching shoulders. I didn’t actually swing the Cricket bat of Doom though, I just flinched my arms enough to make it look like I was going to swing, and the raptor twisted his face away from me. It had been a feinting movement, and if I had taken the bait, the utahraptor would have been able to come at me while my weapon was to the side.

This asshole was clever, but not clever enough.

“Come on,” I hissed as I made a small step toward him. Every fiber of muscle in my body was trembling with terror, but they were also obeying my commands out of desperation.

The raptor snaked his neck to my right side and then rolled his head back to my left when I tensed my arm to swing. He was bleeding from his stomach and shoulder from where I’d tagged him with the teeth of my weapon, but it didn’t seem to be hampering his movements at all.

But then my eyes met the creature’s, and I realized that he was afraid.

It didn’t make a lot of sense, since the utahraptor could bite my head off, but the movements of his neck and the wide look in his eyes reminded me of the countless terrified animals that my parents had asked for my help with at our clinic. This guy had tried to kill me a few times now, and now he was starting to realize that he had bitten off more than he could chew. That was why he was giving me all his attention instead of attacking Tom’s exposed flank.

“Go!” I growled as I nodded to my left. The space there was open, and the raptor could dart away if he wanted to.

The black-feathered dino blinked a few times, let out another hiss, and then began to step away from Tom and me. His movements were cautious though, and for a few moments I wondered if he would try to attack me again.

“Tell all your friends to go with you,” I said as I tensed my arms again and stomped my foot. As I spoke, the utahraptor turned away from me, and he hesitantly made a few steps before he leapt over the obsidian stream that separated the sandy dunes from the rest of the beach.

I turned back to Tom and sprinted around the trike’s tail. As I ran, I glanced to my right behind me and saw MCA smack his spiky tail into the utahraptor that the troodons had been harassing. The raptor exploded like a chicken with a firecracker shoved down its throat, and blood and black feathers sprayed everywhere.

I made it past Tom’s tail and then glanced up to his saddle and crest. Liahpa was still sitting on his back, and the silver-skinned woman was doing her best to fend off the two utahraptors with her soul ring axe while also trying to hang onto the big trike’s crest while he bucked and twisted his horns toward his attacker. I saw a few cuts on his right flank, but I really didn’t have time to look at them. There were two trampled raptor bodies at his feet, but two more still tried to get past the arches that Liahpa made in the air with her weapon.

The two raptors were focused on avoiding Liahpa’s blade and Tom’s horns, so they didn’t even see me charge their flank.

I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom over my head like it was a sledge hammer and then brought the teeth of the weapon down on the back of the closest raptor after he jumped back from one of Liahpa’s swings. My weapon sank into his feathery flesh like a rotary saw through a cooked Thanksgiving turkey. His front shoulder actually separated from its socket, and the creature let out a horrified screech as it tumbled to the sand.

The last remaining raptor spun and jumped at me without a moment’s hesitation, but Ad-Rock had already been trotting up that side. The stego was heavily loaded with green malachite rocks, but the burden didn’t seem to slow down the swing of his tail, and my buddy whipped his spikes at the raptor like he was swatting a fly.

I wasn’t sure if the last raptor was incredibly intelligent, or just lucky, but Ad-Rock’s tail ended up missing his shoulder by what must have been a fraction of an inch, and the raptor stretched out its talons like clawed fingers and angled his legs to tear into me.

I was left a bit flat footed from my previous swing, so the only way I thought I could dodge the attack was by throwing myself to the ground. I felt the utahraptor’s claws trace across my back just as my shoulder slammed into the bloody sand, but I didn’t think I got cut.

I twisted onto my back in time to see the raptor land behind me. It let out a screech of disappointment when it realized it hadn’t shredded me into hamburger, but then its cry was cut short when I commanded Ad-Rock to swing his tail back around. The stego’s aim was a bit better with me being able to focus on his movements, and the spiky end of the tail connected squarely with the raptor’s chest. Or at least, that was what I guessed happened, since it sounded like someone hitting a punching bag with a spiked baseball bat, and blood sprayed through the sky.

It probably died instantly, and I pushed off the bloody sand quickly so that I could assess our situation.

There were bodies of utahraptors all around Tom, but most of them were halfway to pancake condition, and a quick glance confirmed my earlier suspicion that they were dead. The raptor that I had let go was sprinting up the face of the closest dune, but he paused for a moment at the crest, turned around, and stared down at me. I could sense the animal’s confusion at my team’s victory, but I guessed that it was probably happy that it was getting out of the battle alive. It let out a final squawk, and then I saw it disappear over the other side of the dune.

“Are you injured?” I asked Liahpa as I walked over to Tom’s side. The trike was starting to calm down, and I leaned in close to look at the cuts on his flank. They didn’t look too deep, but they were dripping blood.

“I was about to ask you the same,” the red-eyed woman said as she floated down Tom’s side. “I thought we were going to die.”

“Me too.” I set my Cricket Bat of Doom down as she set down her axe, and we threw our arms around each other. “They got the jump on--”

I heard a honk behind me, and I pulled away from Liahpa so that I could turn to face Bruce. He was squatting on the ground some six feet from me, and he let out another sad honk.

I held out my arms, and the pteranodon slowly frog-waddled forward on his wings and laid his head on my shoulder. He let out three short whispered honks, and I reached up to stroke the top of his head.

“It’s okay buddy,” I whispered as I petted him. “We’re all fine.”

“What did he say?” Liahpa asked.

“He’s really sorry he didn’t see the raptors. He said he was looking for fish in the ocean instead of scouting ahead.”

“You got that from the few honks he made?” Liahpa asked, and I turned a bit to see both her eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” I said. “Well, I mean, I think that is what he said.”

Bruce let out a short honk of confirmation, and then he moved his front arms up so that he was kind of hugging me while he rested his head on my shoulder. He was just about the same height as the utahraptors, but Bruce was made for flying, so his body was a lot lighter.

“What about the one who got away?” Liahpa asked as she gestured toward the dunes. “Do you think he’ll follow us?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “We killed all his friends, so he might want to get revenge, or he might just find a new pack. I’m not strong enough to tame those yet, but I think I am close. He seemed to listen to me when I told him to go away.”

I patted Bruce on the head a final time, and then we pulled away from each other. I ordered him to take to the sky again so he could scout, and he let out a grateful honk before he hopped into the air. As he flew away, I saw Grumpy begin to turn his bulk around so that he could waddle back into the ocean. I hadn’t sensed him during the fight, but we were about two hundred yards away from the tide, and the big purussaurus couldn’t really move that fast across the sand. The battle must have ended as soon as he got here, and a grumble of frustration made it clear that he was upset he didn’t have a chance to chomp anyone.

I made a quick round and petted all my stegos and troodons. I thanked each of them for working together and promised them a nice break as soon as we got back to the fort.

“I thought the last black-feathered one was going to kill you,” Liahpa said after I had thanked Tom for saving my life, and we had both climbed back on top of his saddle. Her fingers traced across the skin of my back, and a shiver of pleasure chased down my spine.

“I wanted to help you.” I shrugged. “The whole time I fought the ones on Tom’s left, I worried about the ones attacking your side.

“I was worrying about you,” she laughed. “We make a good team.”

“We are a great team,” I said as I instructed my pack of dinosaurs to start moving again. “I’m glad you came with me.”

“As I recall, you didn’t seem that excited about me joining you,” she teased.

“Can you blame me?” I asked. “Since you came to our camp, you’ve been terrified of me. Then you insisted that you have alone time with me. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

“I wanted this,” Liahpa whispered as her hand strayed down my pant leg and came to rest on my groin.

“And now you’ve got it,” I chuckled as I leaned into her.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Although I have to share with everyone.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked as we cleared the last of the sandy dunes and began to turn toward the slope of the hill that would take us away from the ocean.

“No,” she answered quickly. “I like everyone, even Trel. I want them to be with you because… well… It’s just that…”

Her voice trailed off, and I waited for her to speak as we climbed the gentle slope.

“I’ve been taught my whole life that men are monsters. You are wonderful though. You are kind, caring, dedicated, and intelligent. When you look at me, my heart skips a beat. When you touch me, I feel my muscles lose their strength. When you kiss me I forget to breathe. When you penetrate me, I’m overcome with pleasure that I can’t even begin to contemplate. When you climax, your seed seems to spread through my body like a warm tide. I’m an athlete, not a poet, so I’m having trouble really explaining what I feel, but I just know I want you all the time. It feels right.”

“It makes sense,” I said as I held her hand in mind. “I love you, too.”

“Is that what this is?” Liahpa asked as she bit her lip. “Love for a man? I’ve had girlfriends, and I’ve loved them, but this feels different. I feel kind of like an idiot for how much my mind wants to think about you.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“They all feel the same way,” Liahpa sighed.

“Who?”

“Everyone else,” she answered. “Sheela will be working, and I see her turn to look across the camp at where you are. She will stare and a slight smile will come to her lips. She’ll notice me watching and look away, but I can tell she thinks about you constantly. Trel couldn’t even function when everyone came back and said that the man with the wings had taken you. She said that she had finally found love and then this planet had taken it away from her. We couldn’t comfort her, and she spent days sobbing in the tree.”

“I heard that happened,” I said.

“That is how she is,” Liahpa said. “We can see that she hides her vulnerability behind her arrogance and haughty remarks. She is a lot like Kacerie actually, but Kacerie expresses her love for you by working. She held us all together when you were gone, and she made sure that Quwaru’s tribe had tasks to keep them busy, but we all missed you. That was when I started to realize for myself.”

“That you loved me?” I asked.

“Yep,” she laughed. “The beginnings of it were there down at the river when you let me touch you. I tossed and turned that night thinking about how much more I wanted to do with you, but I hated myself for being curious. Then, when you were gone, and we all thought you might be dead, I hated myself even more for not spending additional time with you.”

“But now that is resolved,” I said as I squeezed her hand again.

“It is,” she laughed. Then she leaned into me, and we kissed briefly. “So, that is just my worry. It is selfish really. I just want you around me all the time. I want you kissing me every minute and making love to me every chance you get. But so does everyone else, and we can just look to Galmine for inspiration. She encourages us all to enjoy you, and she doesn’t have any jealousy.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Now, I’ll just have to deal with Trel asking me if I’m pregnant every day.” Liahpa laughed.

“I don’t think it will work,” I sighed. “I know she wants--”

“We are waiting for Kacerie,” Liahpa said. “She looks like the same species as you. So, if you want to sleep with her every night, I can--”

“You don’t have to worry,” I said. “I’ll spend time with you, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” she said after she exhaled. “I guess that is just what I want. I finally have you, and I don’t want to lose you. As I said, all the women in the camp are in love with you, and once they know how wonderful it feels to have you inside of them, they will--”

“I don’t think everyone in the camp is in love with me,” I chuckled.

“You don’t notice,” Liahpa laughed. “You are too busy planning for our survival.”

“Hey, I’m paying attention to everyone!” I shrugged and gave her a wide smile.

“So, you haven’t noticed Adella and Keefaye? They can’t even keep their mouths closed when you walk by them.”

“They do kind of flirt with me,” I admitted.

“And Emerald?” Liahpa laughed. “Please tell me you notice how much she stares at you. I feel bad for her.”

“Wait, why do you feel bad for her?” I asked as I felt concern spin around in my stomach.

“There you go,” Liahpa said. “You are worried about all of us. You are a really nice man, Victor. That is why we all love you.”

“You are changing the subject,” I said as I smirked at her.

“I feel bad for Emerald because it’s obvious to everyone how much she adores you, but she has no voice to tell you.”

“Ahh, yeah,” I sighed. “I should spend some time with her when I get back.” I opened my mouth to explain that I didn’t know if I trusted the green-haired woman, but then I thought better of it and closed my lips. The only reason I felt a little worried around Emerald was because of her white, predatory looking reptile eyes. Her alien beauty was hard for me to be comfortable around, but the woman had done nothing but help me since she had been here.

“I enjoyed our time alone,” Liahpa said as we approached the crest of the hill that would lead us into the valley with the riverbed road running through the center, “but I’ll be relieved to get back. I feel safer behind the walls.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, even though I was still thinking about how the men last night had teleported to the beach right outside of Quwaru’s small canyon.

We might not be safe behind our walls.

“And now we have the malachite,” the beautiful woman continued. “We’ll have a bunch of copper, and we--”

Liahpa’s voice cut off as we reached the top of the hill. The green jungle valley spread out below us, but the hills beyond that were the ones that guarded our valley.

And a plume of smoke drifted in the air in the distance.

Something was burning in our valley, and it looked like it might have been coming from where our fort was located.

 


[image: ]

 

Thanks for reading Tamer: King of Dinosaurs Book 6! Book 7 will be on Kickstarter in another few months. Make sure you join my newsletter on my website for updates!

 

If you are looking for a place to hang out and talk with fellow fans of my books, my Facebook fan club is quite popular. Check it out here!

 

For more information about me, visit my site:

www.michaelscottearle.com

Editing by Ginger Earle, Nick Kuhns, Jacqueline Miles (who also edits my audio books), Wanda Jewell, Cody Elyko, Anthony DePaolo, Alex Hyde, and Kenneth Smith.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Copyright © 2019 by Michael-Scott Earle


[image: ]



 

 

 

OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image4.jpg





OPS/image15.jpg





OPS/image8.jpg





OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
. NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR i -

MICHAEL SCOTT EARLE| e





OPS/image16.jpg





OPS/image3.jpg





OPS/image13.jpg





OPS/image7.jpg





OPS/image17.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg





OPS/image12.jpg





OPS/image6.jpg





OPS/image20.jpg





OPS/image18.jpg





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image11.jpg





OPS/image14.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg





OPS/image19.jpg





OPS/image5.jpg





OPS/image9.jpg





