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Chapter 1
“Your name is fortuitous.”
The voice was feminine and familiar, but my mind felt like it was made of instant oatmeal with only half the water added and not a lot of stirring going on before the bowl was put in the microwave.
“Huh?” I groaned as I tried to pry my eyes open.
“Victor…” she whispered in my ear.
“Nomi?” My left eye managed to open, and then I forced my right eye to follow suit even though it felt as difficult as trying to do weak-side dumbbell curls with the same weight.
I was laying on a flat wood bedframe in a dimly lit room. A gray stone hearth opened like a mouth in the wall on my right side, and wide French doors were slightly ajar in the direction where my feet pointed. To my left sat a series of stone shelves that looked as if they might have once had wooden drawers in them, but the wood there had long since turned to dust, just like the bed I laid upon was about to.
“I’m in a bedroom?” I asked the dumb question, even though I kinda meant to say “Why am I not in the hut?” instead.
Nomi didn’t answer.
I was having trouble remembering the last thing I’d done in the camp that brought me here, and my mind didn’t give me any answers by the time I managed to swing my legs out to the edge of the wood and stand. The fact that I couldn’t remember what was going on didn’t really bother me, which probably should have bothered me about as much as not knowing, but I figured Kacerie, Sheela, Trel, or Galmine would come get me at any moment.
“I could have sworn I heard Nomi in my head,” I whispered to myself as I stood and looked over the empty room.
The place was maybe about thirty-feet square, the wood on the bed was actually crumbling in places, but it was still holding up better than the door, since the grayed wood there was too rotten to be resold as a Restoration Hardware dining room table to yuppy women.
Everything was gray except for the light.
I realized there were holes and cracks in the ceiling, and a kind of cyan, blue, aqua-green light poured through like those gorgeous Caribbean waterfalls, or maybe the ones in Arizona that contrasted with the orange desert stone. Either way, I’d never been to those places but I had seen pictures of them on the internet, and that was the color of this light, and it even seemed to leak down into the dreary room like life water.
“Yes… life did start from the water.” Nomi’s voice whispered in my ear, but I didn’t bother to turn around and look at her.
She wasn’t here.
No one was.
“Exactly,” she whispered. “They’ve gone, but what they left can be yours… Victor.”
It felt like I was a passenger in my own body as I walked to the door. I could see my bare feet moving, and my tattered Dickies’ pants, but I didn’t really feel the ground under me. I could smell the dust and oldness in the air like a blanket that needed to be shaken, and the metal handle of the French doors felt solid in my grasp as I pulled them open.
The hallway outside of the room could only loosely be called that because it was really just a ten-foot wide ledge that cliffed down another ten feet to a glowing cyan pool of water that stretched about thirty feet before it rose again to another walkway.
“Well… fuck…” I muttered as I glanced down at the water.
The glowing liquid wasn’t really moving, and it didn’t seem like it was radioactive, or hot, or steaming. If anything, it looked super refreshing, and as I glanced to my left and right, I saw more doors in the stone walls next to me.
And they stretched on as far as I could see in either direction.
“This feels like Venice, only in a jail or something.” I looked up and didn’t see a sky, just more stone eighty feet or so above me that looked to be cut in waves and slopes the way an artist would mold a piece of clay with an exacto knife.
“It’s a city,” Nomi told me. “Their city. They made it for you.”
“Is it infinite?” I asked as I looked from left to right again, since the water and the walkways and the doors seemed to go on forever in both directions, and I didn’t really see a bridge to cross the water and explore the rooms on the other side.
“Nothing is if you have the tools,” she whispered. “They have placed them here for you. You just need to find them… Victor. Go left.”
I followed Nomi’s instructions and began to walk down the elevated walkway. I thought she would say something when I reached the next door down, but she didn’t, so I kept walking. After a few minutes, I realized that the pathway seemed to slope upward and to the right a bit, and when I glanced up ahead I could tell there was a slight curve to the waterway that the pathway followed.
The longer I walked, the more alien and ancient the place felt, but it seemed abandoned, so I didn’t feel the usual tension in my shoulders that I would have if I was walking alone in Dinosaurland.
“You aren’t alone,” Nomi whispered. “Enter this room.”
I nodded as I reached for the handle of the double doors. The wood looked less beaten and battered than the doors of my room, but it opened with a low screech that sounded almost like a raptor hissing, and my heart suddenly started to hammer in my chest.
I poked my head into the room half a moment before my legs walked me in, and I felt my mouth hang open when I saw the dozens of hanging pots descending from the ceiling via thick chains. It looked like they had once been filled with ferns or other plants, but no one had come to water them in who the fuck knew how long, and the plants now draped dead from each clay vessel.
“This place definitely isn’t the Four Seasons,” I whispered as I closed the door behind me.
“Every species experiences its Summer, Winter, and the transitions between. Some never survive the Winter.” Nomi’s voice sounded sad.
“What am I supposed to do in here?” I asked, but as soon as the words left my mouth, I saw that there was a bed hidden behind some of the low-hanging pots.
Something white and feathery laid on the bed, so I pushed some of the hanging pots out of my way, stepped through the curtains of dead leaves, and then came to stand beside the wooden bed. It looked just like mine, but there was a blanket of white feathers spread across the flat wood.
“Or… is it a cape or cloak or something?” I asked Nomi as I saw an orange-gold clasp at the top of the feathers.
Nomi didn’t answer me, so I reached out to touch the feathers and found them incredibly soft under my fingers. I picked it up and saw that the garment was definitely a cape. The snow-white feathers were sewn into an orange-colored satiny material on the back, and the chain-clasp combo looked sturdy.
“She is yours,” Nomi whispered. “Take her. Use her. They want you to. They made her for you.”
“I’ve never been much of a cape guy,” I replied, but I still clasped the feathery sheet around my collar bone and then let out a sigh when I felt the smooth orange cloth rub against my skin.
Then I noticed I wasn’t wearing a shirt, and I looked down to see my chest and abs were muscular. My torso almost looked like I was carved out of mahogany, and I could see veins snaking over my biceps and down on the lower part of my abs like tree roots. I didn’t realize I was this fucking ripped, but I had been working out a bunch and eating lots of meat. My skin was also tanner than I remembered, and the white feathers gave a nice contrast against my body.
“Now that I look all fancy…” I trailed off, but Nomi didn’t tell me what I was supposed to do next, so I walked back out the door of the room and turned left to keep going in the direction she had originally told me to go.
I passed another door, and then another, and eventually I lost count. The walkway seemed to slope downward instead of upward, and I saw the occasional door that was either broken open, or crumbling and rotted fully away, across the water on the other walkway, but that was the only break in the monotony.
“How much lon--” I started to ask, but Nomi interrupted me.
“Here.”
“Okay…” I pulled open the doors and saw another thirty-foot square stone room.
Instead of a bed off to the side like in the other two rooms, there was a reclining leather chair that kind of looked like a La-Z-Boy facing a chest-high pedestal. The chair actually looked like it was in good shape, but the color of the leather, or cloth, or whatever was a bright blue color.
But what really got my attention was the crossbow on the pedestal.
The stock of the weapon was made of a light rose-pink wood, but all the metal parts glowed like polished silver. The crossbow seemed to have its own light, and I actually had to squint my eyes a bit as I stepped closer. A single bolt was loaded on the firing groove, and three more were attached horizontally on the bottom of the weapon in front of the foregrip. The bolts had wicked-looking silver spiral tips, the wood of the shafts were the same rose-pink to match the stock of the crossbow, and the fletching was the same blue color as the leather chair.
“Wow,” was all I could say.
“Similar to the bow. More complicated to make, but much simpler to use. Each tool has its place. You know how to use her. Take her. She’s always belonged to you… Victor.”
I reached out and grasped the pink stock of the crossbow and then pulled it to my chest. The weapon did feel like it was made for my hand, since each of my fingers easily found perfectly-shaped grooves to wiggle against as I held it, and the stock fit against my shoulder curve as if someone had carved it for me.
“Only four bolts…” I commented.
“You will have to use them wisely,” Nomi whispered.
I walked out of the room, but before I could turn left, I noticed that the cyan water below me actually seemed to be flowing a bit. It wasn’t at all near a river, but before it had been completely still, and now it had a bit of a movement.
“You must cross now,” Nomi stated.
“I don’t see a bridge,” I said as I looked in both directions again. “Should I just climb down, or--”
“You can jump across.”
“I… hmmmm…” I muttered as I realized she was right, even though she shouldn’t have been.
I grunted as my bare feet dug into the stone like claws, and then I sprinted three steps to the edge of the walkway. I jumped, and as soon as my body rose in the air, the feather cape billowed out behind me like a flag. Wind pushed at my back, and I drifted across the thirty-foot river of cyan water as easily as if I’d just bounced on a trampoline.
“Woah,” I chuckled as soon as I landed on the other side of the water. “That was awesome.”
Nomi didn’t reply, so I decided to head left again in the same direction I had been going. I kept my crossbow ready at my side, but I couldn’t hear anything besides my own bare feet slapping against the stone, and the slight whisper of the water moving below me.
“They were powerful,” Nomi said once I’d come to an open doorway.
“Where are they?” I asked as I made a right into the door. I expected a room, but there was an enclosed hallway with cracks and breaks in both sides of the wall that spilled cyan light from the distant water.
“Ancient beings and their toys. Long forgotten. All except for you… Victor.”
“They didn’t forget about me?” I asked as I walked down the stone corridor. There were actually some vines growing in places through the cracks, but it just added to the feeling that this place was as Nomi said: Long forgotten.
The voice didn’t answer, so I continued to walk for another few minutes, or maybe it was hours. I lost track of time, but the cracks on the right wall seemed to grow wider until the wall finally fell away entirely, and I found myself in more of the Venice-like canal city with the same bright cyan water passageways running through and around dark gray and black buildings like a spider’s web.
“Damn.” I looked at the various parts of the ruined city and then glanced up to see I was still underground. “How many of them lived here? The buildings stretch as far as I can see. Is this water running through all the parts?”
“Look to your left… Victor.”
I did as Nomi said, and I saw that the walkway seemed to drop into stairs some fifty yards ahead. The last door on the left was open, and I heard something moving in the distance.
“What is it?” I whispered as my heart started to hammer into my chest.
“A forgotten toy,” she muttered. “You know what to do.”
My crossbow was already raised, but since I’d never actually shot one before, I kneeled on the ground and rested my elbow on my knee so that I could really sight down the length of the rose-pink weapon.
I heard the movement get closer, and it sounded like a cross between a dog walking on tile and someone dragging a rug across the ground. Finally, there was movement at the edge of the door, and I forced myself to exhale as the figure moved into the half-hallway.
It was a shadowy creature that was the vague shape of a raptor. It was about my height, so I guessed it weighed maybe three or four-hundred pounds. Less than a Utahraptor, but way heavier than the green-feathered Deinonychus that had harassed my friends and I when we first came to Dinosaurland.
The creature’s beak looked like it was actually made out of silvery metal, and on closer inspection, the feathers seemed like black smoke that seemed to wave in some sort of breeze that I couldn’t feel. Its eyes glowed red like a Terminator, but it hadn’t quite turned its head toward me yet, so I figured I had a second or two before it noticed me.
And I felt pretty damn sure I didn’t want it to notice me.
I lined up my crossbow at the top of its chest where the neck connected and then gently squeezed the trigger. The bolt twanged from the weapon with a beautiful harpsichord sound, and a brief flash of silver light zinged across the dark stone walls as the bolt slammed into the beast.
The dark raptor let out a half-squawk, half-pitbull growl, and then it thrashed against the wall for two seconds before it collapsed. I didn’t really waste too much time watching it die, though. I was already loading another silver bolt into the weapon, and I yanked the string back by putting my bare foot into the loading stirrup and leveraging the weapon against the ground.
“Three shots left,” I said after I’d loaded the crossbow and started to tiptoe toward the still body of the raptor.
“It is one of many tools,” Nomi whispered. “You will find a use for all of them. Look in the room.”
I glanced down at the raptor, but I couldn’t really make sense of its body. The feathers looked like something out of a CGI movie because of the way they still moved and swayed like fake grass. The flesh underneath the feathers was gray and looked real, but the head, jaw, and eyes of the creature were definitely metal, and the teeth looked like fucking razor blades.
I stepped around the corpse and moved into the room. The space was the same square shape that I expected, but instead of a bed or pedestal, I saw that the walls were covered with metal weapon racks and shield hooks. This seemed to be some sort of armory, and there were dozens of swords, spears, axes, shields, and pieces of armor hanging from their respective places.
“That’s what I’m talking about,” I said as I stepped more into the room.
“Many tools in here,” Nomi whispered in my ear. “But two are exceptional. You should take only them.”
“Okay…” I trailed off as I started to look at the weapons. It only took me a few seconds to realize that Nomi was right. The first sword I looked at was a gladius, and even though I knew next to nothing about steel quality or weapon design, I could tell the edge was dull and the metal was spotted with rust.
I moved to the next weapon, which was a slightly curved broadsword like the one Liam Neeson used in the movie Rob Roy, but it looked like the basket hilt to this one wasn’t attached very well, and it wiggled when I pushed my finger up against it.
The next weapon was a spear, but the haft was spotted with holes, and I guessed it would break the first time I used it.
Half-way down the wall I came to a strange-looking axe and paused as the air left my lungs.
“Wowwww,” was all I could gasp as I reached out to touch the weapon. Its blade was a meaty crescent shape that extended out aggressively from the haft at a sharp angle. The top of the weapon had a wicked-looking four-inch long point that I imagined could impale a whole pumpkin, and the butt looked like a meat tenderizer hammer. The silver-gray metal business part of the weapon was attached to a three-and-a-half foot long wooden handle that was the color of blood, and my palm practically tingled with the urge to pick it up.
“This looks like it weighs a ton,” I whispered as I moved my head around the back to see how it was attached to the wall. Then I gasped when I realized it wasn’t attached at all.
The badass battle axe was just floating in the air.
“She is a perfect weight for you,” Nomi said.
“She is…” I heard my voice, but I didn’t remember saying anything. I was too occupied with the axe, and the blood-red handle felt amazing against my left hand as soon as I grasped along the smooth wood.
I pulled the axe to me and let out a purr when it came free of whatever was holding it in the air. Then I made a few practice swings with it, and the thick blade seemed to cut the air with a vorpal ease.
“Snicker-snack,” I chuckled as I glanced at the other weapons on the rack, but none of them looked as bright and beautiful as the axe in my left hand, so I turned to the other side of the room where the shields were.
There were viking style round shields made of wood, knight kite shields, and giant door-sized shields. I saw bucklers, coffin-shaped, and teardrop ones. Some were made out of gray wood, others metal, but all of them on the entire wall seemed dull and uninteresting.
But one shield definitely caught my eye, and I walked to the opposite end where it hung like a bright beacon against the foggy night.
The shield reminded me of the ones the African Zulu warriors carried in the history pictures I’d seen. It was a long oval shape, but instead of a bison skin stretched across the surface, it looked like cheetah skin, and the beautiful gold, yellow, black, and white spots seemed to catch the light in the room and reflect them outward like a mirror.
“She will protect you during the war,” Nomi said. “She was born to always be at your side.”
“I know.” I choked out the words and blinked back a bit of tears. The shield was just so damn beautiful, and I couldn’t help but hold my breath as I set my axe and crossbow carefully down on the stone tile so that I could pull the oval shield off the wall.
The skin on the shield was warm to my touch, and I couldn’t help but sigh as I brushed my fingers across the spots. The back section was made of polished wood cross pieces, and strips of thick leather would allow me to carry it on my left arm or slung on my back like a turtle shell. I couldn’t wear it on my left arm and carry the axe and crossbow at the same time, so I put it on like a backpack over the feather cloak, sighed as I felt its warmth encircle me like a hug, and then I bent down to pick up my axe and crossbow.
I glanced at the walls of weapons and shields again, but nothing caught my attention, so I tiptoed out past the corpse of the robot-shadow raptor and then turned left to continue deeper into the city. The platform was angling down some, and it turned into a gentle staircase as the rooms on the left side stopped.
The bright cyan water kissed the stairs at the bottom of the thirty-foot descent like a boat slip, and I paused to try to figure out where I should go next. Nomi didn’t say anything after I’d waited and looked at the still water for a few minutes, so I shrugged my shoulders and walked the rest of the way down the steps until my bare feet were submerged in the water.
“It’s not that deep,” I said as I waddled in the knee deep, but pleasantly cool, water.
“The parts you see are shallow, but it gets deeper,” Nomi whispered.
“Looks like this is the only way to go,” I said as I nodded to my right, since the left side of the canal dead-ended into thirty-foot walls that held walkways and other buildings of the forgotten city.
“What else will you find?” Nomi asked. “Maybe you’ll find why they left this place.”
The water rippled around my legs and tugged at my feather cloak as it moved and flowed out across the glass-like surface of the pool in thousands of circles within circles. As I walked, I kept my eyes up at the ledges of the walkway above me, but there was no movement. After a hundred yards or so, the canal began to twist left, and I passed a staircase leading up out of the water. Nomi didn’t say anything, so I kept moving through the water and passed another three.
“Not that I don’t like the feel of this water,” I finally began, “but I do feel a bit trapped down here. Should I climb--”
My words caught in my throat as I saw a dark shape cutting through the water toward me. It had to be an alligator, or a shark, or a thick snake, but it was hard to get its exact size from the hundred or so yards away I guessed it was.
“Yeah…” I said, “time to get out.”
I glanced left and right, but the nearest steps were a good fifty yards behind me, so I glanced back at the dark shape in the water, looked back to the stairs, and then looked back at the croc-shark-snake-gator in the distant water.
“Fuck it,” I grunted as I began to leap-walk through the water toward the stairs.
A few seconds after I changed direction, I glanced back over my shoulder and saw that the dark shadow was moving faster toward me. I didn’t quite know if I’d make it to the stairs in time, and my heart started to pound in my chest as I forced my legs to muscle through the water quicker.
“Go, go, go, go, go,” I panted as I jumped and thrust my hips through the cyan water, but the glowing liquid seemed to suddenly be made out of molasses, and it seemed like I wasn’t getting any closer to the stairs no matter how hard I jumped forward.
But the dark shape was getting closer to me.
Suddenly, I was at the step, and I gasped in relief as I spun around and tried to butt-scoot up the steps while I aimed my crossbow behind me. I was just in time, and the creature surged out of the water up toward me with a desperate attempt to bite me.
“Fuck!” I gasped as the visage of the monster erupted out of the cyan water.
The thing had the mouth of a shark, but it was twisted sideways so that its tooth-filled maw opened a good four-feet wide. The monster’s body looked a bit like a crocodile, but it had thick scaly walrus fins up front and lizard legs at the back. I couldn’t really see where its eyes were, but there seemed to be fucking teeth on its fucking tongue, so I aimed there with my crossbow and pulled the trigger.
My weapon pulsed a silvery light, and the bolt slammed right where I’d intended with the force of a cannon, the beast twisted back silently, and then it whipped forward like a rubber band to try to bite off one of my legs.
I yanked both my feet up to my chest and felt the air separate as the hundreds of teeth snapped an inch or so away from my toes. Then I kicked my heels down on the step where my ass was and bottle-rocketed up a few more steps. I didn’t have time to reload my crossbow, so I let go of it, put both hands on my red-silver axe, and then I raised it over my head as the beast tried to twist up the steps toward me.
The creature kind of looked like a fish on an invisible hook as it tried to shimmy up the stairs, but the movement seemed to be working for it because it actually did gyrate up toward me, and it gushed a gallon of dark red-purple blood every time it frantically opened and closed its maw.
“Nothing an axe to the face won’t fix,” I hissed as I brought my weapon down on the thing’s maw when it got close enough. I expected to feel a wood-chopping sensation when my axe made contact with the creature, but the blade passed through the side of the shark-alligator-walrus like it was made of smoke, and an explosion of dark purple-ish blood sprayed out of the thing’s face.
I whacked again with my axe and took off a chunk of the thing’s jaw that was the size of two car batteries, and then I hacked at the other side of the monster’s teeth like I was chopping into the base of a tree. I twisted my axe a bit in my hand with that final cut, and the momentum caused the front end of the creature to fall off the side of the stairs, and the rest of its thrashing body began to topple to the side.
I almost stepped forward so I could deliver a hack to where the thing’s massive neck was, but the stairs looked slippery as fuck with all the blood, so I just paused where I was and patiently waited for it to topple over the side. It did fall after a few more seconds, and I watched it wiggle and squirm in the air before it smacked into the cyan water some twenty feet below us.
I actually didn’t think I’d killed the gator-shark-walrus, but it didn’t move after it fell into the water, and after I watched it float still for a few dozen seconds, I figured that it wasn’t going to try to eat anything else again.
“What the fuck was that?” I asked Nomi as I quickly reloaded my crossbow, but she didn’t answer me, so once I’d finished with the pink weapon, I continued up the stairs.
I was on another walkway, but this one seemed to be more street-like than canal-walkway-like, and I saw four thirty-foot tall stone buildings set in a square organization pattern instead of the usual rows of doors. The buildings were about sixty yards away from the edge of the canal, so I moved toward them as I glanced to my left and right to ensure that there weren't any smoke-robot raptors or shark-gator creatures trying to come after me.
I didn’t see any movement, or hear anything, and then I shuffled to a stop when I realized that the monster I’d just killed on the steps hadn’t made a single sound when I’d chopped the shit out of it.
“That’s kinda weird,” I muttered as I continued walking, but then I remembered that the raptor had made noise when I killed it, so maybe the shark-thing hadn’t needed vocal chords?
“All powers seem balanced, but species who fight their own have more advanced weapons,” Nomi said.
“Uhhh… like… what do you mean?” I asked.
“What do the male fiddler crab and the stag have in common?” she whispered.
“Big ass weapons,” I said. “But… okay… they fight over the females of the species. Is that what--”
Movement out of the side of my vision cut my words off, and I sprinted the last six steps to the side of the building so that I could hide behind the corner and look toward the spot where I thought I saw something.
“Two of those raptors,” I whispered as I watched the twin human-sized shadow-metal dinos patrol.
They were a good two-hundred yards away, and it didn’t look as if they had even glanced in my direction, but I didn’t like the idea of them walking around while I was also trying to explore. I also didn’t like the idea of starting up with them, since the first one I’d ganked with a crossbow bolt, and I didn’t think I’d be able to hit them from this far away.
I was going to have to let them be for now.
I turned around and realized I was in an open area between the four buildings. There was a dried-up fountain in the middle, and as I moved down the side of the building, I could tell it was in the shape of a clover with six tiers rising up from the middle.
“There is a switch to turn it on,” Nomi whispered. “It is on the opposite side.”
“Okay.” I stepped out from the shadow of the building, glanced toward the area where the raptors had been walking, and then continued more out into the open when I didn’t see them.
The fountain was twenty yards away, and I kept low with my crossbow and axe ready as I skirted along the side and circled around. The switch was a polished red tile that had a wave icon, and I gently pressed it with my toe and was a bit surprised that it lit up turquoise, and then I pushed it into the surrounding stonework.
Then the fountain made a faint gurgling sound, and glowing water began to gently pour from the top.
“It’s a different color,” I said as I looked at the turquoise color. “Is it different water from the stuff in the canals?”
“Drink it and find out,” Nomi whispered.
“Ehhhhhh… I think I’d rather… just not. Thanks.”
“Have I led you astray yet?” Nomi chuckled.
“Fair enough.” I set my weapons on the side of the fountain stone work, scooped up some of the glowing blue-green water in my hands, and then brought it to my mouth.
It tasted like sparkling mint water, and I let out a long sigh as I reached back down to scoop up another mouthful. Then I took another. Then another. After the sixth or seventh, I felt like I wasn’t thirsty anymore, and I glanced up from the fountain and gave a slight gasp when I saw the glowing red and orange shapes of the raptors in the distance.
Through the building they were hidden behind.
“Holy shit,” I whispered. “I have Predator vision? I can see through the walls, too. It’s like Superman-Predator vision.”
“We all came from the water,” Nomi said. “This will help you navigate through the old and forgotten toys.”
“Yeah.” I grabbed both my weapons and then turned to look at the four buildings again. The one I had walked past to get to the fountain didn’t seem to have a door, but the one on the opposite side of the fountain, where I was now standing, did have an open entryway, and I could see a bit of light shimmering inside.
“I’m going in that building,” I told Nomi, but she didn’t reply.
I glanced again at the two distant patrolling raptors, and then I dashed toward the open building. I felt the feather cloak flap against my calves as I ran, and it seemed like I was moving faster than normal. I was suddenly inside, and I glanced back out to ensure that the two robo-shadow dinos hadn’t somehow seen me from the distance.
Once I was satisfied, I turned around and tried to find the shiny thing that had caught my attention. The first floor was open, and about sixty-feet square, but there was a spiral staircase in the middle made of dark stone and twisted web-like metal as a guard rail.
I moved to the middle of the room and then held onto the handrail as I made my way up. The sounds of my bare feet seemed to echo in the empty space, but no matter how softly or slowly I tried to step, the noise just seemed to get louder. I sighed in relief when I made it to the second floor, and even though the stairs continued up to a third floor, I gasped when my eyes focused on a single pedestal ten feet from the stairs.
The pedestal was the only decoration in the entire empty second story, and hanging from various parts of it was a gleaming suit of banded armor.
“Wowww,” I muttered as I stepped toward the helmet, chest plate, belt, leggings, and boots. As I got closer, I could tell that each piece of armor was designed uniquely, and each had a slightly different color scheme and nuance to the metal work.
The helmet almost looked like a Spartan helmet with the eye holes, nose guard, and lambchop metal parts, but it had just a small metal fin mohawk on top instead of a giant red horse mane. The metal was dark like obsidian, but small cracks of silvery color danced across every surface like a never-ending series of spiderwebs.
“She will protect your mind,” Nomi whispered. “Take her. She is yours. You earned her.”
“I will,” I breathed as I looked at the chest piece. This also looked like something from a Spartan history book. It was a simple piece of armor in kind of an oval-barrel shape. There were two leather straps on the shoulders to keep the clam pieces locked together, hinges on the side, and leather tassels dangling from the bottom. The armor was a pewter color, and the chest and abdominal parts were molded to fit someone with a super muscular chest and washboard abs. I noticed there was a design over the left pectoral part of the armor, and I leaned in close to see an etched rose with green parts for the stem and leaves.
“She will protect your heart,” Nomi explained.
I looked at the belt next. It was a thick piece of olive-colored leather that almost reminded me of a pro-wrestling championship belt, but instead of “WWF” in gold letters, it had intricate golden knot works that reminded me of Celtic designs. On each side of the belt were leather hoop fasteners, and it looked like the one on the left would fit my axe, and the one on the right at the four o’clock position would hold my crossbow.
“She finally respects your valor and your intuition,” Nomi whispered. “It is the intelligence coming from your soul that she loves. Nothing will break as long as she holds it secure.”
I nodded as I looked at the leg armor. They were plated thigh guards with hinges and cups to cover the knees. They looked simple in design, but they were a gray color that looked almost like stone. The leather clasps to tie them around my thighs were a midnight leather, and I wondered if they would be light or heavy to wear.
“She will ground you. She wants to be yours. Will you take her?”
“Yesssss,” I whispered, and then my eyes moved lower to the final piece of armor on display.
They were tan leather boots with silvery metal on the shins, toes, and sides. At the ankle of each boot was a small blue lightning bolt of embossed metal, and I couldn’t help but smile.
“To make me go fast?” I asked.
“Yes,” Nomi confirmed. “You should hurry and put them on. There are more forgotten toys.”
“Shit,” I hissed as I glanced behind me.
Sure enough, I could see through the walls and the floor that the two red forms of the raptors were approaching the building.








Chapter 2
The two glowing shapes looked to be about where the fountain was located, or so I guessed since one paused his walk and put its foot up on the ledge to sniff upward while the other glanced around the courtyard. I didn’t know if they could hear or smell me from this distance, but I still carefully set down my weapons and then took off my shield and cape.
I put the boots on first, and my bare feet slid into the leather just as easily as putting on socks. The boots were perfectly made for me, and I clasped together the buckles on the side with equal parts speed and care so that I didn’t accidentally make too much noise.
I put the leg guards on next, and after trying to buckle them on the back of my legs, I realized the best way to do it was to just put them on backwards, with the leather straps buckled loosely on my quads. Then I could twist them around so the stone-like metal was positioned correctly before I cinched the leather a bit tighter.
As soon as my leggings were on, I glanced down toward the fountain and let out a hiss when I saw the raptors moving closer to the building I was in, with their noses to the ground like bloodhounds. It seemed like they could smell me, and I guessed I had a minute or so before they reached the bottom floor.
I pulled the chest piece from the pedestal and tried to figure out how to get it on the quickest way. The muscled cuirass had a clamshell type design, but it wasn’t immediately clear on how I could open the sides. My hands started to shake as I twisted the thing over in my hands, and finally I just decided to wiggle the thing over my head as I sucked in my breath. It was a bit hard to get it up and down my arms at first because it didn’t expand like a t-shirt.
The seconds ticked by painfully as I tried to squirm into the armor, but finally I sucked in my chest and stomach enough while I twisted my head, and the armor fell into place. I let out a long and slow exhale as soon as it was on, and then I gently patted the metal curves over my chest and stomach with a bit of surprise. The armor actually fit me perfectly, even though the shape of the muscles had seemed way too ripped to actually be my body.
I used the same strategy to put on the belt as I did with the leggings: I fastened it on backwards and then wiggled it around so that the golden knots on the wide part faced forward.
I grabbed the helmet next, and it slid over my face as easily as putting on a baseball cap. Then I put my feather cloak back on and glanced between the crossbow and the shield.
“If I fight these things on the stairs, only one can come at me,” I whispered to Nomi, even though I didn’t expect her to answer. “I want to save the crossbow bolts for emergencies.”
The rose-colored crossbow attached easily onto my belt with the two fastening loops, and I twisted my body back and forth a few times to feel the weight of the weapon on my back-hip area. It was notable for sure, but it wasn’t uncomfortable.
Then I heard a growl down below, and I saw that the two raptors had made their way into the building.
I grabbed the silver-red axe with my right hand, and the cheetah-shield with my left, and then I moved to the entrance of the spiral staircase and took a deep breath.
“Okay,” I whispered. “This is fucking crazy, but…”
I stomped my armored boots on the ground and watched as the two red shapes below me jerked their heads up from their scent trail. Both of the raptors growled like pitbulls with indigestion, and then they sprinted toward the stairs.
I thought the steps might have slowed the big raptors a bit, but they tore up the spiral staircase at the same speed that they ran across the open floor. The one in front seemed to be the smaller of the two by maybe an inch, and I focused on the red shape of its head through the floor as it corkscrewed up toward me.
Then I chopped my battleaxe down on its head the instant it came into view.
The thick silver blade cleaved into the dino’s metal skull as easily as cutting into a ripe watermelon, and the dino instantly lost its forward propulsion. It didn’t even make a noise as it collapsed, but the one behind it let out a screech that sounded like a train braking, and I had to bring my shield forward and yank my axe back to keep the shadowy beast from biting me.
The face of the second raptor slammed into my shield, but I couldn’t really tell if it actually bit into the wood, or if it just headbutted it. Either way, the raptor skittered down the stairs a few steps, and I was pushed back a bit as my axe broke free of the other creature’s skull.
I moved my Zulu shield to the left a bit as I stepped toward the edge of the stairs, but the raptor seemed to know it had a positional disadvantage, so it skulked back down a few more steps so I couldn’t get a clean swing. I carefully shuffled forward a few half steps with my shield ready to block any lunge, but the monster just fixed its glowing red eyes on me and made a growling noise as it moved back.
Then we stared at each other for a few moments.
“Make your move, asshole,” I hissed.
The weird dino tilted his head to the side as if he was trying to understand me, but then his eyes narrowed as it let out a steam-engine-angry hiss.
“That’s right, fucker,” I hissed back. “I killed your friend. Aren’t you mad? Step the fuck up.”
The shadow-metal raptor didn’t step up, though, it actually moved backward and then opened its mouth so it could screech with the volume of the train I had been comparing it to. It was loud enough so that I almost had to cover my ears, but then the monster would have pounced on me, so I just gritted my teeth and watched the beast screech again, and again, and again.
“Damn,” I groaned after the thing had hollered for the fourth time. “Can you just shut the fuck up and figh--”
My words caught in my throat as I spotted a distant red shape through the building. Then I saw another to my left, and one more to my right.
I risked a quick glance behind me while I kept my shield up, and I saw half a dozen larger red dots through the wall of the building. When I looked forward again, I noticed that there were now a dozen or so dots coming from each direction of the compass.
The fucking asshole had just called its friends.
“I didn’t expect that,” I hissed as my stomach dropped. I could hold one off at the stairs, and maybe four, but I didn’t want to get stuck up here for endless hours fighting these robot-shadow-raptors.
“Use your tools,” Nomi calmly suggested.
“Uhhh… Yeah…” I didn’t really know what she meant by that, but I figured it couldn’t hurt to move up another level so that the group of approaching raptors would be spread out across the entire two stories of stairs.
I tested a jab with the spearpoint of my axe, and the raptor sulked back and hissed at me again. His brief retreat gave me the chance to move onto the stairs, and I dropped my shield to cover my boots as I took a hesitant step up and back.
The raptor growled and moved as if to lunge toward me, but I guessed it was a feint as soon as he moved and didn’t fall for it. Then he actually did lunge forward, but I was ready with my shield, and I knocked his face away before I jabbed the spike of my axe into his chest.
The raptor tumbled back away from me with a series of angry spats, and I used the opportunity to move backward up the steps until I’d made it to the third floor.
But it was actually the roof of the building, and now I could see that maybe a hundred of the raptors were approaching from all different directions. It was like a wave of red dots, and I wondered if the monsters could figure out how to climb up the side of the building.
They’d probably figure it out if they got hungry enough.
“The next building over has no entrance from the ground floor,” Nomi said.
“That one?” I asked as I glanced over to the building next to me in the courtyard.
The one that was a good fifty or sixty feet away.
Nomi didn’t answer, but that could have been because the raptor on the stairs below shot up at me. I wasn’t expecting his attack, but the cheetah-skin shield was pretty big, and I managed to get it up in front of me a second before the beast tried to bite my leg. The shield knocked his face aside again, and I tried to get a cut in with my axe, but he was too quick and moved back down the stairs.
I thought about using my crossbow on the bastard, but then I’d be down to just one more bolt, and it wouldn’t really address the main issue of the tidal wave of angry raptors coming to avenge their friend. I was going to have to figure out another way to deal with him, and this mob, but I really didn’t know what Nomi meant about using my tools, since I didn’t have something that could nuke a bunch of assholes from orbit.
I tested another thrust of my axe spike, and the raptor I’d been dancing with retreated down the stairs a few more steps. Then I glanced at the other building, took a deep breath, and prayed that my feathered cape could carry me the distance.
Or else I’d be raptor food.
The side of the building had a small lip, and I timed my sprint so that my legs coiled underneath me just as the ball of my foot hit the edge. Then I was kicking through the air, and I looked down to see six or so of the raptors rush into the building I was jumping from. For half a moment, it seemed like my cloak wasn’t going to work, but then I felt a blast of wind at my back, and the feathers billowed out behind me.
I sailed through the air like a paper airplane toward the other building, but my heart was in my throat the entire time, and I couldn’t help but bicycle kick my legs out as if I was trying to run through the air.
“Yesss!” I gasped as soon as I landed on the stone roof of the other building, and I skipped forward a few steps to reduce my momentum as I glanced over my shoulder.
The raptor I’d fought on the stairs and stabbed in the chest with my axe point was at the edge of the other roof, and he let out an annoyed squawk as he thrashed his feathery shoulders.
“Suck it, bitch!” I laughed, but then the raptor glared at me, bounced back on the roof, turned around, and stomped his feet like a bull getting ready to gore a matador.
Uh-oh.
The raptor sprinted to the edge of the roof like a bullet, and it spread its meager wings as it leapt off the edge. Sixty feet was a long way to jump, even for a bird-like dino, but as soon as the asshole reached the apex of its leap, I realized that he just might make it over.
But then he started to drop as he frantically flapped.
The metal-shadow raptor smacked into the edge of the roof half-way on his body, folded like a wet bag of cement, and let out a painful squawk of regret as it began to slide off the side. I was ready for him to land, though, so it only took me three steps to make it to where his neck laid across the top in an attempt to keep him hanging on.
I brought my axe down like I was a pilgrim on Thanksgiving and chopped the raptor’s head off its shoulders. The beast didn’t have a chance to scream. Its head just rolled free with a satisfying spray of dark-red blood, and then I kicked it off the edge of the building to join the plummeting body. I heard the two splats down below, but I didn’t want to peek my head over and get the attention of any raptors that hadn’t seen me.
There were already hundreds of red thermal shapes swarming the courtyard below and streaming into the building.
I backed up from the edge and turned toward the center of the building’s roof. There was a spiral staircase heading down, and I knew there wasn’t another ground level entrance, but I kept my shield and axe ready. The second floor was bare, but the first floor actually had a turquoise glow coming up from it, and as soon as I descended the stairs, I could see that the floor of the building had a ten-foot deep ravine of bright water running through the bottom. The water was actually flowing quickly, and there were a series of steps near the far wall of the building that could take me down into the water.
And next to the stairs was a kayak.
The small vessel was gold with twisted spirals etched in the side of the wood. The paddle inside was also the same gold color, and the flap parts on each end seemed to sparkle from the stream’s reflective light.
“Looks like I’m taking the boat,” I said as I slung my Zulu shield on my back, put my axe through my belt loop, and glanced around the walls of the first floor. My enhanced Predator-vision showed hundreds of raptor shapes filling the space of the courtyard like a red flood, and the building next to the one I was in was packed full of red shapes that squirmed and thrashed inside like maggots.
Yeah. Time to get the fuck out of here.
The kayak was about ten-feet long, but I lifted it up easily enough and then carefully finagled it down the stairs so that it sat in the stream with my boot heel hooked into it so it wouldn’t escape. Then I pulled the paddle out and quickly got my other foot in before I squatted low on the single wood seat.
Then the kayak took off like a submarine torpedo.
I clenched my jaw to keep from shouting out, and then I had to quickly use my paddle to push me off the stone wall on the left as the stream made a hard cut to the right. I had to do that once more on the right side as the water twisted through an S-turn, and then I couldn’t help but gasp as the slope angled downward like the final dive of Splash Mountain.
“Ohhhh… fuckkkkk…” I groaned under my breath as a spray of water hit me in the face and got in my eyes.
I felt the kayak twist to the side, and I shoved my paddle into the water to force myself to stay upright. I really had no idea how to kayak, or canoe, or whatever this was that I was doing, but my movement seemed to help, and instead of rolling over, I spun like a top as another dozen sprays of water hit me in the shoulders and chest.
Then everything calmed down, and I was able to wipe the water out of my eyes with the back of my hand and study my surroundings.
I was back in what looked like the canal areas, but the sides of the walkways were only a few feet above me, and I guessed I could dock up against them and step up if I wanted to. I glanced back around at where I came from and saw the distant buildings of the city and the even smaller red waves that marked the positions of the raptors. It was hard to tell how far away I was from them now, but I guessed about half a mile, which seemed kind of strange given I’d only been in the kayak for about thirty seconds.
The water was back to cyan color, and the canal I was on seemed to open up to a large pond up ahead. As soon as it did, I realized that the right side dead-ended into a cavern wall four-hundred yards to my right. To my left was a dock, and straight ahead the pond seemed to lead into a lowered part of the cavern that looked a little too much like a massive dinosaur’s open maw.
“I’ll take door number one, Monty,” I said, and then I paddled to the dock, stepped up on the stone, and pulled up the kayak so it wouldn’t drift away in the water.
“Should I just leave this here?” I asked as I looked at the beautiful kayak.
“She’ll always be there for you when you need her,” Nomi said, “but she is not made for war.”
I nodded and then turned away from the dock. There were twin stairs leading up three feet to the walkway, and I saw a stone building there. The other four buildings in the courtyard and city I had seen were just plain square stone constructions, but this building had textured columns and arches that reminded me of Roman or Greek architecture. It seemed special, so I readied my axe and shield and moved up the stairs.
I didn’t see any red shapes with my Predator-vision, but the building looked spookier the closer to it I walked. At first I had thought it seemed Roman, but as I got closer it was more Gothic, but then I realized the designs in the columns weren’t ridges at all. They were shapes of snakes twisted around each other aggressively. Then I passed a column that had the same kind of design, only it was birds that seemed to be eating each other.
Each column I passed at the front of the building seemed to have a different species of animal battling with each other, and my stomach churned as I moved inside the building and saw more twisted murals.
“Does life come from death… Victor?” Nomi asked.
“Uhhh… pretty sure life comes from making babies,” I said as I moved deeper into the dark building. There was almost no light now, but the murals showed fish, birds, snakes, lizards, cats, and dozens of other creatures I couldn’t identify, feasting on each other in a way that would have given H. R. Giger heavy breathing episodes.
“Who should be able to breed?” Nomi purred in my ear.
“I’m not sure I understand your question,” I said as the dim hallway I was walking through suddenly opened up into a wide room that reminded me of a Shakespearean theater setup with stone benches raised on one side and a performing stage on the other.
There was a figure standing on the stage in front of a large raised metal pot, and I ducked down and tensed before I realized the figure wasn’t moving. Then it took me another second to realize it was a man-sized statue. I couldn’t quite tell who the statue was from how far away I stood and the poor lighting, so I crept forward cautiously and felt a bit grateful that there weren’t any fucked-up murals in this part of the building.
The statue looked to be made of dark gray marble, but it was carved with incredible detail and appeared to be wearing black metal gloves on its hands. It was obviously a man, and his body was even more ripped than Arnold Schwarzenegger during his best Mr. Universe flex picture. The statue’s muscles had muscles, and his broad coconut-sized shoulders tapered down into a massive chest, washboard abs, and legs thick with tree-trunk muscles. Other than the black metal gloves, the figure was just stone, but someone had carved ripped shorts and a belt into the stone work, and there was something familiar etched out of the stone on the belt.
It was an arrowhead-shaped badge with a bear on the top.
“That’s my badge…” I whispered, but then I looked up at the face of the statue and recognized it now that I had some context.
It was me, and I heard my axe and shield drop to the stone floor as my grip went numb with surprise.
“An uncountable amount of attempts, and only one King… Only one… Victor,” Nomi whispered. “Take the gauntlets. She will crush your enemies until they are ash. She craves your control, so make sure you always have her wrapped around your fingers.”
“Okay.” I heard myself say the word, but I didn’t remember speaking it, and I felt like a passenger in my own body as I reached out to pull the gauntlets from the stone Victor’s hands.
The metal was hot to the touch, and I thought I would have had to struggle to pull them off the statue, but they came away easily, and then I pushed first the right, and then the left one on. They seemed to grow hotter after my fingers slid inside, but before they could burn me, I seemed to get used to the heat.
I turned the metal gauntlets over and noticed that the joints glowed a soft red like fire embers. The palms each had a large circular cut emerald that also seemed to glow like a full moon.
“Use them to light the brazier and fulfill your destiny,” Nomi whispered.
“Light the brazier?” I looked at the metal pot behind the statute and guessed this was what she was talking about since it was filled with dark black blocks that looked like cubed charcoal.
Nomi didn’t answer, but she didn’t need to. I somehow knew what these gauntlets would do, so I held out my palms to the brazier and thought about fire coming out of my palms Iron Man style. A split second after I wished for it, the flames appeared from the emerald gems in my palms with a bright orange glory, and fire splashed over the coals like napalm. The brazier practically erupted with dancing orange flames, and I willed the fire to stop flowing from my hands.
A moment after the brazier caught fire, the stone wall behind the bowl began to shift and lower to reveal a dark passageway leading downward, and I lowered my hands just as the stone stopped moving.
“De-de-de-de-do-do-do-do,” I sang the Zelda “solving secret” jingle, and then I readied my axe and shield and walked down the steps into the darkness.
The gloves actually provided a bit of soft red light, but the stairs descended into the darkness for what felt like ten minutes. There were walls on both sides of me, and a bit of a turn to the left, so I guessed that I was descending in a corkscrew shape, but I would have thought I would have hit the basement or something rather quickly.
Instead, I just kept going down.
“Their secrets are deep and well-hidden,” Nomi whispered. “You might be the only one to ever find them… Victor.”
I opened my mouth to reply, but the stairs ended before I could speak, and the glow from my gloves was suddenly not enough to see anything. The walls had fallen away to an empty void, that was darker than anything I had ever experienced, and I couldn’t do anything more than just stand for a few moments and try to look around.
Then I slowly began to see points of light up on the ceiling. They started faintly at first, but then they became lighter and more vibrant until I finally figured out what they were.
They were stars.
Thousands, no, maybe millions of them scattered above me in chaotic arrangements. I saw swirls of colors here and there as some of them clustered together, and as my eyes got more used to the light, I realized that these clusters of stars were actually solar systems.
No. Maybe they were galaxies.
And it went on forever in all directions.
They were on the walls
They floated beneath me.
Maybe I was floating in the universe and I felt my mind start to spin as I tried to comprehend the vastness of what I was looking at.
“Focus on your goal,” Nomi whispered. “One foot in front of the other until you reach them.”
“Them?” I asked as I tried to force my boots to move. My legs seemed to be made out of lead, but I got one booted foot to step forward. Then another. Then I was finally walking while I gaped at the endless points of light surrounding me.
“Your prizes,” Nomi whispered. “To the Victor, go the spoils.”
“Yeahhhhh…” I agreed, and the word dripped out of my mouth like molasses stuck on my tongue.
The stars began to fade, and I realized I was in a grand hallway or audience chamber with cylinder columns flanking each side of me. There were still stars giving me light from above, but each step seemed to allow my mind to ignore them more, and soon I only noticed the light they cast down on the room.
And on the distant bed that sat elevated on the stone steps fifty yards ahead of me.
The bed was massive, and a white cloth of satin or silk draped over the surface like snow. On top of the bed there were two kneeling women. One had red skin, long black hair, and small horns on top of her head. The other woman had light-green skin and equally long dark green hair. They smiled and beckoned me forward as I approached, and I felt my body start to get hot as I realized how beautiful they were.
“Victor gets the prize,” Nomi purred. “But first you must save them.”
“Huh?” I asked, but as soon as the word left my lips, the ground began to shudder under my boots.
The Emerald and Quwaru opened their mouths wide with surprise and looked behind me, so I spun around and felt my heart freeze in my chest.
A massive T-Rex with metal scales and glowing red eyes lumbered toward me through the columns.
The robo-rex must have stood thirty-feet high, and each of its razor-sharp talons were probably five-feet long. They dug into the stone of the grand audience room like pick-axes into dirt and left small gouges in the rock, but they looked half as sharp as the metal monster’s massive teeth.
The metal beast was a good hundred yards away from me, but it bent low and roared like a jet engine as soon as we made eye contact. For half a moment I couldn’t do anything but succumb to the cold grip of terror, but then the robo-rex began to lumber toward me, and I realized I needed to figure out how to beat it. Or it would kill me and the beautiful women I wanted to protect.
I slammed my axe into its loop and then yanked the pink crossbow free. Somehow my hands didn’t shake as I raised it to my eye, but as soon as I realized my hands weren’t shaking, they started to tremble, and I just tried to focus on aiming at the T-rex’s face as it sped toward me like a bullet train.
Then I pulled the trigger.
The silver bolt let out a beautiful note as it left the crossbow, but the beast was bobbing its head up and down as it stomped toward me, and the missile scraped the top of the robot-dino’s head and ricocheted off like a drop of water.
“Shiiiitttttt…” I hissed as I set the crossbow front on the ground, kicked my boot toe into the stirrup, and then yanked the string up to cock it. Then I grabbed the last bolt and tried to slam it back onto the ramp while ignoring the fact that the robo-rex was now just fifty yards away.
I got the bolt set on the ramp against the string and raised it up again. I could almost feel the heat of the beast’s breaths on my face, but I tried to just ignore my own hammering heart and focus on aiming my weapon.
“Come… on…” I whispered as I tried to hold my shaking arms steady while the beast bobbed its head up and down.
Then I pulled the trigger.
For half a moment, I thought I had shot too early, but the beast bobbed its head down right as I had predicted, and my silver projectile hit him right in the eye. The robo-rex screeched as soon as its eye closed around the bolt, and the beast lost its balance for a moment and crashed sideways into one of the pillars just twenty yards away from me.
I hooked my crossbow back on my belt and dodged to the side as the T-rex pinballed off the columns toward me, but it completely lost its footing before it reached my position and then tumbled over sideways to slide the last few yards.
I knew it wasn’t dead because it was still screaming and thrashing like an angry badger, so I brought my right hand up as I ran to the side and willed more fire to come out. The orange flames followed my mental command and erupted from my palm to jet over the creature’s face and neck, and then the fire sprayed over the dino’s chest and stomach as I ran down the length of it.
For a few seconds, the massive room lit up with a combination of my fire and the light being reflected from the robo-rex’s scales, but I quickly realized that while the flame seemed to be melting the scales, the robo-dino wasn’t really getting damaged.
Time to go to Plan C.
Unfortunately, Plan C meant hitting the asshole with my axe until it was dead, but that was kinda like trying to chop down a toddler with one of those plastic pirate fruit-saber-picks that came in foo-foo-island themed drinks.
And I didn’t have a Plan D.
I yanked my axe from my belt and tried to figure out where to hit the robo-rex while it thrashed on the floor. If I cut its foot or toe, it might not be able to chase after me when it got to its feet, but the monster was Homer Simpsoning on the ground right now in a spinny circle, and I didn’t like the idea of getting close enough to its massive claws and powerful legs.
That really only left the creature’s face and other eye, and while I didn’t like the idea of getting chomped, it seemed less risky to approach at this angle and risk cutting into his working red eye.
I cut left and ran back toward the throne with the two beautiful women sitting on the bed. The robo-saurus was spinning counter-clockwise, so I only had to run ten yards or so before I cut in right after his teeth moved past my position.
I felt like I was running faster than I normally did, and I glanced down to see that the edges of my boots were lined with azure lightning. Then I was suddenly right up against the monster’s eye, and I let out a yelp of surprise when I saw my reflection in the orb like it was a red-hued mirror.
I cut in with my axe, but the T-rex was still spinning, and my blade hit the beast’s eyebrow a good two feet high.
It wasn’t happy.
I managed to get my shield up in time, but I might as well have tried to block an ocean wave with a surfboard. The robo-rex thrashed its head across the stone and smacked into me like a fly swatter. The shield did seem to take most of the impact, but my arm went numb, and I felt my boots leave the ground as the T-rex flicked me into the air.
“Shiiiiittttttt!” I gasped as I kicked and spun. Then I remembered my feather cloak, and I imagined it gracefully billowing out behind me to right my tumble. I was a bit surprised when it actually worked, and I managed to float down to the ground like some sort of double-jumping video game main character.
The T-rex was on his belly now, and he had figured out how to get his thick legs under his torso. I guessed that he’d push himself up with a combination of pushing from his legs and little arms in just a few moments, so I probably only had one more chance to take his last eye out.
It was either now or probably get eaten.
I rushed forward on my lightning boots and raised my axe high over my head. I was a good forty yards away, and I was moving really fucking fast, but the metal dino raised his head more with every step I took. I realized that my charge was going to put me at where his mouth opened if I didn’t jump with enough height and velocity, so I tried to imagine I was Michael Jordan as I coiled my legs underneath me and then pushed up as hard as I fucking could.
The wind pushed at my back as I floated up through the air. But then time seemed to slow to a crawl as I kept levitating from the power of my jump. I saw my arched body in the red reflection of the robo-rex’s eye, but I didn’t look how I remembered.
I looked like the ripped statue of Victor.
Then my axe slammed down into the eye, and it shattered into a million shards of glass. The glass turned to fire as it filled my face and body. Then I watched the flames turn to white, rise out of my face, and drift up to the ceiling until every single particle was a new star.
A new solar system.
A new world.
“All yours,” Nomi whispered. “Victor.”
I blinked my eyes and saw the bottom of the stairs leading up to the magnificent bed. The beautiful, and naked, red and green women were still up on the sheets, and they gently embraced each other as they smiled adoringly at me.
“Now you get to pick your prize,” Nomi whispered.
“Will you take me?” Quwaru asked as she blinked her silver eyes. “I’ll rule beside you with love and compassion. With a warm soul and cool forgiveness. We will create a universe similar to your garden of Eden.”
Will you take me? Emerald whispered in my mind. I will rule beside you with an iron fist. All will know and kneel to your power. All life will worship you as the bringer of death, and every soul in existence will pledge their flesh and blood to your whim.
My mouth hung open as I glanced between the two women, but then Emerald leaned in slightly to Quwaru, and the two of them began to gently kiss each other while they watched me.
“Or maybe both?” the red-skinned devil-woman asked.
Yesssss… Emerald purred. The moon and the sun. The land and the sea. The fire and the void. Victor should have dominance over us both.
“No,” I said, and both women stopped making out so they could gawk at me.
“No?” Nomi whispered in my mind.
“Not both,” I clarified. “I’ll take all of you.”
“Ahhh…” Quwaru and Emerald said together, both out loud and in my mind.
“You are wise… Victor,” Nomi purred. “You can have whatever you want. Why not have all of us?”
I was suddenly laying spread-eagle on the bed, and I felt hands, hair, and lips all over my entire body. I was naked now, but my mouth opened to accept Nomi’s kiss while Sheela licked my ear, and Quwaru nibbled on my neck on the other side.
Women moaned and gasped around me, and I broke my kiss with Nomi so that Emerald could take her place. Then I felt something warm and wet close around my middle fingers, and I glanced over to see Keefaye pressing my left hand against her clit while my fingers slid deep into her pussy. Her golden pubic hair was wet with arousal, and her matching eyes stared into mine with unabashed desire.
Then I was kissing Youleena, and I glanced over to see Urka sucking on my fingers and then rubbing them against her small nipples. My cock was warm and wet, so when Youleena finished kissing me, I raised my head slightly to see Emta and Liahpa both slathering my cock and balls with their tongues while they moaned with hunger and longing.
Gee pulled my face to her nipple, and I sucked on her hot breast while Tannin licked and kissed down my chest. Then Adella was lowering herself down onto my cock, and the group of us let out a long moan of delightful agony when I slid deep inside of her.
“We all need his offspring,” Trel said, but I couldn’t really see where she was over the mass of women twisting and kissing and sucking and fucking on top of me. Then Kacerie moved her pink head out of the way from where she was sucking on my nipple for a second, and I saw that the obsidian-haired spider-woman was actually riding my cock now, and she bit her lip and closed her eyes as she enjoyed the motion of our bodies becoming one.
“Victor has plenty of seed for all of us,” Galmine said. “And we are all fertile. The king will give us what we need, and then his legacy will live for all eternity.”
“His legacy will live for all eternity,” Nomi whispered in my ear.
“His legacy will live for all eternity,” Sheela said.
“His legacy will live for all eternity,” Kacerie said.
“... all eternity,” the rest of my lovers all continued in turn as they each made love to a different part of my body.
Galmine was riding my cock now, and her emerald eyes stared into mine as she rolled her wide hips in a wave-like motion so that the tip of my cock scraped against every part of her tunnel.
“Give us all your seed, Victor,” she moaned. “Make a new world inside of each of us. Fill us with life.”
“We will be your first, but every female should be yours,” Nomi whispered in my ear. “You are Victor. You are our new god. Our last god. Our only god.”
“And you must be having a wonderful dream!” Galmine laughed. “Your erection is so very hard right now. Oh, how I wish I could be in your dream with you. Maybe I should… oh… but that isn’t fair since you are sleeping. Ahhh… Hopefully this means you will wake up soon. We miss you so…”
“Whaa?” I asked as I looked back up at Galmine, but the gray-skinned woman was no longer riding my cock. The fire from inside my hut was at my feet, and my head was resting on a soft pillow.
“Victor?” she asked, and I blinked a few times as my eyes adjusted to the light.
“Gal… mine?” The words clawed out of my throat like an angry mole-rat, but I realized that my head actually wasn’t resting on a pillow. I was laying on her thighs as she sat cross-legged under my neck.
“Victor!” she gasped. “You are awake!”








Chapter 3
“Uhhh…” I graveled. “Yeahhhh… How--”
“You’ve been asleep for almost three days!” she sighed. “Oh, this is such good news. I wondered if you were waking up when your manhood began to stand at attention. Were you having a warm and wonderful dream, Victor?”
“I guess I was.” I now noticed I was laying on my sleeping mat naked, and my penis was stiffer than a totem pole in the Alaskan winter.
“It looks very hard…” Galmine’s voice was soft, and she began to gently stroke my scalp with her nails. “I’m sure it is warm, too. From the fire and whatever happened in your dream.”
“I’m having problems remembering,” I said. “I was in an ancient city, and Nomi was speaking to me.”
“Nomi will be happy to know you were dreaming of her,” Galmine softly giggled.
“You were all in it,” I said, “Uhhh. You were there at the end, and yeah… you were actually riding my cock.”
“Oooohhhh…” The gray-skinned woman began to massage my scalp a little more intently, and her legs shifted a bit under my head. “I would really love to hear about your dream, Victor. Even if I was not in it, it sounds so interesting, but since I was in it, and we were making wonderful love, I’d very much love to hear about it.”
“Wait, did you say I’ve been asleep for three days?” I asked.
“Almost. I think. You were so tired after you came back from exploring to the south”
“Fuck.” I tried to lift my head up off Galmine’s thighs, but I felt like I was moving through molasses. “We have so much to do. We need to pack up and get to the new camp, and--”
“Shhhhh…” my lover hushed me as she gently pulled me back down onto her legs. “Kacerie, Trel, Sheela, and the others have been slowly packing over the last few days. Most of my garden is already in pots and on the gentle dinos with the spiky tails and the horns on their heads. We’ve just been waiting for you to wake up before we leave, but, please, Victor, tell me about your dream? They can be very important, and it sounds like this was a good one. Sometimes I have dreams, but then I forget about them if I don’t tell anyone, and that always makes me so sad.”
“Okay,” I sighed and then closed my eyes as I enjoyed the feel of Galmine’s fingers running through my hair and scratching my scalp.
I felt as if I could just go right back to sleep, but that seemed like a super bad idea, so I forced myself to start talking about the dream. I didn’t remember everything, but I talked about Nomi guiding me through the abandoned city, the various pieces of equipment I acquired, and the raptors I had to escape from.
“It felt a lot like a video game,” I said after I mentioned opening the secret passage with my flaming gauntlets.
“You’ve talked about those before,” Galmine said. “On your Com-pew-ters?”
“Yeah,” I chuckled. “You are too cute. I love the way you say things.”
“I am glad I please you, Victor,” she sighed. “You always make me so happy. What happened after your gloves made the fire and you went down the stairs?”
“There was a massive open chamber, and both Emerald and Quwaru were sitting naked on a giant raised bed at the end.”
“Ohhhh,” Galmine purred. “I feel like this will be my favorite part of your dream.”
“There were… like… so many stars on the ceiling,” I said as I tried to remember, “Too many to count. I think that happened before I saw Emerald and Quwaru. I just kept walking toward them. Then a giant robot T-rex appeared, and--”
“Robot?” Galmine asked.
“Like made out of metal with red eyes,” I said. “Like this Terminator movie-- but I guess you don’t know what that is. Anyway, I shot it in the eye with the crossbow, and it fell.”
“So terrifying!” Galmine gasped.
“Then I cut its other eye and everything got super weird,” I continued. “I was covered in fire, but then the fire rose up to the stars on the ceiling. Then Nomi asked which woman I was going to pick: Quwaru or Emerald. I couldn’t decide, so they asked if I would just take both of them.”
“I like this…” Galmine purred as she began to shift her legs a bit under my head, and she moved her fingers down to rub the sides of my neck.
“Yeah,” I laughed. “I said I wanted all of you, and the next thing I know, I’m on a bed, and… uhhhh… I’m having sex with everyone.”
“Everyone?”
“Well, yeah.” I cleared my throat. “I was laying on my back, and I was kissing and sucking on everyone while you all took turns with my hands and my cock, and… yeah.”
“Mmmmm…” Galmine sighed. “This is a very warm dream. I feel hot all over, Victor. I understand why you were moaning in your sleep.”
“Right before I woke up, you were riding me,” I whispered as I glanced up at her face. “I was laying just like this, but I was deep inside of you, and you were begging for my sperm.”
“Oh, that does sound like me… Especially the begging part,” Galmine whispered. “You… you were laying just like this, Victor?”
“Well, my head wasn’t on your lap. I just told you where you were sitting.”
“Yes…” she whispered, and as I glanced up I could see that the rocky parts of her flesh that normally covered her nipples were gone, and each of her dark gray nubs were thick and erect. “You… you did tell me where I was sitting. Victor, I am having such selfish thoughts right now.”
“Oh?” I reached up with my fingers and began to gently touch each of her nipples.
“Everyone else will want to know you are awake,” Galmine whined softly, “but all I can think about is how wonderful your thick hardness will feel deep inside of me. It will be so warm and satisfying. I should go tell them, though. That is the nice thing to do. I shouldn’t be selfish, but… oh, Victor. I love you so much and want you right now. Just for a few moments. We thought we’d lost you, and then it’s been these long days without you, and here you are just laying--”
“I want to love you right now, Galmine,” I said as I began to rub her nipples with a bit more force.
“I want that, too, yes, so much, Victor,” she panted. “I’ll be loud, though. I can’t help it. As soon as you are inside of me, I’ll cry out, and then everyone will come inside the hut, and I’ll feel bad for not getting them as soon as you woke--”
“Straddle my face.” I stopped teasing her nipples and forced my elbows into the sleeping mat so I could raise my head off her lap. “I want to taste you.”
“But…” she whined as she shifted her thighs out from under me. “I’ll be so loud. Especially if you lick my womanhood like you have before. It just feels so incredibly blissful.”
“Like this.” I reached my hands back to grab her narrow waist. My leverage was a bit awkward, but I was able to pull her down over my shoulders so that her thighs were on either side of my head and her glistening gray and pink pussy was right above my mouth.
“Ohhh…” Galmine whined as soon as my tongue gently laped at the inner pink lips of her entrance.
“Take my cock in your mouth,” I ordered. “You can’t moan loudly if you are sucking on me.”
“You are so smart, Victor,” Galmine giggled softly, and then I let out a groan of pleasure when I felt her warm lips circle the tip of my penis.
Then the beautiful woman’s lips moved slowly down my shaft, and my eyes practically rolled back in my skull as warm pleasure spread from my toes to my hair follicles.
I worried that I was about to groan loud enough for everyone in Dinosaurland to hear, so I returned my focus to Galmine’s pussy and gently began to lick across the inner pink folds of her tunnel while she happily gorged on my cock.
Her womanhood tasted like light olive oil mixed with peaches, and she was dripping like a wet sponge after just a few long licks with my tongue. Her pink little nub was proudly poking up a bit past the hood that protected it, and I quickly found out that Galmine spasmed gently when I plunged my tongue deep inside of her, swirled it around, and then brought it out so that I could scrape the tip across her clit.
I tried a few other maneuvers with my tongue as I lapped up Galmine’s sweet juices, but she really seemed to enjoy the “plunge and flick” method, so I began to repeat that over and over again. Soon she was whining desperately while she took my cock deep down her throat, and her urgent licks and sucks made me worry that I might actually climax before she did.
Galmine tended to move very slowly and deliberately, but she was really slurping on my cock like it was an ice cream cone in the middle of a Palm Spring summer, and I tried my best to ignore the growing urgency in my hips and balls as I licked her tunnel and clit. Finally, just when I felt like I was a dozen or so seconds from the point of no return, I felt her body go rigid over me, and I pushed my pointer finger deep inside of her while I attacked her happy clit.
“Hmmmmmmmm!” Galmine gagged around my dick, and her hourglass-shaped body spasmed uncontrollably on top of me as an orgasm slammed into her.
The beautiful silver-haired woman kept trying to suck my cock while she twisted and thrashed, but I held her thigh with the hand that wasn’t fingering her tight tunnel, and I mercilessly rubbed her clit with my tongue so that she’d experience countless waves of pleasure. She quickly gave up on trying to use her tongue on my shaft, and instead just clamped her lips around my penis so she could use it as a makeshift gag for her screams of pleasure.
Her climax rose, and then fell, and then rose higher before just spiraling to a mountain top, and her walls gripped my finger as if she was squeezing me with her hands. Her ecstasy seemed to last a solid five minutes, and I stopped attacking her pussy when she slowly began to descend from her peak.
Then I laid my head back against the mat and let out a long sigh while she twitched gently on top of me.
“Ohhh… Victor,” she finally whispered after she had caught her breath. “That… that… oohhhh… I’m tingly all over. It lasted so long. You are such a good man. I am so happy I am your woman. Thank you for pleasuring me.”
“We aren’t done yet,” I snickered.
“Ohh, of course not,” she whisper-laughed. “Your manhood needs satisfaction, and I can’t wait until it is spreading me open with its hardness, and then gushing your hot sperm into my womb. It is the best feeling in the world. Should I do what you remembered in your dream, Victor? I am still fearful I’ll be too loud.”
“Why don’t you sit on me, but face my feet,” I said as I began to gently massage her ass. “Then, if you can’t take me without being too loud, you can just lay back on my chest while I am still inside of you.”
“Lay back on your chest?” she whispered as she began to slowly scoot her hips down toward my penis. “How will that help with me being loud?”
“You’ll see,” I chuckled.
“Ohhh. Now I am very curious.”
I was about to reply, but then I felt the tip of my shaft touch Galmine’s slick entrance, and I bit my lower lip as her hand pushed gently against the other side of my cock. Then I watched her slowly raise her hips, and we both hissed with delicious agony as she led me into her tunnel.
My cock was already slick from the spit of Galmine’s mouth, and her pussy was drenched from her earlier climax, but she was still unbelievably tight. My penis pushed delightfully against all of her walls as she lowered back onto me, and by the time I was deep inside of her, the gray woman was trembling again.
“Fuckkkk, you feel so good,” I groaned.
“Y-y-yesss, Victor,” she whined. “Your hardness is stretching me wide. I can’t bear to be quiet.”
“Lay back against my chest,” I said, “But keep me inside of you.”
Galmine’s shins were flat on the mat so her body bent like a “U” as she laid back on top of my chest. The shift in position caused my shaft to scrape against the upper part of her tunnel where her clit wrapped over her vagina, but before she could cry out, I wrapped my left hand across her mouth and then reached around to cup her left breast with my right hand so that my forearm was over her other breast.
“Now you can’t be loud,” I growled into her ear as I held her on top of me.
“Hmmmm,” she whined into my hand, and then I raised my hips a bit so that she had a bit more room to lift her legs straight. Then she was laying on top of me as we both spooned facing the ceiling of the hut, but I was completely in control of her body.
“Now I’m going to make love to you, Galmine,” I whispered in her ear as I began to slowly rotate my hips up.
The movement pushed my cock deeper into her tight wetness, and I gently squeezed and rubbed her left nipple with my right hand. Galmine had the largest breasts of all my lovers, and she whimpered against my hand as her nails dug into my arms as the dual stimulation shot through her beautiful body.
After a minute or so of fondling her nipple, her whines got too urgent, so I stopped teasing her there and moved my right hand down her small stomach so that I could gently rub her clit while I fucked her. As soon as I started to touch her there her tunnel began to gush like a sauna, so I only played with the sensitive nub for about half a minute before I moved to hook my fingers around her hip.
Controlling Galmine’s hip allowed me to pull her down into me when I thrust up, and I had to bite my lower lip when I felt my tip scrape against the deepest parts of her clenching tunnel. I could only take a few dozen seconds of it, so I switched back to playing with her nipple while I gently kissed her neck and slid up and into her.
I lost track of time while I made passionate love to the gray-skinned beauty. She smelled like flowers and burnt firewood. She felt like the perfect, comforting blanket on top of me. She tasted like everything sweet and savory at once. Time didn’t matter, really. The only thing I cared about was listening to her soft whines against my palm so that I could switch from teasing her full breasts, to playing with her clit, to holding her hip so that I could go as deep as possible into her.
Eventually, her body couldn’t stop trembling, and I knew she was well past the point of no return. I was actually a little surprised she hadn’t climaxed yet, but then I realized that she was trying her best to wait until I was ready to fill her up.
“You are so good to me, Galmine,” I purred into her ear as I moved from her clit so that I could hook my fingers into her hip. “I’m going to release deep inside of you. Do you want that?”
“Emmmmmm!” she whined as she frantically nodded her head against my hand.
A low, primal growl filled my throat as I pulled Galmine’s hip back into me while I focused on impaling my cock as deep as I could into her. The woman’s body was so tight around me, but yet so soft and smooth. Ten or so deep thrusts was all it took to send me over the edge, and I felt the tension in my groin coil until it was like a hundred pound spring under a thousand pounds of weight.
“Climax with me, Galmine,” I whispered in her ear as I made one final thrust, and then we both gasped as our releases hit us at the same time.
I made sure I was as deep in her as I could possibly thrust, and the stars from my dream seemed to come back to decorate the ceiling of our hut as equal parts agony and pleasure battled in my balls and cock.
It felt like I was pouring every drop of liquid from my body into Galmine, but it also felt wonderful, and the warm tidal wave poured into the beautiful emerald-eyed woman while she seizured on top of me. If I hadn’t been holding onto her hip and pulling her onto me, she probably would have bounced off my chest, but my grip was like iron, so all she could do was gyrate on my cock as it sprayed my sperm into her womb over and over again.
It almost felt like an entire day passed while we climaxed together, or maybe I actually passed out, but the next thing I knew we were on our sides in spoon position, and she was laying her head on my bicep. I was still hard inside of her, and my fingers were still clamped over her lips, so I slowly let her mouth go while I planted soft kisses on her neck.
“Ohhhh, Victor,” she muttered as soon as I let her talk. “That… That was… unbelievable. Ohhhh… I’m filled so much with your heat, and it’s spreading through my entire body. I love it.”
“Glad you liked it,” I muttered in her ear, but then I moved my hips back to slide out of her tunnel, and she hissed and grabbed behind her so that her fingers dug into my ass.
“No, Victor,” she sighed. “Leave it inside of me. Please? It’s still so hard and rigid. It’s the dam keeping all your warm seed spreading into my body. Keep it inside. It feels so good still.”
“Okay,” I chuckled as I softly kissed her earlobe.
“Thank you,” she muttered as she wiggled her hips back into me more so my cock pushed a bit deeper into her tightness.
My eyelids were heavy, and my body was beyond relaxed, so for a few moments I lost myself as I focused on the feeling of Galmine’s soft body and breaths against me.
“Victor?” she whispered, but I didn’t know how many minutes had passed.
“Yeah?”
“Do… do you want Trel to be wrong?”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“About… babies?” Galmine wasn’t looking at me, but her question had a pleading tone to it.
“I don’t want her to be wrong,” I sighed. “I hope I can give you all children. I just don’t know if it will work because we are different species. We’ll keep trying.”
“I hope that you can,” she sighed. “I know that Kacerie looks more like you. So… maybe she will be the first to know, but… I hope that this time. Just now. With you and me. Victor… I’m just so filled with you right now. I hope it makes a beautiful baby. Can you imagine? A little Victor living in my tummy and growing bigger and stronger. I’d love him so much. I want that so much. It would be a new world inside of me.”
“What do you mean?” I said as a bit of deja vu made my head spin. Had Galmine already said that to me before? It felt like she had.
“Well…” she hesitated. “Everything looks different to everyone. You see Dinosaurland differently than me. Different experiences and ideas and thoughts and loves. So… it’s a different world? Or that’s what I think.”
“That makes sense,” I said.
“The baby you give me will have new experiences,” Galmine continued. “It won’t know about my home world and its dark skies and cold winds. It won’t know about your world with the com-pew-ters and those carzzz and aero-planes and the doggies you had to find for your job. Our baby will have its own world. That’s why I say it will be a new world created inside of me. Maybe I am thinking too much about it. I’m just very happy with the thought of your seed finding a fertile home in my womb and turning into a wonderful little baby for us. I’m joyous for all of us to have your babies. Trel, Sheela, Kacerie, Liahpa, Emerald, well… You should give babies to Quwaru and her beautiful friends, too. Adella and Keefaye have already asked Trel when they can begin mating with--”
“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” I chuckled as I tightened my hug around her ample breasts. “First we have to…” my voice trailed off as I yawned so long that tears came to my eyes.
“Awww,” she cooed. “You are still sleepy. I do feel quite selfish. I should have let you rest more, or told the others that you were awake.”
“Nope,” I said. “This was great. It’s been… two weeks or so? Since we last made love. I missed you.”
“It makes me so happy when you say ‘make love,’” Galmine sighed. “And when you hold me like this, I love it even more. My life is so wonderful, Victor, and it is all because of you. I live in a world of warm sun and beautiful plants, and my time is filled with the man I love and sisters that I love. I feel so safe and happy all the time. Thank you.”
“I didn’t bring you here,” I chuckled. “But I am trying to keep you all safe.”
“And that is why we love you so much, Victor,” she whispered. “All of us do, so… hopefully we will all have babies soon.”
“Hmmm,” I said as my eyes started to drift closed, and my body began to sink deeper into relaxation. I knew I was about to sleep, but my penis was still hard inside of Galmine, and I didn’t want to make another attempt to slide out of her. If she wanted me to stay like this, who was I to argue? It felt amazing touching her.
Suddenly, I heard laughter outside the hut, and I jerked my arm up as I startled awake. I noticed Galmine wasn’t on my sleeping mat or in my hut anymore, but I could see a few orange rays of sunlight piercing the curtain that was my makeshift door. I guessed it was a bit past dawn, but I couldn’t actually remember what time of the day it was when Galmine and I had made love.
I was still naked, but I saw my boots, socks, underwear, pants, and belt folded a few feet off to the side of my sleeping mat. It looked like they had been washed, and a quick sniff of my socks confirmed my guess. Kacerie must have used some of her soap on them, and even though I couldn’t quite remember where my button down shirt and white undershirt had disappeared to, my socks, underwear, and pants still looked like they were in good shape.
Still, we’d probably have to figure out a good way to make more clothes in the next month or so. Most of the women were still wearing what they came to Dinosaurland in. Sheela’s gray bikini was practically disintegrating off her perfect body, and the other women’s clothes weren’t much better.
There was so much to do, but the entire point of my last journey with Emerald was to find a new home, so that was our next step.
The clock was ticking, and I was a bit upset that I’d slept for the last few days. We really needed to get a move on.
I slid on my underwear and then put my pants on. The cloth felt a bit brittle because they had just been washed, but I figured my skin would get used to the cloth after a few minutes.
“What, the fuck?” I asked as I tightened my belt on my pants. The leather hole I normally used had a massive crease from countless hours of wear, but the belt actually tightened two notches tighter than that.
I looked down at my stomach and narrowed my eyes in the morning light. Dinosaurland had been pretty good to my muscles, and I’d been putting on some weight in my chest and arms, but now I looked like I was almost anorexic. I was way too skinny, and my abdominal muscles were layered with my blue veins and my skin looked too pale.
I held my hands out and saw that I’d lost a bunch of mass from my biceps and shoulders also. This was quite possibly the skinniest I’ve ever been, and while my muscles were still there, I might have been at under two percent body fat.
How had I lost this much weight this fast?
I put on my socks and boots while I thought through the last week or so. Last time I can remember sleeping more than a day was when I had the flu really bad in high school, but could someone really lose that much weight just sleeping?
“Did I lose it when I was running from that Aytron douchebag?” I asked myself as I thought about trying to escape the super powerful star-skinned dude who could freeze time in a bubble around himself. He’d chased me for a day or two at a Terminator pace until I got back to the camp, and then Nomi had been able to nullify his power so I could finally kill him.
I’d really run myself ragged, and I hadn’t eaten anything during the chase, but I had also pushed my Tame ability to its limits.
I finished putting on my boots, stood, and then took a deep breath as I prepared to leave my hut. We really did need to leave our home and journey to the new location that Emerald and I had found, but I kind of wasn’t looking forward to organizing everyone, everything, leaving the place that had been our home for the last few months, traveling across Dinosaurland, and rebuilding.
But it had to be done. I was pretty confident our enemies knew where we were, and we couldn’t just sit around and wait for them to attack us at their leisure.
Moving made a lot of sense for a lot of reasons, so we had to go.
I heard more laughter outside. It sounded like Tannin and Quwaru laughing at something Kacerie said, and I felt a wide smile spread across my face.
Yeah. It was time to go. I may be attached to this fort because it was the first one we built, but “home” was where my women were, and we’d be fine as long as we were all together.
“Let’s see how much they’ve prepared without me,” I said as I stepped out of my hut.








Chapter 4
I took a moment to look at the inner wall of our first fort that Trel, Sheela, Galmine, and I built during the first month I’d been in Dinosaurland. It was a circle shape with one corner made up of the massive redwood. Hope’s little nest was positioned right by the redwood, and close to the “doggie door” we used to get in and out of the main courtyard of the newer fort that Trel, Sheela, Galmine, and I had built with the help of my bigger parasaurs.
When I had left to go explore south with Emerald, the tribe had been living out of two huts set in this “inner” fort, but I saw that there were now three huts inside. I didn’t see Trel’s water filter tower she’d made a few weeks ago, and I also didn’t see any of my other friends around. I did hear voices over the wall from where we normally had our cooking and working fires, so I guessed everyone was in their usual spots around the fires.
Good, they didn’t know I was awake, so I’d be able to surprise everyone.
I couldn’t help but smile as I walked under Hope’s doggie door and turned right. I immediately noticed my parasaurs Hope, Bob, Sonny, and Cher about fifty yards away resting in the field of our courtyard, but then I turned right and saw Kacerie, Tannin, Quwaru, Galmine, Adella, Keefaye, Youleena, Urka, and Nomi sitting around the fire in a circle as they worked on a variety of projects from soap to cordage making. Kacerie had her back to me, but Tannin and Quwaru were facing Hope’s door, and they immediately gasped as they shot to their feet.
The other women flinched as they turned around, but then they all screamed my name delightfully, and I suddenly felt like a Victor-pancake as I got all the hugs in the universe from the group of beautiful alien women.
“You are awake!” too many voices said in unison, and it was a bit hard to tell who was talking.
“Yeah!” I laughed before I kissed Kacerie, and my breath left my lungs as her sweet lips blessed mine.
“I missed you,” she whispered after we kissed, and her bright blue eyes burned passionate holes into mine.
“I missed you, too,” I whispered back as I ran my thumb over the smooth skin of her perfect cheek. “Sorry I slept so long.”
A chorus of voices asked me questions as more arms hugged me, but then I heard Quwaru clap her hands, and everyone kind of paused the commotion.
“Let’s let him sit down,” the red-skinned succubus woman laughed. “I’m sure he needs to eat, too.”
The women asked me rapid-fire questions as they pulled me to my favorite spot by the fire, and my mouth started watering when I caught the scent of a roasting fish.
“Damn, I’m hungry,” I chuckled as I sat down on the rock where I normally sat. I was next to Kacerie’s spot, and the pink-haired woman held my hand while Galmine, Tannin, Adeela, and Nomi sat at my feet.
“No, shit,” Urka snickered as she tapped on the stomach of her overalls. “You look like you haven’t eaten in two months instead of just a few days. You are even more of a twiggy twig now.”
“We can still see all of his muscles, though,” Adella sang out as she fluttered her eyelashes at me, twisted her fingers through her red hair, and leaned forward a bit so that I’d notice how her perfectly pert breasts were barely contained by her green bikini top. “Victor is still very, very handsome.”
“Adella, Trel is going to have to figure out how to make you a mop to carry around if you keep drooling that much.” Urka rolled all four of her azure eyes, but then she smiled and winked the two on her right side at me. “I’m just fucking with ya, Victor. We are all happy you are up and about.”
“Yes!” The women all nodded, except for Quwaru, who was busy getting the fish off the fire and plating it for me.
“Are you feeling okay, Victor?” Nomi asked me with her soft voice, and I could see a bit of her doll-like pale face and dark eyes through the strands of black hair as she looked up at me. Her gray robe was looking even more threadbare, and I was reminded again that I needed to figure out how to get us all new clothes.
“Yeah,” I said. “I guess I was just super tired. By the way, I can’t remember if I thanked you for the save a few days ago. That guy was super powerful, and I thought I was about to die until you used your power to stop his time ability.”
“I’m happy I could help.” She reached up and patted my knee affectionately. “I feel like I’m not very useful around here because the sun hurts my eyes so mu--”
“You are fine,” Quwaru chuckled. “None of us could do anything against that horrible man until you took away his powers.”
“It was quite amazing.” Tannin ran her fingers through her thick orange hair and then smiled shyly at me before she looked at Nomi. “Your hair seemed to float, and--”
“It’s not that amazing,” Nomi cleared her throat and waved her hands. “I said before that I’d prefer we don’t talk about it. I’m nothing special. I am just glad I could help a bit.”
“We’ll respect your wishes,” Quwaru said as she handed me a plate with the cooked fish on it. “Here, Victor. You need to eat. Everyone else already had breakfast.”
“Thanks,” I said as I took the plate from the red-skinned woman in the tattered black bikini. “Where is everyone else, anyway?”
“Sheela, Emta, and Liahpa took the dinos that like to eat meat out hunting,” Kacerie said.
“Bruce and Grumpy, too?” I asked as I relaxed my mind a bit and felt the presence of my trikes, stegos, and the two pachycephalosauruses on the other side of our walled courtyard.
“Yes.” Kacerie nodded. “They left right after breakfast, so they’ve been gone for an hour or so.”
“Trel, the… uhhh, Emeralds, and Zoru are disassembling some of our wall platforms and packing them on your dinosaurs with the plates on their back and the three spikes on their heads,” Youleena said as she raised her thinly robed arm and gestured to the side of our fort I couldn’t see because of the original fort walls. “The fast running two dinos are probably grazing on the other side of the field near them, and the rest of us are prepping as much as we can for the move.
“You woke up last night after dinner, Victor,” Galmine continued, “but then you fell asleep right after we made love, and I asked Trel and Kacerie what we should do. They thought it was best to get ready to leave today.”
“Oh… uhhh… cool,” I said. None of the women even blinked or blushed when Galmine mentioned the whole “made love” part, even though I felt a bit of heat coming to my cheeks. I supposed that Trel had spent practically every free moment talking about making sure I got every single woman in the tribe pregnant as soon as possible, so they were probably used to talking about having sex with me, but I was still in a bit of disbelief that this was my life now.
I could believe the “abducted by aliens” part.
I could believe the “world filled with dinosaurs” part.
It was the “all these amazing women wanted to have sex with me all the time so they could get pregnant” part that my inner video game loving nerd self was still trying to believe.
But I guess I wasn’t that same guy anymore. I was a tamer of dinosaurs, and the King of Dinosaurland.
Or at least, I was trying to be, and my attempts seemed to be working so far.
“Was that okay?” Kacerie asked.
“Huh?” I blinked at her and pulled my mind back to the current conversation.
“If we leave today?” Kacerie asked as she gave me a sunny supermodel smile. “You were worried about the other tribe attacking us, and you wanted to leave as soon as possible, but I didn’t feel comfortable trying to leave without you to guide us. Emerald kind of gestured that she knew where to go, but we can’t really understand her as well as you can, and we all talked about it, and we were worried about controlling your dinosaurs if we got attacked.”
“I think it’s probably fine that you waited,” I said after I chewed a bit of the fish. “I’m happy you all are getting ready to go. When do you think we can leave?”
“We are pretty much packed up.” Kacerie shrugged. “Except for the huts and Trel’s water filtration device.”
“We can pack that filter tower up in a few minutes,” Urka said. “I helped her put it together. It’s easy to move.”
“So, when they all get back from hunting?” I asked.
“Well…” Kacerie turned to look at the other women, and then they all kind of smiled at me.
“As soon as you want to go, Victor,” Quwaru said. “We’ll follow you. You’ve taken care of all of us so far.”
“Great,” I said after I chewed another mouthful of the fish.
“Do you like your breakfast?” Keefaye asked as she batted her sparkling golden eyes at me. She was still wearing her black skin-tight cyclist-looking bodysuit, but I could see a few small rips in the Spandex-like material near her ankles.
“Yeah,” I answered, and it was the truth, the fish was the perfect blend of salt and garlic, and the taste reminded my mouth of the expensive Korean soju that my parents liked to drink.
“Wonderful,” Keyfaye cooed as she casually flipped her golden hair. “The fish was marinated in my blessed water with some herbs for an hour or so.”
“Well, it does taste awesome. Thank you for that, and Quwaru, thanks for cooking.”
“You are welcome,” the red-skinned beauty said as she smiled widely at me.
“Speaking of fire, where is Gee?” I asked as I handed my plate to Tannin, the orange-haired elf beauty gave me a confused look, but I just smiled at her.
“She’s actually sitting in the well water over there,” Adella sang as she pointed to a third new well hole fifty yards away that I hadn’t noticed before.
“That explains the steam,” I chuckled when I noticed some water vapor rising up from the hole. “I’ll go say hi after I finish eat--”
A flurry of blue feathers and red scales dodged around the women, spun around my legs, and then slammed into my chest.
The women all gasped, but I’d felt my best bud sneaking up from behind me with Shirley Temple in tow and had handed my plate to Tannin.
“Got ya!” I laughed as I caught them both in my arms a fraction of a second after they bounced off my chest, and I jumped up from my seat as I pulled them both to me and spun in a circle.
Jinx let out a happy squawk, and Shirley Temple tooted like a dog’s squeaky toy as I hopped and spun with them in my arms, and then I kissed them both on their little heads after I’d completed a few dance moves.
“Shirley, you are getting so big!” I complimented the little parasaur. She was larger than Jinx, even though she’d been born just a week or so ago, and her red scales really caught the morning light as she proudly lifted her head and nuzzled against my nose.
I felt the other parasaurs approach, and I turned just in time to press my head against the ridge of Hope’s nose.
“How’s it going, mama?” I asked as we rubbed foreheads together.
Hope let out a happy toot, and then Bob nuzzled up under my right arm so I would raise my hand and pet him. It was the arm that I was carrying Jinx in, and the little blue chocobo let out an annoyed squawk before he jumped up and landed on top of my head like a presumptuous cat.
“Hey, big guy,” I said as I petted Bob, and then I set Shirley down so I could hug Cher and Sonny’s snouts.
For half a moment, I was sandwiched in between the four big dinos just like my women tribe members had sandwiched me earlier, but the dinos just wanted some quick pets and hugs, and they were soon giving me space so that I could scratch under their chins.
“They missed you, especially Jinx,” Kacerie said, and I turned around to find that she’d left the circle of women so she could stand next to me.
“I missed them, too,” I said as I plucked the blue chocobo dino from his perch on my head, set him down, and reached for the beautiful pink-haired woman’s hand. “I missed you, too.”
“Ohhh,” she sighed, and then she let out a surprised gasp as I wrapped my left hand around her narrow waist and pulled her slender body against mine.
“Looks like you did a good job managing everyone,” I whispered as I began to slowly kiss her chin, and then her cheek, and then her full lips.
“I… Hmmmm…” she moaned as our mouths connected, and then she purred as our tongues began to tangle and dance with each other.
Within a few moments Kacerie’s body was trembling against me, and I kissed her deeper as my hand moved down from her waist so that I could squeeze her tight ass through her jeans and pull her harder against me.
“Damn,” she gasped when I broke off our kiss and smiled at her.
“I did miss you,” I chuckled.
“I missed you so much,” she sighed as her blue eyes sparkled. “And… yeah… I really missed kissing you. How about you never leave again, okay? I need a kiss like that every ten minutes or so. You know… as a reward for doing a good job?”
“Like a bonus at work?” I raised an eyebrow. “Did you give your employees at your salon bonuses when they did a good job?”
“Nothing as good as that kiss,” she snickered playfully, “or I would have had thousands of people trying to work for me.”
“Well, I’m going to give you more than that kiss as a reward.” I winked at her.
Kacerie opened her mouth to reply, but then she just bit her lip, blushed almost as pink as her hair, and then glanced down at my lips. Then she let out a long sigh and hugged me tightly.
“I was so worried,” she whispered. “I… I… didn’t say anything to anyone but Sheela when we were alone.”
“I’m sure that you attempting to be steadfast helped everyone,” I said.
“Yeah… It did,” she admitted. “I hate it when you leave, but I know that you have to sometimes. Everyone listens to me when I ask them to do stuff around the camp. I think they just want something to take their minds off the danger.”
“And Trel didn’t give you any problems?” I chuckled.
“Nawww,” Kacerie joined me with a laugh. “She is more… well… ‘dramatic’ isn’t quite enough of a descriptive word… than the others when you are gone, so I can just point her at something to build or fix, and she does it without too much complaining.”
“How about Gee?” I asked as we began to walk toward the well with the steam coming out of it.
“Fine.” Kacerie shrugged. “I know you were a bit worried about her, but she’s helped out a bunch with the smelting copper and making clay tiles. Speaking of which, we can load some of the tiles and roof shingles on Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock, but Trel and I are worried about the weight, so I’m thinking we should just leave most of them here and worry about packing the copper and stuff to make the first few huts. Now that we know how to make them, it won’t take that long once we get to our new home.”
“I agree,” I said as I glanced to the work area where we had been smelting the copper from the malachite. The kiln looked like it hadn’t been used for a bit, so I figured I’d ask the obvious question. “Did you guys already process everything from the big haul Liahpa and I brought back?”
“Yes,” Kacerie said as she smiled wide again. “We’ve made some plates, bowls, jugs, eating utensils, and a few arrowheads. Trel already packed them on MCA.”
“Great,” I said, and then we stepped up to the side of the well that Gee was in, and I leaned over to look into the hole.
“Is that you, Victor?” I heard Gee ask.
“Sure is,” I replied as I blinked through the steam. I couldn’t really see Gee’s shape, but I could make out the form of her fiery-hair a bit as it came out of the water pooled at the bottom of the shaft. “How are you doing?”
“I’m fantastic,” she sighed. “Just doing my favorite activity. I’m glad you are well. We were worried after you didn’t wake up, but sometimes warriors need to relax after an intense battle.”
“I think that was it,” I laughed. “Kacerie said you are really helping around the camp.”
“She’s a good logistics commander,” Gee chuckled. “I can find no fault in her orders.”
“Thanks,” Kacerie chuckled. “Means a lot when you say that.”
“It’s not a compliment,” Gee laughed louder. “It’s the truth. I don’t put up with bullshit, and I have to say… being part of this tribe has been an enjoyable experience so far, Victor. Your women are smart and organized, and you have a mind for strategy.”
“Does this mean I don’t have to worry about you killing me and taking over?” I raised my eyebrows and smiled a bit. The question was probably a bit too forward, but Gee’s voice seemed really relaxed.
“You do not,” the fire-pirate said. “To be honest, you never had to worry. I liked you from near the beginning, and I like you more now that I’ve lived with you and your women. You are a good man, Victor. I know that for sure now, so my Flame Dance is yours to command.”
I felt Kacerie squeeze my hand, and I smiled at her before I glanced back down into the well.
“That’s good to hear, Gee. I think we are going to leave this camp today. Will you be ready to go soon?”
“Whenever you need me to leave,” Gee answered. “Although, I am worried about the route we will be taking. When you and I first met, there was a river I was able to swim in most of the way back here, but we had to be very careful going through the forest so that I did not burn it.”
“I’ve thought about that,” Kacerie cleared her throat. “We are bringing all of our clay jugs. We’ll fill them with water and try to put out any fires you might start as soon as we can.”
“That sounds stressful,” Gee sighed. “I don’t want to be a burden.”
“I thought Nomi was practicing taking away your flame?” I asked.
“Yeaaaaaa,” Gee sighed. “That can work…”
“But you don’t like it?” I stated as I recalled the conversation we had a few days ago.
“It feels… odd…” Gee cleared her throat. “Not enjoyable in the slightest, but I’ll do what I need to do.”
“There is one part I’m a bit worried about where we’ll be climbing a steep mountain that is covered in a jungle,” I said, “and then we’ll head down some switchbacks that’s more thick jungle before we get to a series of fields. It’s the fields I’m worried about, but they’re only about four miles before we get to the beach. There are a few rivers between the camp and that spot, so I don’t think she’d have to Eclipse your powers for that long.”
“Thank you, Victor,” Gee chuckled. “As I said, I’ll do whatever you ask me, but I appreciate you taking my feelings into account. Perhaps when Nomi has taken away my powers, there is a way that you could comfort me?”
“Uhhhh. Well... ” I started, but then I heard a familiar voice scream my name.
I glanced up from the well to see Trel Doctor Octopus-rushing across the field of our courtyard on her spider legs. Trailing behind the beautiful spider-woman, each Emerald and the purple-furred Zoru rode on the three stegos. Behind them were my three trikes: Tom, Nicole, and Katie, and I could see that all the dinos were loaded up with various branches, poles, jugs, and cordage. All of my big pets also had saddles, and I recognized that some of the supporting pole pieces were salvaged from the guard stands we had put up around the perimeter of the fort walls.
“Victor!” Trel shouted again, and her spider legs coiled under her body like leaf-springs before she launched herself in the air over the well and into my arms.
Then she was devouring my mouth with her lips.
I wrapped my arms around Trel’s narrow waist at the same time that she wrapped her human-looking legs around my hips, and our tongues fought and danced together while she ground against my crotch. Her spider legs then lifted both of us off the ground a few inches, and she let out a long moan right before she pulled away and cupped my face with her long black fingers.
“You are awake…” she muttered before she pressed her lips against mine again.
“Yeah,” I laughed into her mouth as I kissed her back again.
“Dear Victor, I missed you so much,” she sighed between the various quick kisses she planted on my face. “If I was a lesser woman, not fit for your seed and offspring, I would have died from having to be without you for so long.”
“And you definitely wouldn’t have complained about Victor being gone every other minute,” Kacerie snickered.
“As the first wife of Victor, it is important that I set the standard for how we should all feel about him,” Trel scoffed, but the black-haired woman didn’t spare a glance at my other lover. She was too busy running her fingers over my face and chest while she continued to dry hump me while her six spider legs supported us.
“Well… there is no mistaking how you feel about Victor,” Kacerie said, and I glanced over in time for her to wink at me.
“I missed you, too,” I reached up to run my own fingers across her cheek, and she closed her black eyes as she let out a long sigh of pleasure. “I heard you’ve been working hard to get us ready to move.”
“Yes, my love.” Trel licked her lips as she looked at mine. “Emerald, Zoru, and I have taken care to pack the important things onto your dinosaurs.”
“Kacerie gave me a bit of an update,” I said. “All that’s left is your water filter?”
“Yes, and we have room for one of the huts if you want to break it down.” Trel lowered us back onto the ground, and then she gave me one final kiss and unwrapped her human legs from around my hips so that she could stand up straight.
By this time, the three trikes and three stegos had all come to stand around us, and the two Emeralds and Zoru were getting off their mounts.
Hello, my wonderful Mate.
Both of the Emeralds gestured at once, and they threaded around Trel’s legs and body so that they could both embrace me. For half a moment there was a bit of confusion as Trel moved her arms so both Emeralds could hug and press their bodies against me, but then I was a bit surprised when Trel hugged them around me, and the four of us swayed together for a bit. Trel normally didn’t show that much physical affection to my other women, but Emerald and her had a lot in common with the way they both loved me, so I figured they were kindred spirits.
I kissed both of the Emeralds’ full lips, but they were busy hugging me so they couldn’t gesture anymore. They just smiled their wide grins as they fluttered their long green lashes, and I now understood that her “predatory” smile was really one of adoration.
“I’m glad you have recovered from your trial,” Zoru chuckled as he finished dismounting from the stego.
“Thanks, buddy. How are you feeling?” I nodded at the purple-furred monkey-fox creature. I’d actually come to think of Zoru as a guy, even though he’d told me that his species was sexless until beaten in combat by another of their race.
“I’m feeling much better, but not quite good enough to go hunting with the other women,” he said as he gestured to the various scabs on his chest and arms. “It still felt good to be useful.”
“Always does.” I smiled at him, and then I gave each Emerald another brief kiss on the lips before I walked over to Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock.
Each stego gave a happy hum as I petted their massive heads, and then I gave a few minutes of loving to Tom, Nicole, and Katie.
“I like the new saddles,” I said as I smiled at Trel and gestured to the stegos. “Looks like you improved the design of the one you made for Nicole.”
“Yes.” Trel nodded as she used her back legs to lift herself off the ground so she could point to the edges of Tom’s new saddle and storage setup. “I used more poles to distribute the weight. This lets us have more storage space, and I was able to brace the affair better but with less cordage.”
“Looks great.” I nodded as I looked at the three trikes’ new saddles closer. It really did look more streamlined than the version Emerald and I had taken on Nicole a few days ago. The saddle area was set lower on the front shoulders, and the trunk was divided into three parts that conformed more to the slope of each dino’s back. It meant that each storage space was smaller, but we probably had seventy-five percent more space overall. All three of the trikes were loaded up halfway with clay pots holding Galmine’s plants, wood and bamboo poles we could use to build our first structures at the new location, and thin clay bricks, but the trikes didn’t move as if they were burdened at all.
Trel also designed better seats and storage for the stegosauruses.
One of the Emeralds gestured at MCA, and I moved over there to look closer at it.
“Ahhh, this looks way better than the first version,” I said as I looked at the new method Trel had used to contain the storage cavity between the back plates of the dinos.
“We had bamboo there before,” Trel began as she tapped her long fingers together and grinned,” but I thought clay might work better, but after I played around with it for a few hours, I realized it was going to be too heavy and not flexible enough, so I went back to the bamboo, but this time I cut them into smaller lengths and joined them by cordage where the plates are. Then I covered those joints with bigger pieces of bamboo so that they wouldn’t accidently get cut. This allows the creatures to twist and turn their backs naturally while still preserving eighty percent of the structural integrity of the storage unit. We’ve processed all the malachite, so it isn’t quite needed at the moment, but it is still better to improve designs when I can.”
“That’s what geniuses do.” I gave the beautiful obsidian-haired woman a smile, and she bit her lower lip as she let out a long sigh.
“Oh, Victor. I so missed you telling me how wonderful I am. It is my second favorite-- no, third favorite thing in the world.”
“What are your first two-- you know, I can guess,” Kacerie laughed.
“Making love to Victor and taking his seed deep inside my womb, of course.” Trel raspberried at the pink-haired woman.
“I said I could guess.” Kacerie rolled her eyes.
“We could all guess!” Gee shouted from down in her well.
“That reminds me,” Trel purred as she gestured her long black fingers at the Emeralds. “I can’t quite understand what they say when I ask when they will know if they are pregnant from your seed. Well, I understand the number ‘six,’ but I don’t know if that’s days, weeks, or months.”
We will know within six weeks at the latest.
“They’ll know within six weeks,” I translated.
“That’s about how long it will take me,” Kacerie cleared her throat.
“When was the last time that Victor filled you with his seed?” Trel demanded. “He should be making love to you every day at least, so that--”
“Look, Trel,” I interrupted as I petted my massive dino pets. “We can talk more about this topic once we are at the new fort location. I need that wonderful brain of yours thinking about all the awesome stuff you are going to build once we get to the cliffside.”
“Yes, Victor,” the beautiful spider-woman sighed. “When will we leave?”
“Soon. Let’s talk it out.” I gestured for Zoru, Trel, Kacerie, and the Emeralds to go back over to the campfire area where the other women were so that we could speak as a group.
“Should we start packing the hut up?” Kacerie asked as she took one of my hands in hers.
“And the water filter?” Trel asked as she took the other hand.
“Let me think…” I said as soon as we reached the campfire, and then I gave everyone who had been sitting by the campfires a smile before I closed my eyes and relaxed my mind.
I sensed Bruce flying over the redwood forest to our south, but he wasn’t as far away as I’d expected. Grumpy was at the river where we used to get our water, but the balaurs and troodons were halfway between the fort and the water, and they were moving in my direction at a quick pace.
“Awesome.” I opened my eyes and took a deep breath. “Sheela, Liahpa, and Emta will be here in a few minutes. As I said before Emerald and I left to go look for a new fort location, I’m not sure if the other tribe knows we are here or can even attack us, but I don’t want to risk it. We’ve already been here for too long. I don’t want to stay another second here if we don’t have to. Soooo… We are going to leave immediately. Everyone pack up your stuff, pick a dinosaur to ride, and let’s get a move on.”
“Yes, Victor,” the group said in unison.
Then everyone got up and began final preparations to move to our new home.








Chapter 5
Everyone began to move around the fire, but I was a bit dumbstruck as Kacerie and Quwaru stood next to each other and helped direct the other women’s movements. The two women definitely knew how to organize everyone, and I watched in silence for a few more moments as everyone quickly gathered up their tools, chatted about which dinosaur they were going to ride, and then began to pack the last of their belongings onto either a trike or a stego.
It was really awesome seeing everyone get along so well, and even Trel let out a laugh at a joke Urka made about “riding Victor all the way there instead of a dinosaur” as the two of them walked toward Hope’s doggie-door gate so they could pack up the water filtration system.
I turned away from the cooking fire and then walked across the grassy courtyard toward the gate leading out of our fort. It felt great to move my legs a bit, and I reached my arms high over my head and let out a sigh as my back cracked. My skin felt warm with the heat of the mid-morning sun, and the dewey scent of the grass gave me thoughts of a new beginning in our future home.
We just had to get there, first.
By the time I made it to the gate, I felt Bruce flying overhead, and I saw Sheela, Liahpa, and Emta jogging out of the redwood trees with a gang of white and tiger-stripped raptors swarming around them. I had the gate open by the time they crossed the raised dirt bridge, but before I could greet the women, my troodons and balaur bondocs had all seen me, and the group of dog-sized raptors all let out hisses of pleasure as they sprinted ahead.
“Hey, guys!” I knelt down and opened my arms wide to embrace my pets, and then I let out a laugh as Velma and Rachel somehow managed to sprint ahead of the pack and throw themselves in my arms first.
Then I laughed even louder when they all tackled me with a flurry of feathers, happy squawks, and intense nuzzles.
I was quickly buried at the bottom of a feathery dog pile, and I could feel the love and adoration coming from my pals as they squirmed into me.
“Hey, Velma! Hey, Daphne! Phoebe, you are looking so beautiful today! Ross, look at all your muscles! Have you been working out, bud? Joey, do you have some blue feathers coming in down there? Looking good, my man! Shag, you are looking pretty ripped, too! Ahh, Fred, sure, I’ll scratch ya under the chin! I love ya, dude. Oh, my gosh, Rachel, look at your crest! So prettyyyyyy! Awww, I see you, Monica. Here are some scratches and pets for you. Aren’t you a pretty girl? Aren’t you? Yes, you are so pretty!”
Finally I got to Scoob and Chandler, and I knelt and gave each of the unofficial pack leaders tight hugs as I kissed the tops of their feathery heads.
“You guys did a great job keeping everyone safe while I was sleeping,” I whispered to them. “I’m so proud of both of you.”
Both Scoob and Chandler puffed out their chests a bit, and I gave them each a few extra scratches under their chins before an impatient honk made me stand up and turn around.
“Awwww, Bruce,” I chuckled. “I’m getting to you. Thanks for waiting.”
My horse-sized pteranodon frog-hopped over to me, and then he laid his head on my shoulder so that I could wrap my arms around his long neck. It was a familiar position for us to show our affection to each other, and we both let out little sighs as I stroked his feathers a bit.
“Hello, Victor,” Sheela’s calm Australian-accented voice drifted to my ears, and I gave Bruce a final pat before I let him go, turned to her, and saw that she’d moved closer to me while Liahpa and Emta put the gate back in place.
“Hello, yourself.” I smiled at Sheela, and then I let out a long sigh as I let my eyes fill with the sight of her.
Sheela was the first woman I’d met in Dinosaurland, and she’d saved my ass from getting eaten by a massive croc at the lake when she’d jumped on the creature’s back and slammed her simple wooden spear into its eyes over and over again until it died. Her thick blonde hair poofed out from her head like an 80’s dancer, and it ran down her back to the top of her pert ass like a waterfall of golden doubloons. Her yellow-gold eyes were a bit of a darker shade than her hair, but their color combined with the soft spotted fur on her shoulders gave her a silky cheetah-like appearance. Sheela had sharp fangs like Trel, and cheekbones that were high and round, but the rest of the huntress’ face was a delightful oval shape that perfectly suited her fitness-model body. Every part of her shoulders, arms, chest, stomach, ass, thighs, and calves were cut with the perfect amount of feminine muscle, and her movements were the perfect blend of ballet dancer and MMA fighter. She was both deadly and beautiful. Hard and soft. Sleek and velvety.
I was crazy in love with her.
“Come kiss me, Sheela.” I grinned as I opened my arms to her.
“Yes, Victor.” The cheetah-woman gave a shy nod, and then she bit her lower lip slightly as she dropped my Cricket Bat of Doom and stepped into my arms.
Sheela trembled against me for half a moment, but as soon as our lips touched, she let out a moan that echoed into my mouth, and her trembles began to relax. Then our tongues began to gently play with each other’s, and her moan and trembles turned into a warm purr that made both our bodies vibrate delightfully.
I reached one hand down to her tight ass and my other hand to her lower back before I pulled her body harder against me. This made her whine into my mouth a little while we kissed, but Sheela liked it when I was firmly in control of her body, and I could feel her erect nipples push through her threadbare bikini top as I held her against my chest.
Her mouth tasted like sweet white wine, and I lost track of the seconds while we kissed. We broke apart finally, but I still kept my hands on her ass and back so that she couldn’t pull away from me.
“I missed you,” she whispered as her golden eyes darted between my eyes and my lips.
“I missed you, too,” I whispered back. “I need to greet Liahpa and Emta, and then you can tell me how the hunt went.”
Sheela nodded, and then I let her go so I could turn to look at my other tribemates.
“Hi, Victor.” Liahpa had her ring axe resting on her right shoulder, and she gave me a shy wave with the fingers of her left hand. The silver-skinned athlete floated a few dozen inches above the ground like some sort of ethereal goddess, and the waves of her long mercury-white hair rose up like smoke plumes and caressed the sky above her head with gentle waves. Liahpa’s black single-piece superheroine swimsuit hugged her muscular body high on her hips and tight across her fantastic breasts, but the garment was designed with the stomach open and exposed, and the silver sheen of her skin made her washboard abs look like sculpted titanium. I could see the corded veins and muscles run low on her stomach as if the beautiful woman had single digit body fat.
She probably did.
Liahpa was incredibly strong, even stronger than Sheela, although the cheetah woman had slightly more muscular thighs and wider shoulders. I’d seen Liahpa lift and rip an asshole armored paladin dude’s forcefield globe out of the ground before she dropped his bitch ass into a chasm, and her body had She-Hulked out when her muscles flexed.
“You’re… uhhh… staring at me,” Liahpa whispered as her silver face began to color red.
“Sorry,” I chuckled. “Just caught up in your beauty. Are you going to put your feet on the ground and kiss me?”
“Yessss.” Liahpa’s long silver eyelashes fluttered over her red eyes, and she drifted down onto her toes, dropped her ring-axe on the grass, and then gasped when I pulled her into my arms.
Then she sighed as I kissed her deeply.
Liahpa’s world didn’t have any men, and her society had told horror stories about the distant past when horrible men did awful things in their world. It had taken a while for the beautiful red-eyed woman to warm up to me, but once she’d admitted her feelings, we’d explored each other’s hearts and bodies with an eager passion. Liahpa’s budding sexuality was absolutely adorable, and every compliment, kiss, and act of love-making caused the powerful woman to blush and fret.
I ran my fingertips down Liahpa’s smooth back while I pushed my tongue deep into her shy mouth, and the silver-skinned woman sighed as she slowly let herself relax into my arms. I continued to kiss her for another half minute as my hands explored her back and ass, but her breaths became more ragged the longer I claimed her mouth, and I finally pulled my lips away when I felt her heart hammering against my chest.
“Wow,” Liahpa whispered once I pulled away from her lips. “That… I…”
“You liked that?” I asked as I reached my right hand up to stroke her chin and lips. “Your cheeks are red.”
“You make me blush.” She glanced down at my lips and then opened her mouth and moved her tongue back and forth a bit as if she was imagining kissing me again. “I like when you make me… feel like this. I’m happy you are awake. Really happy… uhhhh. Yeahhhh…”
“I’m happy to be awake,” I said. “I’m happy to be holding you in my arms right now.”
“Really?” she cleared her throat. “I mean… Yeah. I can… you know… Feel you are happy. Down… there. Your… uhh… penis is pressing against me… Ahhh. Victor, you are making my head spin right now. Did you just--”
“Okayyyyy,” Emta groaned. “I can’t take any more mushy stuff. You two need to go spend some time alone in a hut or something. Victor, I’m glad you are awake. I see everyone packing up. Are we getting ready to get out of here?”
“Yep. They are packing up the last of everything and picking a dino to ride.” I let Liahpa squirm free of my arms, and then I gave Emta a wide grin.
Like Liahpa and Sheela, Emta would have been a highly paid fitness model in my world, but while the beautiful cheetah-woman and silver-skinned goddess could have been Crossfit models, the tan olive-skinned Emta was built more like a volleyball player or a pole vaulter. Her muscles were longer and leaner than the other women, and her small mouth tusks and snake-like tentacle hair gave her this alluring alien beauty that was exciting and dangerous. Like Sheela and Quwaru, Emta wore a small brown bikini that showed off her perfect body, but her bottoms had more cloth than the other two women’s outfits and it looked almost like tight boyshort underwear.
“Finally,” Emta snickered.
“Finally?” I raised an eyebrow.
“We’ve been fucking around here waiting for you to wake up for two days or so. I’m ready to get going.” Emta crossed her arms below her breasts and then raised an eyebrow when she noticed my eyes focus on her nipples.
“Well, I’m up now. I’m surprised you are in such a hurry to move.” I didn’t blush, since I didn’t really care that Emta had caught me looking at her. She was super sexy, and while I knew the orc-woman was just starting to come around to liking me, I had no problem telling her that I thought she was attractive.
“Hey, it was your idea to move in the first place.” She shrugged.
“I’m glad you are doing what I say now,” I chuckled.
“Hey, we are all alive. I know I was a bit… difficult when we first met, but I’m yours now.”
“Oh, really? Mine now?” Now it was my turn to raise an eyebrow.
“Hmmm… Well…” Emta’s pretty face finally broke, and she gave me a slightly sheepish grin as she cleared her throat. “You’ve been sleeping and whatever, and we’ve been out getting your pets fed. So, there. Let’s get back to work. From what I’ve seen, you don’t just sit around when there is work to be done.”
“No. I don’t,” I said as I turned to Sheela. “How did the hunt go?”
“Very well, Victor,” Sheela said as she hefted the Cricket Bat of Doom onto her shoulder and then nodded at my doggie-sized dinos. “We were able to get some fish from the river. They all ate their fill.”
“Grumpy is still there?” I asked, even though I knew the answer.
“He didn’t want to come back,” Liahpa said as she frowned. “We tried rubbing his belly as he likes, but it seemed like he just wanted to take a nap on the beach.”
“Maybe he guessed you had woken up, and we were about to head that direction anyway,” Emta laughed. “He’s kind of lazy like that.”
“He is,” I laughed. “I guess it doesn’t matter. We’ll see him soon. Let’s walk back and help everyone pack up.”
The three women nodded, and we began to walk across the courtyard to where the rest of the tribe was getting set up on the trikes, parasaurs, and stegos.
“I’m going to need the three of you to help me out during this trip,” I said as we walked.
“Anything you need, Victor,” Liahpa said. “Just ask, and we’ll do it.”
“There are eighteen of us counting the two Emeralds,” I started after I did the count in my head. “We’ve got Hope, Bob, Sonny, Cher, Tom, Katie, Nicole, Ad-Rock, Mike D, MCA, Beavis, and Butthead. Hope, Beavis, and Butthead can’t carry two people for that long of a time, but that’s fine because we have enough dinos to double up. I need you three to make sure you are always near someone who… isn’t very strong.”
“It’s a good idea,” Sheela said. “We had discussed it some while we were at the river.”
“Galmine, Tannin, Adella, Keefaye, Youleena, Urka, and Nomi are soft spots in our tribe,” I said. “Trel is actually a badass fighter, and I know Quwaru can handle herself. Emerald is also decent with a spear. I think Zoru is still recovering, so he might not be able to move very well, but I don’t think he needs much protection. Gee can probably take on a T-Rex by herself with her Flame Dance-- Sheela, I know you’ve been working on some combat training with everyone, so you probably know better than I do who needs a little extra protection during this trip.”
“Liahpa, Emta, and I will make sure everyone who needs to be protected during this trip is protected as much as possible, Victor.” Sheela nodded. “We are ready to follow you to our new home.”
“Awesome,” I said, and then we arrived in the thick of the tribe packing up the last parts of our tools, pots, pans, food, and cordage on the dinos.
Emta and Liahpa began to help Keefaye and Youleena, but Sheela grabbed a spear and then moved toward the inner fort. I watched her walk away from me, and then I realized that neither Trel nor Galmine were with the group getting ready.
“Urka, do you know where Trel is?” I asked the tiny four-eyed gnome-looking woman as she was strapping a piece of the water filtration system to the back of MCA’s trunk area.
“Well, since you’re here, she can’t be getting a dose of your baby batter in her oven, can she?” Urka cackled.
“Nope,” I laughed, and my cheeks did feel a bit hot even though I thought I’d just gotten over blushing whenever one of the women talked about me getting them pregnant.
“Ahhh, Victor, I just love messing with you.” Urka winked one of her eyes at me. “You should see your face right now. Anyways. She went back into the inner fort. Said she had something to do before we left.”
“And Galmine?” I asked as I glanced through the group.
“She was in one of the huts when Trel and I grabbed this water filtration pot. She’s probably still in there.”
“Thanks,” I said, and then I turned around to find Kacerie standing right behind me.
“We are ready to go,” the beautiful pink-haired woman said. “Like… five minutes. Everyone is just doing a last check of the saddles. Oh, and your… packies? I think you call them. Beavis and Butt-head? Are they still on the other side of the courtyard? Can you call them over?”
“Yep,” I said as I issued the command for the two pachycephalosauruses to come over to us. “I’m going to go check inside the hut area. I think Galmine, Sheela, and Trel are in there.”
“Ahhh…” Kacerie said as she gave me a faint smile. “I think they just wanted to say goodbye to the place. You had already built it when I got here, but I know the four of you worked really hard on it.”
“Yeah.” I glanced at Hope’s doggie door and let out a bit of a sigh. “We’ll leave in the next few minutes. Thanks for getting this all organized.”
“No problem, Victor.” Kacerie’s fingers wrapped around mine, and then I brought her hand up to my lips so I could kiss it. The act made her smile widen, and she flipped my hand over and kissed my fingers before she went back to helping one of the Emeralds work on tightening Hope’s saddle.
I walked the fifty or so yards back to the top-hinged door that separated the inner fort from the outer courtyard of the fort, and I found Galmine right inside. Her back was to me a bit, since she was looking at the side of the hinge where the door was attached, but she noticed me when I stepped close enough to wrap my arms around her waist and pull her back into my chest.
“Ahhhh… Victor,” she sighed as she snuggled back into my embrace.
“Saying goodbye?” I whispered in her ear.
“Remember when those green dinosaurs tried to get inside?” she began. “Poor Hope and I had to hold the door closed so that you could help Sheela and Trel with the wall.”
“Yeah, I remember that,” I said.
“I was so scared, but I also wasn’t scared.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well…” she paused as if considering her next words carefully. “I trusted you to save us, but I was still scared because I knew that you would die to keep us safe.”
“So… you knew you would be okay?” I asked.
“I hoped so,” Galmine laughed slightly. “There were so many emotions. I didn’t want Hope to get hurt. I didn’t want you to get hurt. I worried about Trel and Sheela. I think the worst thoughts entered my mind. I wondered, ‘what would happen if Victor died?’ Would I be able to live without the man that I loved? What about Trel and Sheela?”
“I don’t think Trel and Sheela loved me at that point,” I snickered.
“Oh, Victor, they most certainly did. Trel was so mean because she loved you, but she did not want to admit it. Sheela was so sad because she did not know how to let go of her past so that she could love you freely.”
“I dunno about that,” I said.
“Men are silly because they don’t know what is true but want things to be so,” Galmine giggled. “Women are silly because they know what is true but don’t want it to be so.”
“Huh,” I said. “Is that a saying from your world?”
“Just something I have thought deeply about,” Galmine sighed as she wiggled her butt into my crotch more. “This is why a king needs many women. We will help you see the truth, you will tell us what you envision that is possible, and then we will try to make it for you.”
“I had a dream of a fort,” I chuckled.
“Yes!” Galmine laughed. “See? We did not think of such a thing before you came to our cave. Now look at us. Our family is so large and so loving and so wonderful. You made this for us, Victor. We are safe because of you. I knew you would protect us from this dangerous world, so even when I held this door with Hope, I didn’t worry for my body. I worried for you, which then made me worry for our hearts. Hmmm… Maybe that is selfish? I don’t know. I just know that I am warm when you are around, and I always want to feel your warmth in my heart. Thank you for saving us, Victor.”
“I’ll always be here for you,” I whispered in her ear. “I’ll always love you.”
“That makes me so happy,” Galmine sighed as she leaned back into me a bit more, and then we stood together looking at the door for a few moments longer.
“You should go get ready,” I finally said a minute or so later. “Everyone is waiting for you.”
“I will.” She slowly pulled my arms away from her stomach, and then she turned to kiss me. Her mouth was gentle, but still hungry, and the hot passion of her lips spread up through my ears and down to my toes.
“Have you seen Sheela or Trel?” I asked once our kiss ended.
“There,” Galmine whispered as she pointed behind me, and I turned to see Sheela standing near the farthest hut by the fort wall with her back to us.
“Go get on a dino so we can get out of here,” I said, and then I gently pinched Galmine’s juicy ass when she turned to walk away.
“Ohhh!” Galmine giggled, and then she gave me a bubbly smile as she walked her hip-swaying way through Hope’s doggie door.
Sheela turned to me as I approached, and she gave me her usual stoic nod before she blessed me with a half-smile.
“I know this spot,” I said as I gestured to the post she was studying. It was the last wooden pole Sheela, Trel, and I had put in while we were under attack from the pack of green deinonychus raptors.
“Yes,” she laughed. “It seems the best place to say goodbye since it is the place where we pulled our safety and lives from the maw of this world.”
“That’s a poetic way to put it.” I reached out and took her hand in mine, and she stepped close to me so she could lean her blonde head on my shoulder.
There was silence for a half a minute or so as we stared at the last post. Then Sheela took a deep breath, raised her head off my shoulder, and looked at me with her calm golden eyes.
“It is strange. I have not thought of… parts… of my old life. For many weeks.”
“You mean your husband?”
“He is my ex-husband.” Sheela smiled at me. “You are my husband now, Victor. But, yes, I have not had a moment’s thought of him since the moment you took me and made me yours by the river.”
“Damn,” I cleared my throat. “Uhhh. Yeah. I love you, too.”
“As I stared at the post, I began to wonder what my life would have been like if these ‘Overlords,’ as you call them, had not taken me.”
“You said your life wasn’t exactly awesome before.”
“It was not,” she sighed. “I had sister-wives, but none of them cared for me. I was alone. So alone. I thought I was fine with it. I thought I was fulfilling my duty to him and my family…”
Sheela’s voice trailed off, and she glanced away from me so that she could look at the post again. Then her eyes roamed over our small inner fort before they came back to my face.
“This life is much better,” she whispered as she squeezed my hand. “So much better. In too many ways to explain. I love you. I love our tribe and the women who also love you. I am not used to such emotions, but every day I find I like it more. I am looking forward to tomorrow with you. I am looking forward to forever with you, Victor.”
Sheela’s words were tinted with a passion that she normally didn’t express, and my heart swelled at her raw admission. I knew she loved me, of course, and she knew I loved her, but as we stood here looking at the place we had struggled so hard to build, it really made her commitment to me that much clearer.
That much stronger.
That much more wonderful.
I couldn’t reply with better words than what Sheela had already used, so I just pulled her body against mine and kissed her again. She melted against me with a purr, and we lost ourselves in the connection of our lips for another few moments.
“I love the way you taste,” I whispered after our tongues and mouths had enjoyed each other. “I love the way you love me, and I’m looking forward to forever with you, too.”
“Thank you, Victor,” she whispered, and I reached up with my hand to wipe a single tear that was dripping down her cheek.
“You never have to think about your old life again,” I said. “We’ll just think about today and tomorrow. Okay?”
“That is the life I want with you.” She nodded.
“Let’s get it going, then,” I chuckled after I gave her another quick kiss. “They are all waiting out in the courtyard. Have you seen Trel?”
“I saw her behind the hut,” Sheela said as she glanced over to the first little house we had ever built. “That was ten minutes or so ago. She might no longer be there.”
“I’ll check,” I said.
“I’ll wait for you out by the cooking fire.” Sheela gave me another long kiss, and then we broke our embrace, and I turned to watch her walk out of the inner fort. Her long blonde hair tickled the top of her tight ass as she walked, and even though I knew she was in desperate need of new clothes, I had to admit that I loved the way the dental-floss thin bikini bottom barely clung to her muscular butt cheeks.
“Hey, Trel?” I called out as I walked around to the back of our hut.
“I’m here, Victor.” I heard the beautiful spider-woman reply, so I kept walking around the spot where her water filtration system had stood just a quarter of an hour ago and found her crouching behind the hut.
Next to a giant web-covered cocoon.
“What… is… uhhh…” I started to ask.
“You don’t remember the raptor I took to feed our babies?” Trel asked as she raised a dark eyebrow at me.
“Oh, yeahhhh,” I chuckled. “That’s still back here? I mean, there it is, so yeah, it’s still back here. I just didn’t realize it’d been here the whole time. I thought it would smell or something.”
“Pffft,” Trel raspberried as she stood. “My webbing has locked in all the delicious juices and preserved it. The meat would have been just perfect for our brood to consume.”
“Would have been?” I asked.
“Well, I’m not taking it with us,” Trel sighed. “I hate to make a new feast for our first brood, but moving it might damage the corpse, and then we’d just have a mess. No. Perhaps I’ll just make a new one when we get to our new home. I will be fertile again in two months, so I have plenty of time to find a replacement for your body that our offspring can feast on.”
“I’m glad I’m no longer on the dinner menu for our babies,” I snickered. “Why are you back here?”
“I suppose I’m just thinking a bit.” Trel smiled, and then she stepped closer so she could wrap her arms around my shoulders and lean her head against my collar bone. “Thinking about you, mostly. Some amount about this place. I’ve grown to like it more than I would have ever thought.”
“You’ll get to start over with the next home,” I said as I wrapped my arms around her narrow waist. “It’s such a great spot. You are going to love it. We also have better ideas of how to build forts, so we can really make this one perfect from the get go.”
“Oh, I am quite excited about the possibilities…” Trel’s voice trailed off, and then she pushed her face more into my chest and let out another long breath.
“What’s wrong?” I whispered.
“I… I…” she started. “I… am a bit worried.”
“About what?” I hugged her a bit tighter to me, and her black spider legs began to tap on the ground a bit.
“Just… Well… It is two issues, but maybe they are just one issue. Perhaps they are not an issue at all, but I keep thinking about them.”
“Is it about our babies?” I whispered.
“Yes,” she huffed. “What if you are correct?”
I didn’t say anything for a few moments. I just held her and gently stroked her back.
“If it was my choice, I’d give you children,” I finally said.
“I know,” she replied. “Why would they bring us here if we couldn’t start a new life? Everything is perfect. Well, I suppose these dinosaurs can be slightly annoying, but you are powerful and strong and will soon have all of them on this planet tamed. And yes, there are all these other idiot surviviors that are just so stupid because they haven’t realized they should just serve you yet, but that will eventually be fixed as well once you conquer all of them.”
“I’m not sure it’s going to be that easy--”
“Bah! It will be fine, you are so amazing, Victor. Soon you will be king of this entire world, I’ll be queen by your side along with the other beautiful women, but let’s not even bother talking about that. I am talking about serious issues here. Why would they not want me to have your babies? It doesn’t make sense. Unless the ones who brought us here are just complete idiots, but how can they be idiots when they are smart enough to capture all of us? See? It’s just not making sense--”
“We don’t really know why they brought us here, but--”
“So, if they aren’t dumb, since they are smart enough to bring us here, it means they are very smart, which means that we are going to be fine making babies together. Therefore, my first concern is not really a concern. Yes?”
“Uhhh… I think you just talked yourself out of thinking about--”
“So that just leaves me-- no-- us, dear Victor, with the second concern I have: I really wish to have a duchess instead of a brood. It will be a fitting end to my legacy as the most intelligent and wonderful of my people mating with the most wonderful and handsome and intelligent and powerful man to have ever been born: you.”
“You certainly know how to compliment,” I chuckled.
“It is no complement,” Trel huffed as she pulled away and narrowed her black eyes at me. “I only speak the truth. Who else would I choose to be my forever mate but the best man in existence? I am Trel-Idil-Iria, Duchess of Family Iria, and I am the most important female of my family, and yes my entire world… You are the most important man to me and this Dinosaurland world, so our union makes perfect logical sense. Of course. Since it’s my logic, it is perfect.”
“Okay, then,” I laughed as her cute little nose scrunched up more. “But what’s with having another duchess? You mentioned something about having one a month or so ago, but why would it be the end of your legacy.”
“Because, dear Victor…” Trel sighed. “There can only be one duchess per family.”
“Okay?”
“So, you understand, then?”
“Uhhh, I guess I don’t?” I shrugged. “Back up and tell me what it really means.”
“Oh, yes.” Trel nodded and then took two steps away from me.
“No, silly,” I laughed as I reached out and pulled her delicious body closer again. “I meant for you to start the explanation earlier. I don’t get it. Why can there only be one?”
“That is how it is done.” Trel shrugged. “Each duchess controls the family of females and bears all the brood. The other females serve her. Those were my sisters.”
“Soooo… there can’t be two duchesses in a family?” I asked.
“Pffffttttt, no.” Trel shook her head. “How would that even work? Who would be in charge of the family, then? No, Victor. Only one duchess per family.”
“And a duchess is different from a brood… how?” I asked.
“Ahhhh, yes,” Trel cackled. “That is an important part. See, when my womb is filled with eggs, your sperm inseminates all of them. Then they incubate in my body for a few days before I lay them on a corpse. They hatch shortly after and then consume the flesh of their father, well, in the case of you and me, I will use one of these dinosaur corpses, but anyway, they grow quickly. There are males and females in the mix, normally it is about sixty percent males. The males are normally just idiots, although I’m sure our offspring will be geniuses.”
“Okay,” I replied as I tried not to picture Trel laying eggs on anything. “What about if it is a duchess?”
“There is only one egg in the womb then,” Trel began with a slightly evil smile on her pretty face. “She gets the most powerful of the sperm you pour into me. She then grows inside my womb the entire time until she is just a small thing, but still much bigger than all of my eggs put together. Then she comes out my vagina alive and happy and gets nourishment from my wonderful breasts for a few months. She will be so smart and so fast and so clever. You will love her with all your heart. I just know it. I am already so proud of the amazing things she will build.”
“That sounds like how my species is born,” I said. “Babies grow inside of their mothers’ wombs for about forty weeks.”
“Ahhh! Yes!” Trel laughed. “You will be familiar with her already, then. How wonderful.”
“Yeahhhh…” My voice trailed off, but Trel just smiled at me with adoration, and I realized that she’d gotten distracted with thoughts of our daughter, so I cleared my throat and smirked at her.
“Ahh, so, then, when the daughter is of age she kills her mother and assumes the role of duchess.”
“Fucking shit,” I groaned. “I should have known that was coming.”
“You sound disappointed.” Trel tilted her head.
“Uhhh… yeah,” I scoffed. “I’m not going to let our daughter kill you. Nope.”
“Well… That’s one other possibility,” Trel laughed. “I can kill her instead. Sometimes duchesses do that to preserve their own life, but how could I possibly do that with our own daughter? She will look like you, who I am absolutely crazy in love with, and she will look like me, and I like myself a lot as well. Therefore, I will just have to let our daughter kill me.”
“Uhhh. No. Trel. No.”
“You see?” she groaned. “Now you know why I am concerned! I want to have your duchess offspring, but I also do not wish to die. What is the word you use for this? Fermented cucumber?”
“It’s a pickle,” I said as my emotions swirled in my chest. “And, no, none of this is going to happen. I don’t give a fuck about having two duchesses in the family, it--”
“But I do care, Victor!” Trel groaned. “This is the way it is done on my world and with my species.”
“Do you get to… uhhh… choose?” I asked.
“Choose?
“Fucking shit, I can’t believe I’m asking these kind of questions. What is my life right now?” I groaned as I pulled one hand from around her waist so I could rub my face. “Can you ovulate a single egg or a bunch of eggs for the brood?”
“Yes and no.” Trel wiggled her hips a bit to get out of my embrace and then brought one of her long fingers up to tap her lips. “If a duchess really focuses on creating a duchess next, she will ovulate just one egg, but sometimes a single egg will ovulate even when it is unwanted. That is most often the time when the daughter must fight the mother for the title. That is how it was with me.”
“Wait, hold up. You killed your mother?” I asked.
“Yes, of course,” Trel laughed. “The battle was over quickly, I ripped her head from her shoulders in just a few seconds. Then my sisters and aunts bowed to me. I had no use for my aunts, so I killed them afterward. My sisters appreciated that since there would have been too much posturing and political maneuvering to establish themselves in my favor with that many women around.”
I didn’t know what to say for a few moments, and I’m sure I forgot to blink as I stared at Trel.
“Your mouth is hanging open like when you first met me,” Trel purred. “You were so stricken with my beauty then. Are you amazed by this story now? I don’t think it’s really that interesting, but I can tell you more about the culture and such of the various female courts and customs of my people if you wish.”
“Ahhh… Let’s… Let’s just focus on the whole you and me making a baby at the moment. We can get back to the issues with your mother at a later time.”
“There are no issues with her at all.” Trel shrugged. “She is dead.”
“Can’t you just… you know… not wish for a single egg to ovulate? You said that works most of the time?”
“But that’s the issue, Victor!” Trel groaned as she threw her claws up into the air. “I want a duchess for my next fertile period! You deserve one as a daughter. A brood just won’t honor you enough.”
“Look, I’m fine with just a brood.” I rubbed my face with my palm again and tried to understand how a dog catcher from Los Angeles could end up on an alien planet with a bunch of dinosaurs and a woman with spider legs growing out her back who loved him and wanted to have a baby that would murder her.
But here the fuck I was.
“Ugh!” Trel stomped her foot. “You need to accept your greatness, Victor! I want to give you a duchess. I just will miss you so much when I am dead. Can’t you understand?”
“No!” I yelled. “What the fuck? I don’t want our kid to kill you. She’s not even conceived yet. This is a really fucking weird conversation to have right now.”
“But you asked what I was worried about!” Trel shouted back as she gestured to the corpse “This is what I am concerned about!”
“What do you want me to do?” I asked. “Say it’s okay? It’s not okay. I don’t want you to die.”
“Everything has to die, Victor,” she sighed.
“Can you give me a real fucking reason why you both can’t exist at the same time?” I tried to get my voice under control because I was sure that the other women had heard us shouting at each other, and I didn’t want them to come and get involved in the argument.
“It is just not how it is done.” Trel crossed her arms and stuck her nose up in the air. It was her usual pose that I found both adorable and annoying as fuck at the same time.
Women.
“Why not?” I asked.
“Because. Each. Family. Only. Has. One. Duchess.” Trel stomped her foot with each word, and her spider legs tapped the ground behind her with her usual frustrated cadence I recognized.
“Fine, then!” I realized I was yelling again, but I didn’t care. “She’s going to be in the Shelby family, and you can be in the Iria family. Two different families, so your dumb rules don’t matter.”
Trel froze with her finger in the air and her foot raised as she was about to stomp it again.
She didn’t move for like six seconds, and I could almost see the wheels spinning in her head.
“That will work,” Trel stated as she brought her foot down and smiled at me.
“Wait, what?”
“It is a good solution.” Trel nodded and tapped her mouth with a finger. “I should have thought of it. This is why you are such an amazing man, Victor.”
“You mean… T-t-t-that’s it?” I stuttered. “She doesn’t have to kill you if she just takes my name instead of yours?”
“Yes,” Trel said as her smile grew wider. “You are so good at solving my problems. This is one of the many reasons I love you so much. Let’s go out to our friends. I am ready to leave this place. Our future awaits, and it will be wonderful. I just know it.”
Then the beautiful onyx-haired woman grabbed my hand with her long black fingers and tugged on me slightly so that we could walk out of the inner fort together.
My head was still spinning at what Trel had just told me and the ridiculously easy solution I had randomly come up with. I knew I loved Trel, but she was absolutely crazy, and I had no doubt that our daughter would be, too.
If we could even have one.
And for the sake of my sanity, I hope we did soon.








Chapter 6
By the time Trel and I walked through Hope’s doggie door, the rest of the tribe was already mounted on dinos and talking amongst themselves. Sheela and Galmine were on Bob with Shirley Temple and Jinx, one of the Emeralds and Kacerie were on Sonny, and Tannin and Emta were on Cher. Liahpa sat next to Adella and Keefaye on Tom, Urka sat next to the other Emerald on Katie, Youleena and Zoru rode on Nicole, Quwaru rode on Ad-Rock solo, and both Nomi and a very-smoky-and-not-burning Gee sat on Mike D with a frown on her beautiful face. This meant that MCA, Hope, Beavis, and Butthead didn’t have a rider.
“Which dino will you take?” Trel purred as she squeezed my hand.
“I’d love to ride with you,” I said as I squeezed her hand back and nodded over to the two pachys, “but I see that you made some new saddles for Beavis and Butt-Head. If you’d like to ride one with me, that would be cool, or you can ride on MCA.”
“I tested the saddle on those big-headed ones for a bit,” Trel said. “They are fast, yes, but also bumpy. I’ll ride on MCA. He has a nice rolling gait that is perfectly pleasing for someone who has finer tastes in travel.”
“Go for it,” I snickered, and then Trel’s back spider legs rose and then crab-walked across so that she could easily climb up onto MCA’s saddle.
“We are ready to go,” Kacerie said as Sonny shuffled a bit toward me.
“Alright… ” I gave one last look to the door of the inner fort, and then I walked a few yards over to where Nomi and Gee were sitting on Mike D.
“I feel like shit,” Gee groaned and rolled her glowing green eyes before I could ask her.
“Sorry.” I gave her a smile and noticed that the two women were holding each other’s hands. “Does that help?”
“Yes,” Nomi whispered. “I don’t have to really use my power. I can just focus a bit. Almost as if I am tightening my stomach.”
“Gee, are you going to be okay for the trip?” I asked her.
“I am the fire born one,” she sighed. “I can bear any pain for any length of time. Do not worry about me. I won’t fail you.”
“Okay,” I said. “Like I said, there are a few water crossings where you can take a break and swim, but then there is the long stretch with the climb up the jungle mountain and down the other side. There is a cave we might be able to take a break in where you can’t burn anything, but it’s really about two days until we get to the ocean, and there won’t be much water.”
“I will probably get used to it,” Gee said. “But the sooner we leave, the sooner I can let the fire consume me again.”
“Yep,” I laughed as I mounted up on Beavis. “Let’s blow this popsicle stand!”
My tribe glanced at each other in confusion for a second, and then Keefaye laughed.
“I don’t know why you want us to suck on an ice building, but I’ll suck on anything you want, Victor.”
“Huh,” Urka snickered. “I heard: ‘wind this dessert treat shop,’ but I think I like yours better. It’s more sexual.”
“This is going to be a long trip,” Emta groaned. “I’m going to have to listen to you all try to play, ‘who is Victor going to bury his cock into tonight?’”
“You can be first,” Trel cackled.
“Ahhh… that’s okay…” Emta held up her hands and actually seemed to blush a bit.
“I’ll teach you what to do,” Trel said as she stuck her tongue out. “Since you are obviously inexperienced in pleasing our husband.”
“I am not inexperienced,” Emta huffed. “I’ll have you know that I know how to please a male. I don’t need your fucking help fucking, Trel.”
“Good!” Trel cackled again. “Emta will breed with Victor tonight, and since she is an expert, she will no doubt milk all the sperm from him and bear the tribe a beautiful child.”
“Hold up a sec--” Emta growled as her hair began to twist violently, but I decided we’d talked about this topic enough.
“Let’s just get a move on,” I cleared my throat. “Yah!”
If this was a normal cattle drive or wagon caravan, it probably would have taken a few minutes to get everyone’s horses and carts started and in a line, but this was Dinosaurland, and I was the tamer of these dinosaurs, so I just issued the dinos the command to get moving, and every single one of the massive beasts began to step in time like a well-seasoned marching band down the street.
“Let’s test this saddle out, ehhh, Beavis?” I asked the pachy, and then I tapped my heels gently to his stomach, and my steed rushed forward toward the gate with the speed of a motorcycle. I made it to the gate before Bob, so I quickly dismounted, lifted up the gate, and then gestured widely with my arm like I was the doorman at an expensive hotel.
Each of my tribemates gave me a smile as they rode past, and Trel leaned down from MCA’s back with her spider-legs holding onto his plates so that she could give me a quick kiss before she rode out.
Hope and Butt-Head were the last ones through the door, so I commanded Beavis to walk out.
Then I gave the inside of the fort one last look as I let out a long breath.
“I’m going to miss this place,” I whispered to myself. “Lots of good memories, but we’ll have new ones.”
I felt Beavis gently nuzzle against my back, and I turned to see that the rest of my tribe had stopped their dinos on the other side of the ditch we’d dug around the perimeter of the wall about fifty yards away. They were all watching me, so I gave them a quick wave, jumped on Beavis, and then rode him across the raised dirt bridge.
“You aren’t going to close the gate?” Kacerie asked me.
“Naw. I remember how scared I was when I first got here, and I would have appreciated a place like this.”
“But what if one of our enemies uses it?” Emta asked.
“I’m just going to hope that doesn’t happen,” I said. “We are getting out in time, so I’m going to hope that these assholes from the other camp come here, see we aren’t here, and then forget about us. Then, after that, if anyone comes down to Dinosaurland in a beam of light, they can find safety here.”
Everyone nodded, and then I sent another command to get our dinos moving into the redwoods.
The forest smelled of pine sap, dirt, and mystery, and I smiled a bit as all the memories of the place flooded my mind. The shade of the trees was actually a bit colder than I expected, and a bunch of goosebumps descended down my shoulders as we rode. Our pace wasn’t fast, it was maybe just a bit quicker than we would have walked, so I knew that the chill I felt wasn’t really from the wind.
Sheela had been worried that the world was approaching winter, and it was another reason I was happy to be moving. The coast would probably be milder, and with Youleena’s help, we’d probably be able to put our homes deeper into the slope of the cliff where our new fort would be.
“Hey, Sheela,” I called out as I rode up next to Bob at the front of the dino-caravan. “Remember when we used to make this run every morning on foot with the clay jugs to get water?”
“Yes.” She smiled at me. “It was not that long ago.”
“I used to get very worried,” Galmine said as she petted both Jinx and Shirley. “Every time you both came back I was very grateful.”
“Doing it with Hope got easier,” I chuckled. “Then, when we got the trikes, it was easier still.”
“This would have been such a pain to plumb out.” Trel rode up to us, and she gestured to the ground of our path. “Can you imagine all the digging and the clay pipe we would have to lay?”
“Well… we do a lot of pipe laying…” I giggled to myself, but Trel didn’t hear over the sound of the dinosaurs clomping along, so she kept talking.
“Digging the well was such a better idea. I’m glad Victor thought of it.”
“Galmine gave me the idea,” I said. “I didn’t realize you could sense water.”
“I did not think it would be so useful!” the gray-skinned beauty laughed. “It does help the little plants grow, and I am good at making things grow.”
“When we get to the new fort, I’d like to review everyone’s abilities and the levels and such in their Eye-Q.” I said. “I’m sure you’ve all gained levels, but I’m wondering if there is a way we can force it to level.”
“What do you mean?” Sheela asked.
“Well, your skill is Critical Strike, correct?” I asked.
“Yes, Victor.” Sheela nodded.
“When we first met, you said it was level one. What level is it now?”
Sheela blinked her eyes twice and then tilted her head a bit.
“It is level two now.”
“Okay,” I said. “You’ve gained a level probably because you’ve used it to fight a bunch. You know, you’ve used it a lot.”
“I have not used it quite that often.” Sheela frowned a bit. “I often forget to trigger it before I throw my spear or shoot my bow. I normally hit my targets without the use of the ability, but I should train it more. I agree.”
“That’s my point,” I said. “I don’t know if it works this way, but we should focus on using our Eye-Q abilities in a safe environment to get them more powerful, just like training. Then when we need to use them for life or death stakes, we’ll be more powerful.”
“That makes sense, Victor.”
“Mine is five!” Trel cackled.
“Structure Building?” I asked as we turned to where she rode on MCA.
“Yes.” Trel nodded. “I must admit that I really enjoyed building the fort and our homes. Ahhhh… My sisters would cackle and titter if they knew I was actually doing manual labor and building such things. But you know what, Victor? They are annoying, and I don’t care what they think anymore.”
“Good for you,” I chuckled.
“I think about our space yachts sometimes, though…” Trel’s voice trailed off, and she took a deep breath and looked up to the canopy of redwoods high above our heads.
“Uhhh… you think they will rescue us still?” I hesitated with my words because I didn’t quite know how to have this conversation with her again if she really had unrealistic expectations about her sisters saving us.
“Oh, no. Ewwwgghhhh.” Trel actually gagged. “They are not coming to save us. We have saved ourselves. No, Victor, I want to know how the space yachts work. The computers and machines inside. We had the workers build them. Duchesses and their families never needed to bother with such things, but now… now… I wonder how they traveled through space. I wish I could open one up and look at the machines inside. I wish someone could explain to me how they worked, and… I would like to build my own. Then I could take us all to the stars and across the galaxy. Wouldn’t that be fun?”
“It does sound soooo funnnn,” Galmine sighed. “Trel, you would be so good at building a space ya-hawt.”
“Of course, I would,” Trel scoffed. “I am wonderful and perfect at everything I do. That is why you all love me so much.”
“It is good to take up new interests and hobbies,” Sheela commented with a slight smile on her face. “You have changed a lot since we first met, Trel.”
“Just because of Victor,” Trel snickered.
“We can thank Victor for many wonderful things in our lives,” Galmine sighed as she batted her eyelashes at me, and then both Jinx and Shirley let out squawks and hoots in agreement.
“Victor,” Sheela said as she pointed ahead. “We are coming up to the log. Do you recall when we rode Hope inside while the green raptors chased us?”
“Yeah,” I said. “That was crazy. You shot most of them with your bow while I tried to steer Hope away.”
“I was very scared,” Sheela said flatly as she stared at the massive hollowed out tree laying on its side. “You had finally tamed a dinosaur and built a fort, and I wondered if that was all we were about to accomplish, but you pulled us through. Again.”
“Total team effort,” I laughed. “You, Hope, and I escaped. We needed each other.”
“And now Hope has just the cutest baby!” Galmine giggled as she held Shirley up to the sky and tickled the little parasaur’s tummy.
Shirley Temple’s hoots sounded just like a baby laughing, and the three of us smiled at each other as we slowly rode past the fallen tree.
We were almost to the side of the river, so I urged Beavis forward a bit so that I could scout first. Not that I needed to really, since Bruce was soaring overhead, and I could sense that Grumpy was waiting for us on the beach, but old habits were hard to break, and I was used to scouting the area before my women arrived.
“Hey, hey, hey, buddy!” I cooed as Beavis skidded to a stop next to Grumpy. The big purussaurus was an early ancestor to the caimans of my world, so he had a “U” shaped jaw, raised eyes, and tons of teeth.
Not to mention, he was about sixty-feet long and probably weighed more than a truck.
My big buddy was belly-flopping on the pebble-sand bank right by the big stream, but as soon as he heard me call out, he twisted his head toward me and let out a rumble-like purr that really did sound like an old diesel engine revving.
“Awww, I missed you, too, pal.” I jumped off Beavis’ back and then flopped on top of Grumpy’s rough shoulder area. Then I stroked his rough scales with my hands, and the big dude rumbled a little louder.
“You been hanging out and getting some sun?” I asked.
He rumbled a bit more.
“Yeah. It’s starting to get a little bit colder, so you are a smart guy to get your sun in now.”
Grumpy grunted.
“Oh? Yeah. I guess that makes sense. Just stretching out before we get going. You had quite a workout keeping up with Nicole on the way back from our trip south.”
Grumpy groaned.
“No, no, no,” I laughed. “You didn’t hold us up at all. Come on, buddy. We couldn’t have made that trip without you. You’re my big badass bodyguard.”
Grumpy hissed like a train’s steam engine and then rumbled like an earthquake.
“No way, dude,” I chuckled. “You kick ass. Don’t be getting all depressed on me. Look, you got it all going on. You are smart, fast, strong, and all the ladies think you are soooo handsome.”
Grumpy snorted.
“It’s true! How many belly rubs do you get every day?”
He groaned.
“Yeah, see? You get tons of them. You are like the tribe mascot. So turn that frown upside down. You really helped me when you came south with Emerald and I, and you kept up with us on the way back when we were running from that asshole. You are an important member of our tribe, and don’t you dare think otherwise.”
I gave him a few more aggressive scratches right behind the eyes to further make my point, and the big crocodilian let out another long rumble of contentment.
“Everything okay?” Kacerie asked, and I turned around to see the entire tribe had ridden up over to us and had stopped at the edge of the stream.
“Yeah. Just getting some bonding time with my bud here. I was telling him how handsome everyone found him.” I patted Grumpy one last time and then wiggled off his back.
“He’s super handsome,” Kacerie laughed.
“Grumpy is such a great-looking friend!” Galmine cheered.
“His teeth are fearsome, and he is unequaled in combat,” Gee said.
“I love the shade of his scales and how loud he rumbles,” Zoru added.
The rest of the women called out their compliments, and I could almost imagine the big gator blushing. He actually looked away from everyone for half a second, and his stomach purred loud enough to shake the ground where I was standing a few feet from him.
“Okay,” I said once everyone was done complimenting him. “Let’s continue. On the other side of this small river, the trail thins out a bit for the next mile or two, and then we’ll have a steep rock formation on the left that forms a bit of a plateau we can access from farther south. Emerald and I actually thought about setting up somewhere over there, but I felt like it wasn’t far enough away from our old spot. Well, I’ll show you when we get there. Everyone ready?”
Grumpy gave a grunt and moved into the small river, and the rest of us slowly followed him.
I found myself riding next to Sheela, Galmine, Shirley, and Jinx again as we forded the water, and I couldn’t help but think about the first few times I’d come here with the beautiful cheetah-woman. I remembered how enchanted I’d been by her fierce beauty, and I let my mind play back all the scenes of her enjoying the cool water of the small river in her bikini. One of my favorite scenes was when she’d been wearing my hat, and she’d used it as a bit of a bowl to let the cool water flow over her thick blonde hair and down her toned shoulders.
“Uhhh… heyyyyy…” I cleared my throat as I reached up to where my hat was not sitting on my head. “Has anyone seen my hat?”
“I have not seen it recently.” Sheela frowned as she looked down at me.
“Ohhh, noooo…” Galmine whined. “Victor. I remember seeing it in the hut where you were sleeping for so many days. It might still be there.”
“I doubt it. I’m sure someone grabbed it.” I pushed Beavis up to the front of the pack to where Sonny, Cher, Tom, and Katie were grouped together. “Kacerie, or anyone, did you pack my hat?”
“Ehhhhh… I don’t think I remember seeing it. Shit.” Kacerie grimaced, and then she looked at Emerald.
“I haven’t seen it.” Liahpa frowned.
“Nor have I seen your hat,” Adella sing-songed.
“I saw it in your hut yesterday,” Keefaye offered.
That is also the last place I saw it, Mate. Emerald nodded as she gestured to Keefaye.
“Victor, I’m so sorry,” Tannin said as she blinked her big eyes. “I was going to grab it, but then I forgot. I can go back and--”
“It’s fine,” I said as I patted Beavis’ neck. “This guy is fast. I can just ride back and grab it real quick.”
“I’ll go with you,” Kacerie said as she stood up on Sonny’s back and looked around. “I’ll take Butt-Head. Where did he go?”
“He’s at the back,” I chuckled as we finished fording the small river. “You stay here. We might need your lance. Seriously, it will take five minutes to get there and back, and I’d rather all my heavy hitters stay with the group to protect everyone.”
“What is wrong?” Sheela asked as the group of dinos circled around me on the beach.
“I forgot my hat.” I grinned as I pointed up to my head.
“How could none of us have remembered our husband’s hat?” Trel groaned. “He loves that hat. We all need to do a better job of--”
“It’s my fault!” Tannin sighed. “I should have--”
“It’s my hat, so it’s my fault,” I said as I raised my hand. “I’m just going to ride back and get it.”
“And you should bring someone with you,” Kacerie said, and she gave a pointed look to Sheela.
“I will accompany you.” Sheela nodded.
“Nope. Ladies, come on. I’ll be right back.”
“Then bring the troodons,” Liahpa groaned.
“If I’d just left when I said I was going to leave, I’d be on my way back right now,” I laughed. “Beavis can outrun everything with teeth, and I want everyone to stay here and protect the group in case something with teeth decides to attack you all.”
“You need to bring some--” Kacerie began to argue again, but then she was interrupted by a powerful squawk and a flurry of blue feathers as Jinx jumped down from Bob’s back and kind of chicken-flew at me.
“There!” I laughed as I snatched my buddy from mid-air and cradled him in my arms. “I’m bringing Jinx. You all keep going south. I’ll be back in like ten minutes. You ready to go, buddy?”
Jinx nodded his head and let out a proud squawk, and then I turned Beavis around and drove him into the stream again. Kacerie and Liahpa let out frustrated groans behind me, but I’d already commanded all my dinos to keep on moving southward, so they really couldn’t argue anymore.
“Can’t believe I left my hat,” I said to Jinx once we made it to the other side of the water and started running beside the fallen redwood. “I guess we had a lot going on.”
Jinx let out a peep and shrugged his wings in my lap.
“Nawww,” I laughed. “Don’t feel bad. It wasn’t your job to remember my hat. You sound like Tannin. She feels so bad. I’m going to have to reassure her a bunch when I get back.”
Jinx let out another long peep as he glanced down at Beavis’ neck.
“Ohhh, snap. You hear that, Beavis? Jinx thinks you are running too slow.”
Beavis wiggled his head and let out a scoff-snort that almost sounded as annoyed as Grumpy. Then the pachy lowered his head, raised his hips a bit, and brought the power.
He really brought the power.
I knew these pachycephalosauruses were fast because I’d seen them run as a pack in the wild, but I hadn’t gotten a chance to really experience their true speed because I didn’t have a saddle. Trel’s first design looked to be a perfect fit around Beavis’ flanks, and the cordage and wood setup didn’t even bounce or sway at all as my new mount pushed himself as fast as he could.
It was impossible to gauge his true speed, but I had to lean forward, tighten my asshole, and grit my teeth as we accelerated way faster than I ever had before. Beavis was easily twice as fast as Hope, and she was the fastest of my other dinosaurs. We were maybe doing sixty miles an hour, and I actually felt like the wind was trying to peel the skin off my face as the pachy launched us across the forest floor.
Trel was going to have to figure out how to make us riding goggles because I soon couldn’t even keep my eyes open, and I barely heard Jinx squawking for mercy over the rush of the wind past my ears.
Then, almost too suddenly, we were slowing to a jog, and I was able to pry my teary eyes open to see that we were trotting back inside the fort walls.
“Damnnnn, dude,” I laughed as I patted Beavis’ neck. “Jinx will never talk shit again. That was fucking fast.”
Jinx let out a chirp of agreement, and Beavis tossed his head and snorted proudly.
I rode the pachy to Hope’s doggie door, but then Jinx and I jumped off him so that he could catch his breath easier. A few moments later my blue chocobo buddy and I were in my hut, and I spotted my hat laying in the far corner.
“There you are,” I said as I picked it up from the packed dirt of the hut. Then I let out a gasp when I saw that my radio was laying coiled under it.
I stared at the device for a few moments as my brain tumbled like Winnie the Pooh falling out of the honey tree and hitting every branch. The radio really reminded me of home and my job at the Los Angeles Animal Control, and I wondered what had happened to Lacey and her pool party.
Did Lacey find Old Guss parked out in front of her mansion?
Did she and the other girls at the pool party look for me?
I doubted my old boss Beatrice would have spearheaded an investigation into my disappearance, but maybe someone else would have wondered where a government employee disappeared to. Maybe Lacey had looked and looked, but when she hadn’t found me, she would of course go on with her life.
Everyone has to go on with their lives.
Jinx let out a sad chirp, and I looked down at him.
“I’m happy here, bud,” I said as I knelt down to pet him. “I didn’t have… well… really anything back on Earth. Maybe Lacey and I would have dated or something, but I didn’t really know her or love her. I just loved the idea of her. I’m really happy here, and I feel like I matter. Know what I mean?”
Jinx chirped twice and nodded as he wiggled into my fingers so I could scratch him deeper.
“Well, I’ve got my hat,” I said as I stood and put it on my head, “Maybe I could use the radio for something one day, but I don’t really care. I’m not that nerdy dude from Earth anymore. I’m a badass King of Dinosaurs. Right? Right. Now, let’s get back to all the women who love us.”
Jinx followed me out of the inner fort, but just as we stepped clear of the doggie door, I felt a jolt of alarm pass through Beavis, and I saw a flash of ultra-bright light at the far gate of our fort.
My mind stopped, and Beavis darted away from me and around the big oak tree an instant later.
Then my heart jumped into my throat when I saw someone with massive shoulders walk through the gate.
My body moved before my brain could catch up, and I dove across the ground before sliding into the nearest well face first. Then I was falling, but I somehow managed to twist my body around so that I landed in the waist-deep water feet-first.
Jinx followed me down into the well, and I caught him before he hit the water.
Then both of us froze in the darkness.
The seconds turned into minutes, and then those minutes turned into figurative hours. Finally, I heard a boot crunch on something crackly, and a voice hissed.
“Looks like a piece of clay.” The voice was deep and sounded like someone who had spent most of his life drinking whiskey and inhaling cigarettes.
“They aren’t here.” Another voice said. This one was male, too, but he was a bit higher-pitched and had a bit of a nasal twang like a newscaster.
“She said they would be here.” A third voice said, and this one was raspy. “Did you search inside those walls? I thought I saw movement behind the tree. I’ll go look. We’ll find them. She wants this ‘Victor’ male, and you know what will happen if we don’t bring him to her.”
Jinx and I looked at each other, and I could feel my little buddy start to tremble in my arms.
“Shit.” I mouthed to him silently as we stood in the dark wet well. “We are in trouble.”








Chapter 7
I couldn’t quite tell how many men were up above me in our old camp from where I was down in the well with Jinx, but I’d be able to do so if I looked through Beavis’ eyes and had him poke his head out from behind the tree.
But that meant they’d see him for sure, and they could deduce that someone may have ridden him here if they noticed the saddle on his back. Or they could think that our tribe was still close. Or they could kill him.
Or all of the above.
I considered for another half second as whoever it was walked toward the tree, and then I decided that it would be better if I tried to keep Beavis out of harm’s way, so I willed him to quietly run back around the tree to the other side of the inner wall, and I prayed that the men from the enemy tribe didn’t go around the other direction and catch him.
“I don’t see anything behind the big fucking tree,” the raspy called out. “Damn it. We are wasting our time here.”
“Are you complaining?” A fourth voice said, and this guy sounded almost exactly like Jim Gaffigan doing his weirdly-ethereal audience voice. “I’ll let her know about your complaints when we return.”
“We were supposed to be here last week,” The nasal voice grunted, and it seemed like he was walking toward me.
“Again,” Jim Gaffigan’s audience voice replied. “Do you want to take it up with her?”
“No,” Raspy said. “I’m taking it up with you. We were supposed to be here a week ago. Now they aren’t here.”
“Jecall has a point,” the first whiskey voice said. “You were supposed to send us here last week.”
“I got busy,” the Jim Gaffigan impersonator said. “I can’t help it if I’m the only one who can open the gates to send you across the wilderness. Besides, they might be out hunting. We just need to get this ‘Victor’ person for her.”
“She can be mad at you, then,” the whiskey voice snorted.
“She needs me,” Jim Gaffigan sighed. “She can’t get mad at me.”
“She doesn’t need you,” nasally voice sighed. “She doesn’t need anyone.”
“Stop arguing,” a fifth voice growled, and if the first guy sounded like he was used to drinking whiskey and smoking all day long, this guy sounded like Grumpy might have if he could talk. “We need to consider our options, and you all are missing the obvious.”
The other four men were silent for a moment, and then I heard one of them clear their throat.
“What did you have in mind, Yuate?” Jim Gaffigan asked.
“The fires…” the deep-dark voice that I now knew was “Yuate” replied. “Still smells like food, and the earth is still warm. They were here less than an hour ago. They probably went out to hunt.”
“Should we wait around for them?” Jecall asked in his nasally voice.
“We are her strongest warriors,” Yuate said. “I do not wish to return empty-handed. She said she needs Victor alive and unharmed, and we are allowed the women as our prizes.”
“How many women are there in this tribe, Wallz?” whiskey voice asked.
“She didn’t know for sure,” the Jim Gaffagain voice replied, and now I knew his name was Wallz. “When I last spoke, she wasn’t sure if this Victor and his group had joined with the women from the cave by the ocean. It seems unlikely. She estimates he has six or so other people here with him, two or three of them are probably women.”
“Ughhh,” Raspy voice groaned. “I wanted my own play thing. Will you all let me have one of the females first when they return?”
“You assume there won’t be much of a fight,” Wallz scoffed. “Don’t forget that the group who I sent through my Space Cut to the caves did not return.”
“But she doesn’t know if Victor was there?” Whiskey voice asked. “It could have been that other group. Victor might not have anything to do with their deaths.”
“She doesn’t know his power?” Jecall asked. “Not that it matters with me around to rob his senses.”
“She does not know,” Yuate said. “She just knows he is incredibly powerful for how long he’s been on this world. That’s what the oracle told her.”
“That is why I’m here,” Wallz sighed. “To ensure you all bring him back.”
“I do not need your help,” Yuate growled.
“You don’t,” Wallz laughed like ripping paper, “but these others do.”
“My power is important!” Jecall hissed. “You need me to capture Victor!”
“Again, Wallz seems to overestimate his contribution to our tribe,” the whiskey voice growled. “I am getting sick of your bullshit.”
“My power lets us move across this jungle,” Wallz replied. “It’s allowed her to pluck the most powerful males she wants from other tribes within a fifty mile radius. I meet with her every night to discuss her plans. Jecall can make it so that someone can’t see, hear, or taste, which is useful, but you, Vacar, are just a grunt easily replaced by any other male. She doesn't care about your contribution.”
“Yet here I am, on the powerful team she sends on the most dangerous missions,” Whiskey voice replied, and I now knew he was Vacar. “She does speak with me when she chooses, and she has told me I bring the tribe value. When Victor’s people return, you will stand behind us and pray that I can beat them into submission and protect you, so do not pretend that our jobs are not of equal value.”
“Enough,” Yuate grumbled, and the bickering stopped for a few moments.
I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and tried to gather my thoughts and emotions in an organized manner.
I’d been right about this large enemy tribe planning to attack us, and it seemed like the guy Wallz with the slightly humorous Jim Gaffigan-like voice was the one who could make the portals. Yuate also seemed to have a lot of respect with these other men, since they shut the fuck up whenever he talked. I knew Jecall could rob someone of senses, which really did sound pretty useful, especially if the entire reason they were here was to capture me.
I didn’t know Raspy Voice’s name yet, but Vacar seemed pretty badass also. If this mystery female tribe leader just sent the five of them, including her portal-making-dude, then she must have been super confident in their ability to take on any tribe and also protect Wallz.
But all this info didn’t really help me with my current pickle.
At least I hadn’t brought anyone with me. I knew that Kacerie and Liahpa had been pissed that I didn’t take one of them or Sheela with me, but the space in this well was pretty tight, and I had barely slid down into it before these five men walked into the fort.
There was a good chance that if I’d brought a woman with me to get my hat, I’d be captured, and she’d be getting gang raped right now.
The thought of one of my lovers in danger made my blood boil.
Jinx nuzzled against my shoulder, and I realized I was letting my imagination stray down a dark path. I let out a silent sigh, nodded at my friend, and got back to getting my ass out of here without these men noticing or following me back to my tribe.
I could feel my dinos in the distance, but they were almost out of range of my control. I could still sense Bruce for some reason, and he was starting to feel concern about me, but he wasn’t circling back to help me since I’d ordered him earlier to watch over the women. If I brought him back, I’d get an aerial view of the fort and where the men were. Then I’d be able to plan my escape easier.
But if Bruce came back, all of my tribe would notice, and they’d turn the dinos around because they’d guess I was in trouble.
Well, I definitely was in trouble, but I just didn’t know if all sixteen of us could take on these five men. Sure, they had underestimated our numbers, but I had no idea what three of these guy’s powers were, and if one of them was as strong as the star-skinned time-freezing Aytron, we’d all die. That guy was crazy powerful, but he’d been the leader of a pretty small group of men. These five guys reported to a woman who terrified them, and if she trusted them to capture me and take on a whole other tribe, then I had to guess they weren’t slouches.
Fuck. I normally had a good plan for overcoming odds that seemed impossible, but the only thing I could think to do right now was sit down in the well and hope they didn’t think to look down here. That plan might actually work, since I guessed these guys would eventually get bored, but my mind suddenly leap-frogged to another possible worst case scenario.
What if my tribe turned around in ten minutes because I didn’t return, and these guys were still here? We’d accidently give them exactly what they wanted.
“Yuate,” Raspy Voice called out, and I realized his voice was coming from the inner fort.
There were more footsteps, but I fought the urge to have Beavis sneak around the corner of the inner fort wall so I could get a glance at these guys and instead tried to force my heart to slow and make my ears to pick up what they were saying.
“What is it?” Yuate grumbled, but he was so faint, and I guessed he was standing on the other side of Hope’s door a good fifty or sixty feet away.
“There is no bedding inside the huts,” Raspy said. “I did find this, though.”
“Hmmmm…” Yuate rumbled. “It is a strange device.”
“What are you talking about?” I heard Wallz call out, and he sounded like he was standing right next to the well so that he was shouting over the hole.
“There is no bedding inside these huts.” Rapsy’s voice got louder, and my heart started to hammer in my chest as I guessed they were all moving next to my hiding spot.
“Soooo… What does that mean?” Wallz asked.
“They either left for good, or they will be gone for a while.” Yuate grunted. “But they left this strange device.”
“What do you think it is?”
“It’s a radio,” Jecall called out as he walked closer, and I guessed he was standing on the far side of the boulder where we used to do our work.
“What does it do?” Raspy asked.
“It lets you speak to someone who is also holding another radio. I have them on my world.”
“They can hear what we are saying right now?” Wallz gasped.
“No,” Jecall snickered. “At least, I don’t think so. They require two matching devices, and they need to have batteries. Here, look… If you pry open the back with your finger like this. You can see the battery.”
“What is the battery?” Raspy asked.
“It’s like… contained lighting,” Jecall tried to explain. “Or the power of a river in a small thing.”
“Sounds like magic,” Yuate said.
“I don’t know what magic is,” Jecall said. “My world has computers and gadgets and gizmos that give us luxury. This looks like a radio from my world. They are popular with poor people who don’t have visual interfaces.”
“None of the words you used made any sense to me,” Vacar said in his whiskey voice.
“The point is: I don’t think this radio is working. That’s why it was left here.” Jecall let out a huff.
“But you do not know for sure?” Yuate asked. “Victor or his tribe could be listening to us speak right now?”
“Anything is possible,” Jecall replied.
“We should leave,” Raspy Voice said. “I don’t like the idea of getting ambushed.”
“I need to consider the possibilities,” Yuate said.
“What’s to consider?” Raspy Voice argued. “They aren’t here. Either they aren’t coming back, or they are coming back in some distant time in the future, or they’ve heard us planning, and they either definitely won’t come back, or will come back and know we are waiting.”
“I agree with Laayaz,” Vacar said. “We’ll either waste our time here or get ambushed ourselves. We should use Wallz’ Space Cut to come back in a few days.”
“We will consider because I have been assigned the task of capturing Victor,” Yuate grumbled. “I need to think for a few minutes on our options.”
“But you can’t capture him without our help,” Laayaz said. “So our opinions should matter.”
“You wish to challenge my leadership for this task?” Yuate asked.
There was silence for a few moments.
“Vacar?” Yuate growled like mixing cement. “Would you like to challenge me?”
“Nawww…” the man with the whiskey voice sighed. “She put you in charge, Yuate. I’m fine with what you decide.”
“That’s a clever way of saying that Yuate would rip you to pieces if you pissed him off,” Wallz snickered. “Placing the blame on Chrysanthemte wouldn’t work if she was standing right here.”
“No more arguing,” Yuate grumbled. “Give me some time to think. Vacar, Laayaz, and Jecall, move to the entrance to their fort and keep an eye on the forest. Wallz, walk with me a bit. I want to look inside their huts with my own eyes.”
The men didn’t say anything, but I heard their steps crunch the grass as they walked in opposite directions. I could almost imagine their positions relative to where Jinx and I hid in the well, but if three of them were heading to the gate, and two of them were walking into the inner fort, that meant that I’d be safe to have Beavis poke his head out from around the tree and see what they looked like.
I pushed my vision to where my pachy still hid behind the tree and inner wall, and I used the dino’s eyes to glance around. I had a good sixty feet between the inner wall that connected to the redwood tree and the taller outerwall, but there really wasn’t anywhere for Beavis to hide back here if one of these guys decided to walk around.
Then I noticed a single guard-stand was still up.
I thought Trel and Emerald had taken them all down, but this one was still leaning against the wall. We’d originally set them up as kind of scaffolding platforms so that we could stand with our upper bodies higher than the wall and shoot our arrows down, but I wondered if I might be able to use it to escape somehow.
I had the pachy turn away from the stand and move around the tree as quietly as he could. As soon as he poked just a bit of his head around the edge of the big redwood, he looked toward the gate at the far side of the fort. Sure enough, three big-ass alien dudes were standing there looking out.
One had dark-purple skin and looked like he bench pressed cars for his warm-up before he bench pressed buildings. One had dark pumpkin-orange skin, human legs and body, but praying mantis arms, and a head that looked like an upside down boot. The last one had wild blue hair almost the same color as Urka’s, and he stood at least seven-feet tall and maybe four-feet wide. This last guy wasn’t as ripped as the purple dude, but he still looked like he could bend steel bars into pretzel shapes without breaking a sweat.
Yeah. I wasn’t going to get out that way.
“Okay, Jinx,” I whispered to my pal so softly I almost couldn’t hear myself. “We are just going to wait these guys out. They’ll probably decide to move on in--”
The whisper froze in my mouth when I felt Bruce adjust his flight path, then a chill ran down my spine when I felt all of my dinos begin to move toward me. I tried to send an order for them to stay where they were, but the distance was too great for me to really communicate with them, even though I could feel their presence tingling at the edge of my mind.
I don’t know who gave them the command, but my entire tribe was coming toward me, and that was the worst possible thing they could do right now.
Jinx pressed his blue head into my cheek to bring me back to the present, and I scratched his head as I tried to think of a new plan. I could always tell my dinos to stop moving as soon as they got close enough, but that didn’t mean that the women and Zoru wouldn’t just get off their dinos and come running back because they thought I was in danger. Hell, most of my dinos were really smart, and if they knew what was going on, they’d probably be stampeding in this direction.
I probably had five minutes to figure out how to get out of here, maybe ten, or my women would be back, and the end could be disastrous.
Jinx pushed his head into my face again, and then he puffed out his chest.
“What?” I whispered.
Jinx puffed out his chest and then looked up at the sky.
“You want to distract them so I can climb out?”
Jinx shook his chocobo wings and then wiggled his body like he was getting ready to wrestle.
“No way,” I whispered. “Jinx, you are all kinds of awesome, but those three guys at the gate are huge, and they are afraid of the one who’s inside our huts right now. They might kill you in a split second without even thinking about it.”
Jinx puffed up his chest again and then headbutted me right in the nose. It actually hurt a bit, but I got his point: Did I have a better plan?
“Let me think,” I said.
Jinx shook his head and then wiggled his feet in my arms, looked up, and then slowly flapped his wings.
“Look, if you could fly, maybe, but you can’t really do more than glide down from above. Your whole plan is to bug them enough to get them to look at you, but not kill you, so that I can climb up. How are you going to thread that needle?”
Jinx twisted his head to the left, then to the right, then up then down, then he got small in my arms before he spread his wings and puffed out his chest. Then he got small again and looked like he was pecking at the air.
“You’ve been playing hide and go seek with Shirley, and now you think you can do this?”
Jinx shrugged and then made a soft ticking noise as if he was imitating a clock.
The noise caused another chill to descend down my spine, and I stared at my pal with my eyes wide open as the breath caught in my throat.
“How do you know what a clock is, buddy?” I asked.
Jinx just tilted his head a bit.
“You just said the clock is ticking. How do you know that saying?” I asked, but then I wondered if there was something with my ability that was translating his intent to slang that I understood.
But he’d obviously made ticking noises that sounded just like a clock because that was what he meant. So either a cat-sized dino from an alien world knew what a clock was, or he’d somehow learned it from my memories.
I didn’t have time to figure it out right now, but either answer was a bit… creepy.
“Even if you can distract them, I don’t know how to get Beavis out,” I whispered as I thought about the guard stand. The pachy probably weighed as much as a horse, so there was no way it could climb up and jump off like I could.
I could feel Bruce and the other dinos getting closer. I didn’t think they were back to the place where we parted on the south side of the small river, but they’d probably be there in a few minutes, and then it would be another five minutes or so until I could probably issue them an order to stop moving.
Then my tribe would know something was up, and they’d get off their dinos and run here as fast as they could.
Jinx pushed his head into my cheek again.
“Okay, Jinx,” I sighed. “It’s your time to be fucking Rambo. You ready to hear the plan?”
Jinx puffed his chest out again, spread his tail feathers, and looked just so fucking brave that I almost changed my mind.
But I was running out of options.
“I need you to go into the inner fort and see if those two are still in the hut,” I whispered. “If they are, I’ll check on the front gate with Beavis to see if those three are still standing with their backs turned. If they are, I’m climbing out of the well and running back to where Beavis is. Got it?”
Jinx nodded.
“If those two are out of the hut, then you need to make sure their backs are turned away from that doggie door so they won’t see me climb out. Got it?”
Jinx nodded.
“Once I’m out behind the tree with Beavis, you’ll have to get the attention of the three guys at the gate,” I continued. “You are going to have to squawk or scream, or whatever. You gotta get them all inside the inner fort. Then Beavis and I can make a break for it.”
Jinx nodded, puffed up his chest again, and opened his mouth as if he was screaming silently.
“As soon as we are out the gate, then you’ve gotta jump out of the inner fort, climb up that guard stand, and then jump out past the wall. Beavis and I will circle around and pick you up as soon as you land. Then we’ll get the fuck out of here as fast as we can. If everything goes perfectly, they won’t even see me rush out the gate, and they will just be happy you stopped squawking and left. Then we’ll be out with none the wiser.”
Jinx tilted his head to the side and let out a very tiny croak.
“If they do see us? Well… Let’s just hope Beavis is faster than them.”
Jinx raised his head up to look at the sky and then looked back into my eyes.
“You ready to do this?” I asked.
He nodded, and I checked Beavis’ vision and hearing. The three alien men were still at the gate and weren’t looking this way, and I could also hear a muffled conversation between Yuate and Wallz inside the inner fort. It really did sound like they were inside one of the huts trying to figure out their next steps, so I started to believe that this crazy plan might work.
“Okay, Jinx,” I said. “Time to kick some ass.
Then I lowered my arms, kissed my pal on the head, and then tossed him up and out of the well.








Chapter 8
As soon as Jinx reached the apex of my throw, he opened up his wings as quietly as an owl and glided to the grass outside of my range of sight from inside the well. I switched my vision to him just as he was sprinting across the grass toward Hope’s doggie door, and I held my breath as soon as he got near the corner and peek-a-booed around the edge.
The two men weren’t immediately inside the camp, but Jinx’s sharp eyes were able to see a bit of movement inside the closest hut. I could also hear their muffled conversation, but I switched my vision back to Beavis so I could double check that the three dudes at the front gate still had their backs turned.
They did, so it was time for me to move.
“Here we go,” I said to myself as I grabbed onto the bamboo sides of the well cylinder and heaved myself up. The top of the well was about ten feet up, but by a combination of pulls, kicks, and shuffles, I was able to shimmy up the slick sides. Then I checked Beavis’ vision once more to make sure the coast was still clear before flinging myself up onto the grass.
Darting right would mean I’d have to run past Hope’s doggie door, but the cover behind the tree would be closer. Going left would mean I would run past the cooking fire, kiln, and our table-like working boulder instead of the door, but there was way more distance, and the three men at the front could turn around at any second and see me.
I went right and hoped that the two assholes inside the hut didn’t decide to step out.
My heart beat in my chest like Phil Collins doing a Tarzan drum solo while I sprinted across the grass toward the side of the big redwood. Part of me wanted to switch my vision back to Beavis to make sure that the three dudes hadn’t spotted my escape. Another part of me wanted to switch my vision to Jinx to make sure the other two guys hadn’t left the huts. Either would have been a bad idea, since the ground near the base of the tree on this side was uneven, and I had to both lift my legs high and crouch down low to make myself look as small as possible.
Then I was around the side of the tree next to Beavis, and I pressed my back against the trunk, forced out a slow exhale, and then switched my vision back to the pachy.
The three men at the gate hadn’t noticed me.
Step one. Complete.
I switched my vision and ears to Jinx, and I focused on the conversation Wallz and Yuate were having inside the hut while I urged the little blue road-runner raptor to carefully ninja forward inside the inner fort.
“...is a good chance she won’t be angry,” I heard Wallz say. “I’ll back you.”
“She has been speaking about Victor for the last month, or so it seems,” Yuate grumbled. “She is already angry that we were both a week late returning here.”
“And that was because the swamp tribe was more difficult than we thought,” Wallz sighed. “You don’t have to worry about me betraying you to Chrysanthemte. I will tell her I agreed we should return, and what can Vacar and Laayaz say? She needs you and me more than them, but I doubt they will disagree with your decision. If they were to betray you, it would have to be with something that would result in Chrysanthemte deciding to kill you afterward so that they would be safe from your wrath. I think they like you more than that, though. Men like us don’t make friends, but we have allies.”
“She doesn’t ‘need’ any of us,” Yuate answered. “We are just her game pieces to move around the board or frivolously discard if she grows bored with us. That is why I am hesitant to anger her.”
“I disagree,” Wallz said. “Without my ability, she couldn’t move us around this world, and I grow more powerful every week. Without you, she’d surely lose most of the engagements. The dinosaurs on this planet are fierce, but the survivors placed here by our abductors are much more powerful, and your ability makes you her strongest warrior.”
“I suppose so,” Yuate agreed, even though he didn’t sound that happy.
“Look at her last attempts to take this territory,” Wallz continued. “Minal never returned from his flight to the ocean tribe’s cave, so Haillar was not able to learn his last thoughts. Indor and his team never returned.”
“Indor was an idiot,” Yuate scoffed. “She should have never let him lead a team.”
“Agreed,” Wallz snorted, “but you have to admit that he would have been near impossible to kill.”
“Yes.”
“So, someone, or someones, in this area are very powerful,” Wallz continued.
“She thinks it is this Victor. She told Indor as much when you sent him.”
“And no one else can bring him to her,” Wallz finished. “If our failure angers her, destroying us will just hamper her plans to conquer this world. She has found no replacement for Minal, and she can’t replace me, or you, or Haillar.”
“Yet... ” Yuate scoffed. “I am the most powerful of her warriors because she decided to let me live. The others she claimed were much stronger.”
“She doesn’t want to dig every ditch,” Wallz said. “She told me herself she can only absorb and keep a limited amount of powers. Don’t forget, you are in charge of this mission. She values your decisions. You have given her results.”
There was a few seconds of silence, and I made Jinx freeze his ninja-sneak so that the two men wouldn’t accidentally hear him.
“We will wait until nightfall,” Yuate finally said. “The decision to return will be more justifiable when I can tell her that we waited until they should have been back.”
“If they don’t return?” Wallz asked.
“They have probably moved on,” Yuate said. “She will be mad we were unable to bring her Victor, but without Minal to scout this planet from the air and Haillar to transfer his memories to you so that you can move us places, there will be no way we can discover where this Victor went, and we should concern ourselves with destroying the Pine Tree Tribe across the desert.”
“I agree,” Wallz said.
“I will tell the others of my decision,” Yuate grumbled, and I commanded Jinx to quicken his pace so that he darted back around the hut to where Trel’s webbed raptor corpse was. Jinx’s sensitive dino nose actually picked up the scene of the carcass, and it actually smelled mouth-wateringly delicious to him.
I heard the two men leave the hut, but before I commanded Jinx to flap his wings and chicken-fly-jump up to the top of the hut, I considered what I’d overheard from the two men’s conversation.
I now knew for sure that the woman who led this tribe was named Chrysanthemte, and I guessed that she had a power to “absorb” other abilities. Maybe it worked like Rogue from the X-Men, or maybe the mechanic was different, but it was obvious that both Yuate and Wallz both feared and respected her.
I guessed that Minal was the black-furred bat asshole who had tried to take me, and Emerald had told me about the guy named “Haillar” who had drugged the prisoners. It also seemed like Haillar could do some sort of mind reading, and he was able to take what Minal saw and transfer it to Wallz to make the travel portals.
The most important thing I learned was that I’d really fucked them up by killing Minal, well, Grumpy killing Minal. Since the flying bat asshole couldn’t scout anymore, Wallz couldn’t make portals to new places, so my tribe was going to be safe as soon as we moved to the new location.
I just had to get out of here.
Jinx heard the two men walk out of the inner fort, and then I heard Yuate call out through both my ears and Jinx’s in stereo. I realized this was probably the best time to begin step two of the plan, and Jinx took a deep breath before he launched himself up to the top of the hut.
My cat-sized blue buddy flapped his wings aggressively as he struggled to gain air, but he’d judged his leap perfectly and landed on the apex point of our hut’s grass roof perfectly.
“What was that?” Wallz asked.
“Sounded like a bird,” Yuate grumbled.
Jinx could just barely see over the inner wall from his position on the roof of the hut, and he only caught a glimpse of the top of the super-tall dude’s neon-blue hair before he was lost behind the closest wall.
I really wanted to put a face to each of the men, especially Wallz and Yuate, but I didn’t want to risk Beavis looking back around the tree, so I had him back up away from the roots again, and then I kept toggling my vision between Jinx’s and mine as I carefully and slowly climbed up onto the pachy’s saddle.
I might only have a few seconds to get out of here, so I needed to be ready.
“We are going to wait until nightfall,” I heard Yuate say through Jinx’s sharp ears, and I guessed the five men were now standing right next to the campfires.
“What if they are gone for good?” Vacar asked.
“Then we’ll return, and I’ll tell her Victor escaped.” Yuate’s voice was gravel rubbing against concrete.
“You’ll tell her?” Jecall whined.
“Yes,” Yuate stated. “Now, you should all go back to watching the--”
Jinx let out a powerful squawk that actually made my heart skip a beat. I hadn’t commanded him to start this phase of the plan, but the timing happened to be perfect, so I was glad he did it.
“What the fuck?” Laayaz rasped.
“Came from inside that wall,” Vacar muttered.
Jinx screeched again, and he did a great job of sounding like an angry goose mixed with a foghorn. He was crazy loud, and I was a bit surprised that my little bud could make a noise so awesome.
And I was super proud of him.
“Is that thing going to stop?” Wallz groaned as Jinx continued to fog-horn screech like an angry ambulance.
I turned my vision to the little blue chocobo dino just in time to see the orange-colored man with the praying mantis head step through Hope’s doggie door.
“It’s a little blue dinosaur.” Jecall’s voice belonged to that body.
“Get it to shut up.” The purple-skinned crazy muscular man pushed on Jecall’s back.
“How?” Jecall asked as he stepped into the inner circle of the fort. “I’m not climbing up there!”
“Use your power!” I heard Wallz shout over Jinx’s screeches.
I realized Jecall’s ability to rob sense might fuck Jinx up, so I had the blue dino back up a bit on the slope of the hut’s roof so that the two men couldn’t see him.
“I don’t want to waste it!” Jecall screamed. “I might need it for Victor!”
Then Jinx squawked even louder from out of their line of sight. He was like Donald Duck singing the worst opera ever, and even my ears were screeching from the other side of the tree.
“Do I need to come in there and take care of the problem for you two idiots?” Laayaz shouted. “That thing is killing my ears!”
“I can’t see it anymore!” Jecall groaned. “Help me get it! Fucking asshole! Shut! Uppppp!”
I had Jinx take a deep breath and then flap up a bit higher on the roof so he could see Hope’s doggie door. Sure enough, the praying mantis dude, purple-skinned body-builder dude, and tall blue-haired dude had all walked into the inner fort.
And behind them were two other figures. I didn’t get a good look at them because Jinx just bounced up and then back down, but one looked to have long shiny pale baby-blue hair the color of a classic car, and the other guy looked like he was painted red all over.
“Go,” I whispered to Beavis, and the pachy launched forward like a drag-racing car trying to break a ten-second quarter mile.
The grass of my fort’s courtyard blurred to green, and my vision tunneled on the open gate like the goalposts of a winning football game kick. My eyes almost instantly watered, and the air whipped past my ears like shower water as Beavis ate up the distance between the giant redwood tree and my freedom.
Then, through Jinx’s ears. I heard the words that made my heart stop beating.
“He’s behind us!”
The five men screamed, but I already gave Jinx the order to jump off the back of the hut, and he was flapping his wings as hard as he could so that he could make it over the inner wall and glide down as close as he could to the guard platform on the other side.
He landed at the base just as Beavis and I shot out of the gate and screamed across the dirt bridge.
The five men were shouting at each other from inside as I leaned hard to my right side to help Beavis bank a BMX style wall-turn on the side of the ditch around the fort, and I briefly switched my vision to Jinx as he struggled to jump on each cross pole bracing the guard stand. He was only halfway up, and I realized that he probably wasn’t going to get up and over quick enough.
“Come on…” I hissed through my teeth as I forced Beavis to slow down a bit. I couldn’t see the men on the inside of the fort, but there were three possible outcomes: either they’d all chase me out the front gate, they’d all chase Jinx, or they’d split up.
I was hoping they were all chasing me.
“Come on, Jinxxxxx…” I hissed again as I switched my vision to my little pal. He was only halfway up the stand, and I realized he was having a bit of a problem getting up each rung because the wooden support poles were placed right on top of each other. This meant he kind of had to jump out, twist around, and beat his wings frantically to land one rung higher.
We just didn’t have a lot of time.
I suddenly felt Bruce’s presence in my mind, and I realized that my crew was about to ford the stream. I gave the order for my big pteranodon to give Jinx, Beavis, and I air support, and the pteranodon gave a mighty honk as he pulled his wings back and hit his afterburners.
I knew my women must have heard him shout and seen him fly toward me, so they now had to know for certain I was in deep shit.
“How was he fucking here the whole time?” I heard Vacar scream from the inside of the courtyard, but it was hard to tell exactly where he was since there was a wall between us and wind in my ears from how fast Beavis was running.
I did hear Yuate shout for Jecall, and my stomach twisted into a tighter knot.
“Come on, Jinx,” I hissed again as Beavis ran around the back side of the outer fort walls. I couldn’t see exactly where the guard stand was, but I figured it was a bit ahead of us, and if Jinx didn’t jump in the next few seconds, I’d have to stop Beavis and wait.
Then I saw a flash of blue, and Jinx let out a triumphant squawk as he threw himself from the top of the wall.
“Go!” I shouted to Beavis, and the pachy picked up a bit of speed so that we’d pace ourselves to be right where Jinx was going to land.
“Got ya!” I grunted as I snatched the cat-sized raptor from the air, and then I tucked my brave little buddy into my stomach as I urged Beavis a bit to the left so he’d shoot out of the ditch and be able to run on level ground.
The pachy obeyed my command, and we caught a bit of air before I felt the running legs hit the grass. Then I angled us toward the closest tree line and bent forward around Jinx.
Almost there.
“I see him!” I heard a distant nasally voice shout.
And then the world went black.
But just for a moment.
My eyes were now Beavis’, and I felt my body begin to relax on the pachy’s back as if I was the pachy instead of my human-self. I realized that Jecall had hit me with his power somehow, and my Victor meat body couldn’t see, hear, smell, taste, or feel anything, but Jecall hadn’t actually taken away my Tame ability, so I was still able to use Jinx and Beavis to get my sensey.
It was a weird sensation, but as I felt my Victor legs relax around my Beavis torso, I concentrated on making my Victor legs tighten so I’d still stay in the saddle, and then I willed myself to keep leaning forward. My Victor body still didn’t feel super secure on my Beavis back, so I slowed the speed of my trot a bit to make sure I didn’t throw myself off.
Then I hit the redwood treeline, and I knew those guys couldn’t see me anymore.
I was on the north-west side of the redwood forest that surrounded the camp, so I turned Beavis southward and continued my quick, but not crazy fast, pace through the trees. I thought my body would recover its senses the farther I got away from Jecall, but as seconds turned to minutes, my sight or sense of touch didn’t return, and I wondered if Jecall’s power permanently removed the senses of his target.
That would be all sorts of bad.
I sensed Bruce was flying above me now, so I switched to his eyes for a second and directed him to look back at the old fort. I didn’t see them inside the walls, so I had Bruce glide a little lower just over the trees on the northwest side. He didn’t see the five men there, either, and I started to worry.
Did they go back to their home? Was I going to be senseless forever?
I couldn’t really feel my body panic, but I switched back to Beavis and focused on keeping my legs tight around my mount’s torso and my feet in the saddle stirrups as the pachy dodged, leapt, and turned around trees. Then I moved back to Bruce and asked him to make a low pass over the forest to the south of the fort. For a minute or so, he didn’t see or hear anything, but then his sharp eyes picked up some movement a few hundred yards south of our camp, and I had him zoom in just over the trees and land on a branch so he could look down.
Then I heard the five men running just before they passed under him.
“He’s a mile south, but moving way faster than us!” Jecall called out.
“He can’t run forever!” Wallz shouted, and his voice seemed to come from the man with the long pale-blue hair. “He’s blind and can’t hear. Eventually he’ll have to stop.”
“Then we will catch him,” Yuate finished, and his voice seemed to come from the man with the red skin. “This is good. Chrysanthemte will be pleased. I knew we just had to wait.”
Fuck.
I would have groaned if I could. At least I had a better guess as to who Wallz and Yuate were, but I was still a good clip from the small river, and the rest of my tribe was probably about to dismount and come running toward me.
I told Beavis to run faster, and then I made sure I kept my Victor-body as tight as I could. It was almost like I was playing a video game through a mirror, or moving a puppet with strings, and I tried to form a plan on what to do when I would meet up with everyone as I simultaneously controlled Beavis and my numb body.
Damn. Jecall’s power was different from Nomi’s, but it almost had the same effect of shutting someone down. I really understood how useful he was, and thinking about his power made me remember what he had said when Wallz had asked Jecall to use his powers.
Jecall had said that he didn’t want to “waste it” because he “might need it for Victor.”
That gave me hope that Jecall had to focus on keeping his target fucked up, and if I got far enough away, or he switched targets, or I killed the guy, I’d get my sensations back.
How could I possibly escape these guys?
How could I kill them?
I turned my mind back to the problem and flipped it around in my head like a Rubix cube, but it was like I was a blind man trying to solve the cube without any braille, and I started to wonder if we should just run and hope that they didn’t catch us.
No. I knew that wasn’t going to work.
And I knew one thing was for sure: Killing these guys, especially Wallz, would really fuck up Chrysanthemte’s ability to conquer this planet.
I really liked that idea.
Fuck that bitch.
Beavis sped past the fallen tree, and then he jumped the last thirty feet and skidded to a halt on the rocky beach next to where all my dinos and tribemates were gathered. My pachy and Jinx heard all my friends call out my name, but my Victor body couldn’t hear them.
“Thhhhyyy coommmm,” I tried to force my Victor lips to say, but I couldn’t feel my lips or hear my own voice through my ears, so my voice sounded like I had marbles in my mouth.
“What’s wrong?” Kacerie shouted, but then the other women all asked the same question as they rushed to surround me.
“His body is cold like ice!” Liahpa shouted as she grabbed my shoulders.
“Theyy arrrrr comminnggg,” I managed to make my words push out of my mouth using feedback from what I could hear through Jinx’s ears.
“Who is coming?” Quwaru asked, and the other women also talked.
For half a second, Jinx’s ears were overwhelmed with their chatter, and I could actually see my Victor body’s jaw clench.
“Lettttt meeee tallkkkkkk!” I shouted, and everyone gasped.
“Fiveeee meeennn,” I spat out the words. “From enemy tribe. They gotttt atttt fortttt just after I got therrrrre. Orange one has power to remove sight, hearing, and feeeellll. I’m listening through Jinxxx. Harrr tooo talllkkk. They arrrre following mmme. Be hereee innnn fivvvve minnnnutes or lesssss.”
“What are we going to do?” Tannin gasped, and the other girls gave her a slightly annoyed look, probably because I just yelled at them all to let me talk.
“We are going to killlll all of themmmmm,” I growled. “I havveeee plannnnn.”








Chapter 9
“What is your plan?” Sheela asked quietly as she raised her right hand, and her calm way of speaking seemed to instantly focus the group.
“Therrr arrr fiveee of them,” I droned. “I’lll beee baittt anddd s-s-stanndd in warrrttteerrr.”
“No,” Trel hissed. “Victor, you can’t be the bait for these--”
“Theyyy lookkkkinng for meee,” I growled at her. “Don’ttt arrrguuee. It harrddd tooo speeakk.”
“Sorry,” the spider-woman said as she tapped the long fingers of her hands together and frowned.
I could tell she was worried, they all were just a few steps away from being terrified, but I knew we could take these guys on.
Of course, it would have been a lot easier if I could talk and we had a few hours to plan.
“Theyy commeee forrr meee,” I continued. “Kaceriee, Sheelaaa, Liahhpaaa, Geee, Nomiii, youuu hiddde in the loggg or rocksss or fernnn bushhh thereee… Hidddeee weellll, soo theyyy don’t seeee you.”
The five women nodded.
“Trooodooooos and bonnndooocccs will hide other side of jungle and rocksss,” I continued, and it actually was getting a bit easier for me to talk. “I’ll havvvee themmm attackkk afterrr youuu.”
As I spoke, my balaurs and troodons sprintered across the water, and they dove into the jungle ferns on the other side of the trail from where the women would hide.
“What should the rest of us do?” Emta asked.
“Cross the riverrrr,” I said. “Hide in the junnngle so theyy can’ttt seee. Onnnce fight startsss, come out and help with arrows.”
I could tell Emta wanted to object, but she bit her lip and then nodded.
“Nomi,” I said as I turned Beavis to face her. “Mannn withhh long pale-blue hair makes portals. They will try tooo escapee. Stop his powerrrr.”
“Yes, Victor.” She nodded, and I caught a bit of her smile behind the long dark hair that covered her face. “But then I won’t be Eclipsing Gee’s fire.”
“Yesss...” I turned Beavis to face the black-skined fire-woman. “Gee, destroy mannn close to youuu when yourrr fire is backkkk. Burnnn themmm…”
“Gladly,” she growled. “I’ll roast them until their souls scream.”
“Sheelaaa… Kill maaan with long blue hair asss soon as Nomi stopss powerrrrzz. Use your spearrr. Hit from disstannnceee.”
“Yes, Victor.” Sheela nodded.
“Next powerful man has red skinnnn…” I droned. “Kacerie, Lance him as soonnnn as youuu cannn. Kayyy?”
“Yes, Victor.” Kacerie nodded. “Then who should I Lance?”
“Man with oraaaange skinnnn is robbing myyy senssseees…” I drawled. “But other two are also powerful… Mannn with reddd skinnnn and mannn with lonnggg bluuuueee hair mustt die first. Liahpa, killll who you can after those twooo areee dead…”
“What if they rush and grab you?” Liahpa asked. “What if we can’t get to you in time?”
“Grumpy.” I answered.
Grumpy let out a loud rumble, and the water around him swelled like a wave pool.
He wasn’t going to let anyone touch me, and he kind of blended in with the rocks at the bottom of the shallow river, so if someone wasn’t looking for him, there was a good chance they wouldn’t see him.
“Everyyonnnee get plannnn?” I muttered as I tried to get off Beavis so I could stand in the middle of the stream. My foot got caught somehow in the process, and Kacerie and Liahpa gasped as I tumbled over Beavis’ side.
Then Sheela caught me, and Liahpa helped untangle my foot from the stirrup.
“Are you sure about this?” Sheela whispered in my ear.
“Yesss,” I hissed.
“Then we will win,” she whispered. “But I’m afraid. We all are.”
“I’m nottt,” I lied. “Can I have mahhhh Crickkkeettt Battt? Strappp tooo backkk. Pleazzee.”
Sheela nodded, and she pulled my Cricket Bat of Doom off her shoulder and then wrapped the cordage of the handle around my neck like I normally wore it.
“Give me two spears,” Sheela demanded as she glanced up to the rest of the tribe that was still mounted, and both Emta and Trel tossed the cheetah-woman their weapons.
Sheela snatched both spears from the air without really even looking at them, and then the five women on the assault squad nodded at each other before they sprinted across the rocky beach toward their hiding spot.
I commanded the rest of my dinosaurs to ford across the small river again, and while they were moving, I reached out the right hand of my Victor body and fished for Beavis’ bridle. As soon as he felt my grasp around him, I focused on moving my Victor legs while I gently tugged the pachy forward into the water.
I was getting a bit better at controlling my meat body without any tactile feedback, but I still stumbled a few times as I walked through the water. That was okay, though, I wasn’t trying to get across the small river, I was just trying to get into the middle so that these five men would have to come out into the open to try and grab me.
Once I felt like I was in position, and the flowing water of the stream was up to my hips, I let go of Beavis’ reins and then had him turn to face the north while I kept facing south. Then I switched my eyes back to Bruce and saw that the group of men were just about to get to the very edge of the fallen log.
They were almost here.
I took a deep breath and tried to ignore the ice pit in my stomach. Well, I guess I couldn’t actually feel my stomach, so the feeling of dread was one-hundred percent mental. I hated lying to Sheela about my own terror, but sometimes a leader couldn’t tell his people his true fears. Sheela was my rock, and if both of us crumbled together, then I guessed the rest of my tribe would fall apart, too.
I had no doubt this was about to be our toughest fight yet, but one of the most frustrating things about the situation was that I couldn’t really micromanage everything. I had to trust that my women would make the best decisions and take out Wallz and Yuate quickly, but there was so much unknown about everyone’s abilities, and I hated that I didn’t have more time to plan and prep everyone.
And Jecall’s fucking “Take all your senses” power was really devastating in a way that I never quite expected.
I also had no idea what Vacar or Laayaz could do.
I took a deep breath and tried to steady my nerves. I felt Grumpy submerged under the river water next to me. I felt Beavis’ calming presence. I felt Jinx across the river protecting Shirley Temple. I felt Bruce flying overhead. I felt my troodons and balaur bondocs ready to ambush.
Yeah, maybe I didn’t have a ton of time to prep, and yeah, it totally sucked that I couldn’t see or feel or hear, but these guys had no idea who they were fucking with, and they were about to discover that Victor Shelby’s tribe of badass women and dinos protected their own.
These five men were about to get fucking murdered, and this bitch Chrysanthemte would have no idea what happened. Her top guys would just never return, and her entire tribe would get crippled.
Fuck her.
She thought she could kidnap Quwaru and her friends. She tried to take me and my women. She was obviously a scourge that needed to be dealt with sooner or later, but since my tribe didn’t have the strength to take all of her clan on, I’d settle for wiping her top five soldiers off the game board.
Check, bitch.
I felt Scoob’s alarm, and I switched to his eyes in time to see the men sprint up to the edge of the rocky beach. As I suspected, Wallz was at the rear, but Yuate was positioned right in front of him, and I guessed the red-man was smart enough to realize he had to protect the guy who would get them all back home.
“There he is…” Vacar said as the five men slowed their run to a walk when they reached the edge of the beach.
For theatricallity’s sake, I let out a loud moan as I splashed around the water as if I was searching for something.
“Looks like he can ride the dinosaurs…” Jecall said as he moved his praying mantis arms together like he was clapping. “No wonder she wants him.”
“I’ll go get him,” Laayaz rasped as he stepped into the water.
“Hold.” Yuate raised his right fist, and the other four men froze.
I kept my senses in Scoob’s body as he and the other troodons silently slithered through the jungle bushes to get into position, and I studied Yuate’s face while the seconds of silence ticked by.
Their leader’s red skin was the color of a ruddy Crayola crayon, his slick black hair that looked more obsidian than Trel’s mane, and his muscles looked like that of an olympic gymnast. He wasn’t nearly as ripped as Vacar or Laayaz were, but he had a grounded confidence that most of the men who came to Dinosaurland possessed. Besides the strange red skin, he might have looked almost human, but his eyes were too close together, his fists were too big, and his knee joints bent in reverse like a dog or a goat’s hindlegs. He only wore a loose pair of black shorts that actually looked like they might have been made out of nylon, so I guessed it must have been the outfit he came to Dinosaurland wearing.
“What’s wrong?” Wallz asked after a few seconds of the group waiting, and I shifted Scoob’s eyes so that I could see the man with the long baby-blue hair.
Wallz was another beefcake type dude, and I couldn’t help but look at his loose robe-tunic top and think he could have been a Greek god. His chest was large and muscular, his arms thick, and his waist narrow. I had lost a lot of weight in the last week, but even before that, when I’d been kinda buff, I would have placed a distant last place behind these guys in a bodybuilding competition. Wallz even had a glitter in his teeth when he opened his mouth, but then I realized that his teeth actually did look like diamonds, and his eyes sparkled in the same way.
“It’s… quiet…” Yuate said.
If I could have felt my body, I’m sure my heart would have been racing, and I tried to think of what else I could do to get these guys to spread out so that my women could attack easier. The only thing I could think of was making my dinos move a bit, so I let out another moan, slapped the water, and then made Rachel make a bit of noise as she moved through the bushes behind them.
The men all glanced at me splashing and moaning in the water, and then they turned around when they heard the noise in the bushes. Wallz actually ducked behind Yuate when Rachel made her appearance, but then he laughed nervously when she tilted her head and then casually walked away from them.
“That little one was just hunting near us,” Vacar said. “Our target is in the water. I’ll go get--”
“I’ll get him,” Laayaz rasped as he stepped into the water. “She might reward me.”
“We’ll both go get him,” Vacar huffed as he also moved into the water. “How do we even know this is Victor?”
“I can turn my ability off, and we can ask him,” Jecall cackled.
“After they grab him,” Yuate sighed as he and Wallz stepped nearer to the shore of the small river.
I watched through Beavis’ eyes now as the two massive men stepped through the moving water toward me. They were a good ten yards from the shore now, and Jecall tapped his insect arms together as he ventured into the river a bit.
The time to strike was now, but as the fractions of seconds ticked by, and the two men got closer to me, Nomi didn’t make her move.
Were they waiting for Grumpy to attack first? That wasn’t quite the plan, since it would give Wallz a chance to flee. I almost thought about shouting at them to attack, but that would also give my five opponents some kind of warning.
Vacar and Laayaz stepped closer to me, and they were about thirty feet away now.
But my women hadn’t attacked yet.
Fuck. They were probably waiting for Grumpy to do his thing.
I moaned and splashed the water again, then I kind of reached up to grab Beavis’ reins.
Come on, Nomi.
Fucking do it.
“He doesn’t look very strong,” Vacar sighed as the two men got within fifteen feet of me.
“This might not be Victor,” Laayaz sighed.
“We’ll ask him once you--” Jecall started to say, but then Nomi made her move.
And the world went black and white.
All of my dinos could hear the strange ethereal scream coming from Nomi, and their animal senses were able to pinpoint her location in a fern bush some forty feet away from our opponents, but those five men from the enemy tribe just spun around and stumbled back a step as if someone had given each of them a pop to the nose.
Well, Wallz looked a lot worse.
The long-haired Greek god with the diamond grill started screaming louder than Nomi, and he fell to his knees as he began to rip out handfuls of his thick hair as her ability robbed him of his power.
His agony was short lived, because a half moment later a spear embedded itself in his face like a fence post in a pumpkin, and his body lurched back and began to death-twitch.
Vacar, Jecall, Laayaz, and Yuate were already kind of spinning their heads around so they could figure out where Nomi’s scream was coming from, but they all quickly cross-referenced the angle of the spear that had killed their getaway driver, and the four men turned to where Sheela stood with her second spear ready.
Nomi’s black and white world ended as abruptly as it started, and the color flooded back into everyone’s vision just a fraction of a second before Kacerie’s Lance lit up the shore like a thousand camera flashes.
The beautiful pink-haired woman’s beam of energy left the bush and hit Yuate right in the center of the chest. My dinos all had to blink with the intensity of the light, so I didn’t quite see exactly how much his body disintegrated the instant she killed him, but when they all got their vision back a few seconds later, I realized he was still standing, and the red-skinned man just looked down at his chest with a puzzled expression.
“Huh,” he mused. “That actually did hurt a little. Interesting.”
“Wallz!” Jecall screeched as his brain finally processed that his ticket back home was dead, but then the mantis man jumped back away from the ferns where the women were hiding when Gee erupted from behind the tree and began to sprint toward them.
“Ahhhheehhhh!” The flame dancer lit up like a bonfire with a fresh can of gasoline poured on it, and she twisted her hips around in a mesmerizing circle, lifted her left leg with a perfectly pointed toe, and then spun her body around to sweep her whip at both of the men on the shore.
Her whip swing actually broke the sound barrier with a deafening crack, but Jecall somehow managed to tumble backward and fall on his ass under her weapon’s trajectory.
Yuate wasn’t quick enough though, and Gee’s fire-coated weapon coiled tightly around his arms and torso with a hiss of a thousand snakes.
But her whip didn’t burn him, or even seem to cause him pain.
“No,” Yuate stated simply, and then he brought his arms up and ripped Gee’s whip into a few dozen flaming pieces that all tumbled to the pebble beach like spent fireworks.
Well… Shit.
This was really, really, really bad.
Grumpy erupted from the water with a roar, latched onto Laayaz’s torso like a kid taking a bite out of an animal cracker, and then barrel-rolled into Vacar. The massive purple man flew to the side like a flicked fly, and then the water filled with red blood as Grumpy ripped into the super tall man with the blue hair.
I gave my troodons and bondocs the order to attack Jecall, but as soon as they sprang from the bush, the orange-colored mantis-man saw them and screeched.
Then I lost all vision and sensation from eleven dog-sized raptors.
I switched my sight to Beavis and saw the troodons and bondocs squirming on the beach. I could feel the terror radiating off them like icy beach waves, and I sent them reassuring thoughts and explained that they would be able to see as soon as we could kill that fucker.
“Fuckkkk!” Gee shouted, and then I turned Beavis to see that black-skinned flame-woman blinking her eyes as she waved her steaming hands in front of her face.
It was obvious now that Jecall could rob multiple people of their senses.
And that was super bad for us.
Liahpa charged Yuate with her ring axe raised, and she leapt a good ten feet into the air before she brought the pizza-cutter weapon down on his head.
I’d seen her rip open a massive dino leg with that axe.
I’d seen her cut tees in half with that axe.
I knew the blade was incredibly sharp and perfectly suited for her to destroy anything she hit with it.
But as soon as she smashed Yuate in the crown of his skull, the haft of her axe shattered like glass, and the ring-blade bounced off his head like a coin off a table.
The red-skinned man caught the silver-skinned woman by the throat before she could land, and he Darth Vadered her up with one hand as she croaked and clawed at his forearm.
“What… with… you?” the beautiful silver-skinned woman gasped as she tried to pry his hand from around her neck.
“Ahhh… You look like a fine woma--”
Liahpa kicked Yuate in the face with enough force to actually knock his head back, but his head tilted forward almost instantly, and Liahpa hissed loud enough for Beavis to hear from all the way in the river as the man began to choke her.
“Fuck… off…” Liahpa gasped as she kicked at Yuate’s face over and over with the heel of her bare foot, but while her first kick knocked his head back, it seemed like each of her attacks had less and less force behind them.
Sheela had been maneuvering to Yuate’s side as he choked Liahpa, and the cheetah-woman tossed her second spear as soon as she thought she had a clear target. If I could have talked clearly, I would have shouted at her not to waste her time, and I felt my frustration build in my soul when the spear just bounced off Yuate’s skull like his body was made out of titanium.
This asshole was invulnerable like Superman.
“Nommiiiii!” I screamed out, but before I could tell her an order, Vacar jumped up where grumpy had knocked him into the water and dashed toward me like a purple-colored gorilla.
And as he closed the distance, he seemed less “gorilla” and more “freight train.”
Grumpy tried to turn around, but my big buddy couldn’t quite maneuver in time to get back. My only hope was Beavis, so I commanded the pachy to take a step back away from me, duck his head, and then leap forward into Vacar.
The giant purple asshole must not have realized the dino was obeying my commands, so Beavis was kind of able to surprise my attacker. Vacar took the pachy headbutt right to the face, and the big fucker shouted as his nose sprayed blood all over his face. Vacar stumbled away as Beavis slammed another headbutt into the dude’s purple chest, but I was really worried that Vacar could do some serious damage to my friend if he landed a lucky punch.
I heard a smashing sound, switched my vision to Bruce, and I saw that Liahpa was somehow swinging Yuate around by his arms like a ragdoll and smashing him against the various redwood trees surrounding them. The big red man still had his hands around Liahpa’s throat, and it still looked like she was struggling to breathe, so I realized that she’d used her ability to reduce his mass so that she could easily pick him up and swing him around, and since I’d never seen her do this before I concluded that her power must have leveled up at some point.
Sheela yanked her spear out of Wallz’ skull and was about to throw it at Jecall, but the orange mantis shrieked at her just as she was coiling her powerful arm back, and then Sheela’s eyes and mouth opened wide instantly.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
I told Bruce to dive bomb Jecall, but as soon as he dove down, the orange dude seemed to realize he was being targeted, and he looked up before Bruce’s vision went black.
Then I heard Beavis yelp, and his pain raced to me like an electric shock. I knew Vacar had managed to punch my friend in the face, and I looked out from my pachy’s vision just in time to see Vacar hit my dino in the jaw a second time. The purple dude hit like a sledgehammer, and the impact of his punch was compounded by the cracking of a few of Beavis’ teeth.
“Getttt thhheee orrannggeee!” I started to scream as loud as I could, but then my vision was suddenly back along with my sense of touch, smell, and hearing. The new sensations caused my body to spasm as my muscles re-engaged correctly, and I directed my vision over to the shore where I saw half of Jecall’s smoking body laying on the rocky shore.
Kacerie had just made the best fucking decision possible.
“Nomi!” I shouted as I ripped the Cricket Bat of Doom from my back and leapt through the water at Vacar. “Use it on the red-skinned fucker!”
“I can’t!” Nomi screamed. “I need another minute!”
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Yuate twist his head to the bushes where Nomi was shouting, and he let go of Liahpa’s throat and then tried to pry her hands off his arms.
“Liahpa, he’s going to try to kill Nomi!” I screamed. “Don’t let him--”
Vacar swung his tree trunk arm at me, but I saw his wind up a mile away, and I ducked under his haymaker and then came up with the Cricket Bat of Doom like I was Scorpion doing a Mortal Kombat finishing move. My weapon tore into his shoulder and arm like an electric chainsaw, and the big man hissed with agony as a huge hunk of his purple flesh tore loose.
Vacar swung around with his left arm aimed at my stomach, but I guessed this was coming and had jumped back so that I could avoid it. Unfortunately, I misjudged how quickly I could move through the hip-high water, and I wasn’t quite quick enough to avoid his thick knuckles scraping against my chest and twisting me around like a top.
I heard my chest crack a second before I fell in the water, but I popped up on my feet half a moment later, and I felt Grumpy get ready to jump on the big fucker from the side.
“Youuuu should just surrender,” Vacar grumbled as he stepped toward me. “Then I won’t punish you for cutting open my arm.”
“You should just surrender,” I said, “then my pal will be able to eat you quicker.”
“Your pal?” Vacar’s eyes opened wide, but a fraction of a second later Grumpy’s teeth had clamped onto his legs.
“Nooo!” Vacar screamed and raised his left hand up to punch down at Grumpy, but before he could strike I stepped forward and brought my Cricket Bat of Doom up in a wide sweep. The sharp obsidian blades tore through his thick arm right at the elbow, and his forearm flew free of his body like a flicked chicken wing.
Then Grumpy began his death roll, and Vacar let out one last gasp before he was yanked under the surface of the shallow river.
I caught a glimpse of Trel, Emta, Quwaru, and the rest of the tribe coming out of the jungle on the south side of the river on top of their dinos, but my legs were already pumping me in the direction of the north shore.
Yuate had somehow made it over to the bush where Nomi had been hiding, but then he’d gotten tackled by Liahpa and Sheela, and both women were trying to wrestle him on the ground away from the dark-haired woman while my troodons and balaur bondocs darted in to try to take nips at him.
Each time my dinos bit his legs or arms, they came away without cutting his skin, and I commanded them to fall back so that they wouldn’t accidentally get kicked or punched by the man.
“How much longer, girl?” Gee asked Nomi as she moved to stand between where Liahpa and Sheela wrestled with Yuate.
“Almost!” Nomi actually shouted, which was actually kind of alarming since she normally only whispered calmly. “I feel as if it’s about to return any second.”
“Hurry… it… uppp!” Liahpa shouted as she tried to wrap her thighs around the red-skinned man’s thick biceps so that he couldn’t get his elbow into the ground for leverage.
“He’s… hard… to… hold,” Sheela grunted as she tried to criss-cross her legs over his.
“What are you doing to me?” Yuate growled as he thrashed his head from side to side. “I feel like I’m being crushed under an ocean. Fuckkkkkkk. Let. Me. Free!”
Yuate’s eyes started to glow red like a heated piece of metal, and I realized that Liahpa must have switched her power around to make him have a crazy amount of mass. I didn’t realize that she could use her power on living things, and it looked like Yuate was having a serious problem moving.
But he was still fighting. The guy was crazy strong, and he was obviously invulnerable to normal damage, so I glanced over to Nomi just as the rest of my tribe arrived.
“It’s ready!” Nomi hissed as she turned her head at me. “Do you want me to do it on him now?”
“Noooo!” The man actually managed to kick Sheela free of his legs and then kneed Liahpa in the side as she tried to control his arms.
Yeah, no sense risking talking to this guy. He was just too damn powerful, and I didn’t want to risk him breaking free and killing Nomi or anyone else.
“Do it,” I ordered.
“Finneeeeeeee-- aahhhh!” Nomi’s black hair lifted from her head kind of like Liahpa’s did, and then the color drained from her face, body, and the world around us.
It felt like someone was squeezing my heart, and I fell to my knees and my head swam as the sky shifted to white and the ground blackened like ash. It felt like I had three-hundred pounds resting on my shoulders, but then the weight quickly lessened, and I was able to stand back up a few moments later.
“Fuckkkk… Youuuuu… Evil… Mannnn!” Liahpa growled as she dove across the big jerk’s chest and grabbed his throat. Then the silver-woman’s back flexed against her swimming suit to show a thousand tiny muscles along her spine, and there was a ripping sound that quickly ended with a celery-stalk crunch as she tore his head off his shoulders.
Then Liahpa took a deep breath, staggered to her feet, turned around to face us, and held Yuate’s head out by his hair. His face was open in a silent scream, his eyes were rolled back in his head, and a river of black liquid gushed out from where his spine had once connected to the skull.
Nomi cut her power, and the color flooded back into all of our visions. Everyone took a deep and very grateful breath, and then Liahpa’s red eyes blinked a few times before she smiled at me.
“This is what happens when someone messes with Victor’s tribe,” Liahpa scoffed, and then she tossed his head up, dropped her foot back, and kicked the skull up and over the river farther than any pro football player had ever kicked the pigskin.








Chapter 10
“Fuck, yeah!” I said after we all watched Yuate’s head sail a good three-hundred yards through the air. “That was definitely our hardest fight yet.”
“Sorry it took so long to do my power a second time,” Nomi sighed. “It just wouldn’t come--”
“No,” I chuckled as I stepped toward the dark-haired woman, grabbed her shoulders, and pulled her to me in a hug. “You did just fine. We would have lost without your ability.”
“Ohhh,” Nomi whispered, and then I felt her take a deep breath before she pressed her face against my bare chest and exhaled. I couldn’t recall ever hugging the quiet-spoken woman before, and she felt really good in my arms.
“Everyone did awesome,” I said “Sheela, great job on killing the asshole with the long blue hair. Kacerie, your Lance on the orange dude definitely saved the day. Liahpa, you really kept the red guy occupied so he couldn’t kill Nomi. Gee--”
“I didn’t do much,” the fire woman groaned. “Felt a bit useless to be honest.”
“I don’t think so,” I said. “You put pressure on the orange bug-headed asshole.”
“I’m surprised he didn’t rob me of my sight,” Liahpa said as she crossed her arms and looked at Jecall’s still-smoking corpse.
“I’m not entirely sure how his power worked,” I said. “He was either an idiot because he didn’t think of doing it on you, or he only had a limited amount of uses, and he was picking to use it on those who were trying to attack him. Either way, doesn’t matter. Dude is fucking dead, and we can all see again. Is your whip okay? I know the other guy broke it.”
“It’s fine,” Gee said. “I can summon a new one whenever. Just wish I would have been able to kill more of them, is all.”
“Same,” Emta sighed. “The rear guard didn’t do much.”
“We did as Victor told us to do,” Trel said, “and Victor won, so we did a perfect job.”
“Things could have gone sour real fast,” I replied to Emta. “Kacerie did a good job hiding in the bushes, but if Jecall had seen her, he might have blinded her, too. I know we won, and we did a great job, but they were really strong and could have gotten lucky just as easily as we got lucky.”
“Can you explain what happened?” Quwaru asked. “The dinosaurs all stopped moving, and Bruce made a loud noise before he turned around in the air. Then the dinos began to move back. We knew something was wrong.”
“Wait,” Liahpa said as she raised her palms. “Can we look for the blade ring of my axe first? I don’t want to lose it.”
“Good idea,” I said, and we all split up to look for the ring of metal. Zoru found it half a minute later, and then we gathered at the shore of the river again.
“I can’t believe the haft broke when I hit that man in the face,” Liahpa said as she moved her red eyes down to look at her ring.
“I’ll make you a new one.” Trel shrugged and then tapped her lips with her long finger. “I could probably wrap some copper bands around it to strengthen it. Yes… I have a few ideas.”
“Speaking of Liahpa’s weapon smashing against his face…” Kacerie began as she gestured to me. “You were about to tell us what happened?”
“Yeah…” I let out a deep breath and glanced around the scene of the battle. “You know how I was worried they’d teleport in and attack us at any moment?”
My friends all nodded.
“Turns out that moment was a few seconds after I grabbed my hat.”
“Fucking figures,” Kacerie groaned as she rolled her eyes.
“And you happened to be alone.” Quwaru narrowed her silver eyes.
“I had Jinx with me,” I laughed, and on cue, my little buddy let out a proud squawk.
I quickly recounted what happened after I jumped in the well, and it only took me a minute or so to explain how I figured out Wallz’ ability. When I finished telling my story, most of my friends were smiling, but Quwaru, Liahpa, Sheela, and Kacerie didn’t look happy.
“You need to stop going off on your ow--” Kacerie began.
“Look,” I interrupted. “I know some of you are upset that I got attacked while I was away. Let’s talk about it later tonight. We are wasting daylight.”
“I can agree with that,” Kacerie sighed.
“Do we even need to leave?” Quwaru asked. “If Wallz, or whatever his name was, is dead, and you said that the flying one is dead, does that mean they won’t be able to attack us?”
“That’s a good question, but I still think that we should move to this new spot.” I got up on Beavis’ back as I spoke, and then I gently reached down to touch his jaw where Vacar had punched him. “The new location is just better all around, and there is no way their tribe leader is going to find out where we are.
“But we’ll have to fight her eventually?” Zoru asked.
“Maybe…” I trailed off as I waited for everyone to mount up again. “When Emerald talked to me about their camp, she seemed to indicate it was far away.”
Everyone turned to each of the green-skinned women, and the one riding with Urka nodded before she started gesturing.
It took almost a day to fly there. It would mean a week or maybe longer traveling on foot. If they can not appear in our camp instantly using this man’s power, I do not see how they can mount an effective attack against us. I still agree with the move, Mate. The new location will raise the chances of you establishing domain over this territory dramatically.
“Emerald says it would take at least a week to get to Chrysanthemte’s camp on foot,” I translated. “She also likes the new location a lot.”
Both Emeralds nodded at the rest of my tribe, and after we let the troodons and balaur bondocs feed on the corpses for a few minutes, we turned our dinosaurs around to ford the southern river once more.
The next leg of the journey passed without any drama. I switched my position in the caravan a few times so that I could chat a bit with everyone, but I kind of avoided speaking with Kacerie, Sheela, Liahpa, and Quwaru because I didn’t want to have the “you need to stop going off alone” discussion with them at the moment. To be fair, it wasn’t so much that I didn’t want to have the discussion, and I figured Sheela probably wouldn’t complain really, I just didn’t want to have it on the road.
I might have been King of the Dinosaurs, but that didn’t mean I looked forward to having an argument with my girlfriends.
We ended up hitting the next river valley at what I guessed was around two or so in the afternoon, and I made all the dinos drink some water from the river while we took a break.
“This is where the troodons, Nicole, Emerald, and I fought the giganotosauruses.” I pointed to the side of the river by the small group of palm trees. A giant ivory rib cage was half buried in the sand there, but I couldn’t see evidence of any other corpses.
“Can I take a dip in the water, Victor?” Gee asked.
“Sure,” I said. “Let’s take a quick lunch and bathroom break, does anyone have to go?”
Everyone but Zoru and Trel raised their hands, and Kacerie began organizing everyone into small groups that could go into the jungle to relieve themselves. I had the troodons go with them to make sure everyone was safe, and then I laid on the warm sand, stretched my arms out, tipped my hat over my face, and closed my eyes for a few seconds as I listened to the soft sounds of the river and the breeze passing through the palm trees.
It reminded me a bit of Southern California, but it didn’t really make me homesick.
“Victor?” I heard Kacerie ask, and I realized I’d fallen asleep for a bit. I opened my eyes and found her and Liahpa sitting on their knees beside me.
“Ohh, hey,” I yawned, and then I gave them a smile as I tipped my hat back.
“We just wanted to say that we didn’t want you to think we were mad at you, or anything,” Liahpa cleared her throat. “You seemed upset with us earlier, and--”
“No,” I chuckled as I sat up on my knees and took each of their hands in mine. “I wasn’t at all. I thought you both were a bit mad at me because of what happened, and I didn’t want to talk about it.”
“We aren’t mad.” Kacerie smiled at me. “Just… we got worried when the dinos all turned around.”
“I figured that would happen,” I sighed. “Sorry.”
“It’s not your fault,” Kacerie said. “It’s just… hard… you know? This world is dangerous.”
“Yeah,” I said. “That’s why I have to protect you all.”
“I want to remind you that I don’t need protecting.” Liahpa smirked. “There aren’t even men on my world. I’m used to taking care of myself.”
“I know you’re a strong woman,” I said. “But I like taking care of my women, and you are still my woman.”
“Well… I mean… Yeah…” Liahpa cleared her throat, and then she blushed a bit. “I do really like it when you say you want to protect me. It makes my heart do funny things that really feel good, but my point is that I don’t need you to protect me. I want to come with you. I want to be around you. That’s more important to me than staying behind so that I’m protected.”
“I understand,” I said.
“That’s all we wanted to say.” Kacerie smiled at me, and then she glanced back at the rest of the women and dinosaurs.
Gee was laying in the river, and a coil of steam rose from her body. Trel and Emta were arguing about something, and I caught enough of the words on the breeze to understand that Trel was trying to organize when the olive-skinned woman would be “taking Victor’s seed like a good wife should.”
The rest of my friends were either snacking on dried jerky from clay pots, or laying out on the sand like I was to relax for a bit.
The view made me feel really at peace. It almost felt like I was on vacation in Hawaii or the Bahamas or somewhere tropical and warm, and the group of beautiful women just added to the pleasurable effect of the scene.
Then the dinosaurs and Zoru’s purple monkey-fox form kinda broke the contemporary image.
“We should get moving,” I said. “How long have we been here?”
“Probably half an hour,” Kacerie said. “The last group just went to the bathroom, and everyone is eating.”
“You need something to eat,” Liahpa stated as she got to her feet and began to levitate.
“I’m actually not hung--”
“No, you need to eat,” both Kacerie and Liahpa said at the same time, and then they looked at each other and giggled.
“I guess I’m kinda skinny, huh?” I looked down at my chest and chuckled. “Let me walk over with you and grab something.”
Kacerie and Liahpa each held one of my hands, and we walked over to Tom. Keefaye was handing out bits of dried meat, and her golden eyes flashed almost as bright as her smile when she saw me.
“Hungry?” She just handed me a small copper plate with a hunk of meat and a small cucumber on it.
“Yeah,” I said before I bit into the cucumber. It tasted both sweet and crisp, and it paired perfectly with the bite of salted meat I took after.
“Do you like it?” Keefaye fluttered her golden eyelashes.
“It’s really good.” I smiled.. “I’m guessing you are going to tell me how your blessed water helped.”
“Well…” she laughed lightly. “I do like to brag about my power. In case you haven’t noticed.”
“Oh, we’ve noticed, Goldie,” Urka snickered.
“We soaked the meat in my water for a day or so,” Keefaye began to explain. “Then we salted it and slowly roasted it over the fire for almost a day.”
“Huh,” I said as I took another bite of the meat. It really did taste like some of the best jerky I’d ever had, but that could also be because I was hungry and everything tended to taste better in Dinosaurland because we hunted it and cooked it ourselves.
“I was wondering if you’d ever like to drink some of my blessed water,” Keefaye continued as a bit of red came to her cheeks. “I just know you’d love it, Victor. You haven’t had any yet, and my people celebrate by drinking it on my world.”
“Tell you what,” I began. “We really should all get drunk and party, but let’s do it when we get to the new location and get the first walls set up. Deal?”
“Deal.” Keefaye clapped her hands together and gave me a smile that was both adorable and extremely sexy.
“Pretty sure she’s going to be getting drunk off your… ‘water’ pretty soon,” Urka whispered loudly as she elbowed me in the hip. “Ehhh? Know what I’m talking about, Victor?”
“I think I’ve made my desires clear, Urka,” Keefaye scoffed as she turned her nose up in the air. “Victor is a busy man, and I have patience.”
“Let’s all get going again,” I said to change the subject, and then I scarfed the last of my jerky and got up on Beavis’ back.
Everyone moved to get back on their dinos, and then we crossed the river and continued south through the jungle and up into the hillsides that separated this valley from the next one.
The afternoon air grew colder the higher the dinos walked, and it was even a noticeable change from when Emerald and I had ridden through here a week or so ago. Still, it was just a bit under room temperature, and no one looked uncomfortable besides Gee, who was shivering as she clung to Nomi’s hand.
“You going to be okay?” I asked the flame dancer as we crested the hill and started to work our way down.
“Yeah,” she sighed. “I’m a tough one. Don’t worry. Just not used to… this… cold. I actually think I am cooler when I swim in the water, but something about not having my fire born abilities active makes the chill press into my bones.”
“We should hit another stream by the end of the day,” I said. “Then you can relax a bit.”
“Looking f-f-forward to that,” she stuttered. “Ughh!”
The rest of the day passed easily, and we thankfully didn’t encounter any massive carnivores or other survivors. We were actually making great time, but as the sun sank toward the western horizon, I could feel my dinos begin to get tired. Most of them were carrying more weight than they were used to, and they had been working all day, so when we finally reached the next stream a few hours before sunset, I figured it was time to stop and call it a day.
“Alright,” I said after I’d stopped all the dinos at the place I’d decided to camp at, beside the next stream where we had a loose ring of massive banyan trees to give us some shade and a bit of cover. “We are going to camp here tonight. Kacerie, can you oversee setting up the huts?”
“You got it, Victor,” my beautiful pink-haired organizer chirped as she easily slid off Sonny’s back. Then she asked if Trel, one of the Emeralds, Emta, Zoru, and Adella could help unload the shelters and get them set up.
“Sheela,” I said as I turned to look up at the gorgeous warrior woman. “Can you organize a quick patrol of the perimeter? I’ll have the dinos keep guard tonight while we sleep, but there might be some places that need extra defense.”
“Yes, Victor,” Sheela said, and then she beckoned for Liahpa and the other Emerald to assist her.
“Galmine,” I said as I turned to the bubbly beauty.
“I will get the meal started!” she cheered as she slowly raised her arm. “Who can help me?”
“Me!” Tannin blurted as she raised her hand.
“I’ll help!” Keefaye laughed.
“I might as well,” Urka laughed. “Since you need me to start the dang fire with my spark.”
“I’ll mold a cooking platform,” Youleena said as she moved to help them gather stones for the cooking fire.
“That will be a great assistance!” Galmine twittered, and then the group began to either gather rocks for Youleena or get food off the dinos.
Quwaru, Nomi, Gee, and I didn’t have much to do, so we relaxed by the water of the stream while Gee activated her flames and got some steam. The three women chatted a bit about what they had seen on the journey so far, and I closed my eyes and did a quick aerial patrol while I looked through Bruce.
There was a pack of what looked like eight allosauruses one valley over to our east, but as Bruce flew a bit close to them, I could see that they were munching on the corpse of what appeared to have once been a massive brachiosaurus. Half of the group actually looked to be done with their meal, and they were lounging around like tired dogs as the golden sun warmed them. I thought it was probably unlikely that they’d cross the slope of the hills between us, and even if they did, there was still a good twelve or so miles of space from where we camped.
I didn’t see anything noteworthy in the valley to our west, so Bruce circled back north toward our old fort. I watched the ground the entire time he flew, but other than a pack of trikes and a half dozen green-feathered plant-eating dinos with long sloth-like claws, I didn’t see anything dangerous.
Our fort was still empty, so I had Bruce head to the west a bit and fly back south to where our new fort would lay. He could only make it about a quarter of the way there before I felt my head start to hurt, so I had him circle back toward me.
Then I saw something that made me catch my breath.
It wasn’t quite on the route we were going to take south, but in three valleys or so over to the west from us and farther south, I saw a good dozen black-feathered raptors racing across a large plain. I worried that they were Utahraptors, and as Bruce flew closer, I groaned when my fear became a reality.
“Victor?” I heard Quwaru ask, and I blinked my eyes to pull myself from Bruce.
“Yeah? What’s up?”
“You just groaned?” she raised her eyebrows, and I saw that both Nomi and Gee were looking at me.
“I saw a pack of Utahraptors,” I glanced back to the camp and didn’t see anyone else paying attention to us, so I continued. “They aren’t quite in the path we are going to take to get to our new place, but they are some twenty miles away.”
“These Utahraptors… they are the ones you and Liahpa fought?” Nomi asked.
“Yeah,” I confirmed.
“That seems like far enough away,” Gee said.
“It does…” I trailed off.
“But you are still worried?” Quwaru asked.
“They are really fucking smart, really fucking fast, and really deadly,” I chuckled. “I guess I said ‘really’ a lot, but, yeah… If I never saw another one of them, it would be too soon.”
“You and Liahpa killed many of them, so I am not worried.” Gee flexed her biceps, and the water of the stream hissed like a thousand snakes as the fire of her body grew more intense. “They will see me and run. Or they will die. Either way.”
“You will definitely help,” I chuckled. “Liahpa and I got lucky. Like I said, the Utahraptors are clever, and I’d just prefer that we didn’t run into them.”
Grumpy walked over to us then, and the big guy let out an annoyed grumble as he laid his head on the sand next to us and dangled the lower part of his body into the water.
“Awww, no one is giving you pets?” I laughed as I ran my hands over the rough scales on the bridge of his nose.
“He certainly loves attention,” Quwaru’s laughter joined mine as she petted his long snout. “Victor is worried about these Utahraptors, but you won’t let anything happen to us, will you, Grumpy?”
The big purussaurus let out a long rumble, and he actually seemed to roll his eyes.
“I don’t think we need you to translate that, Victor,” Nomi chuckled as she joined us in petting him.
“Nope, he was quite clear,” Gee snickered, and the flame woman dipped her hand into the water so she could safely pet him.
Grumpy rolled his eyes back more and then closed them as he enjoyed four hands petting him, and then his rumbling grew longer and softer over the next few minutes.
“Is… is he asleep?” Nomi finally whispered.
“Yep,” I whispered back. “We should go check on dinner.”
“I’ll stay here and keep him company,” Gee said. “And I’ll sleep in the water if you don’t mind.”
“Doesn’t bother me,” I said. “I’ll have the dinos keep watch tonight, unless Sheela is going to set up shifts. Whatever, I’ll let her handle it.”
“I don’t mind taking a shift,” Gee said, “but I can’t really move around the camp without accidentally setting some of that grass over there on fire.”
“I’ll let her know,” I said, and then Nomi, Quwaru, and I got up and walked back to where it smelled like the cooking team was almost done making our dinner.
“Just in time,” Youleena said as we sat down by the fire.
“Yep, we just finished the huts.” Kacerie said as her hut-building team joined us by the fire, and then Sheela’s patrol group walked over to join us, too.
Dinner was roasted fish with garlic, salt, and a yellow vegetable that looked like a tomato but tasted like butternut squash. Everyone had a copper plate to eat off, and we even had two pronged forks made out of copper.
Since we had only eaten a light lunch, everyone dug into their food and didn’t talk much. When I finished, Adella took my plate, and the unofficial clean-up crew of Galmine, Kacerie, and Keefaye joined her to wash each of the copper utensils and plates in the stream by Gee.
“Wow.” I smiled. “This trip is going to be easier than I expected.”
“What do you mean?” Youleena asked as everyone turned to me.
“Before your tribe joined us, there was just a lot more work,” I explained. “I kind of feel like I don’t do too much now.”
“Pfffttt,” Trel raspberried. “There is no reason for our husband to do such menial tasks. The only reason we are all alive is because you are smart and wonderful and have the dinosaurs. You shouldn’t also have to clean the dishes.”
“All the work around the campsite is important,” I chuckled. “We’ll all get sick if the dishes aren’t cleaned.”
“I agree that all the jobs are important,” Zoru laughed. “But Trel makes sense, just as she always does.”
“Thank you.” Trel nodded to the purple monkey-fox-man.
“You’re welcome,” he chuckled. “None of us can control the dinosaurs, but all of us can clean the dishes.”
“Objection,” Trel raised a long finger. “I will not be cleaning dishes. No. And also. Ewww.”
“We know some work is beneath you, Trel.” Kacerie rolled her eyes.
“Besides,” Urka snickered. “You are probably a terrible dishwasher.”
“Excuse me?” Trel gasped. “I’ll have you know that I am simply the best at everything I do. Including washing dishes.”
“Oh?” Urka raised one of her blue eyebrows and blinked her four eyes. “Wanna prove it?”
“I don’t need to prove anything,” Trel scoffed as she crossed her arms and stuck her nose in the air.
“Mehhhh…” Urka shrugged her shoulders. “Sounds like you know the truth. You just aren’t good at this. It’s fine. I mean, you are sooooooo much better at everything else. No one can be perfect at everything. Can they?”
“Fine,” Trel growled as she stood. “Come. Watch me wash these dishes. You will quickly see how amazing I am.”
“Okay!” Urka jumped to her feet, and as soon as Trel turned around to walk toward the stream where the other women were washing the dishes, the blue-haired gnome-girl winked and gave us a thumbs up.
Everyone did their best to stifle their laughter, but it seemed to build like a coiled spring, and we all exploded into a fit of giggles as soon as Trel made it to the water and snatched a copper plate from Galmine’s hands.
“Sheela,” I said after we’d all finished laughing. “Anything worry you about the perimeter?”
“Just the stream,” she said as she nodded to the water. “Our location is on the bottom of a slope, and the area is open to our south. We should be fine with just your dinosaurs guarding, but I would like to have some guard shifts.”
“I’ll take the first one,” I said.
“No.” Sheela shook her head. “You need to rest, you have been--”
“I’ll be fine,” I interrupted. “I’m not at all tired, and it looks like half of you are trying not to yawn. You were all up way before me, and I’ve been sleeping for two or three days anyway.”
“Very well,” Sheela said, and then she quickly organized six more shifts amongst everyone.
Twilight was almost upon us, and the group asked me questions about the route tomorrow until the dishwashing crew returned a few minutes later
“Well?” I asked Urka as I pointed at Trel.
“It’s true,” Urka laughed. “She’s just the absolutely best dishwasher I’ve ever seen.”
“See?” Trel scoffed. “I am practically perfect at everything.”
“Can you show us all again tomorrow?” Urka said with a wide smile. “I’m sure we’d all like to see it again.”
“Pfft, I suppose.” Trel gestured with her hands as she rolled her shoulders. “Just pay better attention next time so you can learn.”
“Will do,” Urka laughed, but then her laugh turned into a long yawn.
“Looks like it’s about time to go to bed,” I said.
“Might I sing you all a song?” Adella asked as she fluttered her eyelashes at me. “I know one that will relax our minds and bodies.”
“I’m fine with it if everyone else is?” I glanced around the tribe, and even though I half expected Trel to object, the spider-woman actually looked intrigued.
“Yay!” The redhead clapped her hands together softly, and then she cleared her throat and closed her eyes.
“Just as the moon kisses the water
Just as the sky loves the sea
Just as the world spins
Just as you are a part of me
I came from afar to see you again
I came from your dreams to taste your lips
I came from the dawn to touch your face
I came back as the moon and sun eclipsed
You found me alive, and we both became one
You found me in love, and we both knew why
You found me today, and we became the land
You found me tomorrow, and we became the sea
You found me forever, and we became the sky”
As Adella’s last note left her mouth, she glanced up to the stars, and we all looked up with her. The light of our campfire couldn’t mute the intensity of the billions of stars above us, and for just a moment, they all seemed to pulse in time with her diminuendo.
“Wow,” I whispered after she finished. “That was beautiful, Adella.”
“It really was!” Galmine gushed. “Ohhh! My heart feels so warm and happy.”
“But also sleepy,” Tannin laughed as she stretched. “It really helped relax me.”
The rest of the tribe agreed, and then everyone began to bid each other goodnight before they picked one of the huts to sleep in.
“Are you sure you wish to take the first watch?” Sheela asked as she stood and stretched her long arms over her head. The movement caused her lean body to bend backwards, and I couldn’t help but trace the shape of her breasts, stomach, hips, and legs with my eyes.
“Yeah…” I said as I shifted in my seat a bit. What I really wanted to do was take her somewhere private and fuck her brains out, but that would have to wait until we had more privacy.
“Very well. Good night, Victor.” Sheela nodded at me, and then she walked into the closest hut.
I turned back to the fire and found that everyone but Quwaru had gone to sleep. The silver-eyed beauty with the red skin was staring into the fire, and she didn’t seem to realize I was watching her until I cleared my throat and got her attention.
“You aren’t tired?” I asked.
“Not particularly.” She shrugged as her eyes rose to meet mine. “I actually wanted to speak with you privately, and now is a good time.”
“Why do I feel like I’m not going to like this conversation,” I chuckled.
“Ohhh, I don’t bite.” Quwaru crinkled her nose at me and then stuck out her tongue, but then she looked back down into the fire, and the flames seemed to make her red skin take on a lustrous golden hue.
“Soooo… what’s up?” I asked after she didn’t speak for a few moments.
“The… stars?” she glanced up.
“No,” I chuckled. “Sorry. It’s slang in my world. Means ‘what is going on?’ Why did you want to talk to me?”
“I am trying to figure out the best way to begin the conversation,” she chuckled as she smiled at me.
“Uh-oh,” I laughed with her. “Now I’m super worried.”
“I’ve been thinking about it all day,” she said. “I’m just… fuck, I’m just going to say it: Victor, we all love you, and you can’t keep doing this to us.”
“Uhhh… what do you…” I let the words hang between us as I raised my eyebrow.
“We…” she sighed… “We aren’t your parents… Victor.”
“I know that,” I said as I looked down away from her and stared into the flames.
“Can I come sit next to you?” she whispered.
“Sure,” I said, and the beautiful woman got up, moved around the fire, and then sat on the ground next to me. She didn’t touch me, though, we just both stared into the flames for a bit.
“You can’t continue to think that you aren’t the most important person in this trib--”
“Did I tell you about my parents?” I interrupted her. “I don’t remember.”
“Galmine told me some,” Quwaru whispered. “But… maybe you can tell me more? I’d like to know more. Please?”
“What do you want to know?” I asked.
“Just… anything you feel like.”
“They met at school,” I began. “They were probably about the same age as I am now, maybe a year or so younger. My mom… she was from another country, and my dad kind of was, too, so they bonded over--”
“What is ‘country?’” Quwaru asked.
“Hmmm… It’s like… well, so I’m guessing most of our planets are the same size, but territories or regions are grouped together and have similar language and living conditions and beliefs.”
“I think I understand that.” Quwaru nodded. “My world didn’t have ‘countries,’ but we had places that had unique practices and-- I guess beliefs-- although I’m sure I might not be understanding it all correctly.”
“That’s okay.” I smiled at her for a second, and then I looked back into the fire. “My mom was from a country called Korea-- well, South Korea-- but that’s like… maybe too much info. My dad’s family was from Ireland, but he was a US citizen, and-- okay, probably none of this is making much sense.”
“I think I understand,” she said. “US is your country, and your parents were kind of visiting? So they bonded because they were both strangers in a strange land?”
“Yeah,” I laughed. “That’s exactly it. You are super smart.”
“I just like to think about things… like you. Tell me more about them?”
“They both really loved animals and…” I laughed a bit. “They actually really liked alcohol. My mom had this drink from her country called soju, and my dad loved whisky. They used to joke with each other about which one was better. That’s how they got together. My dad invited her for a date bar hopping, and she actually drank his ass under the table, or so the story goes. That’s kind of an ironic event in my world. No one drinks like an Irishman, especially not a little woman from Korea. That’s when my dad knew he was in love with her.”
“Sounds as if they had a lot of fun and love together.”
“They did. Everything kind of fell into place in their relationship. They started a business taking care of animals, and then they had me after.”
“You loved them very much,” Quwaru whispered.
“Yeah,” I sighed, and I saw Quwaru’s fingers curl up into the palm of her hand out of the corner of my eye.
“They died in an accident?” she asked. “You may have mentioned it to us before, or maybe Galmine told me. You don’t have to explain more if you don’t want to.”
“It’s fine,” I said. “I’ve had a lot of time to think about it, and it’s not as painful as it once was. We have these metal machines that transport us around on rubber wheels called cars.”
“I had those on my world.” She nodded.
“They go fast on paved roads and someone hit them with their car, and then… that was it…”
“You are worried we will all be taken from you,” she whispered.
“Maybe,” I sighed.
“As I said before, we aren’t your parents.”
“You can say that, but what does that even mean? I know you all aren’t my parents.”
Quwaru didn’t say anything for a few moments, and then she let out a long exhale and looked up at the stars.
“I’m glad that I am here.”
“On Dinosaurland?” I asked. “I realize I haven’t really asked you about your homeworld. Can you tell me about it?”
“Yes…” she paused, and then she looked down so her silver eyes pierced mine. “On… On my world… well… It is rude to ask to touch someone. They are supposed to offer first.”
“Do you… uhhh… want to touch me?” I asked as I glanced down at her hand and saw her fingers tapping the bare red skin of her leg.
“Well… obviously,” she chuckled. “But you know what it means, correct?”
“You can read my mind?”
“Somewhat,” she said. “It’s more… I feel your emotions, and your pleasure and pain and slight thoughts. When you have an intimate conversation with someone, you normally hold their hand so that the understanding is very clear, but it is one-sided with me. I keep wondering if you understand what I mean with my words. I want to make sure that my empathy is clear.”
“I get it.” I smiled at her and then reached out to touch her hand.
Then our fingers wrapped around each other, and Quwaru let out a long sigh as she closed her eyes.
“That’s… so much better.” She smiled for a few moments as a slightly warm sensation seemed to spread through my palm, and then she opened her eyes again and turned her head back to look at the flames.
“You were going to tell me about your world,” I reminded her.
“Yes…” she whispered. “Sorry. I’m just getting used to your… thoughts and emotions and such. You are such a wonderful person, Victor.”
“Errrr… Thanks,” I cleared my throat and scratched the back of my head with my free hand. “We were going to talk about you, though. Why are you glad you are here on Dinosaurland?”
“My world was dying,” the beautiful red-skinned woman stated flatly. “My race had fallen into depravity and a masturbatory debauchery.”
“Uhhh… okay. How?”
“Because of this,” she said as she looked down at where we held hands. “It is a bit of a story…”
“I’ll listen if you’ll tell me.”
“Well…” she let out a deep breath, looked up again to the stars, and then looked over to me. “I also don’t like to talk about myself, but I sense that you really do want to know about me, and it makes my heart warm.”
“I do like you, Quwaru,” I whispered as my eyes strayed to her full red lips.
“Yessss…” she purred as she squeezed her fingers around my hand. “And… you’d know how I felt about you if you had my ability. It is one-sided, but on my world, my people can all do this.”
“Read emotions and thoughts and such?”
“Yes,” she said. “Like I said, ‘thoughts’ might not be the correct word. Or maybe the translation ability our captors have given us is mixing it up. It’s like… a collage of colors and sounds and smells and warm and cold. All together at once. It’s a language, but it isn’t quite that. I don’t hear your thoughts, but I feel these different sensations from you, and then I see these colors in my mind and sense your pleasure or distress. My kind have done it so long that it might as well be language, and most of us can communicate easily enough through touch.”
“But you have to ask for permission first?” I chuckled.
“Yep,” she joined me with a light laugh. “We also try to keep our space from others so we don’t accidently bump into them. Nothing more embarrassing than accidentally touching someone who has a burning desire to impregnate you.”
“I’m sure everyone thought you were beautiful,” I said.
“You don’t know how wrong you are…” her smile faded to a frown, and she looked back to the fire. “A few years after I was born, our scientists figured out this chemical that could heighten the sensations we got from each other.”
“Shit,” I said.
“Yes. You know where this is going. I can tell from your thoughts.”
“But you can go ahead and tell your story anyway,” I sighed.
“It started out innocently enough, I suppose, even though I was too young to remember. First people used it for pleasure with their mates. Then they began to use it more and more. After a few more years, there were… parties where clothes weren’t allowed, and everyone nearly overdosed on the raw sensations.”
“We have a bit of a drug problem on my world, too,” I said. “It can start benign, too. Someone could have surgery or feel depressed, and they take something to ease the pain. Then they get addicted.”
“Did it lead to violence?” she asked.
“Yeah,” I admitted. “Sometimes people would steal or attack others for money to get drugs.”
“That is what began to happen to us,” she continued. “Our leaders tried to stop production, but most people had become addicted not just to the chemical, but to the heightened sensations they got from touching and fucking each other.”
“Shit,” I sighed.
“But I’m just getting started,” she cleared her throat and then looked deep into the orange flames for a few moments.
I didn’t say anything, and the moments turned to minutes as I held her hand. Quwaru finally blinked and then turned to me with a half smile.
“Sorry. I was just remembering. I haven’t thought of home in a long time. Probably because I feel like this is my home now.”
“That’s fine,” I replied. “I’m not in a rush.”
“The babies became an issue,” she continued. “Most women were pregnant, but mothers didn’t know who the fathers were, no one could raise the children, and the little ones were being born addicted to the chemical.”
“Fuck. What a mess.”
“The leaders realized that there were too many babies being born, but it was because of all the sex and endless pleasure. People had stopped working. No one was making food, or tending to the roads, or… anything, really.”
“No one?” I asked.
“Oh, there were some people,” Quwaru smiled sadly at me. “I exaggerate a bit. It was about… maybe half of the population that was lost at this point, and our leaders tried everything. Finally, there was a breakthrough.”
“Uh-oh,” I snorted.
“Yeah,” she sighed. “We had these devices that we used for entertainment and news and such. It had a screen and was made of silicon parts and electricity.”
“Sounds like what we called computers,” I said.
“Yes!” She nodded. “That word is what we called them. Computers. Good, so you know what they are.”
“Did your leaders like… hook people up to the computers or something?” I asked as I had Matrix movie flashbacks.
“Yes.” She tilted her head. “How did you guess?”
“Damnnnn…” I groaned.
“It seemed like such a good idea.” Quwaru turned back to the fire. “Everyone that was addicted just got pleasure from the machine. The plan was to wean them off, but it… it just didn’t work. They fed off their own pleasures and couldn’t handle being denied the pleasure they had come to expect. At this point, most of the entire population of our world… some ten-billion people--”
“Ten-billion?” I gasped.
“Yes.” She nodded. “All of them were hooked to these machines. A few million of us had to care for them. We needed to make the food and then process it for their feeding tubes. Then we had to maintain the machines. It was… a tough life, and there was no time for anything but caring for our people.”
“You couldn’t have just… you know… let them die?” I asked. “I’m sorry if the question seems--”
“No,” she laughed and she squeezed my hand with her fingers. “I know you are feeling empathy and sadness for me. I can feel your emotions. To answer your question: We have always tried to take care of each other.”
“Wouldn’t they eventually die?” I asked. “You said your world was doomed, but didn’t you have enough people to make new babies and move--”
“I had a friend,” Quwaru cut me off. “Her name was Pacala. She was so beautiful and kind and caring. We used to hold hands and walk through the markets and the stores. We used to talk endlessly about everything: men we fancied, clothes, the programs on the vid-screen, just… everything. She never wanted to take the chemicals. She was part of the reason I was able to keep my hope up…”
Qwuaru blinked a few times, and I squeezed her fingers a bit as I waited for her to continue.
“We would do our rounds together,” she whispered. “We maintained almost two-thousand people every day. There were empty units all over, just waiting to be filled. It was wearing on her. We didn’t hold hands anymore. We hardly ever talked. Then… She didn’t meet me one morning. I found her in one of the machines. She had a note tied to her outfit. It said: ‘I’m sorry. I don’t care anymore. I want to be free.’”
“Fuck,” I sighed.
“It happened more and more. Those left behind just decided to plug themselves in. It was suicide, since one less person helping meant one less person providing food, but we were all going to die it seemed, and I started to wonder if it would just be easier to pass in blissful pleasure.”
“Yeah…”
“It was like a noise in my ear that never stopped, and every morning was harder to get out of bed. The world was so still. There was no laughter. No love. It was just the hum of the machines and the endless duty of those left behind. One day, I just didn’t see anyone. Then the food stopped coming out of the dispensary pipes. I walked through the endless isles and thought I saw another worker in the far distance. I thought I heard laughter, but maybe it was my imagination.”
“Then what happened?” I dared to ask.
“I just kept going.” She shrugged. “I found some barrels of processed food-mush and fed who I could. I don’t even think I ate for the last few days. There was an open unit next to Pacala, but I kept saying to myself ‘just one more day. Then you can do it. Then you can be with her.’”
“So, you didn’t see anyone else around?”
“I figured there were others,” she said. “But there were so many in the units. A field of them stretched out as far as the eye could see across the metal plains. I should have been hungry, but I guess my sadness fed me. Then there was the light, and I felt like I was floating up off my toes.”
“And you landed here,” I stated.
“Yes. When I first came to this world, I was very surprised by how brutal it was, but we had fantastic stories of such worlds that our writers and panel-video directors would make, so I was able to adapt.”
“What about your parents?” I asked. “Did you have any siblings, or a boyfriend or… you know… anyone besides Pacala?”
“They were all hooked to the machines,” Quwaru whispered as she glanced away from me. “My father, mother, two brothers, and three sisters. They didn’t die like your parents did, but they were gone in much the same way.”
“I’m sorry.” I squeezed her hand.
“I understand what loss is,” Quwaru said as she turned to me again. “That is why I’m saying that we aren’t your parents. Or else you are my parents, brothers, sisters, and Pacala.”
“What do you mean?”
“You want to protect us because you are terrified that we might die,” Quwaru said as her silver eyes bored into mine. “You never want to feel the way you felt when you found out they were gone forever.”
I didn’t say anything for a few moments. My heart just hammered into my head, and my skull began to feel like I was sinking down, down, down into a twenty-foot deep pool.
“You might be right,” I finally whispered.
“But you have forgotten that all of us have experienced loss,” Quwaru whispered as she raised her other hand to stroke my cheek with her soft fingers. “We don’t want to lose you, either, Victor. Do you understand?”
“Sometimes I feel like it should only be me,” I whispered. “I’m fine risking myself, but I don’t want to risk anyone else if I don’t have to.”
“We need you,” she said as she continued to stroke my cheek. “This may not seem true to you because you are somewhat blinded by your love for us, but you are the most important person in this tribe.”
“I don’t think that is true,” I snorted and pulled away from her fingers a bit.
“Think critically about it for a few moments,” she sighed as she lowered her hand from my face. “Remove any single one of us from the tribe, who’s absence would be felt the most by those trying to survive afterward?”
I looked away from her and focused on the deepest parts of the red embers burning in the fire. Her words echoed in my brain like a rubber ball being bounced in an empty tunnel, and I tried to hold onto her point just like I tried to catch that ball before it bounced too far away from me.
“You all would survive without me,” I finally said.
“Probably not,” she whispered. “And you know it’s true. And you also know that you are eventually going to have to make hard decisions. They will be decisions you aren’t comfortable with. You might have to tell some of us to die so that you can live.”
“No fucking way,” I scoffed. “Not going to happen.”
“Everyone sleeping in those huts would die to protect you,” she whispered as she nodded to the huts across the fire from us. “Maybe not all of them quite love you as passionately as Trel, or Galmine, or Sheela, or Kacerie, or Liahpa yet, but we all love this family, and we all know that you are the glue keeping everything together.”
“I feel as if I’ve made the correct decisions so far,” I said as I forced my anger down into my stomach and relaxed my shoulders. “Everyone has had to take risks to--”
“You went back for your hat without anyone!” Quwaru hissed as she squeezed my hand.
“It was my dad’s hat,” I sighed as I looked into her silver eyes.
“He’s gone,” she whispered. “We aren’t.”
“Look, if I had brought someone with me chances are that we would have been seen. You saw us fight those guys, they were badass mother fuckers. Avoiding them was the entire reason for leaving. We got lucky that we left in time. I got unlucky that they caught me inside the fort, but we got lucky again that I didn’t bring anyone with me. We won in the end, and we didn’t lose anyone. That’s all that matters.”
“Yes…” she cleared her throat. “We all got lucky. Especially since you didn’t die or get captured. You should have sent someone else.”
“No,” I scoffed. “Are you saying that everyone but me is expendable?”
“I’m not saying that,” she replied as she began to rub my palm with her thumb. “Hmmm… This is hard since you can’t feel what I’m feeling, and I know I am frustrating you. It’s not what I wanted.”
“Look, I know you are kind and sweet and you want what is best for all of us,” I said as I forced a smile to my face. “It’s my place to protect all of you. That’s just the way it is.”
“Even if you die?” She raised an eyebrow.
“I mean…” my voice trailed off as I looked into the fire again. “Dying for the people you love? There are worse ways to go.”
“Dying for your hat?” She whispered.
“Well, okay,” I chuckled. “Maybe that was a bit risky. I probably should have left it. I get where you are coming from. It’s just a hat, and if I died, and it brought you all trouble, then--”
“Victor,” she interrupted me. “You still don’t understand. If you die, then we are all going to die. Maybe not immediately, but we need you to survive. It isn’t just the dinosaurs. We need your mind, your leadership, and your discipline. We need you as our light of hope. That is why I am happy here on this world. I had no hope on my homeworld. You asked earlier ‘couldn’t you have just let them die?’ and you are right, it would have been the best decision. It was the horrible task of caring for those who were already lost that really destroyed my people. Had we just… moved on, the survivors could have rebuilt. Can you see the parallels?”
“Yeah,” I said as I let out a deep breath.
“If you had gone to get your hat, and gotten captured or killed, the rest of us would die. This world would destroy us. Had you sent me to get your hat, and they had killed me, nothing much would have changed for the tribe.”
“Don’t say that,” I scoffed. “You are important to all of us.”
“Emotionally, yes,” she agreed as she gave me a small smile. “But you control the dinosaurs and are a much better leader than me. When my tribe and I first came together, I happened to be best-suited for the role. Let me tell you, this was a surprise to me. When I was growing up the hardest decision I had to make was what color of outfit to wear to impress the boy I wanted to impress that day.”
“You did a great job. Your people love you, and your ability is unique because you can tell what people really want and how to help their emotional needs.” I thought about one of my favorite old TV shows: Star Trek: the Next Generation. The character Deanna Troi fulfilled a really important role on the ship, and it was obvious that Quwaru had become her tribe’s leader because of similar empathic abilities.
“Thank you,” she chuckled. “But… you are much better. Galmine calls you her king. It kind of means ‘the head leader’ to me. You really are. It’s not just the dinosaurs you control, but everything you do. I wish the leaders on my world had been able to make the hard decisions. They didn’t. They did what felt good for all of us, and then it ended our existence.”
“Well…” I let out a long breath and then squeezed her hand again. “I think you’ve made your point. You’ve given me a lot to think about, Quwaru. I… I’ll think about it. Sometimes… I just… you know… feel like I’m still this dog catcher nerd who didn’t matter to the world. I know I’ve changed, I know I need to embrace that change, I know that there are going to be hard decisions to make. I guess it’s just easier to think that I’m the only one who is going to be dealing with the repercussions of those decisions. I really appreciate you coming to me and giving me your thoughts. It was hard for me to hear, and I guess it was hard for you to say. Thank you.”
“You are welcome,” she whispered, and her smile grew a bit wider as we continued to stare into each other’s eyes.
I realized we were still holding hands, and I glanced down at where our fingers were woven together. Her touch really did feel wonderful, and I started to wonder what her lips would feel and taste like. Then I thought about what her moans would sound like when I made love to her.
“Ohhhh,” she gasped as she inhaled. “Wowww.”
“Shit.” I cleared my throat and gave her a sheepish smile. “I forgot you can kind of feel my thoughts.”
“It’s fine,” she laughed lightly. “It has been a while since I’ve felt someone desire me. For obvious reasons.”
“Your story makes me sad,” I said as I thought back to the fall of her race.
“My story is just beginning.” She shrugged. “I love my life now. I love being part of this… with you.”
“Well, that makes me happy.” We were still holding hands, and I glanced down to our fingers again before I looked up to her eyes.
Then her silver eyes drifted down to my lips before she licked her own.
I heard an urgent hoot behind me, and I froze just as I was about to lean into Quwaru’s face.
“Shag,” I hissed under my breath as I turned behind us. “Something is coming this way. Fast.”








Chapter 11
“Should I wake everyone?” Quwaru whispered as we both came to our feet and reached for our weapons.
“Not yet. Stay back here by the fire. I’ll go and--”
“Victor…” she sighed.
“Okay,” I growled. “Come with me. I just don’t want to wake them if we don’t need to.”
“Very well,” she agreed, and then we trotted south away from the fire to where Shag and Velma were crouched in the bushes.
“It’s in the hills,” I explained to the red-skinned woman as we squatted behind the cover of the bushes at the foot of the southernmost banyan tree next to the two troodons. “It’s… there… see it?”
I pointed up and to the right a bit to where the slope of the valley descended down to the line of jungle trees separating us from the hills. The moons were only half out tonight, so there was enough light to see about fifty yards or so, everything else was pitch-black.
Except for the circles of yellow-white light that seemed to be hopping toward us in the distance.
“What is it?” Quwaru asked.
“I have no idea,” I answered, and I really didn’t. The lights looked kind of like those long plastic glow-stick jewelry that kids or club-dancers would wrap around their necks or arms. But these lights seemed to be stacked like quarters, and they bounced up and down the hill toward us like a worm wiggling on a hook.
“It’s moving really fast… I think… hard to tell because it’s so dark.” Quwaru leaned her shoulder into mine, but then she seemed to realize she was touching me, and she let out a gasp before she pulled away.
“You can touch me whenever you want,” I whispered. “I’ll always give you permission.”
“O-okay,” she stuttered a bit and then touched her shoulder to mine once more as we both leaned forward.
“It’s about to get down to the bottom of the hill,” I whispered.
“It really looks like it’s coming right at us,” she said.
“It’s hard to tell how far away,” I said. “As I recall, that hill is mostly short grass, so I don’t think it can move as fast through the jungle.”
“Look!” Quwaru hissed. “Up on the ridge. At the top. Do you see it?”
I moved my eyes up through the darkness and saw a bit of a glow where I guessed Quwaru was indicating. A few moments later the light seemed to get brighter, and I saw an orange glow that seemed to pour down the hill and up into the sky like fire.
“It looks like it could be a bunch of torches,” I said. “It has to be more than one to light up the sky like that.”
“They must have just crested the top of the hill,” Quwaru mused.
“Huh,” I said as I tried to puzzle through what I was seeing, since the two sources of light had to be a mile or more away from each other. But as I watched for a few dozen seconds, I felt my stomach start to sink. “They are taking the same path as the bouncing light.”
“Are you sure?” Quwaru asked, and her voice trembled a bit.
“Sure enough to know we need to wake everyone else up,” I said. “That bouncing light is coming right at us, and if the torches are following it, we might have a lot of problems in the next ten minutes. Can you go get everyone up? Tell them to be quiet and meet me back here.”
“Yes, Victor,” Quwaru replied, and then she pulled away from me and silently ran back into the camp.
The bouncing yellow-white circles were now hidden by the level of the jungle trees, but the orange light on the hillside was getting easier to see. There were definitely five points of light, and they wiggled and danced back and forth as if someone was carrying them while they ran.
Torches for sure.
Bruce let out a honk from behind me, and I turned around to find my big buddy looking at me with an inquisitive expression. I didn’t really like the idea of sending him out in the dark, but I really needed eyes in the sky, so I ordered him to fly over the jungle and up into the hills while I thought through our next steps.
My mind scrambled for a plan, but the right answer wasn’t clear immediately. The torches were obviously a group of survivors, but did they know we were here? Why were they following the bouncing circle lights? Was this another group of survivors trying to attack us? Or was it the same group with some sort of bouncing-circle-light weapon that they were sending toward us?
Then my mind stumbled into the obvious, and I almost smacked my forehead: If a group of survivors knew we were camping here, why would they light up the hillside and give us plenty of notice they were attacking?
I looked at the puzzle again with that framing, and a new idea popped into my head. The survivors with the torches didn’t care who saw them, and that meant that they had an objective that they needed to accomplish urgently.
They weren’t “following” the bouncing light. They were “chasing” it.
And the only reason they were chasing it in the middle of the night with a bunch of torches was because they knew they were going to catch it.
I heard my tribe move behind me, and I turned to see the seventeen of them holding spears. They crouched around me without a word, but while Sheela, Liahpa, Gee, both Emeralds, Trel, Quwaru, Zoru, and Emta looked ready to rumble, Tannin, Adella, Keefaye, and Youleena looked almost like they were going to vomit from terror.
“Hold on,” I whispered as I raised my hand. “Bruce is almost there.”
I closed my eyes and switched my vision to my pteranodon. I saw a bit of a glow in the jungle moving toward us, and I was a bit surprised at how quickly the thing was moving through the thick foliage. He couldn’t quite see what the creature was, but it was definitely moving in a wiggly hop-like fashion.
Bruce opened his wings to get a bit of elevation, and then he soared up the hillside toward the torches. Sure enough, there were seven men running down the hill. Like most of the males in Dinosaurland, they were muscular and human-like except for one of the guys who ran on all fours and kind of looked like he had a scaled back.
Bruce flew around them for a few dozen seconds, but they didn’t speak, and I didn’t want to wait any longer to talk to my friends.
“There is something in the jungle heading in this direction,” I whispered. “I don’t know what it is for sure, but there is a group of seven survivors on the hillside chasing it.”
“It could be another survivor,” Sheela said.
“Could be,” I agreed. “I’m not sure if we should wait for it to get here or move. On one hand, if we try to move but it gets here early, and it is aggressive, we won’t be prepared.”
“But we could avoid conflict altogether,” Quwaru said.
“It will be here in less than five minutes.” I closed my eyes and wiped my face with my hands. This was one of the problems with existing outside of fort walls. We didn’t have much of a chance to prepare for a fight.
But we could run away easier, since we weren’t stuck inside fort walls.
“Sheela, is there anywhere we can hide nearby?” I asked.
“There is a small ravine about two-hundred yards to our west.” She pointed. “Emerald found it. We thought of moving our campsite there, but the dinos would have to be up above, and we would not be able to get out easily.”
“Kacerie.” I turned to the pink-haired woman. “Can you use your Lance again?”
“No.” She shook her head. “I need a few more days.”
“Nomi, Gee, Sheela, Liahpa, and Emta, you are with me. We are going to hide up in the trees and see what this thing is when it gets here. Everyone else, follow Emerald into the ravine. I’m keeping Grumpy at the river, and the troodons with me, but the other dinos will go with you.”
“It will be hard for me to climb the tree while we are holding hands.” Nomi actually had her long obsidian hair pulled back away from her ridiculously beautiful face, and the light from the fire danced in her dark eyes as she nodded to where her and Gee had their fingers locked together.
“I can help,” Liahpa grunted.
“Okay,” I looked at my combat team. “Get a spear and a bow. I’m planning on just hiding and observing, but if we have to take these guys out, we’ll do it quickly. Adella, douse the campfire.”
“Easy,” she whisper-sang.
“Team Ravine needs to get moving. Let’s go.”
There was a brief chorus of chaotic whispering as everyone grabbed another weapon or moved to follow the Emeralds.
Liahpa squatted on the ground, and then both Gee and Nomi perched on her shoulders. The scene was a bit comical, since Gee was actually about the same size, and Liahpa wasn’t exactly large, but then the silver-skinned woman easily stood with both women. I noticed that the powerful athlete had her ring-blade tied around her waist with cordage almost in the same manner that Wonder Woman would holster her Lasso of Truth, but I figured it would be easy enough for her to yank it free and then toss it at someone.
And whoever she hit with that thing would have a really, really, really bad day.
“Should we all be in the same tree?” Emta asked.
I glanced around at the grove of massive banyan-looking trees and then picked one that was between our campfire and the direction of the ravine that Emerald was leading everyone to.
“We’ll all be up there. It’s big and high enough so that we all don’t have to be on top of each other, but we can still hear each other.”
We all jumped up into the tree around the same time, and Liahpa didn’t have any trouble lumberjacking up the massive trunk with the two women on her shoulders. When we were about halfway up, and I sensed that the Emeralds’ group was about fifty yards away, a small pillar of water rose from the stream and doused the fire.
Damn, Adella really did have awesome control over water.
It was too dark for a few moments, but then my enhanced eyes got used to the dim light from the moon and stars, and I began to make out the shapes on the ground. The women in the tree around me passed around a few bows and arrows, and I took one from Sheela as I wiggled the branch between my thighs so I could shoot.
We didn’t speak as we waited, but I thought I could sense the presence of my women in the branches next to or above me. Then I realized that my mind wasn’t playing tricks on me. I knew exactly where Sheela clung to the branch above me and the position of her body, and I looked up in the dim light to see that I was correct.
I knew Liahpa was on the other side of the trunk squatting with her bow ready, so I slowly leaned forward on my branch til I could see around the trunk.
I was one-hundred percent correct, and there was no way I could have possibly guessed the way she was sitting on the branch.
I could kind of feel Nomi, Gee, and Emta on the other branches, but I couldn’t picture how they were positioned in my mind.
Was it because Liahpa and Sheela were in my Eye-Q?
That might be why I could perfectly picture their bodies, but I could still “feel” the location of Nomi, Gee, and Emta almost like it was a sixth sense.
Was it because they were in my tribe? The Eye-Q didn’t indicate any sort of tribe or clan relationship.
Was it because of my Tame ability?
Then I realized that this sixth sense sensation felt very similar to the way I could feel where my dinosaurs were.
I took a breath and pushed my eyes to Sheela.
For a few seconds, nothing seemed to happen, but then I blinked and realized that the angle of the ground beneath me had changed.
And I was now staring at the back of my own head from the cheetah woman’s eyes.
I raised my own hand over my head and saw it move, and then I almost jumped up off my branch and shouted.
My vision jumped back to my own body just as I saw a light flash, so I carefully took a deep breath as I prepared for whatever was coming through the jungle to show itself.
Then the seconds ticked by, and nothing happened.
Did I imagine the flash?
I realized that the blip of light might have actually been an alert from my Eye-Q, so I quickly blinked and pulled up my menu.
Then my heart skipped a beat when I saw my stats:
Strength: 5
Stamina: 6
Movement: 4
Special Skill: Tamer -- Level 6
Special Skill: Empathetic Precognition -- Level 1
I’d gained a point of Stamina, and I’d gained a level of Tame, but my eyes focused on the last line of my Eye-Q as I drew in a sudden breath.
What the fuck was Empathetic Precognition?
“Victor?” Sheela whispered above me, but before I could answer, I saw the glow push through the jungle to our right, and I blinked my Eye-Q away just as someone hopped out of the treeline and toward where our huts were.
The figure move-hopped like it was bouncing in a sack, but it quickly became obvious that it moved the way it did because it’s arms, hips, and legs were bound by a glowing rope. The weird jerky movement I’d observed before on the hillside suddenly made sense as the figure coiled its legs and then launched itself a good twenty feet away.
It moved with surprising speed, but I thought I saw a long ponytail of hair flag out behind its head as it bounded, and then I felt my stomach flip when I noticed that the figure had crazy thick thighs, wide hips, a narrow waist, and breasts that were all wrapped up with the banded glowing rope.
“Victor!” The bound woman called out as soon as she landed by our doused campfire pit.
“Bexcee?” I shouted down from the tree.
“Yes!” she hopped up and down as she looked up at the tree. “IsteppedontotheirtrapandtheyhavebeenfollowingmeforhoursandIneedyourhelpcanyoucuttheropesandthenIwillrunaway!”
“Shit,” I groaned. I didn’t know exactly what she said, but I got “trap,” “following me,” and “cut rope.”
“Who the fuck is that?” Emta hissed. “How does she know your name?”
“I met her when I traveled with Emerald,” I said as I tried to twist my body so I could climb down. “She can run super fast.”
“You are going down?” Nomi whispered.
“They will be here any moment!” Liahpa whispered.
“We have to help her,” I said as I tried to move down the branches, but then I realized that it would be too hard to do it with my bow in my hands, so I just set it on the branch, double-checked that my Cricket Bat of Doom was secure on my back, and then I jumped down to the next lowest branch.
I landed as easily as a monkey, and then I swung down two more branches before I dropped the twelve or so feet to the ground. By the time I made it down, Bexcee had already hopped over, and her big dark eyes were wide with terror.
“You stepped into a trap or something?” I asked as I pulled my sharp piece of flint out of my pocket.
“Oneofthemputs--”
“Slower!” I hissed as I brought the sharp edge up to cut at her bindings, it looked almost like cotton rope that I’d find on a sailboat, but it glowed a golden-yellow like a light stick. It was probably as bright as a 60-watt light bulb, and I had to blink my eyes a few times as I maneuvered the piece of flint against the cordage.
“One of them has these r-r-ropes,” Bexcee stuttered. “He puts it on the ground and it’s hard to see. I stepped on it by accident. He can tell where I am. They have been chasing me.”
“Shit,” I groaned as I pulled my blade against the rope.
“What’s wrong?” she panted. “Ifyoucan’tcutitthenIwon’tbeabletogetawaybecauseI’msotiredofhoppin--”
“Slower!” I hissed again, and then I looked up into the tree. “Liahpa, I need you.”
Almost before I finished speaking, the silver-skinned woman was floating to the ground, and she landed as gently as a cotton ball.
“Maybe you can rip this or cut it with your ring?” I growled as I kept trying to cut the rope with my piece of flint. It might as well have been a piece of steel rope for how little effect my simple tool was having on it.
“I might hurt her if I try to rip it apart,” Liahpa whispered as she yanked her ring off her belt.
“Ohhhh!” Bexcee gasped. “Pleasedon’thurtmeIjustwanttorunfreeandnotbe--”
“Calm down,” I didn’t know what else to do, so I gently began to stroke the woman’s cheek as Liahpa bent down to look at the glowing cordage wrapped around the running woman’s thick legs.
“There is some space between her calves. I think I can cut here.”
“Victor!” Gee hissed, and I looked up to see all of them pointing toward the trees.
I glanced in their direction and thought I saw the glow of torches.
“We don’t have a lot of time,” I whispered to both Liahpa and Bexcee.
“I think… I…” Liahpa hissed each word as she tried to wedge the side of her ring-blade in between the space between the glowing rope and Bexcee’s thick calves. “There!”
The beautiful silver-skinned woman yanked her ring free, and the rope tore away from Bexcee’s body like Christmas tree tinsel and dusted all over the ground.
There was a sudden vacuum of air, and Liahpa’s floating white hair twisted over her face toward me as a small puff of dust trailed across the ground toward our north. Then I heard a tiny splash of water a half second later, and then nothing.
Bexcee was gone.
“You’re welcome,” I groaned in the running woman’s direction as I brushed off a piece of faintly glowing rope from my arm.
“What… where is she?” Liahpa asked.
“She runs really fast,” I said as I quickly brushed a few flakes of rope out of her white hair.
“Victor!” Emta hissed.
“Get up the tree,” I ordered Liahpa, and we both ran back to the banyan. My lover practically ran up the side with a combination of her amazing strength and ability to kind of float off surfaces, but I only managed to make it up to the lowest branch before I saw a break of light in the forest.
“Shittttt…” I mouthed as quietly as I could as I froze on the lowest branch and looked back into the forest, but when I saw I still had a few more seconds, I jumped up to the next branch, and then I grabbed Sheela’s hand so that she could help haul me up to my original perch.
My heart was racing in my chest, and I tried to take the slowest breaths I could as I studied the tree-line.
Then the group of men broke into my camp clearing like a pack of rhinos.
“Stop! It isn’t moving!” The men in the front skidded to a stop a few dozen feet from where the rope pieces laid at the foot of our tree, and the group all managed to stop without crashing into each other.
The seven survivors all wore ripped-up shorts, and half of them didn’t have shirts. The guy at the front turned his head around in a half circle, and I found my eyes focusing on him. He was only about five-feet tall, but he also looked to be five-feet wide, and his thighs were thick with muscle. His lower body wasn’t nearly as ripped as Bexcee’s was, but he looked a lot like those sprinter cyclist dudes that spent their lives hammering the pedals of their bikes. His hair was white, and he had three eyes. Two were in the normal position, and one was in his forehead. The three of them glowed with the same faint golden color as the rope, and his eyes soon landed on the torn bindings.
“She cut free,” he grumbled as he walked over to the discarded pile right beneath us, and I could sense my women tense on the branches around me.
All these guys had to do was look up.
“Can you sense any particles on her?” Another man asked, and this guy had a furry torso, an almond-shaped head, and legs that looked like curved springs. They weren’t quite the same prosthetic design that I’d seen on my world, since his legs looked hairy and organic, but they looked close enough to make me think they functioned the same way.
“Nothing,” the three-eyed man grumbled, and then he bent down to pick up some of the pieces of the rope. They were starting to lose their glow now, and the dude’s shoulders were tense from obvious rage.
“How could she cut them?” A man with a flat face, mint-colored skin, and four arms asked. “I thought you said they couldn’t be cut? No one has cut them before!”
“I don’t know,” the first man growled as he turned to look at the four-armed man. “It’s never happened before.”
“No one has ever taken us on that long of a chase before, either,” said a man who looked human, except he had a beard that wagged down from his face like a dog’s tail, and he had ten fingers on both his hands.
“Waste of a fucking night,” four arms groaned. “We could have just been hunting. Instead, we were running all over the valleys. I don’t even know where we are. Pecaat, what direction is our camp?”
“That way.” A man with a bat’s head and giant ears said as he pointed to the east and a bit south. “Ten miles.”
“Fuckkkkk…” the group groaned in unison.
“Wish we would have caught her…” the man with the spring legs groaned.
“We’ll see her again,” the man with the beard said. “She’s always watching what we are doing. Running around the outside of our camp just out of reach. Bet she thinks she is real smart.”
“Hey,” Pecaat hissed. “Look over there. Looks like some huts.”
I knew there was a chance they could see our huts, since the structures were in the clearing, and these guys had torches, but part of me hoped that the men would just run through.
“They look empty,” one man said.
“Fire pit,” Three-eyes said as he began to walk away from the base of our tree and toward our huts and campfire.
I bit my lip as I decided what to do. Most of the seven men were either right under our tree, or close enough to take out easily, but they still outnumbered us, and I didn’t really want to risk a fight. Sure, I had the troodons hiding in some bushes close enough to also help, and I had Grumpy laying by the water on the other side of the camp.
I also knew that Nomi could stop someone’s power while Sheela, Liahpa, Emta, Gee, and I tore into them.
It still felt like the odds weren’t completely in my favor, and if I knew anything from playing video games all my life, it was that nothing beat a good ambush with superior numbers and firepower.
“It’s out,” Beard-man said as soon as the group moved over a bit to look at the fire.
“Huh,” the spring-leg man said as he crouched down and began to touch the cooking rock in the middle of the pit. “Looks like there is a bit of food still on the rock, and they are warm. Someone must have camped here a day or so ago.”
“Wonder what happened to them?” another one said, but I couldn’t tell who had voiced the question.
“Uhhh… probably fucking monsters ate them?” the mint-man with the four arms hissed.
“Should we just stay here tonight?” Pecaat said.
“Hmmmmm…” Three-eyes said as he tapped his thick fingers together.
The campsite was a good sixty or so yards away from the stream, and Grumpy had been laying half in the water the whole time. He probably looked like a big fallen tree, even in the torchlight, but I could feel how eager he was to tear into these fucks.
I had a better idea, or so I hoped, since it kind of meant putting my big pal in danger, and if it didn’t work, we’d probably have to fight these guys.
I told Grumpy to let out the most menacing rumble he had ever rumbled, and my buddy obliged.
It sounded like an earthquake mixed with a dump truck getting slowly crushed under a hundred-thousand pounds of gravel, and the big purussaurus’ growl actually made the branch I was sitting on tremble from a good eighty-yards away. The men all jerked their heads toward the river, but the light from their torches weren’t strong enough to reach the edge of the water.
“What the fuck was that?” Beard-man gasped.
“There is… something… over there,” Peccat whispered. “I can kind of see it by the--”
“No, shit, there is something over there!” Spring-legs hissed. “It’s probably what ate the survivors that used to be camped here.”
“There are no walls around the camp,” Mint-man said. “No way I’m staying here. It’s only ten miles back, but then we’ll be behind walls and in our own beds.”
“Agreed,” Three-eyes sighed. “We lost the woman, but she’ll probably be back to watch us. Whatever made that noise sounds meaner than anything we’ve come up against so far. Let’s just run back to camp.”
The other men nodded, and then they backed away from Grumpy’s direction until they were back under our tree. Then Three-eyes clicked his tongue twice, and the group of men spun around and ran back into the jungle.
We waited in silence for a few moments, but then I held up my hand toward Emta when she opened her mouth. She closed it quietly, nodded, and then looked back into the jungle.
Then we waited for a few more minutes until the dots of the torches were up on the hillside.
“Okay,” I said after the last torch spot had crested the hill. “Everyone did good. Let’s get down.”
“I thought you’d want to take them out?” Emta asked.
“I didn’t like the odds,” I said as we all started to climb down. “They were too even.”
“Too even?” Liahpa asked as she grabbed onto Nomi and Gee and then began to Mary Poppins down the branches but without an umbrella.
“Seven against five and some troodons.” I shrugged. “If we had to fight them, I would have fought them, but I would have preferred having Kacerie to take two out quickly, then it would have been five on five-- well, four after Nomi Eclipsed one of them. Those are great odds.”
“Yeah,” Gee snickered. “Best to brutally pound your enemy into the lava sea with superior numbers and strength. Less chance of losing anything during the exchange.”
“Victor,” Sheela cleared her throat. “They ran in the same direction we are heading. It seems we will have to fight them later.”
“That’s a possibility,” I said, “but they said south-east, and our camp is south-west. Once we get settled, I’ll use Bruce to explore in that direction. Then we’ll figure out where their base is and take them out at our leisure. I know I didn’t want to fight them now, but I get the feeling they might not be that powerful?”
“Why do you think that?” Liahpa asked.
“Well… Let me get the group back here, and I’ll explain.” I moved my vision to Hope and found the gentle parasaurus standing near the entrance to the dark ravine beside Trel and Kacerie.
I commanded Hope to gently nuzzle Kacerie, and then Jinx let out a soft chip as he fluttered his wings and ran around both women’s legs.
“I think Victor told them it is safe to go back,” Kacerie said, and then I ordered the rest of the dinos to begin walking back to the camp.
“Okay,” I said as I blinked back to my body. “Soooo… The head guy had the three eyes and the rope ability that held Bexcee--”
“Why didn’t she fucking stay around?” Emta groaned. “Did she even say thank you? I didn’t hear her say thank you.”
“She did not say thank you,” Liahpa sighed.
“She’s a bit shy,” I said. “I’m not bothered that she left. She’ll come back around soon, I think. Anyway, three-eyed guy just had the rope power, but that doesn’t seem too powerful, but what really sealed the deal was when Grumpy made the noise.”
“That was quite fearsome.” Sheela smiled, and her sharp fangs glittered in the pale red and white moonlight
“It was,” I agreed, “But let me tell you. The guys that Emerald and I came across camped near our new fort location would have just laughed at Grumpy’s rumble and then walked over and killed him. Same with the dudes we just fought at our old camp. Both of those survivor groups are super powerful and don’t fear any of the dinosaurs.”
“They’d fear them if they knew you were controlling them,” Emta huffed.
“Did you just pay me a complement?” I snickered.
“I’m allowed to be nice to you,” she laughed as she crossed her arms. “I told you that I’m going to be nice to you from now on.”
“What’s going on?” I heard Kacerie call out, and then we all moved back to the campfire so that the group could speak together.
“Emerald,” I said as I turned to the two green-skinned women. “Bexcee was the one who ran through our camp. She had this gold rope wrapped around her body.”
Ahhh. She is beautiful and strong. I knew she would come back to you. Females are always drawn to males who they want to mate with.
“Liahpa cut the rope, and then she ran away.”
“Who is this Bexcee?” Quwaru asked.
I briefly explained meeting the incredibly fast woman to my tribe, and then I recounted how the men who were chasing her decided to give up and go home.
“So, we are okay to keep camping here tonight?” Keefaye asked.
“Yeah,” I said, “but there is something else that we all need to talk about before we head back to sleep.”
I paused as I blinked my Eye-Q open, and then I stared at my stats as I took a deep breath.
“What’s wrong, Victor?” Galmine asked.
“I have a new skill in my Eye-Q,” I started, “It appeared when I got Tame to level six, and I think I know how to level everyone else’s abilities quicker.”








Chapter 12
The group all began talking at once, and I chuckled a bit as I raised my hands.
“One at a time,” I said as I turned to the purple-furred fox-monkey-man “Zoru, I think you asked first.”
“What is the new ability?” he asked.
“It’s called Empathetic Precognition, but I have no idea what it does. It’s level one right now, but it definitely popped into my Eye-Q just when I hit level six with Tame, but that’s not what I wanted to talk to you all about.”
“Empathetic Precognition?” Quwaru gasped. “My ability is called Empathetic Thoughts! Do you think they are similar?”
“I’m not sure.” I shrugged. “Precognition means to like… hmmm… see the future? I guess. It’s like something that oracles in legends do. Or like psychics.”
Half of the women gave me blank stares, and I laughed a bit as I tried to figure out a better way to explain it.
“Is it when you feel as if you are going to have a really good day, and then you do?” Galmine asked with her usual sweet smile. “That sounds like a good ability, Victor.”
“Not quite like that,” I chuckled. “Uhhh, more like when you predict that something is going to happen.”
“You have often done this,” Sheela said, and the rest of the women turned to her.
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“You seem to know things are happening before they do.” Sheela shrugged. “You built the fort to keep us safe from the orange birds. Then you built a larger fort to keep us safe from the black raptors. You tamed the dinosaurs when we needed it, and you knew we needed to leave our old fort.”
“I don’t think that’s any special ability,” I said as I tapped my chin. “Well, the dinosaur stuff is obviously Tame, but the rest of it is just trying to survive and getting lucky.”
“Pfft!” Trel gagged. “Dear Victor, you aren’t just ‘lucky.’ Ewww. You are obviously a genius. Great minds like ours get things done, it is not luck or this telling-the-future-like crazy people things.”
“It is more than that, though.” Sheela shrugged again and then turned to look at me across the fire. “I will show you sometime tomorrow. I have seen you do things that are… interesting. I think I know what this power is.”
“Okay, we can talk about it tomorrow,” I said.
“You wanted to say how we could, uhhh, ‘level’ our abilities quicker?” Youleena asked as she raised a white eyebrow. “I would like to increase my Stone Meld so that I can help us build walls and structures quicker.”
“I would also like to Water Bless quicker!” Keefaye blurted out as she raised her hand.
“It would be nice to use Lance a bunch more,” Kacerie said. “If I could have done six, then we could have easily dealt with those men chasing your friend.”
Everyone else chimed in, and I had to wave my hands a bit to get them to settle down.
“I was thinking that it’s not just ‘using’ the ability more,” I started. “If it was, then Sheela would have leveled up her Critical Strike a bunch already.”
“I have not used it that much,” Sheela countered.
“Sure.” I shrugged. “I might be wrong, but I’ve noticed that my skill goes up when I either tame a bigger dinosaur, or I do something unique with my powers, and I did something unique while I was up in the tree: I used my ability to look through Sheela’s eyes.”
Everyone opened their mouths and turned to look at the beautiful blonde warrior woman.
“Ahhh…” She smiled. “That explains it.”
“Explains it?” I asked.
“Yes,” she laughed, and the sound was so rare that I was taken back by how beautiful her joy sounded. “I felt… you so close to me. It was a connection. Similar to what I feel when you make love to me. I felt you all around me. It is hard to explain. It was warm… and… just… nice. I saw you raise your hand, and then the feeling was gone right afterward.”
No one said anything for a few moments, but then Adella cleared her throat and batted her long eyelashes at me. “Uhhh... Victor, can you look through my eyes? I would like to feel that feeling that Sheela just felt. Yes. Please.”
“Well…” I cleared my throat and tried not to smirk. “The thing is that I think it only works on specific women that I’ve already been intimate with. I’ll try, but I don’t think it will work.”
I closed my eyes and focused on Adella, but after a few dozen seconds passed, nothing happened, so I tried to move to one of the Emeralds. Sure enough, my vision immediately shifted to her point of view, and the woman raised her hands and flexed her fingers into a tight fist as I watched.
I jumped to the other Emerald, and then I moved to Kacerie.
“I… feel… it…” the pink-haired woman muttered, and everyone looked at her. “Yeah… it’s really… nice feeling. Wow.”
“I can see out of your eyes,” I made my own voice say. “I’ll try Liahpa.”
I moved to the silver-skinned woman, and she let out a loud sigh as soon as my vision came from her point of view. Then I moved to Galmine and Trel. Each of my lovers let out a gasp as I viewed the world from their eyes, and I could tell by the flush of their cheeks when I returned to my own vision that they liked the sensation. When I was in their eyes, I glanced at myself as I sat around the fire with my own eyes closed. It had been a long time since I looked in the mirror, and I was a bit surprised to see both how skinny and yet shredded I was. Veins ran down every part of my shoulders, arms, and chest, and I looked better than Bruce Lee did at his prime.
“This could be very useful,” Gee said.
“It might be.” I shrugged. “I can already see out of my dinosaurs’ eyes, so I can use them as scouts and such. My main point of this discussion is that I think taming new and bigger dinosaurs raised the level of my Tame ability, and then trying new things with my power, like when I looked through Sheela’s eyes, helped me improve. I don’t think practicing the same task over and over is going to raise anyone’s level.”
“Hmmm…” Zoru muttered. “What you are saying is that I can use my Jaunt over and over again, but it won’t get any better.”
“We still have to test it.” I shrugged. “But, yeah, that’s what I think is going on.”
“How can you test it?” Quwaru asked.
“I think Sheela will be the easiest,” I said as I turned to the beautiful blonde. “When we get to our new base, we’ll set up some targets and have her use Critical Strike over and over. If she gains a level, then maybe I’m wrong, or I could be wrong that repetition gains levels, but still correct that using the skill in a new way does raise the level.”
“Victor,” Sheela said as she frowned a bit. “I am unsure how to use my Critical Strike in a new way. How would we improve it if your theory is correct?”
“That’s a good question,” I said as I shrugged. “There are eighteen of us, though. If we talk to each other about our abilities, and how they work, we should be able to come up with unique ideas for each other.”
“Sheela, maybe using different weapon types might help you,” Liahpa offered as she pointed to the ring blade on her hip. “You’ve used the bow and spear a lot, but maybe a few tests with the ring will level you up.”
“It is worth trying,” I said as everyone nodded. “Let’s all just think about it, and talk with each other while we travel. That’s all I wanted to talk about tonight. Who has watch now? I’m ready to sleep.”
“I believe it is my turn,” Quwaru said as she raised her hand. “Gee, can you help me with the fire.”
“Yeah,” the flame born woman said as the group began to split up and move toward the huts.
I grabbed Kacerie and Liahpa’s hands, and then I smiled at the Emeralds, Trel, Sheela, and Galmine before I nodded to one of the huts. A few minutes later all of us were laying on one of the straw mats inside, and my head rested on Liahpa’s strong abs while Sheela and Galmine curled up on either side of me, and the others slept beside them.
Sleep ended up coming almost instantly, and I woke up the next morning sandwiched between both Emeralds. There was no one but the three of us in the hut, and the bit of golden sunlight pouring in through the opening accompanied by a fit of giggling from the campfire outside.
“Hmmm… Everyone is already up,” I whispered as I turned my head over and kissed one of the Emeralds on the forehead.
She stirred, blinked open her white eyes, and then gave me a wide smile. Then she reached up to gently stroke my cheek as the other Emerald buried her face into my back. The three of us laid there for a few more moments, and then I let out a snort as I heard Trel cackle and say “That’s because you need to just do as I tell you to do!” to someone.
“We should probably head out,” I said, and then I leaned in to kiss the Emerald I was facing.
Her dark-green lips opened to meet mine, and then our tongues played together for a few moments before we broke apart. Then I kissed her on the nose and forehead before I rolled over and pulled that Emerald into my chest. She kissed me just as playfully, and I ran one of my hands down to cup her tight ass while our tongues explored each other’s mouths. I was tempted to take things a bit farther, especially since neither of the women would moan while I made love to them, but the sounds around the campfire and morning light really did mean it was time to get going, and I didn’t want to rush my lovemaking with the beautiful green-skinned women.
“Later,” I promised them both as I kissed them again on their foreheads, and then I helped them both stand before we walked out.
“Good morning!” I greeted everyone, and a chorus of voices returned my greeting.
Galmine and Keefaye were passing around plates of food, and we all sat around the fire, ate, and chatted about the route today.
“We should be able to make it to the cave today,” I told the group. “We’ll all be able to camp inside, but the path on the side of the hill is a bit narrow, so I’m concerned that my dinos will have to be stretched out. I’ll probably put Tom on one side, and then Grumpy on the other in case we get attacked.”
“Do you think we’ll run into any more survivors?” Quwaru asked.
“Always a possibility.” I shrugged.
“It is stressful… traveling like this.” Youleena sighed. “I much prefer being behind walls.”
“I agree,” Tannin said as she pulled her orange hair back from her eyes. “It seems that there is danger everywhere.”
“I like the excitement,” Emta chuckled. “You never know what will test our mettle next.”
“You can also heal from any damage,” Urka pointed out. “It’s not as risky for you as it is for us. Some of us might get hurt and never recover.”
“You are right.” Emta frowned and then glanced at Tannin. “I know that your wings are gone. I did not mean to make you feel--”
“It’s fine!” Tannin waved her hands and gave us all a shy smile. “I miss… flying… I really do, but that also seems dangerous on this world. Not all of the creatures in the sky are as nice as Bruce. I am just thankful that Victor saved me from… well…”
“We don’t have to talk about it anymore,” Quwaru said as she stood and began to gather the breakfast plates. “Maybe there is a way we can figure out how to use your Wind Summon without your wings. That might actually level them up!”
“It might!” Tannin laughed.
The group cleaned up breakfast, and my stronger tribemates broke down the huts while I walked around to inspect and pet each of my dinos. Katie had a bit of a cut on one of her feet, but it wasn’t really hurting her. Still, I rubbed a bit of our salt into the wound to help fight infection, and then I gave the big trike a few extra pets and kisses.
Then we were ready to go.
Other than the fight with the five men from Chrysanthemte’s tribe, the journey yesterday had been pretty easy, and we’d passed through the various valleys without harassment from any dinos or survivors. I was hoping that this day would also be as easy, but the air felt a bit more electric, and there were more roars and sounds echoing through the valley as we pushed through the jungle and made our way up the hill.
“I hate these slope crossings,” I said to Quwaru as we drove our dinos up the slope of the hill. She was actually on Butt-Head today, and we had done a few turns around the caravan before coming to ride together. “Anyone can see us on the ridge if they are looking in this direction.”
“This particular one can only be seen from down below,” the red-skinned woman said as she glanced down behind us. “It isn’t high enough.”
“Next few are higher,” I said. “You know, when I first came here, I thought the way the valleys were built seemed kind of odd.”
“What do you mean?” she asked.
“It’s just valley after valley, and they kind of seem to be the same size. It just seemed a bit… organized, but when I think back to the place where I lived on my world, it was all a bunch of valleys, too.”
“Perhaps the worlds have something in common with their structures,” she said.
“I lived near a fault line,” I continued as I thought about the Los Angeles and greater Southern California area.
“What is that?” she asked.
“Hmmm…” I rubbed my chin and tried to figure out how to explain it. “Imagine two pieces of cloth on a flat table or something, and then you try to push them together. What happens?”
“They would bunch up,” she answered.
“Exactly. Maybe we are near one here, and that’s why there are all these valleys.”
“Or it could be by design from these ‘Overlords’ as you call them.”
“Could be,” I said with a shrug.
“You handled last night well,” she said as she gave me a bit of a smirk.
“Oh?”
“Yes. Perhaps my words really did resonate? I can’t help but feel that the Victor of a few days ago would have sent us all into the ravine while he climbed up into the tree alone to see what the lights were.”
“Wellllll…” I snickered. “I might have thought about what you said a bit when I was deciding where to send everyone. Thanks again for talking to me about your concerns. I’m really glad that you decided to join us.”
“You did save my tribe and me,” she chuckled. “And I knew it was safe to go with you.”
“You did?”
“Yes, remember when I first touched your hand? That is when I knew you were an honorable man who would protect us.”
“Oh, yeah,” I said as I recalled the meeting when she’d introduced me to her friends. “That seems like forever ago.”
“It was just a few weeks,” she laughed. “But it was easy for us to come together.”
“Come together?” I snickered.
She blinked her silver eyes a few times, and then she smiled wider. “I understood that. Quite coy, Victor. I was more referring to our tribes, but… I admit I enjoyed our connection last night.”
“Before your world began to end, did you have a boyfriend or anything?” I asked.
“Nothing serious,” she said as she turned away from me to gaze up the slope of the hill. “In fact, you probably wouldn’t recognize that girl and the woman I am now. I dallied with men, well, better to call them ‘boys,’ but I was young then, and by the time I would have looked to start a family…”
“Hardship has changed all of us,” I said as I glanced at my tribe riding on their dinosaurs. The group was softly chatting with themselves, and I was excited to discuss what ideas they had come up with for their Eye-Q special abilities.
Quwaru didn’t speak for a few moments, and we rode in a comfortable silence, but then she looked at me, and I couldn’t help but notice her eyes roam over my bare chest.
I smiled back at her, and she opened her mouth to speak, but then she closed her lips, glanced around, and then nodded at where Sheela rode on Bob.
“Did Sheela tell you what she thought your new ability was?” Quwaru asked.
“Not yet,” I said. “Probably when we break for lunch or stop for the night. Do you have any ideas?”
“No,” she said. “I find it interesting that both our abilities have ‘Empathetic’ as part of the language, and I wonder how similar they are.”
“I don’t really feel like I can read minds.” I shrugged.
“My power isn’t quite reading minds,” she said as she twisted her pretty mouth around. “Maybe… well… I guess that’s the end result? What if your power works the same way?”
“So, it’s precognition through empathy?” I asked as I thought through her idea. “But… I still can’t tell the future. I dunno. Maybe I need to level it up more.”
“According to your theory, you won’t be able to level it up until you understand the rules that you can break around it,” she pointed out.
“Ahh… that’s a good point,” I chuckled. “You are really smart.”
Quwaru laughed and shook her head. “It’s funny. I talked a bit about my past before… well…”
“Everything went to shit on your world?” I filled in.
“Yes. I look back at myself and shake my head. It was almost as if I had air for brains. Caring for others changed me, and then when I came here, I changed again. If you told my younger version that I would be leading a group of survivors on a primitive world with no machines, clothes, or entertaining vid-shows, she would have rolled her eyes and thought the prediction was ridiculous.”
“Same,” I chuckled. “I always thought I was clever, but I never got the success I thought I should have. Maybe that was because I spent too long thinking about my parents instead of moving on. But here I am. You gave me good advice last night. I need to make sure my heart doesn’t get in the way of logical decisions. I know that isn’t exactly what you meant, since you also said that I need to consider everyone else’s feelings. I need to be the right kind of leader.”
“Maybe the conversation with me helped you gain the new ability?” She shrugged and gave me another beautiful smile.
“Hmmm…” I thought that I’d gotten the new ability after I viewed the world through Sheela’s eyes, but maybe Quwaru had a point.
It was kinda strange that both our abilities said “Empathetic.”
“I should… ride around some more,” she said after she gave me another hesitant look that seemed to hint that she didn’t want to really go anywhere, so I decided that I might chance a bit of boldness.
“Did you like my thoughts when we touched last night?” I asked as I tried to keep my shoulders relaxed.
“Which thoughts do you mean?” Quwaru raised an eyebrow, but the playful spark in her silver eyes made me think she was baiting me.
“The ones where I found you desirable,” I stated as I met her gaze.
We stared at each other, and then she took a deep breath and let her eyes drift down to my chest again.
“I think you know I did,” she whispered just loud enough for me to hear over the sound of our pachys walking.
“Do you want some more?” I asked as I held out my hand, and I felt a bit proud that it wasn’t shaking from nerves. Yeah, I was the King of Dinosaurs, and I had over half a dozen beautiful lovers, but I still kind of thought of myself as a nerd, and I wasn’t used to being so forward with women.
“Maybe…” she glanced around at the rest of the tribe, but no one was really looking at us, so she steered Butt-Head a little closer before she reached out her hand to hold mine.
I felt the same tingly warmth as soon as our fingers and palms came together, and she closed her eyes for a few seconds as she let out a long exhale.
“Well?” I asked after she opened her eyes, licked her lips, and sighed again.
“I like touching you,” she whispered.
“I like touching you, too,” I purred, and I couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were urgently poking against her black bikini top.
“It’s been a while since I’ve felt this way,” she muttered as she looked away from me. “And when I felt something like this, I was so much younger, and so much more foolish. For a long time, I was afraid to touch anyone. Even the other women in my tribe. Even though I knew they didn’t have the chemical, I was afraid to know what they thought.”
“That must have sucked,” I sighed as I gently squeezed her hand. “Seems like this is a natural way that your people interacted.”
“It was,” she said. “That changed when the chemical came out. So… yes. I realize most of you communicate just with eyes and voices, but I’m used to this other aspect, so thank you for letting me touch you. I eventually came to touch my friends, but I have not… you know… with a man I was interested in.”
“Anytime,” I chuckled. “I’m glad I interest you.”
“I’m glad, too,” she whispered as she glanced down at her chest. “I suppose that is a clear indication of how I’m feeling about you right now.”
“Yeah,” I laughed a bit and then gave her a smile.
“It’s fair, since I know what you are thinking of me.”
“Oh?” I whispered. “What am I thinking of you?”
“I’m…” she started, and then she glanced back at the group before turning her silver eyes back to me. “Perhaps I am too shy to say it out loud.”
“I might already know, since they are my thoughts.”
“Yes…” she cleared her throat, and her face seemed even redder than normal. “I… I should go ride around a bit. It has been nice speaking with you again, Victor. We should talk again.”
“Sure,” I said. “We should talk alone sometime soon.”
“Yes,” she agreed, and then she looked down at our fingers before she slowly released my hand.
Then she tapped on Butt-Head’s flanks with her heels, and the pachy jogged forward ahead of me. As soon as she was a good ten yards ahead, she glanced around to look at me one last time, and then she spun her head back with a twirl of her long black hair before she kicked up her speed and moved to the other side of the caravan.
My vision grew bright with a flash, and then I blinked open my Eye-Q. The Women menu option was flashing, and I moved my vision over it to open the submenu.
Quwaru’s name was now listed under Emerald’s.








Chapter 13
After Quwaru rode away from me, I spent the next hour or so chewing on our conversation, what Empathetic Precognition meant, and what we were going to do about this other tribe of survivors that I guessed were located within a few miles of our new fort.
I also flipped my vision to Bruce after I had spent some time in my own thoughts, and I did a few short loops south to make sure there wasn’t any danger on our route. I didn’t see anything besides a large herd of trikes in the next valley south, but they were on the west side, so that I didn’t think I needed to worry about them getting pissed that Grumpy would be walking next to them.
I didn’t see the group of black Utahraptors anywhere at first, but then I spotted them three valleys north of us near the spot where we had taken a break yesterday to eat lunch on the shore of the river. I counted twenty-two in the group, and they sprinted up the small river in a “V” formation like a squadron of fighter jets that knew they had air superiority.
All of the large carnivores I’d faced on Dinosaurland were scary, but the Utahraptors held a cold place in my heart that sent chills down my spine. Sure, Spinosauruses were massive and terrifying, and so were Giganotos and T-Rexes and Carnos, but the Utahraptors seemed to almost have a human intelligence, and as I observed them sprint down the shore of the river, I remembered watching a group of them tear into a Brontosaurus that one time at the lake a few months ago.
Liahpa and I had somehow survived a group of eight, but that didn’t mean I wanted to test our luck again. Especially when there was so much to lose out in the open like this.
Especially when there were twenty-two of these horse-sized eating machines.
The sooner we made it to our new home and got our walls up, the better.
We followed the path down into the next valley, but the jungles were starting to look the same, and I couldn’t remember exactly where Emerald and I had camped for lunch last time we came through here. I knew we would eventually crest up into a higher set of mountains where we’d have to hug the side of the slope or dive into the thicker jungle. That was where the malachite walls had been, and the iron cave was where Emerald and I had fought the giant centipede, and I was excited to show my friends the area.
We really needed to make it there well before nightfall, so I circled to the front of the caravan and let Kacerie know that we were going to ride through lunch. Then I rode over to where Sheela was sitting on Bob with Galmine, and I gave both of my lovers a wide smile.
“You look so handsome today, Victor,” Galmine said as she gave me a small wave. “I so very much enjoy watching you ride around on Bee-vis.”
“Thanks,” I chuckled. “I just told Kacerie we are going to ride though lunch. Sheela, I was hoping you could tell me more about what you thought my new ability did.”
“I can show you when we camp for the night.” The beautiful blonde smiled coyly at me.
“Ohhh… playing hard to get?” I gasped overdramatically as I put my hand to my chest.
“It has worked for me so far,” she snickered.
“Sheela!” Galmine laughed. “You are full of jokes today! Victor, she was just telling me this story about when she was a girl and threw toilet water in a mean girl’s face.”
“It was not that funny.” Sheela shrugged, but her face wore a wider grin than usual. “But, yes, I am in a good mood. Mostly because I figured out Victor’s power.”
“You tease,” I snickered.
“If I am correct, then it means that you manifested your ability before it showed up on your Eye-Q.”
“Wait… what do you mean?” I asked.
“I have long suspected that you possessed this ability,” Sheela said with a shrug of her spotted shoulders. “The words on your Eye-Q seem to indicate to me what I have witnessed.”
“Sheela is so very smart,” Galmine sighed as she leaned her head to rest on the other woman’s shoulder. “I just love her so much.”
“Well…” Sheela chuckled. “We will see tonight, when I have a chance to experiment on Victor.”
“I like the sound of that,” I said.
“You just do not like the sound of waiting.” Sheela’s golden eyes sparkled as she smirked at me.
“You are going to get it, you tease.” I winked at her.
“I… would also like that.” The cat-woman’s face actually turned a bit red, and then she cleared her throat as she reached up to pat Galmine’s silvery hair.
“The caves we are going to--” the words cut off in my throat as I felt Bruce suddenly grow uneasy in my mind.
“Victor?” Sheela asked.
“Hold on,” I said, and then I switched my vision to Bruce to see what was going on.
The big pteranodon was still circling above the Utahraptors, but I quickly realized that the group of black raptors were sniffing the ground at the exact same spot we had broken for lunch yesterday.
“Shit…” I hissed.
“Victor?” Sheela asked again.
“One second.” I raised my hand to her even as my eyes watched down through Bruce’s vision, and I prayed that the Utahs would keep moving on north or east or west.
Just anywhere but south.
Then one of the group forded the river like a speeding pick-up truck, and he bent his large head down to sniff at the ground on the south side.
“Shitttt…” I whispered. “Turn around. Don’t do it. Fuckkkk…”
The body of the Hope-sized raptor froze for a second, and then he glanced up into the air and looked right at Bruce.
“What the fuck?” I gasped as the Utah tilted his head to the side when he gazed up at my friend. I knew there was no way the big raptor could know that I was looking through Bruce’s eyes, but then I realized that the raptor I was looking at was familiar.
He had a scab on his stomach and shoulder from where I had hit him with my Cricket Bat of Doom. It was the same guy I’d let escape from the pack that had attacked Liahpa and I a few weeks ago.
The raptor looked down from Bruce, turned toward the rest of his pack, and let out a short caw that sounded like a cross between a rooster’s crow and an eagle’s scream.
The other twenty-one raptors stopped smelling the sand, jerked their heads up, and turned to him.
Then the big fucker cawed again, and the group jumped into the river and began to swim across the water like hungry ducks coming to get some bread from a bunch of toddlers.
I watched the group quickly make it to the other side, and then they followed the cut-up Utahraptor as he began to run southward.
In the same direction we were.
“Shit, shit, shit, shit,” I groaned as I switched my vision back to my own eyes.
Both Sheela and Galmine were staring at me with obvious concern on their faces, and I noticed that Kacerie and Emta had pushed Sonny and Cher closer so they could hear what was going on.
“We have a problem,” I started, and then I raised my voice a bit and waved my hand in the air so that the caravan could see me. “Group meeting! Everyone ride over!”
Quwaru was riding on Butt-Head now, so I jumped off Beavis and then power walked over to Ad-Rock, climbed up onto his back, and then stood on the storage platform. By the time I’d made it up, everyone had ridden their dinos so that they were in a semi-circle around me, and I cleared my throat as I tried to figure out the best way to break the news to them.
“I’m not entirely positive,” I began, “but I have reason to believe that there is a group of twenty-two Utahraptors following behind us.”
“Those big black bastards we killed by the lava flow from the volcano on the beach?” Liahpa asked as her red eyes opened wide.
“The same ones,” I said as I nodded to her.
“Shittt,” Liahpa sighed. “Twenty-two?”
“Bruce is flying over them.” I nodded to her. “They were heading in another direction, but then they came across where we ate lunch yesterday, and then they must have picked up our scent or something. It seems like they are running south now, and we are on the most obvious path.”
“But you aren’t sure they are coming after us?” Zoru asked.
“I saw them sniffing around the exact spot, and then they forded the river, and the leader seemed to give them the order to follow him south. Maybe I’m wrong, but if I’m right, we need to figure out what we are going to do.”
“Can we outrun them?” Quwaru asked.
“No,” I stated. “They are faster than Hope, and around her size. I’ve seen them tear apart a big dinosaur with ease. If they are coming after us, we’ll need to fight them, or figure out a way to throw them off our trail.”
When I finished speaking, I turned to look at Gee, and the rest of the tribe also turned to the flame dancer.
“Finally,” she snickered. “I’ve been looking for a way to be useful.”
“There is a problem, though,” I said as I glanced at Adella. “The only source of water we’ve passed is the one at the campsite we were at this morning. We need you to burn stuff, but then we also have to put the fire out, or else we’ll have a bigger problem than a group of raptors following us.”
“So, we are looking at backtracking for a few hours?” Quwaru asked.
“Maybe…” I sighed as I rubbed my temples. “I need to figure out the best way for me to do this.”
“Oh?” the red-skinned beauty asked as she raised an eyebrow. “You need to do this?”
“You are right,” I chuckled, and then I took a deep breath. “We are all going back. I think that if we rush back to where we camped last night, and then Gee crosses the river there to the north and sets that part of the jungle on fire, we can throw the Utahraptors off our trail.”
“And you’ll want me to control the fire with water from the river?” Adella sang out.
“You got it,” I said.
“I do see a small problem,” Gee grunted. “My fire burns hot, but the jungles are still wet. It will be hard for them to catch easily.”
“I’m thinking we can use some blessed water,” I said as I looked to Keefaye. “That should get the fires burning really hot.”
“I would love to help you, Victor.” The beautiful golden woman smiled. “Tell me how to please you.”
“Great,” I said, and then I looked to the closest Emerald. “I think we’ll still make it to the cave where we fought the centipede by nightfall. What do you think?”
Yes. It should be fine. As long as we hurry.
Emerald nodded while she spoke in my mind, or my mind translated her gestures, or however the communication between us actually worked, so I didn’t think I needed to translate for anyone.
“Let’s ride,” I said, and then we turned our caravan around and pushed northward.
The dinos seemed to all sense my urgency, and we moved back through the jungle and up the hillside at a faster pace than I expected. It helped that the three stegos were just carrying some wood poles, pots, and passengers, versus the massive load of malachite that they had hauled when Liahpa and I had last taken them on a long journey.
Even Grumpy didn’t complain about the change in plans and the quicker pace.
About an hour later we crested the ridge and began our descent back into the valley where we had camped last night, and I switched my vision back to Bruce so that I could see where the group of Utahraptors were. Fortunately, he still had his eyes on them. Unfortunately, they were making crazy good time, and they were about to crest the hill of the next valley north of us. These big fuckers just ran so fast, and I realized that they were probably going to get to our campsite sometime between half an hour or two hours, depending on how much time they took passing through the jungle.
We were going to be cutting it close.
I debated getting Nomi and Gee on Butt-Head and Adella on Beavis so that we could race down the slope and back to the campsite ahead of the rest of the caravan, but as I watched the Utahraptors race through the jungle, I worried that the four of us might get there just a few minutes before the black raptors, and four of us versus the twenty-two of them would be bad news.
But it would be even worse news if they passed the river before we returned.
“Shit,” I groaned as I debated what to do, but then I saw the Utahraptors run across a group of eight deer-sized green-skinned dinos in a clearing between the jungle trees, and the raptors tore into the prey like a swarm of locusts devouring wheat. Blood, guts, and bone sprayed across the clearing once the raptors had finished the slaughter, and the big black killing machines stopped their run so they could devour their meal.
But it was only going to be a snack. Each Raptor was two or three times the size of the dinos they had just killed, and there were only eight of the smaller beasts when compared to the twenty-two of the raptors.
“We’ve got a bit more time!” I shouted out to the group, and then my mind settled more on the plan I had already come up with.
Gee and Nomi weren’t great riders, and Nomi had to keep a hold of Gee to ensure the flame dancer didn’t burn the dino they rode on. It was doubtful that they’d even be able to ride fast enough on Butt-Head to make up for the time it would take to move them to the pachy.
Mike D seemed to sense a bit of my frustration, and he picked up his speed until he was almost cantering through the jungle. The other dinos moved out of his way when they could, and soon it was just the stego and Grumpy leading the way as we tore through the jungle.
Then we were finally back at our campsite, and I let out a long exhale as I jumped off Beavis and ran to help Gee and Nomi dismount.
“Okay, I’m going to need Gee, Nomi, Adella, Keefaye, and Tannin to meet me on the bank of the river!” I said as I helped Nomi slide down from Mike D’s back while she still held Gee’s hand.
“Me?” Tannin gasped as she fluttered her big eyes.
“Yep,” I confirmed, and then I jumped over to Tom and helped Liahpa lower Adella and Keefaye down the big trike’s back.
“Keefaye, can you bless the water from a distance?” I asked as I pulled both her and Tannin toward the water.
“Not… really…” she said. “ I normally wave my hand over the jug it is in.”
“Well, you are going to try to do it from a distance,” I said. “Adella, you are going to spray water from the river all over the jungle on the other side, and then Keefaye is going to bless it.”
“I’ll do it, Victor,” the redhead replied, and then we reached the edge of the water and stood next to Gee, Nomi, and Tannin.
“What am I going to do?” Tannin bit her lip nervously as she twisted her fingers together around her long orange hair.
“You are going to blow some wind north.”
“But… I… my powers don’t work without my wings,” she whispered as she looked down at her pretty feet.
“Can you try?” I asked.
“I’ve tried before,” she cleared her throat, and my heart broke a bit when she wiped a tear from her eye. “I… I need to use my wings. I’ve always had to use my wings.”
“It’s okay if it doesn’t work. I just need you to try. Can you try?” I pulled her into a hug and felt her slender body tense against me.
“Yeah…” she muttered as she pressed her face into my chest and exhaled. “I can try.”
“Maybe you can wave your arms or something,” Gee snorted, and Nomi, Keefaye, and Adella all gave her withering looks.
“I could try to wave my arms,” Tannin cleared her throat, pulled away from my chest, and then wiped her eyes again. “Yes. I’ll try. It might be a good idea, actually.”
“See?” Gee scoffed at the other women. “I’m full of good ideas. No depression allowed. We are only allowed to win. Tannin will make wind. Got it? Good.”
“Let’s get started.” I turned to Adella.
The woman nodded, closed her eyes, and then raised her hands toward the river. Almost instantly, a pillar of swirling water rose from the surface, and then the redhead clenched her fingers in a circular shape as if she was working on making a vase out of wet pottery clay.
“Just try to get that closest tree on the other side wet,” I said as I pointed at the big banyan sitting a few dozen yards on the other side of the water. “Then Keefaye can try to bless it.”
“The tree I will drench, so that my friend can bless,” Adella sang out as the water spiraled toward the banyan. The water soaked it like a tropical storm, and then I turned to Keefaye.
“It is a good seventy yards away,” the unicorn horned-woman sighed as she twisted one lock of her golden hair around her long fingers. “I’m not sure I can go that far.”
“Just try. Worst case, we ford the river, and you can do it closer.” I tried not to sound tense or stressed with my words, and I switched my view to Bruce and confirmed that the raptors had finished their snack and were running south again.
We still had some time, but we didn’t have a lot of time, so we might have to skip the whole idea of having the golden-haired beauty put highly flammable liquid everywhere, and just go with Gee burning as much shit as we could while Tannin tried to blow it into the jungle.
“Okay.” Keefaye raised her hands, took a deep breath, and closed her eyes.
“Did it work?” Gee asked.
“Uhh… no,” Keefaye groaned as she opened her gold eyes. “I need to focus.”
“Ahh, right,” Gee cleared her throat. “Carry on, then. You can do it.”
“Bless this water,” Keefaye whispered as soon as she had closed her eyes again.
We waited a few moments, and I glanced back to the rest of the tribe to find them fifty yards or so away looking nervous on their mounts.
“Bless this water,” Keefaye whispered again.
“Did it work?” Gee asked. “I want to burn.”
“It didn’t work,” Keefaye groaned. “It’s too far away, I suppose.”
“You didn’t really speak very loud,” Gee scoffed.
“You are in quite a mood today.” Keefaye rolled her golden eyes.
“I’m grumpy because Nomi is making me feel like the underside of a steel schooner during a lava storm,” Gee groaned as she gestured to where she held the other woman’s hand. “Besides. How is the water over on that tree way over there supposed to hear you use your power when you are all whispering like a shy breeze?”
“I don’t think it actually works because I speak.” Keefaye crossed her arms.
“Then why do you say the words, then?” Gee raised an eyebrow over one of her green eyes.
“Gee does have a point.” I blinked my vision back to Bruce to check on the raptors, and then I shifted back to Keefaye. “Maybe try shouting?”
“If you think that is a good idea, I’ll do it, Victor.” Keefaye batted her long golden eyelashes at me, and then she raised her hands again.
“Bless this water,” she called out.
“That all you got?” Gee scoffed. “My great-grandma can yell louder than that. Come on, girl. Put some wind in your stomach, or we are all going to die.”
“Bless this water!” Keefaye shouted.
“Louder!” Gee growled “Come on! You can do it!”
“Yessss!” Adella sang out. “You can yell louder, Keefaye the Golden! Louder! Sing to all the water!”
“Bless! This! Waterrrrrr!” Keefaye shouted again, and I had to blink my eyes when it seemed like the distant tree began to sparkle with gold glitter for a second.
“Did it--” I started to say, but Keefaye was already jumping up and down.
“It worked! It worked! I did it!” The golden-haired woman wrapped her arms around me and then began showering my face with kisses. “Thank you, Victor!”
“Pretty sure that was one-hundred percent Gee talking shit,” I chuckled as I wrapped my hands around Keefaye’s perfect hips, gave her a squeeze, and then released her.
“It’s true,” Gee snorted. “Yelling at people often motivates them. That’s how I commanded my navy. Anyway. When can I start burning things?”
“Adella, can you spray the rest of that tree-line with water?” I asked as I gestured to the edge of the jungle.
“Yes!” the redhead raised her arms again, and in another minute the hundred yard edge of the jungle on the other side of the small river was coated.
“Now it is your turn again, Keefaye,” I said to the horned beauty.
“Bless this water!” She raised her arms again, and she shouted with even more energy than she had the last time.
At first nothing seemed to happen, but then the edge of the trees sparkled for half a moment like they were coated in golden glitter.
“Awesome,” I said. “Gee, it’s all you now. That should help get the fire going, and if Tannin can blow some air on it, hopefully it will push the flames north toward the assholes coming at us.”
“On it.” Gee let go of Nomi’s hand and jumped into the river, by the time she’d made it halfway across, the water was already sizzling, and when she stepped onto the beach, her skin and hair was obviously scalding hot.
Then the fire dancer walked across the line of the jungle and stretched out her hand to brush across the alcohol-covered bushes and trees.
The green foliage went up in flames instantly, and the orange wave moved into the jungle like a surfer’s wave curled against the beach.
“Can you try to put some wind into it?” I asked Tannin.
“Yes… I’ll… try.” She gave me a small smile, pulled her orange hair behind her elf-ears, and then wiggled her legs so that her feet dug into the sand more.
Then she started to flap her arms back and forth like she was a swimmer doing a butterfly stroke.
“You can do it,” I urged after she had swung her arms a few times and nothing had seemed to happen.
“I believe in you,” Adella chanted.
“Look!” Keefaye gasped. “Your hair is starting to move!”
“It’s working,” Nomi commented in her usual calm whisper.
“I… I do… feel something,” Tannin gasped as her orange hair began to pull back away from her face as if she was in a wind tunnel.
“Keep it up!” I hissed.
“It’s… Wind!” Tannin gasped, and then I felt the current of air leave her like a car driving by at forty miles an hour.
The puff of air pushed across the river with a noticeable ripple, and then the jungle that Gee had lit on fire leaned away from us a bit. I couldn’t really tell how fast the wind was going, but the flames did seem to grow a bit larger as they were fanned by the wind.
“Oh!” Tannin breathed. “My Eye-Q says that Wind Summon is now level two! It was level one when I last checked. It must have just increased!”
“Mine went up, too!” Keefaye gasped. “It must be like what Victor said. When we push the limits of them or try it in a different way, it increases!”
“Mine is just the same,” Adella said. “But I used my ability as I always have, so that could also indicate Victor is correct.”
“I need you both to run ahead of Gee and get the trees covered with blessed water,” I said to both of them. Come back when I signal you.”
“Yes, Victor,” Keefaye said, and then the two women began to jog down to where the flame dancer was.
“Gee!” I shouted across the water. “Adella and Keefaye are going to help! Keep lighting it up!”
“Got it!” she shouted back.
“Tannin, give us some more wind,” I asked the orange-haired elf girl.
She nodded, and then her arms moved in the same swimming-like motion. This time I felt the breeze much quicker, and then that breeze kicked up into a serious gust of wind a few moments later. The moving water of the river splashed on the other side of the shore aggressively, and I saw the banyans and other jungle trees begin to sway as if they were drunken frat-boys trying to walk to the bathroom.
The trees were seriously burning now, and the wave of fire had made it about thirty yards deep into the foliage because of Tannin’s wind. Gee, Adella, and Keefaye were still running away from us to the west, but after they had made it about two-hundred yards down the side of the river, and made most everything start burning enough so that it looked like it would catch, I raised my hand and gestured for them to run back and light up the jungle to our east.
“Keep blowing the wind,” I said to Tannin. “Try to push it out deeper into the jungle both so that it’s far enough away from us, and to throw the Utahraptors off our trail.”
“I will do it,” she said as a wide smile pulled at her mouth. “I can feel the wind again, Victor! I am so happy!”
“I am, too.” I smiled back at her, and then I switched my vision back to Bruce’s.
The raptors were still a good four or five miles north of our position, but they were running on the exact beaten-down path that we had taken through the jungle, so I knew for certain now that they were following us. With the way those things moved, I guessed we had another ten or fifteen minutes before they got to our location, but now they would have to run through a wall of flaming jungle.
Bruce glanced to where the fires were, and from his point of view, I could see the jungle had now passed the tipping point of heat that would turn a blaze into a wildfire. The orange flames weren’t moving quite as fast as the Utahraptors were, but the jungle was going up in smoke fast, and I figured that the entire valley would burn in the next few hours.
I did feel a bit bad for any innocent dinosaurs that might get caught in the fire, but I would have felt worse if the Utahraptors had eaten my women.
As Quwaru said, I needed to make tough decisions to save my people.
“Do you see them?” Nomi asked me.
“Yeah,” I confirmed. “They haven’t noticed the smoke yet, but the fire is really starting to move now, so they’ll figure it out in the next few minutes.”
“We should probably get going, too,” Tannin said. “The air is smoky when I am not blowing it.”
“Good call.” I moved my vision back to my own body and saw that Gee, Keefaye, and Adella had moved eastward as much as I think they needed to go. I signalled for them to come back, turned, and then gave the rest of the tribe a thumbs up to indicate that we were almost done.
“Is that it?” Gee asked after she swam across the steaming river to join us.
“I think so,” I said. “We just have one last thing to do. Gee, I don’t think the fire will jump the river and come south, but can you burn a bit on this side and then have Adella put it out? I didn’t want to do it too soon in case Tannin’s wind accidentally caught it, but I think we are good now, as long as we back burn.”
“We can do that.” Gee nodded, and then she ran back westward with the redhead.
I switched to watch the Utahraptors from Bruce’s eyes, and I held my breath as the black horse-sized killing machines ran toward the fire line of the jungle a few miles south of them. The flames were really going now, and I wondered if the raptors would actually get too close and be unable to outrun the hungry flames. Just as I guessed they were about to reach the point of no return, where they would be like a mile or so from the roaring fire, the leader raptor skidded to a halt and tilted his head as he looked southward at the smoke coming up to the sky and the flurry of birds flying away.
Then the big bastard looked up at Bruce and let out an angry screech that sounded like a car skidding across the freeway at sixty miles per hour.
“Huh,” I muttered as the Utahraptor stomped his feet like an angry bull.
Then the pack turned around and began to race north away from the flames.
“Victor, we are done,” I heard Adella call to me, so I moved my vision back to my own body and let out the breath I was holding.
“Looks like the Utahraptors are heading north away from the fire,” I said to the women.
“Hopefully the fire will catch up with them. I wish I could see it roast them.” Gee took Nomi’s hand as she spoke, and the flame dancer let out a shudder as her body began to pale and hiss steam.
“I’m not sure it will catch them,” I admitted with a shrug, “but I’ll check again once we get to moving. Let’s all mount up.”
We returned to our dinos, and I updated the rest of the tribe about the results. Of course, they’d seen what we did, and they were all waving their hands in front of their faces to eliminate some of the smoke, but they didn’t know what I had seen through Bruce’s eyes.
“Soooo… Do you think that we’ve seen the last of them?” Quwaru asked when we all got moving again, and I found myself riding alongside the beautiful red-skinned woman with the small black horns on her head.
“I hope so,” I said, “but I’ll have to keep an eye on them with Bruce.”
“Your logic with the special abilities seems to be true,” she said as she nodded to Tannin. “Look at how happy she is. I haven’t seen her smile like that since… well… ever.”
“Yeah,” I said, but then my eyes drifted to Gee and Nomi, and I focused on where the two women held hands.
Something was bothering me about the situation, and then felt my heart skip a beat when I realized exactly what it was.
Nomi hadn’t been hurt when she held onto Gee’s hand, even though Gee’s body was on fucking fire.








Chapter 14
I kept tabs on the Utahraptors for the rest of the day while we traveled, but they ended up running north past our fort and then moving westward toward the distant volcano that was even farther north of Quwaru’s old cave. I figured we were a good twenty or thirty miles away at that point, and while I worried that they might turn around and come at us again, they wouldn’t be able to pick up the trail through the burned valleys.
The fire ended up burning all the way up to the river where the Utahraptors had picked up our trail, and it pushed halfway through one valley to the west and a few miles into the valleys on the east. The flames got snuffed out by rocky hillsides in both directions, and I was relieved that I didn’t see any large packs of dinos get caught in the flames.
We made it to the steep jungle canyon just as the sun was dabbing the western ridges, and we had to use both Emeralds’ gem-lights to help us descend the narrow trails that led to the iron cave. By the time we got there, the entire tribe was exhausted and hungry, and the dinos practically collapsed in a big heap once we made it to the mouth of the cave.
“Last time Emerald and I went in here, we got attacked by a giant centipede,” I told everyone as we dismounted and grabbed our camping supplies. “Sheela, Kacerie, Emta, Youleena, and one of the Emeralds, grab your weapons and come inside with me so we can clear the cave first. Youleena, stay in the back.”
The group of women nodded as they grabbed their spears, and I pulled my Cricket Bat of Doom off my back, took a deep breath, and shook my shoulders to loosen myself up. The cave really did look like a monster’s maw, and the soft purple glow from Emerald’s gem-light didn’t help put me at ease.
Neither did the memory of the monster centipede that had almost eaten Emerald and me for dinner.
“Ready, Victor,” Sheela said after the women were armed, and I gestured to Chandler, Joey, and Ross to take the lead position. Emerald and I came right after them so that she could light the cave, and then Kacerie and Sheela walked in front of Youleena and Emta. Rachel, Monica, and Phoebe took up the rear, but even though the female balaurs were a bit smaller than the males, they were twice as feisty, so I knew they would have no problem taking out any giant bugs that might try to sneak up on us.
“There is a main room that opens up for about fifty yards. It has a high ceiling, and we can probably fit a few dinos in after we make sure it’s safe,” I whispered as we entered the maw of the cave and the smell of dampness filled my nose. “There are two tunnels at the back. The right one leads to a bat cave. The left one goes down to this large cavern with all these pools of water and iron ore on the walls. That was where we were attacked by the centipede, but I think it came from a hole in the back of the cave there. Youleena, I need you to seal the bat cave and centipede tunnels off.”
“Will do,” she whispered, and then the group fell silent again as Emerald slowly glanced around to make sure there was nothing flanking us.
The front area of the cave was just as I remembered it. The walls were smooth, there were sporadic stalactites and stalagmites, and the air smelled of age, fungus, and dampness. I didn’t smell any shit or anything that indicated there was something living in here, so I nodded to the women, and we began to move toward the rear of the cave.
“There are the two tunnels,” I said as soon as Emerald’s purple light showed them. “Youleena, how long will it take you to seal off the right one?”
“Hmmm…” the pale woman said as she moved close to the opening. “It will take me about an hour or so. You said there were bats living down in this tunnel?”
“Yeah,” I said, “but I believe they have another entrance that they fly out of, or there would be shit all over the ground here. If we walk down the tunnel, you’ll start to smell it in a few minutes.”
Sheela leaned her head into the smaller tunnel, took a long sniff, and then nodded to me. “Yes. I can smell the guano faintly.”
“I know you can make explosives out of bat shit,” I said with a shrug, “but I really don’t know how to do it.”
“Oh, I know how to make it,” Youleena said.
“You do?” I gasped.
“Yes,” she chuckled softly. “Well, I know the formula. My people lived in caves such as these, and we constantly burrow through the tunnels. I can shape the rock, but our engineers often blow it up first to make the job of crafting new tunnels and residences easier. Sometimes, if we run into a new family, we’ll use the explosives to destroy their tunnels or kill them.”
“Well… shit,” I snickered.
“Bat shit, actually.” Youleena smiled at me.
“I didn’t realize your people fought a lot,” I said.
“Not often.” She shrugged. “In my life, we had only two battles. When families meet in the tunnels, we often need to abduct their queen or princesses for breeding purposes, but the rest of the males and females are killed so the victor gets all the resources for their bloodline.”
“Cut throat,” I muttered as I forced a smile to my lips.
“Well, sometimes if the female royal we take doesn’t cooperate with our males inseminating her, we will cut her throat.” Youleena shrugged again, and I realized that her world was probably way more violent than I had thought. I probably needed to talk to her more about her past, and I added the task to my checklist of things to do once we got the new fort settled.
“That means we aren’t going to close this off?” Emta whispered. “I still don’t like the idea of all those things being down there in the dark and able to come at us.”
“If it’s nighttime, they might have already left,” I said as I scratched the beard stubble on my chin. “Getting some explosives opens up a whole new world of badass shit we can do. I could make a shotgun or dynamite or something awesome or explody. Especially if we are able to get copper and iron ore from this cave.”
“Soooo… should we go down and dig through the bat shit?” Kacerie grimaced. “I’m… like… if you want to do it, I’ll go, but to be honest. Ewww.”
“That’s fair,” I chuckled. “We’ll be at our fort by the end of the day tomorrow. We are going to be coming back here, so I think it’s fine to wait til next time. Youleena, let’s leave it open right now and go check on the other tunnel. That’s the one I’m really worried about because it was where the centipede lived.”
My friends nodded, and we began to walk down the tunnel on the left with our weapons at the ready.
“I can smell the water,” Sheela whispered after we’d traveled for about a minute.
“Yeah…” Emta whispered. “Smells… like… rust?”
“That’s what I smelled when Emerald and I first came down here,” I said. “You’ll see the brownish ore strips on the wall. There will be a bunch of pools of water also. Here we are. Get ready in case there are more centipedes. The last one surprised Emerald and me.”
We moved into the lower room and fanned out so that we were in a semicircle. The small pools of water were as still as mirrors, and the beehive organizational pattern of them made it feel as if we were in some sort of alien birthing pool.
The stagnant air could be cut with a knife, and we carefully stepped forward as one unit. My balaurs crouched low and held their winged arms out like kung-fu fighters ready to spar, and the sound of my heart slamming into my chest seemed to echo off the violet walls.
Then I let out a small gasp when I saw the body of the centipede.
“It’s still here,” I whispered as Emerald’s light illuminated the monster’s body.
“You killed that thing?” Emta asked. “It’s huge! Look at all the legs and the huge fucking maw. Damn. I am impressed.”
“Emerald and my troodons helped,” I said as we moved closer. “If the corpse is still here, I’m going to guess there are no other animals living in this cave.”
“That might be because the other animals understand this creature’s home is in here,” Sheela whispered. “They might have learned to avoid the area, and since it has only been a week since you slayed it, they have not learned it is dead.”
“Can we eat it?” Emta asked as she poked it with the tip of her spear.
“I don’t think so,” I answered. “I mean, it might taste good, but it’s been sitting for a week. Also, it could be poisonous. The balaurs don’t seem interested in eating it, so let’s just leave it.”
“Do you still want to seal the tunnel you said it came from?” Youleena asked.
“Yeah. It’s back at the rear.” I pointed, and then we walked over to the hole that I thought the centipede had burrowed into the rock.
“This won’t take me much time to seal.” The white-skinned woman knelt, placed her palms against the rock next to the four-foot high hole, and then began to hum softly.
“Could there be other holes?” Kacerie asked as she looked up. “I can’t see the ceiling in here. Maybe something is living up above in a den? If Chandler, Joey, Ross, Rachel, Monica, and Phoebe don’t want to eat the centipede, maybe other animals wouldn’t want to, either, so I’m worried…”
Emerald glanced up, and then the beam of light grew noticeably in intensity. Then my lover moved her light over the ceiling for a minute or so until it was obvious there weren’t any other holes or burrows hiding anything else.
“Thank you, Emerald,” Kacerie said, and the beautiful green-skinned woman smiled and nodded.
We turned our attention back to Youleena, and I saw that the hole was about halfway closed. It almost looked as if the rock was growing out from the sides like a camera shutter closing. Then the hole was sealed, and all that was left was a spot which was a bit smoother than the wall around it. Almost like a scar.
“Done.” Youleena stood and then combed her hands through her long white mane. “Not my prettiest work, but it did the job.”
I smiled at her, and then I gestured with my Cricket Bat of Doom. “Let’s do one more circle around this room to check all the walls, and then we can head back up.”
My friends nodded, and we quickly patrolled the circumference of the iron ore cavern. We didn’t see any other holes, tunnels, or caves, but we did locate all the spots that looked like they contained iron ore, and I started to get excited about the possibilities of getting some real metal to work with.
Ten minutes later we were back at the entrance to the cave, and I saw that the rest of the tribe had set up huts and a big cooking fire. Keefaye and Tannin were at work managing meat that was cooking on the flame, and Galmine and Urka were laughing together as they chopped vegetables with their flint blades. Liahpa and Emerald were setting up sitting rocks in a circle around the fire, and the other women and Zoru were with Trel by the dinos. It looked like they were making some small adjustments to the saddles, and I could hear Trel talking to them about an adjustment she wanted to make to Ad-Rock’s rig.
“Everything looks okay,” I explained once we had all finished our tasks and were passing out copper plates filled with food. “Nothing ate the centipede yet, so I figure there aren’t any animals coming in here, and I decided to leave the bat tunnel open so we could get some of their poop later.”
“Why do we need their poop?” Trel scrunched her nose.
“You can use bat guano and like… charcoal and sulfur, I think, to make an explosive powder.” I looked at Youleena when I finished speaking and raised my eyebrow.
“Yes.” She nodded. “My people would make it all the time to blow up our caves. We can make charcoal ourselves, but we’ll have to find bat guano and sulfur. Sulfur can be found in various places in nature, we just have to sniff around for the rotten smell.”
“You have made it before?” Liahpa asked. “My people had explosive devices for construction and such, but I never knew how they made it.”
“I have never made the explosion powder myself,” Youleena answered, “but I have seen it done, and I think I can do it myself. Or at least, Trel can help me figure it out.”
“I can lend you my vast genius, of course,” Trel waved one of her spider legs in the air casually as she arranged the food on her plate. “My people also had explosives, and would often use them to blow up asteroids so that we could get the metals and such easier--”
“Uhhh… blow up asteroids?” I asked. “That’s crazy.”
“Pfffttt… Well, I didn’t do such things, dear husband. Those tasks were beneath me, but here I am, about to play around with some bat poop to make such things because I am hopelessly in love with the best male ever to exist.” Trel let out a long sigh after she spoke, but then she gave me a wide smile that relayed her joy.
We ate in silence for another ten minutes, and I could tell from the sporadic yawns that almost everyone was tired from the long day of traveling.
“Soooo… Sheela,” I began after we’d all cleared our plates. “Are you going to show me what you think my new ability is?”
“Yes.” She nodded, stood from her rock, and then glanced at the group. “I will need Emta’s help.”
“Mine?” the beautiful olive-skinned woman asked with a frown. “What do you need me for?”
“Come with me to the back of the cave, and I will explain. Victor, we will return shortly.”
“Uhh… okay,” I said, and then I watched both women’s tight asses as they walked just to the edge of the campfire light at the back of the cave.
Sheela leaned in to whisper something in Emta’s ear, and the other woman nodded a few times. Then they broke apart and both walked toward the fire again.
“I have a feeling this will be fun,” Urka giggled.
“Victor, stand up and come over here, please.” Sheela pointed about twenty feet away from the fire near where my troodons and balaurs were resting.
“I’m going to stand over here…” Emta said as she moved to stand right next to me.
“Ohhh, I was right,” Urka cackled. “A little two on one action.”
“What is wrong with you?” Emta groaned at the little blue-haired woman.
“Nothing right now,” Urka smacked her lips together. “Just getting ready for the show. Remember, Victor, you have a cock, a tongue, and two hands. They should all be busy.”
“This is good sex advice,” Trel snickered while pretty much everyone else groaned, “but I do not think Sheela is the type to make love to our husband in front of all of us--”
“We are going to discuss Victor’s power,” Sheela raised her hand to silence Trel, and I was surprised to see the beautiful cheetah-woman actually roll her golden eyes.
“Okay,” I said. “What do you think?”
“I will try to punch you,” Sheela stated as she squared her shoulders and raised her fists.
“Uhh… really?” I asked.
“Yes.” She nodded. “Try not to get punched, please.”
“I mean… You can--” I started to say, but then my lover’s fist flew toward my face like a fastball, and I twisted my head out of the way just a split second before her knuckles broke my nose.
“What are yo--” I gasped, but then she threw another punch at me, and I just barely managed to get my hand up to block it.
Then Sheela went berserker lioness on me.
I had my hands up, so I was able to block her next jab, but then I had to bob and weave to the side so that I could avoid her next two strikes. My feet shuffled away as she threw a haymaker, and I felt Emta rest her fingers gently on my back, but instead of trying to hold me in place, the olive-skinned orc woman just stepped with me as I dodged, blocked, and parried the next dozen or so strikes. Sheela’s punches were crazy fast, and my arms were really feeling the force of her punches each time I blocked or parried.
Then Sheela surprised me with a front kick, but I still managed to twist my hips to the side and push her foot out of the way before it smashed my dick in.
“That’s enough,” Sheela said as soon as she finished her kick.
“Shit,” I gasped as I went to lower my guard. “You really had some heat on those--”
Her sucker punch almost got me right in the nose, but I twisted my face to the side and felt her knuckles brush by my cheek like a butterfly kiss.
“What the fuck?” I growled as I twisted my head around to glare at her, “What are you--”
“I am sorry, Victor,” she said as she stepped away and held up her hands. “This was the best way I could figure out how to prove my theory.
“Okay…” I exhaled and then took another few deep breaths as I tried to tell my heart to slow down. “What is your theory?”
“You never get hit in a fight,” she stated. “You know where the attacks are coming from.”
I blinked at her for a few moments, but she just gave me her sexy smile.
“Huh?” I finally asked.
“I noticed it… hmmm… when we were on Hope riding through the forest away from the green-feathered dinosaurs. You seemed to know where your opponent was about to be before they were there. I’ve tried to talk to you a few times about it, but I did not really understand how to explain what I was observing. Then, when you told me of this new ability in your Eye-Q, and you explained what the words meant, it all fell into place.”
“Hmmm…” I said as I rubbed my chin. “I don’t know if that’s really it, but I guess I do seem to be lucky.”
“Victor,” Trel called out, and I turned to look at where she sat beside the fire with the rest of the tribe. “I recall when you and I went west to explore and get salt water from the ocean. It was the journey where we first met Quwaru’s tribe. Do you remember when we were attacked by those annoying idiot dinos with the tiny arms and horns on their heads?”
“Yeah. The carnos.”
“We fought them on the back of Tom. Most of them attacked you, but you didn’t get bitten or anything.” She shrugged.
“Same when you fought the black raptors,” Liahpa agreed. “Also, Sheela was punching you really fast. I don’t think I could have blocked half of what you just did.”
“I agree,” Zoru spoke up. “Victor, you did seem to move before Sheela even threw her punch.”
“The wording of your power makes sense,” Kacerie said as she raised a finger. “Just like Quwaru has Empathetic Thoughts, and she can kind of read others’ minds, your Empathetic Precognition must let you predict what living things are going to do next.”
“That makes sense to me,” Quwaru agreed, and then everyone nodded and turned back to me.
“Hmmm…” I said. “Here is the thing, though… Sheela, you said that you thought this was weird back when we were on Hope and the green raptors attacked, and you’ve noticed it a bunch since then?”
“Yes, Victor.” She nodded.
“But I just got the ability,” I pointed out.
“Orrrrrr…” Kacerie said. “Maybe you’ve always had it, but the Eye-Q just showed it to you once you got to level six with your Tame.”
“That is what I think, as well,” Sheela agreed.
“It definitely makes sense that if you have the ability to Tame animals, and you’ve obviously displayed affinity to communicating with them and commanding them. This is like… kinda… part of that? Don’t you think?” Tannin gestured as she spoke, but when everyone turned to look at her, she gasped a bit, cleared her throat, and then looked down. “Whoops. Sorry for talking. The idea just appeared in my brain, and I had to voice it.”
“That’s fine,” I chuckled. “You made a good point. I was able to talk to Emerald…” My voice trailed off, and then we all turned to look at the twin green-haired women.
They both blinked at me, and then they nodded before they began to gesture.
Our way of communicating could, in fact, be part of this new ability you have gained.
However, we seemed to be able to speak clearly with you after you penetrated us with your manhood and claimed our wombs with your powerful seed.
Yes. That was the trigger. As soon as our Mate filled our wombs, we were able to speak with him easier. It makes more sense that it is related to your Tame ability than this new one.
“What did she say?” Quwaru asked after both Emeralds had finished gesturing.
“She doesn’t think our ability to communicate has anything to do with the new power I just got.” I shrugged.
“Do you think my theory about your ability is correct?” Sheela asked.
“It could be,” I said with a nod. “I guess… I dunno. I never trained to fight, but… maybe it’s more about my connection with animals…”
My heart suddenly skipped a beat, and my mouth hung open.
“Victor?” Sheela’s eyebrows raised.
“Yeah,” I cleared my throat. “I was just thinking about… my old life. Uhhh…” I looked back at everyone and then let out a long breath. “Before the Overlords took me, I was at this party, and… I was there to catch a snake. It was a deadly snake with super bad venom. The party had a lot of beautiful women there. All dressed in swim-- but anyway. The snake tried to bite me, but I moved my hand out of the way and grabbed it.”
“Hmmm…” Sheela crossed her arms and bit her lower lip with her sharp canines. “You think the power manifested back then?”
“I don’t know.” I shrugged. “We don’t have anyone else here with two abilities? Does anyone have an ability at level five besides Trel?”
Everyone blinked their Eye-Q open, but no one spoke.
“Four?” I asked.
No one raised their hand.
“Three?” I asked.
“Yes.” Liahpa raised her hand. “I just noticed Mass went up a level, but just a few days ago it was still at two.”
“Did you use it differently over the last few days since we started traveling?” I asked.
“Hmmm…” she scrunched up her nose in thought. “No… I can’t think of anything-- Wait! No! I did do something new!”
Liahpa shot to her feet, and then her hair and body began to float as she spun around.
“What did you--”
“The man with the red skin and the twisted legs!” she laughed. “He took Kacerie’s Lance, but then I ripped off his head. While we fought, I made him lighter so I could swing him around. I’ve never used Mass on something living before. I don’t know quite how I did it, but I needed to be able to fling him around while he choked me, so I used my power to make him lighter.”
“Yes!” I fist pumped. “I think we are starting to figure it out. This points more to my theory being correct. Is anyone else level three?”
“I am,” Youleena raised her hand.
“Weren’t you level one just a few weeks ago?” Quwaru asked. “I thought you told Victor you were when we first met him.”
“Yes…” Youleena nodded as she blinked her black eyes. “I suppose I didn’t think the increase was strange. One day after we had moved in with Victor’s tribe, I opened my Eye-Q and saw that I was level three.”
“Did you do anything new when you came to our camp?” I asked.
“Yes, I did.” She nodded, and her long white hair seemed to bounce and dance in the firelight of the cave. “I helped shape some paving stones, cooking stones, roof tiles, and a few hooks and fasteners for Trel’s saddles.”
“You also helped us with the malachite ore shaping,” Trel pointed out. “You also helped me build the handle for Liahpa’s ring axe.”
“I do think I leveled up before I made the handle for the axe,” Youleena said, “but yes, the malachite ore was interesting and new. I had never thought about moving parts of what was inside the rock around to other parts.”
“I might have missed that,” I said. “I think we talked about using her power to help with the ore, but did it--”
“Yes, yes, yes,” Trel laughed. “You are a genius, my dear Victor. Part of the reason we were able to get so much copper out of the malachite was that Youleena shifted the useful pieces around into one lump and was able to cut off the rest.”
“Awesome,” I said as I nodded at Youleena. “We’ll need your help for the iron ore when we come back here.”
“Anything I can do to help.” She shrugged and gave me a beautiful smile.
“Anyone else level three?” I asked, and everyone shook their heads.
“Who is level two?” I asked.
“I just gained level two!” Tannin gushed as she waved her hand up in the air.
“Me as well!” Keefaye laughed.
Kacerie, Quwaru, Galmine, Adella, Nomi, Sheela, and Gee raised their hands along with Tannin and Keefaye, but I noticed Urka slump her shoulders, and Emta sighed as her fingers squeezed my shoulder a bit.
“That means Urka, Zoru, Emta, and the Emeralds are level one?” I asked, and the five of them nodded.
“I suck,” Emta sighed.
“It will probably be easy to get you leveled up.” I smiled at her. “We just have to figure out how to use your powers in different ways than you have used them before.”
“How am I going to do that, though?” Emta frowned, and her tusks stuck out of her bottom lip adorably. “I just heal when I get hurt. Do I have to hurt myself in different ways? That… really sounds terrible.”
“Yeah, no,” I chuckled. “We can figure something out.”
“Victor,” Tannin cleared her throat as she raised her hand again. “This might help Emta, but I know I got to level two after I used my arms to summon the wind.”
“And I got mine when you asked me to bless the water from that great distance,” Keefaye said. “Or at least, I think so. I was level one this morning when I looked.”
“So… how do I level up?” Emta asked everyone, and she seemed to have forgotten that she still had her hands on my shoulder and back. “How does Emerald or Urka or Zoru? Our powers are somewhat plain. We just do the thing we do.”
“Everyone does the thing they do,” Trel scoffed. “You just have to do the thing you do differently than how you’ve done it before or do something new in a new way. It’s easy.”
“Maybe easy for a genius,” Urka snickered. “Us mere mortals can’t seem to figure it out. You might have had it easy because your power involves being creative.”
“Hmmm…” Trel said as she tapped her finger to her lips. “What if I made something for you to use your power on?”
“What do you mean, Sexy Legs?” Urka asked.
“Sexy Legs?” Trel gasped. “What?”
“Yeah,” Urka laughed. “You’ve got lots of them, and they are sexy. I’ve got pet names for all of you. Gee is ‘Hot Stuff,’ Emerald is ‘Silent But Sexy,’ Keefaye is ‘High Maintenance,’ and--”
“High Maintenance?” Keefaye groaned.
“Yep, Princess,” Urka snickered.
“Youleena is the princess.” Keefaye rolled her golden eyes. “I’m a priestess.”
“Whatever, you both have people worshiping you,” Urka cackled. “What I was--”
“Copper conducts electricity,” Trel interrupted with a wave of her fingers. “I’ll make a device or something for you to pass your power through. It will be easy enough to make, and it might increase your level.”
“I’m willing to try.” Urka shrugged.
“Okay, but what about me?” Emta asked.
“What is your power actually called in your Eye-Q?” I asked.
“Regenerate Self,” she snorted. “It’s not that impressive.”
“You always say that,” Quwaru hissed, and she actually showed her fangs to the other woman. “Stop belittling yourself. You have value.”
“I have as much value as I think I have.” Emta shrugged her lean shoulders, and then she looked back at me and grinned. “Well, what you got, Victor?”
“Obviously you heal yourself…” I trailed off. “In my language, ‘regeneration’ means to renew, grow back, or restore. Maybe… like… okay, this is going to sound weird, but have you tried using your power to not feel tired? That idea just popped into my head.”
“Hmmm…” Emta frowned around her tusks. “I… guess… I could try it.”
“Do you have to hold onto Victor while you do it?” Urka snickered and pointed.
“Oh!” Emta snorted as she pulled her hands away from my bare skin. “Sorry. I… uh… forgot.”
“Why did you need to touch Victor while Sheela punched him?” Quwaru asked, and then everyone looked at the beautiful blonde huntress.
“It looked like the three of them were dancing together,” Galmine sighed. “It was so pretty. I like the way Emta held onto Victor.”
“Uhhh… I mean… Sheela. Can you tell them why?” Emta cleared her throat and then glanced toward the blonde huntress.
“Ahhh, yes…” Sheela smiled. “I wanted to test something out. Emta, let’s try it again, this time do what I asked you.”
“With pleasure,” Emta chuckled as she put her left hand back on my shoulder again.
“Uh-oh,” I laughed, but then I raised my hand just as Sheela threw another punch at me.
My cheetah-woman lover didn’t come at me quite as fast as she did before, so I found it really easy to avoid her attacks, but then, as soon as I stepped to the side to avoid one of her jabs, I felt Emta smack me in the back of the head.
“Hey!” I laughed, but then I almost got punched in the face by Sheela, and I had to focus back on her fists.
“Keep looking at me!” Sheela ordered as she increased her punching speed.
Then Emta smacked me right in the back of the head again.
“What the fuck?” I was slightly annoyed that she was hitting me when Sheela was also trying to hit me, but it was also a bit funny, because the slaps felt rather playful.
“Okay, that’s good enough.” Sheela lowered her fists.
“Awww,” Emta sighed as she took her hands off me again. “I was having a good time smacking him around.”
“Maybe I’ll smack you around later, and you’ll like it.” I winked at Emta, and her mouth hung open as her eyes widened.
“Ohhhhh… Zap!” Urka snorted, and Kacerie, Quwaru, and Youleena laughed.
“It is as I thought,” Sheela continued. “You didn’t see Emta try to hit you. So, your power is limited to what you are paying attention to.”
“That makes sense,” I said. “I don’t even know how I could start to predict things going on around me that I couldn’t see. That seems… god-like or something.”
Will your powers evolve to that level?
Both of the Emeralds began to frantically gesture.
I would like you to become a god. If you could predict all aspects of the future, nothing will stand in the way of your dominance. This world will be ours, and all the living things will bow to your might.
Yes. I would like to see this power evolve.
Imagine if all the beasts were yours to control, and you were many steps ahead of your opponents.
“What is Emerald saying?” Kacerie asked.
“She wanted to know if I thought my new ability would evolve to a point where I could sense things happening around me out of my sight, but who knows?”
“Is there a way we could tell if we are having a new ability about to manifest?” Quwaru asked.
“I think so,” I said as I moved away from Sheela and Emta so I could sit back around the fire. “Because one of us has already shown she has a secondary power.”
Everyone blinked and then looked around, but before they could ask, I pointed to Nomi.
“Me?” she whispered with obvious surprise.
“Yep,” I said. “Or… at least, I think so.”
“But… I haven’t done anything,” she cleared her throat softly and then looked around at everyone. “I have only helped out a few times.”
“I noticed it earlier today,” I said as I pointed at where she held hands with Gee. “She should have burned you, but she didn’t. I think you might be immune to everyone else’s abilities.”
“Woahhhh…” Zoru gasped. “That would be amazing!”
“That would be wonderful!” Adella sang out.
“You could help us in more fights for sure,” Liahpa said.
“But wait,” Kacerie raised her hand. “How do we know for sure. I can’t just Lance her.”
“Eeeppp!” Nomi gasped.
“Yeah, don’t do that,” I laughed. “Especially when we have someone who can do just a bit of damage with her powers.”
“Who?” Keefaye asked.
“Urka,” I said as I looked at the four-eyed woman. “You can do a light Zap that won’t really hurt, can’t you?”
“Oh, for sure,” the little woman chuckled as she leaned back and cracked her fingers.
“I’m not sure this is a good idea…” Nomi whispered, and I could see one of her dark eyes was wide behind her curtain of black hair.
“Ahhh, relax,” Urka said as she rolled up to her feet and stepped around the fire. “I’ll give you just a bit of the old ‘pleasure’ vibrations. My old boyfriend used to love it when I used it on his balls or asshole when he was climax--”
“That’s a bit too much detail,” Emta groaned. “And also, what the fuck is wrong with you?”
“Hey, babe, don’t doubt until you try,” Urka laughed. “If you want, I can sprinkle a little bit of the razzle dazzle onto your tight little poop chute while Victor is plowing his big throbbing man spear into your baby-making bits. I guarantee that you’ll be climaxing like a--”
“Just fucking do it already,” Emta groaned. “You are so fucking dirty I can’t even deal with it.”
“But…” Nomi started. “I’m not sure it’s--”
Before the ridiculously beautiful onyx-haired woman could continue, Urka had already grabbed her arm. Then the two froze in place for a few seconds, and neither one of them spoke.
“Did… did you do it?” Nomi asked.
“Uhhh… yeah?” Urka said. “You don’t feel anything?”
“No…” Nomi whispered.
“I’ve been upping the juice,” Urka snickered. “You should definitely feel something.”
“Your hand feels nice,” Nomi admitted with a shrug that almost moved her hair off her face, “but I don’t feel any pain.”
“Try to do it without touching her,” I said. “Nomi eliminates Gee’s powers when they touch, so she might be doing it to you. I know your Zap has a bit of range.”
“Yeahhhh…” Urka took her hands off Nomi’s arm and then pointed her fingers at the pale woman’s arms she was just touching. Then the tingles of blue electricity ran up and down Urka’s fingers, but none of them jumped to Nomi.
“Well… There we go.” Urka shrugged and then lowered her arms. “Doesn’t work.”
“Wait,” Emta scoffed. “How do we know you did it?”
“I did it for sure.” Urka crossed her little arms. “Did you see the sparks on my fingers?”
“But she didn’t feel anything,” Emta argued. “Looked like you didn’t even shoot her.”
“You want a bit of lovin’?” Urka uncrossed her arms and wiggled her fingers at Emta. “Come to mama, I’ll show you a good time.”
“Fine,” Emta walked over to the shorter woman and then grabbed her hands. “Show me what you got.”
“Ohhh… my poor little girl,” Urka cackled as a demonic grin split her face. “Prepare to taste the air on your tongue!”
“Shit!” Emta screamed as she jumped a solid four feet in the air, then the olive-skinned woman ripped her hands away from Urka.
“You should see your hair!” Urka laughed, and sure enough Emta’s usual wavy tendrils of hair were standing on end almost like a porcupine’s quills.
“Fuck! That hurt!” Emta stomped around the fire and waved her arms. “It hurt really bad! You used that on your boyfriend’s testicles? What the fuck is wrong with you?”
“Well…” Urka couldn’t stop laughing now, and she had to take a deep breath to recover. “I didn’t hit him that hard with it.”
Everyone else in the tribe was laughing pretty hysterically now, and Emta kept shaking out her arms and trying to smooth down her hair. Finally, after a few minutes, everyone had gotten their laughs out, and Emta was glowering in her seat with her arms crossed.
“Now… what did we learn?” Urka teased as she wagged her finger at Emta.
“I didn’t learn shit,” Emta growled.
“You learned to trust little mama Urka,” the gnome-woman cackled. “It’s like my grandpappy used to say: ‘you’ll never do that dumb shit again!’”
“What we did learn…” I paused, and everyone turned to me before I continued. “… is that Nomi’s second ability makes her immune to everyone else’s powers, but she doesn’t have it listed on her Eye-Q yet.”
Everyone turned to look at the dark-haired woman, and she slowly nodded.
“It seems you are right, Victor,” she whispered. “Again.”








Chapter 15
We spent another hour or so chatting about our powers, but the night was getting on at that point, and almost everyone was yawning. Emta asked to take first watch so she could mess around with her special ability, and then Sheela organized everyone else into watches. I wasn’t given a shift this time, so I enjoyed nice warm cuddles all night with my lovers draped around or on top of me.
I was a bit worried about getting attacked on the narrow path of the hillside, but none of my dinos alerted me to any problems, so after a quick breakfast, and a long session of walking around and petting all my dinos, we were ready to get moving once again.
“We should reach the new site right before dinner time,” I told everyone as they were mounting up. “I can’t wait to show you all our new home. You are going to love it.”
“I know we will.” Kacerie smiled at me.
“I did like our old home so much,” Galmine said, “but this new place sounds so exciting. It will be near the ocean! When I visited the cave by the beach, Kacerie and I would sit and stare out at the waves. It was so soothing, which helped, since we were so worried when the big flying man grabbed you.”
“The new place backs right up to the water,” I chuckled. “You can sit on the cliff edge and stare down into the ocean as much as you want.”
“I am looking forward to our new home,” Adella sighed, and everyone else agreed.
The twisty-turny switchbacks down the hillside were a bit harder to navigate with eleven big dinos, but I made Nicole take the lead and Grumpy take the rear since they had both gone this route before. By late morning, we’d finally made it to the first part of the gently sloping savannahs, and I had everyone circle around me as we glanced up the trail where we had just come.
“Let me just lay out how the last part of the day is going to go,” I said. “The jungle behind us is going to be the last stuff we have to go through until we make it to the beach, but between us and the water, we probably have another four or so hours of gently sloping and wide open prairie. There will be some sporadic trees, but it’s mostly open for the next few hours. Then the slope will start to get steeper, and we’ll see the ocean stretching out ahead of us. This is going to be a fun part of the trip because it’s a nice clear day, and the water will be blue and bright.”
“I can’t wait!” Adella giggled.
“Me, either,” Liahpa sighed. “My ass is tired of riding.”
“And I’m soooo tired of holding Nomi’s hand,” Gee groaned. “Uhhh… I didn’t mean I don’t like holding your hand, sweets, I just miss my flame is all.”
“I understand,” Nomi whispered with her usual slight nod. “I know it is painful for you.”
“I can’t wait to dance with my fire and swim in some water!” Gee laughed. “A whole world of it as far as the eye can see. I want to see it again.”
“My main concern is that we’ll be really exposed out here,” I said as I gestured south toward where we would soon see the beach. “When the terrain slopes down toward the ocean, there will be some jungle on the sides that we can duck in if we need to, but we’ll be out in the open for the biggest part of the day. I’m going to do a quick look around with Bruce. Everyone wait for a few minutes.”
Bruce had actually landed next to Grumpy while I addressed everyone, and he let out a happy honk before he frog-leaped into the air. Then I switched my vision to his as he gained some altitude and flew south.
From his higher elevation, the ocean stretched out in the distance. I guessed it was a good ten or twelve miles away still, but the open plains of grass and downward slope meant it was going to be the easiest part of our journey.
I saw a few packs of trikes, stegos, and a pair of brachiosauruses in the area where Emerald and I had seen all the leaf-eating dinos the last time we had passed this way. The brachios were huge, even from Bruce’s position up in the sky high above them, and I couldn’t wait to get a bit closer so I could look at their long necks.
Bruce made it to the ocean a few minutes later, and I had him turn west on the shore so that he could scope out the rest of the path toward our new home. I let out a sigh of relief when I saw that the camp where Aytron and his men used to live was still empty, and then I almost cheered when Bruce focused on the raised cliff-peninsula that we were about to call our home. The large plot of sloped land still looked untouched, and I heard Bruce let out a happy honk through his own ears as he soared above it.
I had Bruce turn back north a bit, and I saw the distant smoke from where we had burned the valley to escape the raptors. I knew the flames had gone out yesterday when they ran into the north river and the rocky ledges of the eastern and western valleys, but I figured it wasn’t a bad idea to have my pal do a quick fly around to make sure that they hadn’t re-ignited.
And I also wanted to make sure that the Utahraptors had moved on.
I saw a group of four spinosauruses a mile or so upriver from our new base, but they seemed to be swimming north through the water. Then I saw a group of three T-rexes in the valley west of the river, but they were feasting on a corpse of a large sauropod, and if anything, the spinos were a bigger threat to them than they were to us.
“I’m just doing a sweep of the area,” I spoke out loud even though I was looking through Bruce’s eyes.
“Take your time,” I heard Liahpa say. “Best to know of danger if there is any.”
Bruce angled toward the valley with the fires, and I occupied myself by looking down on the beautiful world below him. Dinosaurland really was gorgeous, and my pteranodon’s gentle wing-beats really relaxed my mind.
“The fire has pretty much burned out,” I said as Bruce flew over the area again.
“What about the Utahraptors?” Liahpa asked.
“I’m not seeing them around,” I said as Bruce turned his head left and right. “Some larger carnivores are in the adjacent valleys, and it looks like there are some carnos on the hillside above our fort, but it’s still too far away for me to see. I’m going to head northwest to the ocean cave and just double check.”
Bruce was actually turning that way, and I briefly wondered if he’d heard me speak or just knew my intentions. I figured it was the latter, and a few minutes later we were circling over the canyon where I had first met Quwaru and her tribe.
“Not seeing any… wait.” I felt my heart skip a beat when I saw some black dots to his south.
On the beach.
Running south.
“Fuck,” I groaned. “They are just a bit south of where the cave is.”
“Where the obsidian strip from the volcano is?” Liahpa asked. “That’s where we fought them last time.”
“They are a bit farther south,” I said. “Like a quarter of a mile. They are running.”
“I’m not an expert at maps…” I heard Zoru start, “but if they keep running along the coast there, won’t they eventually get to where our new fort is going to be?”
“Yep,” I sighed.
“How long?” Sheela asked.
“I’m not sure,” I said as Bruce beat his wings a few times to close the distance. “Let me estimate how fast they are moving.”
Bruce flew over the twenty-two raptors, but I had him stay behind slightly so that his shadow wouldn’t alert them that he was overhead. After half a minute of him matching pace with them, I started doing some math in my head, but I didn’t really like what I was coming up with.
“Probably the earliest would be two days,” I said. “There aren’t any obstacles to run around since they are on the beach, but they are about as north as our old fort, and then a good half-day to a day more westward. Shit… I guess if they really ran hard it would be a day and a half, but that’s assuming they actually know where they are going, and I don’t have any idea how they would guess we are moving down here to a new fort.”
“Maybe they are just hunting for food?” Kacerie asked.
“They could be…” my voice trailed off as Bruce caught an updraft and bounced up a good ninety-feet higher. There were a few other pteranodons soaring around near him, but Bruce was the biggest of the bunch, so the other guys didn’t bother him.
Then I saw the lead Utahraptor turn to glance over his shoulder. He seemed to look up right at Bruce.
Then the Utahraptor skidded on the sand like a hockey player on the ice.
The other raptors stopped a bit slower than their leader, but they all turned up to look at where Bruce was circling.
“Holy fuck,” I gasped. “They spotted Bruce.”
“Is he in danger?” Trel gasped, and I was a bit surprised by the concern in her voice.
“He’s up in the air, so they can’t get to him, but… fuck… this is really weird. It’s like they know him.”
“He helped us at the fight on the beach,” Liahpa pointed out. “He dive-bombed a few of them when they attacked us. If it is the same leader, he might know.”
“But how has he communicated with the other ones?” I said to no one in particular. “This guy is fucking smart.”
“He might be smart, but how could he possibly know where our new fort is?” Kacerie asked. “This has to be a coincidence that they are kind of heading in the same direction.”
“It probably is,” I said.
“Soooo… what are we going to do, then?” Quwaru asked. “Shall we continue as planned?”
“Yeah,” I said as I returned my vision back to my own body. “I’ll continue to watch them every hour or so. I don’t quite know what else to do besides keep moving. We can’t really camp here, or up in the cave, for a long time. We’ll need better shelter for all the dinos, and we need fresh water and food. We’ll get all that at the new location. Fuck. My head hurts.”
“Are you okay?” Kacerie asked as she bit her lip.
“Yeah…” I rubbed my temples and eyes. “That was kind of far away. I always get a headache when I look through his eyes from that distance.”
“We need you to be healthy,” Quwaru said. “Please take care of yourself.”
“Victor, if you would like, I can massage your temples for you?” Adella said. “Maybe I could sing you a calming song?”
“I would also love-- I mean, I wouldn’t mind rubbing your strong shoulders or your neck, or… just anything you want,” Keefaye said as she fluttered her long golden eyelashes at me.
“And by ‘anything you want,’ Goldie is talking about your hunk ‘o man meat,” Urka laughed.
“Urka!” Keefaye gasped as she placed a hand on her perfect bosom. “I am a High Priestess. I would never say such a thing.”
“That’s why you spoke in metaphors,” Urka snorted. “Keeping it classy.”
“I thought your nickname for her was ‘High Maintenance?’” Liahpa laughed.
“It was, Muscles, but I changed it to ‘Goldie’ for obvious reasons.”
“Obviously,” Liahpa snickered. “Since I’m ‘Muscles.’”
“I never once said I was creative or had any sort of imagination,” Urka cackled. “I’m keeping the nicknames short and sweet. I just want to sprinkle a bit of humor on an otherwise terrifying situation of traveling across this world without any sort of shelter.”
“Fair enough,” Liahpa said with a nod.
“Let’s just get moving,” I chuckled. “Everyone keep your eyes open while we go through this savannah. I didn’t see anything from the sky, but that doesn’t mean there aren’t attackers lurking in the tall grass.”
I was almost ninety-nine percent sure there wasn’t anyone or anything trying to sneak up on us from the grass, but my warning seemed to focus everyone on the task at hand, and our group spread out into a tight double chevron formation as we continued our journey south.
“How are we on water?” I asked Kacerie an hour or so later as the warm sun had baked us pretty well, and she’d handed me down a pot from Sonny’s back.
“We should have enough to make it to the river, if you are certain it will be by the end of the day.”
“Okay, good,” I said after I took a long drink. The water tasted a bit stale because it had been sitting in the clay pot for a day, and I didn’t realize how used to drinking fresh stuff I was.
“I’ve been thinking a bit about my power,” she started as I handed her back the jug of water. I noticed Emerald wasn’t riding with Kacerie, but then I noticed the green-haired beauty was riding on Butt-Head now instead of Quwaru.
“Oh?” I asked Kacerie.
“There is an old story with a bunch of lessons woven in the tale. I’m not sure if that word translated well for you.”
“You mean ‘parable?’” I asked.
“Yes!” She smiled. “That’s the word.”
“Tell me more,” I said. “I love a good story.”
“Well… I used to think it was just a story to entertain children and teach morality. Part of it was about how chaotic our world used to be without our master computers organizing society.”
“Yeah.” I nodded. “We have stories that are cautionary tales of computers taking over and ending the existence of our people, so I think it’s really interesting that your world is ruled by computers.”
“I wouldn’t call it… ruled…” Kacerie frowned a bit in thought. “We still have a group of older men and women who help make decisions, but I suppose for simplicity’s sake, your understanding of it is good enough. These elders pretty much asked the computers for advice anyways.”
“It sounds crazy to me,” I chuckled, “but it seems like it has worked out well for your people.”
“It really has,” she laughed, “but this older story, or ‘fable’ as you call it, was of this husband and wife that used to fight monsters on our world. They didn’t have Lance, though. They had energy that came out of their palms, and they used them like your Cricket Bat of Doom.”
“Huh,” I said. “We have a bunch of movies about guys who had energy weapon swords and could lift stuff with their mind. It was a really popular story.”
“Wow,” she laughed. “Our worlds actually do have a lot in common. So strange how similar they are.”
“For sure,” I said. “Also, one of the men in Aytron’s tribe had these light-looking energy swords that appeared in his hands. They cut through everything.”
“That is how Beyella and Acooas’ weapons worked!” Kacerie gasped.
“Soooo… You are thinking you can make laser swords like them?” I wiggled my eyebrows at her.
She laughed like bells chiming. “You look adorable when you do that with your eyes.”
“Oh, this?” I asked innocently as I pointed my finger at my eyebrows and wiggled them again.
“Yes,” she laughed and covered her mouth. Then her electric blue eyes stared down into mine for a few moments. Her look was filled with adoration, and I couldn’t help but smile up at her.
“We were talking about your laser hand light weapons,” I reminded her.
“Ohhh… yeah…” She blushed. “I was thinking about something else for a moment.”
“What? How amazing my eyebrows are?”
“Kind of,” she chuckled. “I was hoping our baby got them. Well, and your sense of humor.”
“Our… baby?” My stomach flip-flopped half a dozen times in a single second. “Do you know?”
“Oh!” she gasped. “It’s still too early, I think. I was just… dreaming… I guess. My imagination just ran away with the idea, and I wondered what he or she would look like.”
“It’s a good dream.” I felt my entire chest warm, and I rode Beavis closer to Sonny’s side so that I could reach up to squeeze her hand.
“What a strange life I have now,” she sighed as she squeezed my hand. “Talk about strange dreams. I would have never imagined this life, but I love it.”
“You don’t miss your salon or cutting hair?” I asked.
“Styling hair,” she corrected me with a wink. “Cutting is just one part. It’s important work. Women and men need to look their best.”
“Of course,” I chuckled. “I think your true calling is managing the tribe. You are really doing a great job of keeping everything organized.”
“Thanks.” She smiled sweetly at me.
“Soooo… about the laser hands?”
“Right.” She let go of my hand and then glanced down at her palm. “I’m going to try it, but not until we get the fort built. I can use two Lances again, but I think I should save those instead of experimenting.”
“That’s smart,” I agreed, “And I like the idea. It’s pretty out of the box.”
“The box?” She raised an eyebrow.
“Just means it’s a new way of thinking that’s not contained within old established rules,” I explained.
“I like that saying.” She nodded.
“You might be able to make it really small and do fine precision work,” I said as I stroked my short beard. “That could be super useful when we develop the iron.”
“Ohhh, I didn’t think about that,” she said. “But now I’m thinking you need a shave. You keep stroking your beard.”
“I’m starting to like it, actually,” I laughed.
“Still needs a trim,” she scoffed. “If you want, I can style it for you, but those are your two options.”
“You either shave it or style it?” I laughed.
“Yep,” she said as she held her nose up in the air a bit like Trel. “My husband isn’t going to be walking around looking like a slob.”
“Husband, eh?” I snickered.
“Trel calls you that. I like it. I’m calling you that now. Cool? Cool.”
“Well, since you used ‘cool’ correctly, I’ll oblige.” I felt like my face was going to split from grinning so much, and I just wanted to pull the beautiful pink-haired woman down off Sonny so that I could smother her full lips with kisses.
And maybe tickle her forever.
“Do your people have ceremonies for when they get married?” I asked. “Mine do, and Trel just kind of started calling me her husband, but… Do you have something like that.”
“Yes,” Kacerie said as her smile dropped from her face. “Do… do you want to do it? The way my people do?”
“Sure,” I said. “I’d marry all of you, if that is what you want, and we should do it the way you all like. If that’s important to you.”
“It is important to me… actually.” Kacerie’s smile was back, and she blinked a few times as she looked away from me.
“You okay?” I asked.
“Yeah,” she cleared her throat. “I’m very happy. Just… so happy. Thank you, Victor.”
“Well… tell me what we have to do.”
“Now?” she squeaked.
“We don’t have to do it now,” I laughed. “Just tell me what the process is. I want to know.”
“Okay,” she bit her bottom lip and then took a deep breath. “It starts with--”
“Wait!” I hissed as I raised my hand. “There is a problem with Bruce.”
Then a shadow fell over us, and the temperature dropped at least ten degrees.
“Holy… shit…” I gasped as I looked up and saw a massive pteranodon flying above us. “It’s a quetzalcoatlus.”








Chapter 16
It was hard to tell how big the flying dino was, but I guessed he was about five or six times the size of Bruce, and bruce was easily the size of a horse.
Then I realized that he was at least six-hundred feet in the air, so he might have even been bigger that I first thought. The flying dino’s wings cast a huge shadow over us, and it almost felt like there was a commercial airline jet circling. I knew that quetzalcoatluses were the same kind of pterosaur order that Bruce was in, but these larger dinos had bright-yellow feathers on the edges of their wings, and magnificent rooster or cockatoo crests on their heads. They almost seemed half flying dinosaur and half Bigbird from Sesame Street, but I doubted that they were going to swoop down and offer us advice on friendship.
No. These massive flyers were looking for an easy meal.
“There are three of them!” Liahpa shouted, and my stomach dropped even farther into my toes when I saw that she was right.
“Group together!” I shouted as I commanded my dinos to make a tight wagon circle. “Everyone get ready to jump down and crawl under the dinos! Make a big lump so they can’t pick anyone small off!”
One of the quetzalcoatluses let out a screech that sounded like a thousand angry crows fighting over food, and I glanced up to see the three massive creatures begin to circle over us.
They had obviously decided that something down here in the tall grass looked tasty.
The trikes, stegos, and parasaurs all grouped up around where I rode Bevis and Emerald rode Butt-Head, and the two pachys crouched down to make themselves as small as possible while the troodons and balaurs nestled in close. Then Hope, Jinx, and Shirley came into the dog pile a moment after Bob, Sonny, and Cher moved to stand over us.
“Get under them!” I shouted as I jumped off Bevis and helped Nomi and Gee get down from Mike D. They were on the outside layer of our defensive Spartan ball, but shit could get even worse if Gee’s power accidently activated and roasted all of us.
One of the quetzals let out another screech that froze my blood, and Keefaye choked out a scream from her spot under Tom’s belly.
“Don’t make any noise!” I hissed to everyone. “Our larger dinos are too big for them to eat, so we just need to wait it out.”
“Can you tame them?” Quwaru asked, and I realized that I was sandwiched between her and Emerald under Katie’s stomach. The placement gave me deja vu for a split second, but my mind was spinning through half a hundred thoughts like a coke-head trying to solve a Rubik's Cube while also Riverdancing.
“I don’t think so,” I whispered as I tried to look up through the tight press of dino bodies. My team had done a good job of making a defensive huddle, but that also meant I couldn’t really see shit.
“What do we do if they att--” Quwaru started to say.
“Kacerie!” I hissed as I glanced around to find her. “Where are you?”
“Over here!” I heard her voice, but we might as well have all been playing under a pillow fort at midnight, and I could only really feel Quwaru and Emerald against me and see a bit of Katie’s underbelly.
“I need you to be closer to the edge so you can hit them with Lance if they decide to attack!”
“I’m right near the edge with Sheela!” she whisper-hissed back.
“I’m going to switch to Bruce’s eyes,” I said, and then I let my vision float over to my pteranodon.
Bruce had been south of our position, and the quetzals had flown from the east. My buddy was in a constant state of looking down at the ground to spy danger or food for us, so I wasn’t surprised that the bigger flying dinos had been able to get close without him really noticing.
But now he was in a bit of a pickle.
He’d moved up in elevation so that he was higher than the three larger dinos, but they had seen him, and if he flew too close, he and I were both sure one would come after him. That might have not been a real problem under most circumstances, but the fact that there were three of them, they were bigger, and there weren't really any jungle trees nearby that he could easily dive into made it really risky for him to help us at all.
Meanwhile, the trio was circling over our pack of dinos like vultures around an African water buffalo with two broken legs.
Each rotation brought the trio of quetzals a bit closer to the ground, but they didn’t seem to be in much of a hurry. Their behavior kind of surprised me, though, and I wondered why they were still trying to mess with us. Yeah, they were big, and actually way bigger than the pictures of them I’d seen online and in books, but they still couldn’t possibly think that we were easy pickings.
Could they?
The trikes and stegos were pretty big, and Bob, Sonny, and Cher weren’t slouches, either. I just couldn’t believe that these three quetzalcoatluses thought they could get an easy meal.
But obviously, they kept descending, so they didn’t seem to be afraid.
“Victor?” I heard Kacerie hiss from across the huddle, and I tried to debate my options.
If Kacerie used both of her Lances, then there was a good chance that the third quetzal would fly away, or that we’d be able to fight the giant dino off if it somehow decided to land. However, this meant that we wouldn’t have Kacerie’s ability when the Utahraptors came for us.
But I wasn’t even sure that the Utahs were really coming. Yeah, they were running in our direction, and it was the same guy leading the pack that I had fought earlier, and they seemed to know who Bruce was, but it seemed like a far stretch to think they were coming all the way around the beach to get us.
I thought about how fast Bruce could dive, and I figured that even though the quetzals were much larger, they probably couldn’t dive any faster. They were also still a good two-hundred yards above us, or so it seemed from Bruce’s point of view.
There was no way Sheela could throw a spear that far straight up, and our bows were also ineffective. No one else really had any long-ranged weapons. If the giant pteranodons landed, then Gee could probably fuck them up, or Sheela and Liahpa could throw spears at them, but I was super worried that the quetzals’ initial attack would really hurt or maybe even kill one of my dinos.
What we really needed was cover, but the closest thing we could use was a loose spread of three tall oak trees to our east. They were about three-hundred yards away, and while they wouldn’t offer us perfect cover because their trunks were about thirty yards apart, the tall curly branches of the trees would prevent the quetzals from dive-bombing us.
And if those big fuckers landed on the ground, we’d be on more equal footing.
Or I could just have Kacerie blast them right now and not have to worry about moving or fighting them.
Then I realized I was way more worried about the twenty-two Utahraptors than I was about these three overgrown pelicans, and I still had an opportunity to get us out of this without using Kacerie’s Lance.
The chance of the Utahraptors attacking us was more dangerous than these three quetzals circling above us, and if that changed, I could always bring Kacerie’s weapons into play.
I ordered Bruce to start flying over to where the quetzals were circling over us.
“Victor!” the beautiful pink-haired woman hissed again. “Do you want me to--”
“I want to save your powers,” I whispered back. “We are all going to move as a group to the east where those oak trees are.”
“They are really far away!” Urka squeaked. “There is no way we’ll make it. These things are just waiting for one of us to poke our necks out so they can swoop in and grab us.”
“We are going to move all together,” I said. “Sheela and Kacerie, get ready to attack when I order you to. Bruce is going to distract them.”
“How?” Liahpa gasped. “They are ten times bigger than him!”
“He’s working on it,” I said as I switched back to Bruce’s vision.
My pteranodon buddy was much higher than the three big fucks were now, but still a half dozen football fields away, so I begged him to pour on some more speed. He did so, and then I checked the quetzals’ eyes to make sure they weren’t looking at him.
The quetzals had their eyes on the group of us clustered below, and I realized they had stopped the descending aspect of their flight path. They were probably waiting for one of the smaller morsels, like one of my tribe mates, to poke their heads out from below the dinos, and the fact that they were still a good two-hundred yards up made me think they actually could dive pretty fast.
Bruce was above them now, and I took a deep breath as I planned for the next part. I was about to put my big pal in a dog fight with three much larger and more powerful foes, and unlike Maverick, there was no Iceman to be his wingman.
But hey, I was a pretty awesome wingman.
“Get ready to move,” I said loud enough for everyone to hear. “Bruce is going to save the day again. What a hero.”
Bruce seemed really happy with my thoughts, but he was also pretty scared, and I could feel his big horse-sized heart hammering in his chest as he began to dive toward the quetzal that was circling the highest.
As he descended like a hawk plummeting down to grab a mouse, I felt my own heart skip a beat when I realized just how much bigger the quetzalcoatluses were than Bruce. He was pretty much a yappy chihuahua, and they were great danes, but having been a professional dog catcher for most of my short adult life, I knew for a fact that chihuahuas were sometimes a whole lot scarier than the bigger dogs.
Bruce hit the much larger pteranodon right on his back around the shoulder area, and then my pal slammed his head forward, opened his mouth, and took a big-ass bite out of the other dino.
The quetzalcoatlus screamed with surprise, and it actually flinched its massive wings on instinct. It was probably the worst move to make, and the bigger dino began to plummet to the ground as Bruce took another bite out of its shoulder.
“Jump Bruce!” I urged out loud even though I didn’t need to, and my pal launched free of the falling dino, opened his wings wide, and then caught an updraft that carried him over to the second closest quetzal.
The guy Bruce had attacked only fell for five or so seconds, but that was enough for him to be only about a hundred feet above the ground. The other two still hadn’t quite realized what was going on, and Bruce slammed on top of the next big flyer like a fat kid bellyflopping into a kiddy pool.
But then both of them started to tumble down together, and my head spun as I tried to make sense of what I was seeing out of Bruce’s eyes.
“Sheela! Shoot the nearest one!” I didn’t think it was close enough for her to actually hit the thing with her bow, but it was pretty fucking massive, and she was an ace shot.
I moved my vision over to Bob, and I turned his head and lifted his leg so that Sheela could dart out, raise her bow, yank back the string with a grunt, and then let go.
The arrow launched into the air like a missile, and it actually hit the quetzal right in the chest where I thought its heart might have been. The thing let out a screech that made the ground vibrate, and then it made a dive toward Sheela along with the other one who wasn’t paying attention to Bruce.
“Sheela!” I screamed, but the cheetah-woman was already diving back under Bob.
Then I realized that the quetzals weren’t aiming for Sheela, they were aiming for Bob.
They were going to try to knock him over and break up our shield wall.
“Brace for impact!” I shouted just as the quetzal Sheela shot raised its wings, twisted his body around, and prepared to slam his scythe-like talons into Bob.
My big parasaurus probably weighed three or four times more than the quetzal, but it had flight speed and was coming across like a swinging wrecking ball.
I gave Bob the command to dig down into the dirt as much as he could with his front and back legs, and then I had him get ready to twist his body around. Just as soon as I thought the massive pteranodon was about to hit him, Bob leaned in that direction with most of his body and then tilted his head down so that he would take most of the impact on his big burly shoulders.
The quetzalcoatlus didn’t see the maneuver coming. If it was any other group of dinosaurs, they probably would have gotten knocked over like bowling pins, but the flying dino’s feet and talons just scraped harmlessly off the narrower profile of Bob’s body, and then the quetzal slammed into the much sturdier Mike D, who was being supported on the other side by MCA and Ad-rock.
The quetzal’s momentum was totally thrown off by missing Bob, and then he didn’t have a chance to adjust his wings before he collided into the stegos, so what should have been a “bowling ball knocking over a bunch of pins” move turned into a “tumbleweed across the plains” move as the big flying dino folded in on itself, spun head over heels, and then bounced off the top of the stegos’ plates. It might have been comical if the entire shield wall group of dinosaurs didn’t vibrate with the force of the quetzal hitting and then rolling over the stegos, and pretty much everyone but Emerald shrieked.
The attacking quetzal landed far past us in a jumble of bright-yellow crest feathers and flapping wings, and it let out a scream that was equal parts pain and indignation.
But we were okay, and the big fucker was right in the direction we needed to go to get under the tree cover.
I switched over to Bruce and found that he was twisting and weaving through the air like a stunt pilot around the second quetzal. The much bigger flying dino was trying to take a bite out of my pal, but Bruce was playing it safe by using his ability to turn and bank quicker than his larger opponent.
Unfortunately, Bruce’s aerial acrobatics meant that I couldn’t really see what the third quetzal was up to, so I switched to Sonny’s eyes and looked up to find that the third massive flier seemed to be altering his flight so that he could help with Bruce.
Perfect.
“Go for the trees! Run, but get ready to circle up again!” I forced the outer layer of dinos to break away from the group. Some of them, like Cher and Nicole, I had to actually make jump away because some of my women were hiding under them, and I didn’t want to wait for them to move, but most were able to peel away super easy.
Then I put my trikes to work doing the thing they loved to do best: plow through assholes.
Tom took the lead with Nicole on his left and Katie on his right in a V formation, and they circled our group as close as they could before they aimed their charge at the quetzal thrashing on the ground. The flying dino was a good hundred yards away, but that gave my trikes plenty of time to gain the right amount of speed for clobbering.
“Chase after the trikes!” I shouted as everyone started running.
And everyone started screaming.
Well, not everyone. My warrior women were used to this shit by now, but Keefaye, Adella, Youleena, and Urka were obviously terrified as the group began to run.
I knew Galmine was going to have a problem keeping up with everyone, but I saw that Trel was already Doctor Octopus-running across the grass with the gray-skinned woman in her arms, and I saw Liahpa throw Urka over her shoulder without losing even a fraction of her speed.
My dinos all took off after the trikes, too, and I realized that I was lagging behind everyone a bit because it was hard to make my legs work while I was trying to get a feel for Bruce, aim the trikes, and then push everyone else out in a stampede. Just as I was about to pick up some speed, though, Youleena tripped on her dress and went down rolling right in front of me.
“Got ya!” I shouted as I bent down, scooped her up in my arms like it was our wedding day, and then continued running. It wasn’t quite as graceful as Liahpa’s grab with Urka, but I wasn’t a professional athlete that had to pick up and run with weighted balls.
“One of them is coming toward us!” Youleena screamed as she looked behind me.
I twisted my head around and saw that the stone melder was correct. The third massive pteranodon had changed his mind now that he saw a bunch of treats running on the ground, and he was banking away from helping his friend tangle with Bruce.
Then my three trikes slammed into the grounded quetzal.
I hadn’t been looking through Tom’s eyes, but I felt the impact from him, Nicole, and Katie as if it was my own head smashing through a Styrofoam wall. The quetzal may have been bigger in height and width, but the flyer didn’t outweigh a trike, let alone the three charging at him. He was pretty much insta-gibbed, and I heard the third quetzal screech like a thousand cats when he saw his buddy get murdered and trampled into hamburger.
“Circle up again!” I shouted as I tried to both make my legs move, hold onto Youleena, and command all my dinosaurs to do the shield wall again.
They were probably fifty yards away.
Run.
I stumbled a little as I sprinted, and Youleena gasped as she dug her black nails into my bare shoulder. I regained my footing quickly, though, and then I dug deep into my stomach and forced my legs to sprint toward the cluster of dinosaurs that the rest of my friends were diving under.
Twenty-five yards away, and I couldn’t help but feel like I’d somehow grabbed the pigskin in a NFL game, and I had a building-sized linebacker chasing after me.
Run.
The shadow over us seemed to get bigger and darker with each of my footsteps, and I could feel Youleena tense up like a statue as she looked over my shoulder.
Run.
“Victor!” I heard ten different voices scream, and I saw Quwaru and Liahpa reaching out to me from under a blood-soaked and yellow feather-coated Tom.
Kacerie poked her pink head out from behind Tom’s legs and raised her right arm to point up and behind me.
“Save it!” I screamed at Kacerie, and then I was sliding across the tall grass.
Liahpa and Quwaru grabbed Youleena and me and yanked us under Tom just two seconds before I felt a vacuum of air tear at all of us. The quetzalcoatlus screamed like a thousand trains grinding to a halt, and everyone leaned to the side against the wind as it passed over us.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck.” It felt like my heart was trying to eject itself from my chest, and Quwaru, Liahpa, and Youleena clung to me as we took shelter under Tom’s bloody bulk.
“You were about to get snatched!” Kacerie growled as she leaned out from behind Tom’s rear leg. “I need to Lance him!”
“We are fine!” I forced a laugh up through my chest. “This is fine! One down, and two to go!”
“I hit him with an arrow as he was flying away!” Sheela shouted from the opposite side of the messy pile of people, big dino legs, and smaller troodons and balaurs that were wiggling through the mix like spaghetti noodles.
“Is he down?” I asked as I switched my vision to Ad-Rock.
“No,” Sheela said, “but I did hit him in the ass, so perhaps there is some humor to be found in this predicament.”
Sure enough, Ad-Rock was able to look upward to see that Sheela’s arrow was deep in the big flying dino’s rear end. I couldn’t quite tell if it was in the creature’s butthole, but it was close enough to probably be worth laughing over when we sat around the fire tonight.
“Break up and run for the trees! We’ve got a minute before it turns around!” As I shouted, I ordered all my dinos to carefully spread away from the cluster so that they didn’t step on anyone, and then I switched to Bruce’s eyes.
My pteranodon was still tumbling with the other quetzal in the sky like a sparrow boxing with an eagle, but it was really hard for me to understand what was going on because of all the aerial twists and turns. I definitely felt like my pal was a bit more relaxed than when he first attacked these guys, and it took me a few seconds of observing to realize why.
The big quetzal was getting tired.
I switched back to my own eyes just as Tom got clear of us, and everyone started running. I went to grab Youleena, but Liahpa was now carrying her just like I had, and Urka was actually riding on the silver-skinned athlete’s shoulders as she sprinted across the field toward the three tall oak trees. I suddenly realized I was at the back of the group again, so I bent down and hammered my quads like engine pistons so that I could catch up with everyone.
Trel had a massive speed advantage because of her spider legs, and she made it to the base of the trees with Galmine at the same time as the pachys, parasaurs, and trikes did. Liahpa was next to arrive with Youleena and Urka, and then Zoru, Sheela, Keefaye, Tannin, Quwaru, Kacerie, and the Emeralds.
Nomi had to run while holding Gee’s hand, and even though Adella and Keefaye had very long shapely legs, they weren’t athletic at all, so the group was having a tough time running through the knee-high grass. I also realized that Jinx and Shirley were having a bit of a hard time, since the grass was high for them, and I scooped up the smaller dinos in my arms when I caught up with them.
We still made it to the grouping of oak trees just as the quetzal with the arrow in his ass was banking into his turn, and I ordered all the big dinos to group together again.
“Get under!” I shouted as soon as the cluster was constructed, but this time I put my trikes and stegos at the approach angle that the quetzal was going to take, and even though I guessed that the massive pteranodon was as tall as the oak trees we were kind of hiding under, I figured the branches would also fuck up any swoop maneuver our attacker might think of.
Sure enough, as soon as the quetzal banked around toward us, he let out a screech of annoyance that reminded me of an actress that wasn’t getting her way. I half expected the flyer to still try to swoop toward us, but he altered his trajectory, and was obviously going to fly over the trees and back toward where Bruce and the other quetzal were fighting.
I switched back to my ace pilot pal just in time to catch him bite a big chunk of meat off the shoulder of the quetzal he was fighting. The bigger bird was definitely not cut out for the kind of twists and turns that Bruce could make with his smaller size, and it actually seemed like the quetzal was trying to escape my pal’s attacks.
But Bruce wasn’t letting up. He was the kind of guy that was always going to defend his friends, and I knew he wasn’t going to let this big bully get away.
Bruce was going to murder him for trying to pick on us.
I appreciated that my friend had my back, but I was worried about the second quetzal coming at him, so I gave him the order to try to disengage and gain some altitude.
Bruce didn’t really want to let the guy go, but he seemed to understand my worry, so the next time he banked around the top of his opponent he pitched up and caught a draft. The movement carried him a few dozen yards up above his attacker, and the bigger pteranodon let out a screech of surrender as he dove away from Bruce as fast as he fucking could.
This just left the quetzal with the arrow in his ass. Bruce was higher in the sky than that one, but Arrow-ass was still in between the oak trees and my pteranodon’s location. I was a bit worried that Arrow-ass would try to come after Bruce, but as they flew toward each other for a few seconds, it was obvious that the quetzal just wanted to get the fuck out of there with his other friend so they could lick their wounds.
Bruce flew right over him and then began to descend toward us as the other two quetzals joined up and screeched away to the north.
“We did it,” I sighed, and then I took another few deep breaths as I watched the two massive flyers turn into dots.
My cluster of dinos and tribemates carefully broke apart, but this time my head started to spin when I managed to stand up. I had to actually close my eyes and focus on breathing for a few moments, and a bit of tension forced a headache to return to my temples, but other than that I felt like I was on top of the fucking world.
I heard a gentle honk, so I opened my eyes to see Bruce’s face just a few feet in front of mine. He had landed and was tilting his head as if he was worried about me, but in reality, the horse-sized pteranodon had saved the day again.
“Come here and give me a hug, hero,” I chuckled as I opened my arm, and Bruce let out a happy squawk as he frog-hopped forward and laid his head on my shoulder.
“Is this what all your adventures are like, Victor?” Keefaye gasped, and I opened my eyes to see her clutching her fingers to her ample bosom.
“Yeah,” I laughed. “More or less.”
“It was both terrifying and exciting!” she gushed. “I feel this… euphoria now that we have survived.”
“I think I may have shit my pants,” Urka grumbled, and then she pulled the top of her overalls away from her chest so she could glance down. “Naw. But I wouldn’t have been surprised.”
“Everyone did a great job,” I said as I gave Bruce one last pat on the head and broke away from him. “We really worked like a team.”
“Felt a bit like we were just running for our lives the entire time.” Emta raised an eyebrow.
“All that matters is who wins at the end.” I shrugged. “May have looked like we were running, but we killed one, and the other two flew away. They’ll know not to fuck with us again.”
“I’m sorry I tripped,” Youleena sighed. “This long dress and the tall grass really hampered my--”
“That’s fine,” I interrupted her. “We are all here to help each other. I didn’t want to use Kacerie’s Lance if I didn’t need to, and I figured the battle would play out like it did if we could get under the oak trees.”
“It almost got you, though.” Kacerie frowned.
“I almost die a few times every day,” I laughed. “But, yeah… I didn’t, so I made the right decision.”
“It’s a shame it had to die,” Galmine sighed as she looked at the ripped-to-shreds corpse of the massive quetzal in the distance. “It was such a beautiful creature.”
“Maybe I’ll tame one in the future,” I chuckled. “I just don’t know how I’d keep a big dino like that fed. I guess our new home is going to be right on the ocean, so there will be plenty of fish.”
After we all checked each other for any bumps, bruises, or scrapes, the tribe remounted and continued south. Bruce took to the air once again, but he couldn’t see any traces of the quetzals on the horizon.
But when he flew west for a few minutes, he did see the Utahraptors were still working their way south on the beach.
“Fuck,” I sighed under my breath.
“What’s wrong?” Quwaru asked, since she was riding on Butt-Head next to me.
“The Utahs are still coming south,” I answered.
“Hmmmm…” She frowned and then glanced over to where the rest of the group rode a bit behind us. “How could they possibly know we are heading this direction?”
“I don’t think they do know. I think they are just…” The words died off in my mouth as we crested the top of the small grassy hill and entered the next stage of our journey.
We were still a few miles from the ocean, but the grassy plains now descended at a gentle angle for the next few miles, and the sapphire ocean spread out on the horizon as far as the eye could see like a mirror of the blue sky. It looked like heaven, and there was a green highway of tall grass and easy travel all the way there.
We were almost home.
“Wow,” Kacerie breathed, and I heard similar gasps from the rest of my tribemates as we all stopped our mounts to look down at the endless ocean.
“I… I can’t believe it’s going to be mine,” Gee said. “It’s amazing. So much water. It’s… wow.”
“This world is so beautiful,” Galmine sighed.
“Equal parts beautiful and dangerous,” Sheela said.
“It reminds me of my home,” Tannin laughed. “Like the sky is kissing the ocean, and if we wanted, we could fly or travel endlessly on their love.”
“The best part is that we get to see this every day!” Trel laughed. “We will build our beautiful home on the high cliff above it, and every morning we can wake up to the beauty of the water. Think about it, ladies, our husband has provided a beautiful life for all of us, and soon we must return the favor by giving him splendid children so that--”
“Can we just have a conversation about something other than making babies for Victor?” Emta groaned.
“I already told you that you can be first with him tonight,” Trel groaned. “You are so impatient.”
“I didn’t even ask for that!” Emta yelled. “That was totally you. You said I was going to have sex with Victor! I didn’t even ask!”
“So… I should give your slot to someone else?” Trel crossed her arms and smirked at the other woman.
“I’ll take it!” Adella raised her hand into the air and almost stood up in her saddle.
“I’m surprised you aren’t more obsessed about all the water in front of us,” Urka laughed. “I thought water was your thing.”
“Oh, it is!” Adella sang. “But my world had lots of water on it, and it was just as beautiful as this. Not that this isn’t beautiful, too. I’m just used to it.”
“Well,” I started as I stretched my hands above my head and rotated my neck. “We’ve got a few more miles to go before we make it to the beach, and I’m looking forward to getting my toes wet in the water with all of you. What do you say we take lunch when we get there and then get to our new home before dinner time?”
Everyone nodded in agreement, and then we began our descent toward the ocean.








Chapter 17
The next part of our journey passed in a flash. Because of Grumpy, I stayed clear of the brachiosauruses that were feasting on the trees, but we still admired the giant long-necked dinosaurs as we rode past them. The downward slope also helped our speed tremendously, and it was a welcome relief to my group of tired dinosaurs.
Before we knew it, we were on the beach, and after Bruce did a quick fly around to make sure there were no big predators nearby, everyone but me jumped down from their dinos and sprinted across the sand so that they could dip their toes in the refreshing water.
Especially Grumpy and Gee. The big purussaurus and fire dancer rolled and frolicked in the foamy waves like dolphins that had just dropped a tab of ecstasy, and I couldn’t help but laugh as Gee cartwheeled across the shore and swam through the water without a care in the world.
“Are you going to join us, Victor?” Quwaru called out, and I blinked away from Gee to see that the beautiful red-skinned succubus-looking woman was standing hip deep in the waves and splashing Nomi.
“Come on, Victor!” Nomi actually shouted. The black-haired woman’s ill-fitting muumuu dress now clung to her wet body in all the right ways, and the sight of her slender curves made me realize that I needed to get her better clothes as soon as possible.
“I had Bruce do a quick patrol, but I’m going to send him a bit east to see if I can find the fort of that other tribe,” I said. “Then I’ll come jump in the water with you all.”
“Hurry up!” Kacerie laughed as she got into a splash fight with Liahpa, Adella, and Keefaye, and I was briefly distracted again as I noticed all of their wet clothes cling tightly to their perfect bodies.
Yeah… I should hurry.
Bruce flew east on the shore for about a mile, but I didn’t see anything but pristine beaches that would make the Bahamas jealous, the occasional band of trikes, and a herd of sauropods that were also frolicking in the ocean waves. I was just about to tell Bruce to turn around and then leave his vision so I could jump in the water, but then I saw a flicker of light down ahead a ways, so I decided to investigate.
A few minutes of flying, and what I guessed was another three miles, and Bruce’s sharp eyes spied the camp of the tribe that I guessed had chased after Bexcee. The survivors had built their base inside of a group of jagged volcanic rocks jutting out of the jungle some four-hundred yards from the edge of the beach. They’d also cleared out a lot of the palms and other jungle trees around their perimeter, so that there was a good fifty yards of open space between them and the tree line.
The jagged rock walls were fortified in places with wooden poles, and they had dug a ditch around the perimeter that looked to be about ten feet deep. A single earthen bridge went southward out of the base, but they hadn’t constructed a gate or anything to keep dinosaurs or other survivors from attacking in that direction.
The footprint of their fort was smaller than our last base by about a third, but it was still much larger than the first camp that Trel, Sheela, Galmine, and I had made. There were six well-built huts inside of the jagged walls, and two of the huts actually had clay roof tiles. Three campfires burned in the center, but I hadn’t seen the smoke from them because they had been smart enough to build them underground like we had done.
I was worried a bit about the powers of these survivors, and I didn’t want someone with a ranged ability like Kacerie to think a pteranodon circling above their camp could make a good meal and attack him, so I kept Bruce farther up and away than I would have if this was just a group of dinosaurs, and I only let him circle once before heading back.
There were four survivors tending to the fires, and I counted ten others walking toward the ocean with a collection of fishing nets. Everyone I saw looked male, but there were a few survivors with long hair and weird bodies that I couldn’t quite be sure of. Bruce was too far up to hear them talk, but I did recognize some of the men that had chased Bexcee, and the guy with the three eyes seemed to be leading the group with the fishing nets.
“I recognize that look,” I heard Sheela say, and I blinked back to my own eyes to find her stepping out of the waves and walking toward me like a Sports Illustrated swimsuit model doing the sexiest possible photoshoot.
And the best thing about Sheela was that she wasn’t even trying to be sexy, she just was the way she was.
“The tribe of men that chased Bexcee is about four and a half miles east of us,” I said.
“How far is our new home?” she asked as she looked westward.
“Can you see the cliff rise in the distance?” I asked as I pointed. “I was going to show everyone after they finished playing in the water. I think it’s about four or five more miles. We should get there before dinner time, easy.”
“I can see it,” she whispered as she squinted a bit. “It looks quite impressive. It juts out of the beach like a fortress made of rock.”
“And we’ll build our fortress on top of or inside of it,” I chuckled.
“What about the other camp?” she asked as she turned to me.
“I don’t want to deal with them now,” I said. “I’m more concerned with the Utahraptors. We need to get to the cliff and then start building some walls. I figure they will be here the day after tomorrow.”
“Are they still heading this direction?” she asked.
“Last time Bruce checked,” I answered.
“How could they know?” Sheela frowned. “It makes no sense.”
“They are either lucky… or their leader is smarter than the average bear.”
“Bear?” Sheela tilted her head, and her blonde locks fell over her spotted shoulder.
“Never mind,” I chuckled.
“Should we start moving again?” she asked. “You did not get to enjoy the water.”
“Yeah…” I sighed. “I’ll feel a lot better once we get home and build the walls.”
Quwaru, Trel, Kacerie, Liahpa, Galmine, and the Emeralds all turned toward me at the same time, and then they all began to walk out of the waves and gestured or asked everyone else to follow.
“What’s wrong?” Sheela asked.
“Wrong?” I asked.
“Your mouth is open.” She smiled. “You seem surprised.”
“I just…” I closed my mouth and then watched my lovers all laugh and play as they exited the waves. I wanted to tell Sheela that there was no way any of them had heard me tell her that it was time to go, but somehow they had understood it was time and had started to gather everyone up.
“Victor?” she asked.
“Do… you… ever guess what I am thinking?” I asked.
“Hmmm… what do you mean?”
“Like… I’m going to think of a number between one and ten. Can you guess what it is?”
“This sounds like a strange game,” she laughed, but then Butt-Head walked over to her, and she jumped on his back while I mounted Beavis.
“Just make a guess,” I said.
“Eight?” She raised a blonde eyebrow.
“Okay… uhhhh… how about between one and one-hundred?” I asked as my heart started to hammer in my chest.
“Why? Is this a game you often play with others on your world?” She smiled slightly, and her grin was so infectious that I found myself mirroring it.
“Just guess.”
“Hmmm… Forty-two?”
“Fuck, that was too easy.” I laughed. “Except, there is no way you’ve read that book. Can you try again? I’ll think of another number.”
“I was correct?” she asked.
“Victor, we are all ready!” Kacerie called out.
“Okay!” I called back as I set our dinos moving again. “Let’s get moving!”
“Thirteen,” Sheela stated.
Fuck. Me.
“How did you guess?” I asked.
“What do you mean? I just guessed.” Sheela shrugged her shoulders slightly.
“Did the number just pop into your head? Did you think that I thought that number?”
“I’m not sure. It just seemed like a good number. There are ninety-nine others, but I just liked forty-two, and then when you asked me to pick again, thirteen seemed fine.”
“You guessed all three,” I said.
“Hmmm…” her golden eyes met mine. “What do you think that means?”
“I don’t know,” I whispered. “The chances of you guessing the first one is ten percent. The chances of you guessing the second and third one was one percent each. The chances of you guessing all three in a row perfectly? It’s like I dunno. One percent of one percent of ten percent. Soooo… fucking impossible.”
“Let’s try again,” she said. “You pick a number, and I will-- Sixty-nine.”
I took a deep breath and closed my eyes before I Bill and Teded.
“Woah. That was right.”
“Interesting,” she said as her lips twisted in a tiny smile.
“The number?” I snickered, but only because I knew she didn’t know what it really meant.
“I feel as if the number… has something to do with sex?” Sheela tilted her head a bit to the side and then blinked at me. “Does it?”
“Woah, again,” I gasped. “You are really picking up on this.”
“I wonder how it is working. Maybe you should guess a number?”
“Sure,” I said, and then I relaxed my mind as I wondered what number she would pick. For a few seconds, there wasn’t any particular number that stood out to me, but then I thought that it couldn’t possibly be Michael Jordan’s jersey number, since there was no way she knew who Michael Jordan was. Still. It seemed like a good number.
“Uhhh… twenty-three?” I asked.
Sheela blinked a few times before she answered. “Yes. Pick another.”
“Fifty-four,” I said without thinking.
“Another.” She bit her bottom lip.
“Uhhh… Ninety-nine.”
“Yes,” she whispered. “Those were the numbers I picked.”
“Fuck…” I whispered.
We didn’t say anything for a few moments, and then Sheela cleared her throat. “This doesn’t seem like it would be your new ability. Is it from Tame?”
“I’m not sure,” I said, “Let’s ride over to Liahpa.”
Sheela nodded, and we steered our pachys over to where the silver-skinned athlete sat on Tom beside Adella and Keefaye.
“Hey, ladies,” I said as I smiled up at them. “I’m thinking of a number between one and one-hundred. Care to guess?”
“Five!’ Adella sang out.
“Too low,” Keefaye laughed. “How about eighty-eight.”
“Hmmm…” Liahpa bit her lip adorably and then raised her red eyes to the sky. “Thirty-two?”
“Liahpa guessed right,” I said as I glanced at Sheela.
“I’m good at winning games,” the beautiful athlete cheered as she raised her hand over her head.
“Now you should pick a number, and we will all guess,” Sheela said, as she shot me a quick glance.
“Okay. I’ve thought of one.” Liahpa crossed her arms and winked at me.
“Seventy-five!” Adella sang out.
“Seventy-four!” Keefaye laughed.
“Twelve,” Sheela said.
“I’m going to guess… Uhhhh… three?” I asked.
“Wowww, Victor!” Liahpa laughed. “You guessed it exactly!”
“It’s probably because you two are… you know,” Keefaye sighed as she fluttered her long golden eyelashes at me. “I’d like to have that connection with you.”
“I’d like to spend more time with you, too,” I said as I smiled at her. “As soon as we get the fort walls made and huts built. Maybe we can work on some projects together?”
“Perfect,” Keefaye smiled.
“What about me?” Adella asked.
“I want to spend time with you, too,” I said, and then I looked at Sheela. “I’m going to go talk to Quwaru for a bit.”
“Understood.” Sheela nodded, and I rode Beavis over to where Quwaru was riding on Ad-Rock.
“Hello, Victor,” she said as she smiled at me. “Are you going to ride next to me for a bit?”
“Yeah,” I said. “I actually had a couple of questions for you.”
“Oh?”
“I’m thinking of a number between one and a hundred. Can you guess?”
“This seems like an odd topic,” she chuckled.
“It kinda is,” I laughed, “but give it a guess. Any number between one and one-hundred. What appears in your mind?”
“I feel like you are thinking about fifty-five,” she said. “But, you know, we could hold hands, and I’d pretty much know for sure.”
“Last time we held hands, you ended up getting shy,” I purred and gave her a wink.
“Yessss,” she whispered. “I… well… like I said. It has been a while for me. Did I guess your number correctly.”
“You did,” I said.
“I don’t believe it,” she laughed again. “What number did you really pick?”
“That one,” I confirmed. “But I’m going to try to look through your eyes like I did for Trel and Sheela and the others while we were sitting around the fire a few nights ago. Is that okay?”
Quwaru’s mouth turned up into a wide smile, and then she glanced around at the other members of the tribe. Everyone was either talking amongst themselves or staring at the distant cliff rise that would soon be our home, but I did notice Sheela watching us from the other shoulder of the caravan.
“I guess that is fine,” she finally replied. “The other women seemed to enjoy it, but why would it work on me?”
I didn’t answer. Instead, I just moved my vision over to Quwaru’s eyes. I saw myself riding down a few feet below her, and I took a few moments to appreciate how good my tan skin and wavy dark hair was looking in the sun. I was still skinny from the weight I’d lost in the last few weeks, but it just made me look like I was carved out of wood like Bruce Lee, and the veins spread across my shoulders, biceps, and chest like a city road-map.
“Looks like I can do it,” I said as I bounced my vision back to my own body.
“Yesss,” Quwaru whispered as she took a deep breath and gazed at me with her silver eyes. “That did feel really good, but again, why does it work on me? I thought it only worked on… well…”
“I think you know why it worked on you,” I said as I met her eyes.
“Oh.” Her cheeks seemed to turn a deeper shade of red, and she quickly turned away from me.
We didn’t speak for a few more minutes, and I just appreciated the pristine beach, the salty breeze coming off the ocean, and the lullaby of the waves. Finally, Quwaru turned back to me, and she smiled for a few seconds before she spoke.
“It’s just been a while since I’ve allowed this to happen,” she admitted.
“If I hadn’t heard your story, I wouldn’t understand why, but I get it.”
“If you hadn’t heard my story, I probably wouldn’t feel this way.” She smiled. “I suppose this is easy.”
“Easy?” I raised an eyebrow.
“Well…” She glanced back to the rest of the tribe. “They already love you.”
“They?” I asked.
“All of them,” she chuckled lightly as she turned back to me. “You are easy to love, Victor. You are both strong and gentle. Brave and caring. Clever and kind.”
“You sound like Galmine,” I said, but I couldn’t help but smile.
“She’s very smart,” Quwaru laughed, and then she put her hand to her mouth and looked away from me again. “You listened to me when I spoke to you about my concerns. I appreciate it. I obviously do care about you.”
“You care about all of us,” I said. “That’s why you are such a good leader.”
“I fell into it.” She shrugged. “As I said, if you knew the old me… Well… we all had to change to survive here.”
“That we did,” I said as I glanced over to Trel, Sheela, Liahpa, Kacerie, Emerald, and finally Galmine. “Well… maybe Galmine hasn’t changed much.”
“No,” Quwuaru snickered. “She probably hasn’t, but she came here perfect. Or so I think.”
“Me too,” I laughed, and just then the beautiful gray-skinned woman turned to us and waved.
She was at the back of the procession and couldn’t possibly have heard us, but her ears must have been burning.
Or my connection with all my women was growing that much stronger every day.
“What happens now?” Quwaru asked after we had both waved back to Galmine.
“What do you mean?” I asked, even though I was certain I knew what question she was really asking.
“Between you and me,” she clarified as she turned her silver eyes away again.
“What do you want to happen?” I asked.
“You are being coy.” She smiled.
“You are the mind reader,” I laughed again. “I think you know what I want.”
“Yesssss,” she said under her breath, and I could see her nipples begin to poke urgently against her bikini top. “I… Can we talk more later? I’d like to discuss it privately. If that is fine with you?”
“Yeah, for sure.” I nodded. “We’ll talk later.”
“Bye, Victor,” she said, and then we gave each other a quick smile before I rode back over to where Sheela was leading the caravan on Butt-Head.
“How did it go?” she asked in her usual nonchalant manner.
“I can see through her eyes, and she guessed the numbers,” I said.
“Have you two… well… it is none of my business.”
“It is your business,” I chuckled as I reached out to take her hand. “Don’t pretend your feelings don’t matter with me.”
“They don’t matter on my world,” Sheela smiled faintly at me.
“We aren’t on your world anymore,” I said as I squeezed her hand. “We are on Dinosaurland, and I love you endlessly. Quwaru and I haven’t become lovers, though, if that was the question you were about to ask.”
“It was.” Sheela nodded. “But she does love you. I can see it in the way she looks at you.”
“Adella and Keefaye also look at me like that,” I chuckled.
“No, they do not.” Sheela shook her head. “It is different with them. “They… have hunger, and it helps that most of us are already your mates. The air is thick with our musk, so it makes their minds spin with desire, but it is not love.”
“Huh,” I said as I scratched my chin with the hand that wasn’t holding hers.
“It’s a burning weight in the chest,” Sheela continued.
“Damn,” I snorted. “I didn’t know it felt that bad.”
“No, no, no,” Sheela laughed lightly. “The love I feel for you is everything. It freed me, but it also made me realize that you completed my soul. That is a serious feeling, so it is heavy in the heart. Does that make sense? I’m a woman of plain words. I don’t really know poetry or song, but when I think of you, and our love, it means everything to me.”
“I get it,” I whispered as I looked over into her eyes. “It’s everything to me, too.”
“Quwaru has it now,” Sheela said as she smiled at me. “I’m happy. She is a good person. She will take good care of our tribe and family.”
“I’m happy, too,” I said as I squeezed Sheela’s hand again. “Hey… soooo… I was talking to Kacerie a bit about weddings.”
“Weddings?” Sheela tilted her head a bit.
“I know you had them on your world since you got married to your ex-husband,” I continued. “Was it a big ceremony for you? Was it important to you? Would you like to marry me? If it isn’t a big deal, we don’t need to, but Kacerie and I were talking, and she really seemed to like the idea of getting married, so I thought that you might--”
“I would like that,” Sheela whispered as her golden eyes stared into mine. “Yes. Indeed. I would like that very much, Victor.”
“Great,” I exhaled. “After we get the fort situated with walls and huts and such, we can work out the details. We might not be able to do it perfectly the way you did it on your world, but I’m sure we can figure out most of the traditions and such. Just, whatever you want, okay?”
“Yes, Victor.” Sheela nodded again, and her smile couldn’t have gotten any wider.
“You look happy,” I said.
“Very much so. Thank you, Victor.” Sheela nodded again, but her voice had gone softer, and she started to squeeze my hand quickly.
Then I realized she was purring, and the motion was making her arm and hand vibrate.
I thought about mentioning it to her, but I didn’t want to tease her when it was obvious she was overjoyed that I’d asked her to marry me.
We just continued to ride in silence for the next few minutes or so, and then I let go of her hand, gave her a wink, and then did a quick patrol around the caravan before I took a rear position and switched my eyes to Bruce.
We were only about a mile away from our new home by now, and Bruce was already there checking out the lay of the land. Everything was looking great, and the only other dinos he saw were a group of ankylosaurus and giant dino-turtles on the beach about a quarter of a mile farther west of our raised peninsula.
Part of me didn’t want to ruin the day by checking where the Utah’s were, but I knew it had to be done, so I urged Bruce to continue north west up the coast. It would take him a bit of time to get to where the Utahraptors might be traveling, so I returned my vision to my own eyes just in time to see the Emerald riding on Katie next to Urka waving me over.
“What’s up?” I asked as soon as I rode next to the big female trike.
We are close to the camp of those men you killed, which means that we are almost to our new home. Have you considered how to get the dinosaurs across the river?
“Shit,” I sighed. “I hadn’t thought of that.”
“What did she say?” Urka asked. “You know, I like Greenie well enough, and she’s certainly pleasing to look at, but she’s not much for conversation.”
“Emerald reminded me that there is a hundred-yard-wide river that we have to swim across,” I said. “And all of our dinos are loaded up.”
“Well… that is a problem,” Urka snorted. “How did you get across last time?”
“Wasn’t a problem for Grumpy or the troodons,” I said, “but Nicole wasn’t really weighed down by anything but a few pots. I think everyone but the stegos will be okay, but I’m not sure how to get them across.”
Maybe some of the wood can be formed into a raft?
Emerald made a flat motion with her hands that she then turned into waves.
“That’s an idea,” I said. “But long term the river is going to be both a blessing and a curse. It’s going to be great to have a source of fresh water flowing right next to us if our spring ever fails, but I’m not sure how I’m going to be able to easily get malachite and iron ore over to us from the mines. If the stegos can’t swim with their current load, they definitely can’t make it loaded down with rocks.”
“How can you understand what she is saying?” Urka groaned. “I just saw her wave her hands like a table for two seconds.”
“We have an understanding,” I said as I winked at Emerald.
“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Urka groaned. “You’ve been pumping your baby batter into her. I get it, but Victor, answer me this one thing…”
“Uhhh… yeah?” I raised my eyebrows and hoped she wasn’t about to ask what I thought she was going to ask.
“When is it my turn to take a ride on your big pants dinosaur?” Urka winked her two left eyes and then wiggled her azure eyebrows.
“Uhhh… Well…” I cleared my throat and tried to keep my voice calm. “I mean… I’m not sure when--”
“You should see your face right now,” Urka whispered. “It’s so sexy.”
“Uhhh… sexy?” I tried not to grimace.
“I’m so fucking with you,” Urka snorted. “Ha! No. Really. You should see your face right now. Priceless.”
“Oh,” I exhaled.
“Yeah!” she cackled. “It’s alright, Mr. Man. I’m fine not getting a daily dose of your baby batter all up in my lady bits. Besides…”
Urka paused dramatically, and I finally raised my eyebrows.
“Besides?” I asked.
“I totally prefer it in the back door. Think you can cram your meat in my tight little poop shoot?”
“Jesus fuck,” I groaned as I covered my face with my hands.
“Ha!” Urka laughed so loud that everyone turned around to look at her. “You should see your face right now! And your arms! And your chest! You are blushing everywhere.”
“Ughhh,” I groaned, but then I couldn’t help but laugh at her antics.
“You are absolutely too much fun to mess with, Victor,” Urka laughed. “I’m kidding, or… am I?”
She wiggled her eyebrows again and then playfully elbowed Emerald.
She is entertaining. But probably not worth breeding with because of her small size and constant talk of feces. Quwaru, on the other hand, is cunning, beautiful, and ripe for you. You should inseminate her as soon as possible. Even now, she can’t help but steal glances your way, and each time she sees you, her smile grows larger.
“What did she say?” Urka asked after Emerald had finished motioning to me.
“She said you are very entertaining,” I half-lied.
“Well! She’s obviously as smart as she is pretty.” Urka slapped her hand on her knee and then winked at the green-skinned woman. “Maybe she’d want to three-way with us?”
“I think that joke is worn out now,” I chuckled.
“Yeah,” she laughed. “You’re a great guy, Victor, but not really my type.”
“Oh?” I asked.
“Uhhh… yeah,” she sighed. “Sorry, but… okay… don’t take this the wrong way. You are handsome and strong, and I like you a bunch, but…”
“But?” I asked after she paused dramatically.
“You just don’t have enough eyes.” Urka grimaced and shrugged apologetically. “I’d have to put a pot over your head or something while you were giving it to me. Or maybe I could just get on my hands and knees and you could plow me from behind while I think about my dad.”
“Fucking shit,” I groaned and laughed at the same time as I covered my face with my hands.
“It’s just too easy with you!” Urka laughed again.
“I’m going to go talk to Trel and Kacerie.” I shook my head at the little blue-haired woman, let out another snort of laughter, and then rode up to where Trel was on MCA. Then I gestured for Kacerie to steer Sonny over so that the three of us could chat together.
“Is there something wrong?” Kacerie asked after she’d steered Sonny over, and both her and the other Emerald sitting on Sonny gave me concerned looks.
“There is a bit of a problem the Emerald riding with Urka reminded me of,” I said as I glanced to Trel. “I explained the river? Well, it’s the widest river we have had to cross yet, and we can’t really ford it. The water is way too deep. We’ll have to swim. Nicole managed to do it last time, but--”
“Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock will have problems,” Trel finished for me. “Especially loaded up.”
“The other Emerald thought we might be able make a raft,” I said, and the Emerald riding with Kacerie nodded.
“Is there an easier place for them to cross up river?” Kacerie asked.
“I didn’t see one for a while,” I said. “It narrows to about half the width a bit north, but there is no beach on that side to swim to, just a bit of a rock face and dense trees. The best place to cross is where we did last time, and it’s a hundred yards wide.”
“It should be easy enough to make a raft,” Trel said.
“I’m worried about time,” I said. “Bruce went to check, but I’m going to guess that the Utahraptors are still heading this way, so we’ve got till tomorrow to build a wall that will keep them out of our new home. We’ve got a lot more dinosaurs this time, but our new location is super thick with trees that we’ll have to tear out, or use as a wall, or whatever. I’m not sure what we are going to do, I just want to walk around the area with all of you and put our brains together so we can come up with a solution.”
“It should only take three hours to make a raft with the current cordage and poles we have,” Trel said after she tapped her long finger against her lips for a few ticks. “Could Grumpy help push it across?”
“Yeah,” I said as a chill ran down my spine.
Bruce was upset.
He was really upset.
“That won’t be a problem,” I sighed. “Grumpy can help, but the three hours is going to be a problem for sure. The Utahraptors are definitely coming our way, and Bruce thinks they are going to be here before the middle of the day tomorrow. We have about sixteen hours.”








Chapter 18
“You are sure?” Kacerie sighed. “Fuck. How do they know?”
“I’m not sure how they know,” I replied. “It’s really fucking weird. They seem to know who Bruce is, too.”
“Perhaps I can think of a better way to cross the water when we come to it,” Trel mused.
“We’ll need a permanent solution,” I said. “Ideally the stegos will be making weekly trips to the mine so we can get ore to make iron and copper tools. We can’t raft all those rocks across every time.”
“Ohhh…” Trel cooed. “Build a bridge? That sounds like a very exciting project. Especially if Youleena can help me. My genius will craft something extraordinarily beautiful, but also extremely functional. Yesssss… I already have plans in my head. You said it was a hundred yards across?”
“Yeah,” I confirmed.
“And how deep?” Trel smiled.
“Hard to tell,” I said as I thought back. “Sixty feet or so. The water was really clear, so I was able to see to the bottom.”
We are almost there.
Emerald interrupted us with her hand gestures, and Trel, Kacerie, and I turned forward. Sure enough, the slope of our new home rose out past the river about a half a mile away, and it was easy enough to see the density of the jungle trees around the edges and the small bare spot at the peak of the peninsula that looked out over the endless ocean.
“It’s majestic,” Trel gushed. “We will make such a beautiful home here. I have so many ideas! Ohhhh, Victor. I can’t wait to see it up close.”
“You described it so many times,” Kacerie whispered, “but it is really more beautiful than I imagined.”
“Is that our new home?” Liahpa asked as she steered Tom closer to us.
“Yep!” I shouted loud enough for everyone to hear. “Everyone see that slope rising out of the jungle? It’s about half a mile long, a quarter mile wide, and it’s going to be all ours.”
“So beautiful!” Adella sang out.
“I just love it!” Keefaye agreed.
“It’s so magnificent!” Galmine gushed.
The rest of the happy voices mixed together, and I couldn’t help but sit upright a bit more on Beavis’ back as my tribe mates praised both the new territory, and me for finding it. I had to remind everyone a few times that Emerald, Grumpy, Nicole, and the troodons helped, but both Emeralds shook their heads and just pointed back to me.
We passed the abandoned fort of Aytron’s tribe a few minutes later, but the bodies had long since been dragged away and eaten by dinosaurs. I still didn’t really want to spend any time in the place, but Trel observed that some of the wooden poles they had used to craft their huts could be used to make a raft.
Then we finally made it to the shore of the river, and we all looked across the water at the sheer wall of the cliff that would soon be our new home.
“I really like it,” Gee finally broke the silence. “We’ll have visibility for miles in every direction.”
“Any enemy that attacks will have to trudge up the hill,” Sheela added.
“There are a few challenges,” I started. “Besides getting across the water. First challenge is going to be clearing the jungle in strategic locations. Then we’ll have to dig a ditch and build the wall around the fort. We’ll have to do it in a way that keeps our location concealed, since the best defense is going to be staying as hidden as possible. Once we have all that figured out, we’ll still have to worry about what we’d do if someone did actually attack us, and we had to try to escape, our back is to the ocean, so we really won’t have anywhere to go.”
“We had the same issue with the old fort,” Emta said with a casual shrug of her muscular shoulders. “Enemies could surround us, and we’d be fucked. At our old cave spot, Youleena started to dig out a small escape tunnel in the back that came out in the deeper part of the jungle.”
“I might be able to do that here, “Youleena said as she swept her black eyes over the towering slope of the peninsula. “It will take me a while, but there might be a way for me to make a tunnel that goes straight down and then can go under the river and come out somewhere inside that rocky outcrop over there.”
When Youleena finished speaking, she gestured to the rocky area that Emerald and I had used to travel north around Aytron’s camp. Everyone else turned to look at where she pointed, and they nodded with excitement.
“Well, let’s get across this water!” Kacerie shouted, and everyone else cheered.
“I want to see if one of the stegos can swim across without any weight on his back,” I said as I turned my eyes to Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock. “I’m confident the trikes and parasaurs can swim without much issue, but the stegos are pretty top heavy. Let’s get Mike D unloaded first since he doesn’t have as much on him, and then I’ll have him swim across with Grumpy.”
The group went to work unloading Mike D, and we soon had a pile of pots, dishes, plants, and poles neatly stacked up on the shore of the river. I could tell that Mike D wasn’t really excited about trying to swim across the wide river, so I made sure to stroke his face and whisper soothing words to him while everyone unloaded his trunk area.
“Okay,” I said to the stego when we were finished. “Grumpy is going to swim with you. All you have to do is paddle both legs and-- you know. Nicole, you are a pro at this. Do you want to show everyone how it is done real quick?”
Nicole shook her red-tinted crest, let out a snort, and then stomped her foot. Then she moved toward the water.
“Uhhh… Woah!” Zoru was still on the trike’s back as she plowed into the river, and the purple monkey-fox-man waved at me desperately.
“She’s fine, Zoru!” I laughed. “Just enjoy the ride.”
“O-okay, Victor!” the purple being shouted back, and we all watched Nicole doggie paddle across the hundred yard expanse of flowing water as if she had done it a hundred times.
It took her about a minute to make it across, but then she stepped out of the water, wiggled her crest around to spray water all over the place, and then she looked back at us, let out a honk, and stomped her foot again.
“That sounded like she was talking shit,” I chuckled to Mike D as I continued to stroke his face. “You gonna let that stand? Or are you going to show her how it’s done.”
Mike D let out a melodic toot, and then he moved into the water without hesitation. As soon as he was knee deep, I nodded to Grumpy, and the massive purussaurus moved into the water behind the stego. A few moments later, the stego was swimming with Grumpy right behind him.
“You got it, Mike D!” I cheered when the stego was about halfway across the river. He definitely wasn’t as graceful as Nicole, but he didn’t look like he was in danger of drowning, and a few minutes later the stego joined Nicole on the opposite bank.
“Come on back, Grumpy!” I called out, and the massive caiman let out an annoyed rumble before he turned around and began to swim back to us.
“Soooo… what about the raft?” Kacerie said to Trel and I as the rest of the women began to unload the other stegos.
“I don’t think we need to build one,” Trel said. “Victor, can you ask Bob to swim across by himself? I think that we can just put a light load on each of the parasaurs, and they can make a few trips.”
“That’s a good idea,” I said. “I haven’t seen them swim, but they are probably going to be the best of the bunch.”
Sheela and Galmine had gotten off Bob to help remove the supplies from the stegos, so I just nodded at him as I gave him the mental order to swim across. The big dude didn’t hesitate to jump in the water, and while he wasn’t as graceful as Grumpy, he made it across the flowing river about twice as fast as Nicole did.
“Yessss…” Trel cackled as she tapped her long fingers together. “Sometimes an inelegant solution is the best one. Having Bob, Sonny, and Cher make half a dozen trips will save us time.”
“But it might tire them out,” Kacerie said.
“This is true.” Trel shrugged. “Victor, you know your dinosaurs, and you know how far away the raptors are. What do you want to do?”
“Shit,” I sighed as I debated my options. I was really going to need Bob, Sonny, and Cher to help dig the ditches around the wall and help take out some of the trees, so I didn’t want to tire them out, but then again, we just didn’t have time to make a raft, and there were other dangers that could arise from having to paddle something across the moving river with all of our shit on it.
I felt something nuzzle my back, and then I turned to find Hope looking at me with her big brown eyes. Sonny and Cher were standing right behind the smaller parasaur, and the three of them let out gentle honks before Hope nuzzled my chest.
“Awwww… Thanks, guys,” I whispered as I patted her long tube-like crest.
“What did she say?” Kacerie asked.
“They are all prepared to work hard,” I said as I patted Hope. “They feel that they didn’t really do that much work traveling here, so they are fine swimming a bunch and then digging all the trenches I need. They just want to contribute as much as they can to the tribe.”
“Awwww…” Kacerie cooed. “That is so nice of them.”
Bob was already swimming back to help, so Kacerie, Trel, and the rest of the tribe got to work packing each parasaur with a light load of wooden poles, dishware, and potted plants. Emta, Liahpa, and the Emeralds also jumped on the backs of the parasaurs when they made their first trip across, and then Zoru helped them unpack everything quickly so that Bob, Sonny, Hope, and Cher could swim back across.
It wasn’t exactly a quick process, but it only took us an hour or so to get across the river with all of our shit, and even though everyone was soaking wet and breathing heavily by the time we got everyone to the base of the peninsula, there wasn’t a single frown in the group.
Everyone was really excited about seeing our new home.
“Okay,” I said as I pointed toward the hole in the jungle that Nicole had made last time we were here. “It’s going to be a bit tight, so Liahpa, Emta, and Sheela, I’ll need some of you to be in front to help clear a path, and some of you will need to be on top of the first stego to make sure they don’t catch their plates on any branches and get tied up.”
“I’ll be in front,” Sheela said as she grabbed an axe.
“I’ll be on stego watch,” Liahpa said as she also grabbed an axe.
“I’ll float between them and maybe help if the trikes get their horns tied up,” Emta already had an axe in each hand, and she flexed her lean biceps before she swung the tools in the air in a figure-eight pattern.
“Then let’s have Nicole and Sheela lead us to our new home!” I laughed, and then the big red-crested trike let out a happy honk before she stomped her feet and pushed into the jungle.
The thick trees instantly blocked the afternoon sun as soon as we entered the jungle, but my new eyes adjusted to the lower light much quicker than my human eyes, so I only had to blink for a few seconds. The path was much like I remembered it, but a bit of vines and branches had tried to reclaim some of the places that Nicole and I had smashed aside earlier.
“It’s really dense!” I heard Quwaru say from behind me.
“Victor said this jungle was thick, but I didn’t think it would be this thick,” Kacerie groaned.
“Should just let me burn it all,” Gee laughed.
“Uhhh… no,” Kacerie snorted.
“We don’t even need a wall,” Liahpa grunted as she slammed her stone axe into a branch that was caught up on Mike D. “I don’t think the Utahraptors can make it through the jungle. They’d just have to take this path through. Should be easy enough to ambush them.”
“Huh,” I said as I scratched my chin. “You actually make a good point.”
“I did?” Liahpa smiled at me before she smashed another branch away from Mike D’s plates.
“This trail that Nicole and I blazed doesn’t go through to the other side of the beach. It’s just from the shore of the river south up the slope. There is a beautiful pond a bit north of the trail, but other than that, it’s going to be hard for the Utahraptors to get through.”
“So we don’t have to worry about them?” I heard Kacerie ask from behind me as I used my own axe to cut a long branch back.
“Oh, we have to worry about them,” I sighed. “These fuckers are smart. Even if it would be too hard for them to squeeze in between these trees, they might just swim around the peninsula and then come up the river through our trail. No, we’ll have to figure out something, but let’s get set up at the camp, and we’ll talk more about it.”
We continued to push up through the jungle for another thirty minutes or so, and then I heard Sheela call out that she saw the first clearing. A few minutes later we were all standing on the wide lower grass field of the territory, and everyone let out gasps of ecstatic pleasure at the beautiful green grass and the endless sky on each side of us.
“Victor… It’s so beautiful!” Galmine threw her arms around me and squeezed my neck. “There is so much space for gardening or letting our dinosaur friends roam free! This is four times larger than our old fort!”
“And this is just the first clearing,” I chuckled as I hugged her against my chest and then let her go so I could call out to everyone else. “Let’s keep going, everyone. We can take a bit of a break at the next clearing!”
The tired caravan moved south up the gentle slope toward the next part of the jungle, and I managed to find the same path that Emerald, Nicole, and I had taken a few weeks ago. This one was more aggressively overgrown than the earlier path, but it was a shorter distance to the next clearing, so it only took us fifteen minutes or so before we had cleared a path through and emerged into the next clearing.
“Okay!’ I called out once we were all in the clearing. “There is just a hundred yards or so of jungle before we reach the top crest of the peninsula. The jungle falls away up there, so we’ll be able to see the ocean and the entire coast for miles in each direction. What do you say we leave the bigger dinos here and just walk the rest of the way?”
“Sounds good, Victor,” Quwaru said as she nodded.
“I am so excited to see this ocean from so high up,” Galmine gushed as she clutched her hands to her chest.
“Then let’s get going,” I chuckled, and I let my bigger dinos take a break so that the rest of us could walk the rest of the way on foot.
Jinx and Shirley led the way through this last leg of the trip, and every minute or so, the little blue chocobo dino and his sister would turn around and squawk at us to hurry up. It was pretty much the dino equivalent of “Are we there yet? Hurry up, Dad!” and I couldn’t help but laugh at how excited they were.
It only took us five minutes or so to hike the rest of the way up, and then my entire tribe let out a collective gasp when the jungle cleared away, and we came upon the rocky plateau of our new fort.
No one said anything for a few minutes, but they didn’t need to. The sun was beginning to descend toward the west, and the navy water was becoming mirror-like against the orange glow. The ocean, shore, and endless jungle looked absolutely beautiful, and from this high of a view point, it really did seem like we were the rulers of this land.
“Victor…” Trel finally whispered as she turned to me. “You are the most wonderful of males, and the greatest husband I could have ever dreamed of. No, better than I could have dreamed of, since I had thought men were completely useless. I absolutely love this place. It has almost endless potential, and I will make this land into a fortress that none of our enemies will be able to breach.”
Before I could answer, the beautiful spider-woman leapt toward me, and her full lips pressed urgently against mine as she rubbed her body against me. She moaned into my mouth as she kissed me, and the thin sheet of silk cloth covering her breasts did little to hide the feel of her aroused nipples scraping against my bare chest.
“Come!” Trel shouted to everyone after she’d broken her kiss with me. “Victor deserves our adoration! Just look at what he found for us! Come give him affection, wives!”
Trel didn’t have to ask twice. I quickly found myself in the middle of a dozen hugging arms and hungry lips that sought to kiss me. The only three who didn’t hug and kiss me were Quwaru, Zoru, and Urka, but that was fine because I figured that Quwaru and I would talk later about our relationship, I still thought of Zoru as a dude, and Urka was… Urka.
Each of my lovers kissed me passionately and complimented the job I did finding them a new home, but the women who hadn’t yet appeared on my Eye-Q handled the way they showed me their affection in their own unique style.
Youleena’s hug was gentle, but instead of kissing me on the lips, she gently kissed each of my eye lids, brushed her fingers across my cheek affectionately, and then gave me a warm smile before she drifted out of my arms.
Keefaye and Adella were as passionate with their kisses as my lovers were, and they both gave me smoldering looks when they finally ended their embraces and thanked me again for taking care of them.
Nomi and Gee were still holding hands, so they hugged me together and then each planted quick kisses on my lips. Gee actually bit my lower lip a bit when she kissed me, and then she gave me a wink as she pulled away. Nomi actually had to hold her long obsidian hair back from her achingly beautiful face before she pressed her lips to mine, and after we were done letting our tongues dance together, her dark eyes looked into mine for a few moments.
“That was familiar, was it not?” she whispered.
“Yeah…” I whispered. “Why?”
“I’ve kissed you a hundred times in my dreams,” she whispered, and then she blinked her long lashes at me, squinted against the dropping sun, and moved her hair back over her face.
Then she pulled Gee away while the fire-dancer gave me a slightly puzzled look.
I didn’t think Tannin would want to be affectionate because of the abuse she had suffered when I had first found her, but she surprised me with a light laugh when she hugged me, and then she giggled as she showered kisses on my forehead, cheeks, nose, and finally lips. She smiled and blushed when she pulled away from me, and the sight of her experiencing joy made my heart warm and my shoulders relax. She’d almost become a different person since she figured out how to get her wind powers back, and I hoped that she would continue to smile and laugh with us.
Even Emta gave me a quick hug, and while I thought she might skip the kiss, she actually gave me a quick peck, looked down at my mouth, licked her lips, and then gave me an even slower one. Our tongues touched for just an instant, and then she pulled away from me and turned around without giving me another glance.
“Okay,” I said after everyone had shown me how much they loved the new fort location. “We’ve got a few hours before sunset, so what I’d like to do is take my battle-planning squad and do a tour of the perimeter of the new territory. We’ll start up here and then move our way north. The Utahraptors are going to be coming on the beach at us from the west, so we’ll have to plan to defend that spot, and the other areas farther up the slope. I’m not exactly sure of the best way to do it, but I know we can figure it out if we combine all our ideas.”
“Who is on the battle-planning squad?” Kacerie asked.
“I’m going to need you to stay here and help set up the initial campground with the huts and cooking fire and such,” I answered. “It can be around here or maybe more north in the jungle or clearing. I’ll let you figure it out with everyone that stays behind. I want Trel, Sheela, Liahpa, Youleena, Emta, Nomi, Gee, and one of the Emeralds to come with me.”
“Me?” Youleena asked as her dark eyes opened wide.
“Yep,” I said. “We are going to talk about long term things we can do also, so I’ll need your opinion.”
“Very well.” She nodded, and then the tribe split up into the two groups.
I left the troodons with Kacerie’s group, and I took the balaurs and Jinx with me. I didn’t think that we would run into any problems, but I also didn’t want to walk around an unwalled fort without some sort of protection, and Jinx was pretty good at sensing danger before it got anywhere near us.
“See those redwoods to the north-west, deeper in the jungle?” I asked after I had walked west toward the edge of the cliff and then pointed down in that direction. “That’s the good stuff over there. The jungle trees we just passed through are soft, and I don’t think they are going to make good walls.”
“Those redwoods are a mile or two inland,” Sheela said as she raised her hand to shield her eyes from the setting sun. “The jungle looks incredibly thick there. Just as thick as the forest we cut through to get up here. If the Utahraptors are going to be coming soon, I do not think we have enough time.”
“Yeah,” I agreed. “We don’t have enough time to get them before tomorrow afternoon, but long term, we’ll need to harvest them.”
“So… what are we going to do for the whole ‘giant black raptors coming to eat us’ problem?” Emta asked as she cocked her hip.
“Let’s walk along the edge a bit,” I said as I pointed north. “The edges of the cliff here aren’t as thick with trees, so we should be able to get back quicker.”
“The height really is nice,” Trel commented as we walked together beside the cliff edge. “Remember my idea of a water pump that uses the flow of the stream to push the water? The river we crossed earlier is more than fast enough, and now that we have Youleena to shape rock, I could make the pipe out of something better than bamboo.”
“That’s a super good idea,” I said.
“I can do it,” Youleena said.
“Then we can even do something with toilets,” Trel purred. “With running water that can just send our waste down into the ocean. Ahhhh… no more peeing in bushes or small pots.”
“That sounds amazing,” Liahpa sighed.
“One thing I want to keep in mind,” I said as I tried to steer the conversation back to the topics that would keep us safe from survivors and dinosaurs that wanted to eat us, “is that we are high up and kind of exposed here. I don’t think a lot of creatures or survivors are going to be looking up, but any movement tends to draw the eye. I’d like to set up a wall or something around the edge of the cliff and then plant bamboo or other ferns on the outer edge so that we can walk around with our lower bodies covered.”
“Like the raised guard platforms we had at our old camp,” Sheela said. “It is a good idea.”
“There is just a lot of area to cover,” I said as I looked at Youleena.
“I can do anything with enough time,” the white-haired beauty said with a nod and a slight smile. “And now I understand why you wanted me to walk around with you.”
“Yep,” I chuckled. “You and Trel are going to build lots of awesome defensive shit for us. Let’s keep walking.”
The group continued to move south on the ridge, and every few minutes Sheela, Gee, or Youleena would point out a group of boulders either on the edge or a few paces into the jungle that we could use to help build a shoulder-high wall. We also discovered smaller pathways inside the jungle that didn’t seem to be game trails, but could probably be converted into roads that we could use to travel through the jungle easier.
“That’s one of the decisions we have to make,” I said after we’d spotted a third little alcove in the jungle that might be good for hiding or using as a trailhead. “On one hand, keeping as much of the jungle intact as we can will provide a natural look that will make it harder for enemies to know we have built a fort up here, but on the other hand--”
“All these jungle trees would allow someone or something to sneak up on us,” Gee finished for me. “One strategic strength about our old fort was that we could see an enemy as soon as it came into the clearing. If you are thinking of putting walls up on either side of the jungle, it will mean that enemies could approach us without being seen and then scale the wall.”
“Or even worse,” Nomi whispered. “They could scale the wall, and then be inside and move through the trees without being seen.”
This is how you defeated Aytron and his tribe of weak males. They had jungle around their camp, so you were able to sneak up on them and eliminate them one by one.
Emerald drew a line across her neck with her finger at the end of her signing, and Emta cleared her throat and raised an eyebrow at me.
“I’m not saying that we need to keep all the jungle here,” I chuckled as I gestured to the thick wall of green on our right. “I’m just thinking that it is really useful to fly under the radar-- I mean… to not be noticed. It’s just something I want you all to think about as we are walking around and making plans. Sure, we could go and cut down every single tree on this raised peninsula and then make super tall walls, but you know what that will do? It will make it so that every survivor and dinosaur within five square miles will know we are here, and we don’t want that.”
“Victor is correct,” Trel purred as she traced her long black fingers along my shoulder. “We are strong, but it’s best not to fight unless we need to. We should spend as much time as possible--”
“Making babies?” Emta interrupted with a groan.
“Well… I was going to say building our new homes, installing plumbing, and figuring out how to create sustainable sources of protein.”
“Oh.” Emta bit her lip and actually looked a bit ashamed. “Sorry… It’s just that you only ever seem to talk about--”
“Once we have all the basic living comforts met, then we will have Victor’s babies,” Trel cackled as she pointed her finger at Emta’s tummy. “I am eager to see that muscular stomach of yours ripe and swollen with our husband’s child.”
“Anddddd… there it is,” Emta sighed. “I should have known.”
“I had to work on Liahpa for a few weeks.” Trel shrugged. “Now that Victor has filled her womb with a baby, you are next.”
“I’m, uhhh… not sure I’m pregnant, Trel.” Liahpa frowned.
“But you wish to be, of course.” Trel waved her hand absently at the silver-skinned athlete.
“Is that a question?” Liahpa raised her eyebrows.
“Of course not!’ Trel laughed. “I only state facts. You wish to carry Victor’s baby, so it is just a matter of time before--”
“Let’s just focus up on what we are going to do about the raptors and then the long term plans,” I said as I grabbed Trel’s hand and gently pulled her after me.
“Yes, of course, Victor,” Trel said. “I am just ensuring that your powerful lineage is assured.”
“First step is defending the new fort,” I laughed. “Let’s keep walking, we are getting close to where the sides flatten. Then we’ll be right above the beach.”
My friends followed me along the edge for another five minutes, and then we reached what I thought was probably the start of the upward slope of the peninsula. The edge we stood on was now only about thirty feet above the dry part of the beach, and if we went another fifty yards north, we’d be able to step a bit west and have our feet in the sand.
“I’m thinking this area is going to be the problem,” I said as I pointed to the right a bit. “Yeah, the jungle is thick there, and the trees are kind of tall, but this is probably the path the Utahraptors are going to take to get up to us.”
“They could just push into the trees there and then come up the slope through the jungle,” Sheela sighed. “But… this is a lot of jungle to clear out in not a lot of time.”
“Another issue is that, as soon as we do clear it out, the whole area will be bare and seem like a big landmark notice that we are living here,” Liahpa said.
“Yep,” I agreed. “But we do kind of need a path that’s easy for us to travel on. We’ll need to go out and get metal ore, or explore Dinosaurland, or whatever. The new fort area is plenty big, but we can’t just wall up inside there forever. We’ll need to be able to come and go, and we’ll need to be able to defend it, and we don’t want anyone to know we are here.”
“Can… we go look at it from down below on the sand?” Nomi asked in her soft voice. “That way we can look upon the area as if we are looking from the eyes of our potential enemies.”
“Good idea,” I said, and then I led the women down the rest of the slope until we were standing on the beach about fifty yards from the line of trees and the slope leading up to our new fort.
“Someone could also just scale the cliff walls,” Liahpa commented as she pointed at the sides of the slope.
“I could make it really smooth,” Youleena said. “Maybe a survivor like Trel could climb it, but most wouldn’t be able to.”
“How high can these raptors jump?” Trel asked as she pointed to the cliffside.
“Hmmm… fuck… Maybe thirty feet?” I guessed.
They only have a few options. They can attempt to plow through from the beach, either by jumping up the cliff wall where it is lower or pushing through the jungle. They could cut through the jungle to our north and then come at us from that direction. They could swim around and then approach from the east side.
Emerald gestured at each area when she communicated with me, but my other women seemed to get what the green-haired woman was inferring, and they didn’t ask me to clarify when she had finished.
“Easiest would be to stop them here,” I said as I pointed at the wall of the jungle and the cliff face on the beach. “The troodons and balaurs can slip in between the trees and ferns easily enough, but these Utahs are just too big to really get inside.”
“We should position in the trees here,” Sheela said as she gestured to the largest banyans that were on the edge. “Then we can fire our bows on them when they get close.”
“We’ll have to wait until they get close enough,” I said. “Our bows are only accurate for fifty yards, so we will have to be hiding on the backsides of the trees and then pop out when we can and take them out.”
“We should dig the trench here,” Trel said as she used her spider legs to carry her to the base of the cliff. “It will be easier to dig into the sand than the dirt. Then… we should also have a trench all the way up here cutting a bit into the jungle.”
“Yeah,” I agreed as we all followed Trel up the side of the cliff, across the sand, and into the jungle a bit. “I guess this means we probably don’t need to build a wall here.”
“But how will we get the parasaurs down here?” Liahpa asked. “We’ll have to cut another tunnel through the jungle, and the raptors will be able to get through there.”
“Fuck, that’s right,” I said as I crossed my arms and glanced back at the jungle.
“If we could make the path open a bit higher on the cliff and then clear a bit of the side edges here. It might work fine.” Trel quickly Doctor Octopused up the edge of the cliff wall about thirty-five feet, and then she pointed to a spot in the jungle that was a little less dense than the surrounding. “We’ll come out there. The raptors can’t jump up, especially if we dug a ditch. Then, our dinosaurs will come down the edge of the cliff here to where the cliff meets the beach.”
“It will be a bit like switchbacks,” I said as I watched Trel scamper back and forth on the edge of the jungle and ledge. “The Utahraptors will have to run up the side of the cliff to get to the pathway.
“And we can block that part off with a small gate to impair them,” Sheela said. “Just like the gate we used for our cave.”
“The longer we can tie them up here, the more time we’ll have to shoot them with arrows,” Liahpa said.
“I like this plan,” Gee said. “I can always jump down and use my whip on them from the beach. Then I won’t risk burning the jungle.”
“We could even place some pots of blessed water on the beach,” Youleena said. “Urka could use her zap on them and they could catch fire.”
“Also great ideas!” I chuckled. “These fuckers aren’t going to know what hit them, but now the harder question: What happens if these guys get stopped here, and they back up and cut into the jungle north?”
“Take us deeper into the jungle?” Trel asked as she pointed in that direction.
“Sure,” I said, and then I gestured for them all to follow me. “The trees are still super thick here, but there is a nice pond this way. Let’s try not to cut anything as we make our way through, I don’t want to make it any easier on the Utahraptors if they choose to go this way.”
We dove into the jungle, but after only a few dozen yards, it became apparent that the trees, ferns, vines, and roots were going to make it slow going, we actually had to help Nomi and Gee move through the brush a few times so that they didn’t accidentally let go of their hand hold.
I didn’t know exactly where the pond was, but I had a general direction in my mind, and Jinx and the balaur bondocs were actually able to scout ahead a bit, and we altered our trajectory through the dark jungle to aim more at where they were letting out their hisses. After about fifteen minutes we made it to the pond, and the women all took collective gasps when they saw how beautiful the water was.
“Ohhh… I’m going to sit in here all day and night,” Gee moaned as she moved to dip her toes into the turquoise water.
“You’ll burn it all up,” Trel groaned. “I’ll have to make you a special tub or pool that I can pump water in from the river or ocean.”
“You’d do that for me?” Gee asked as she raised an eyebrow.
“Of course!” Trel snickered. “I like you, and it will give me a chance to build something amazing.”
“Uhh… thanks,” Gee said as she smiled at the other beautiful woman. “I like you, too, Trel. Thank you.”
“It looks like there’s a bit of a path north of the spring,” Sheela said as she waded into the pond and then swam a bit to the other side. “Yes. There is a game trail leading north from here.”
“And this path we kind of already cleared out,” I said as I pointed south to the route that Emerald and I had kind of cleared last time with Grumpy. “It joins up with the bottom of the main path we took from the river.”
“But this is north?” Liahpa asked as she looked up at the sky. “At least, it feels north of the main route.”
“Yeah,” I said.
“Well… that’s annoying,” Trel groaned. “If this pond was just fifty yards south, I could cut a straight line from the edge of the river where we swam to the beach, and then we could dig a trench south of it, build our wall, and then clear the jungle north for fifty yards. Now we’ll have to build up and around this water.”
“Orrr… we could just leave the pond on the other side of the wall,” Emta said as she shrugged her muscular shoulders.
“No!” Trel and Gee both gasped together, and then they looked at each other and laughed.
“Look at how beautiful this water is,” Trel said as she gestured to the pond. “Can you imagine laying on the mossy shore while Victor slides his beautiful manhood into your vagina and fills you with his warm seed? This will be our breeding pool.”
“Uhhh…” Emta rolled her eyes.
“The water is really beautiful,” Liahpa sighed. “I’m not one for form over function, but it would be a shame to not have this inside the fort walls.”
“I also think it is beautiful,” Youleena said. “I would enjoy bathing or swimming in it. I think we all would. We should try to include it in the designs of our fort.”
“What if we raised the perimeter of the whole area,” I said as I found a bare patch of dirt, grabbed a stick, and etched out a cow udder shape. “See, this is our peninsula here. There is the beach on our west, the river on our east, and then the rest of the beach. Here is the pond. Youleena is talking about making the cliff faces smooth, and we are already talking about the switch back here that leads down to the beach on the west. So, north of the beach. We’ll continue to raise the elevation by stacking the dirt we dig over there.”
“Or, if we have enough time, I can raise the stone.” Youleena shrugged.
“Even better,” I continued. “Then we just build that earthen wall up higher into the north and wrap it around the pond and then bring it back south to the place where we cross the river on our side.”
“Then how will we get in from the east side?” Liahpa asked.
“We do the same thing we did on the west side,” I said as I moved my stick to draw that part. “Instead of just plowing into the jungle. We’ll make it so that anyone getting in and out will have to climb up the edge of the cliff side and then switch back down the ledge before they come up again to the main trail.”
“I do like it,” Gee said, “But it means we will have two entrances to guard.”
“Yeah,” I agreed. “That’s a bit annoying. However, it will be really hard for people to know we are here because they will have to move into the area a bit and then walk up the slope before they switch back down. The sides can be covered with trees, so no one will really see us enter or exit easily.”
“Ugh,” Trel groaned. “It’s the pond. If we didn’t have that, it would be easier. And yes, I know I want the pond. I just also want a nice ditch and some high walls, and we aren’t going to get it with this draft you just sketched out.”
“What if we alter Victor’s design a bit and put a gate here,” Sheela said as she pointed to the spot where we swam across the river. “And then we have trees Galmine helps grow on either side so it will be harder to see unless you are right near it? Then we can have a ditch all along this length and put a wall that follows the slope.”
“We lose them having to come up the slope at us,” I said, “but that would make it easier.”
“Yes, but we do the same on the other side,” Sheela said as she made her own markings with a stick she picked up, “and then we make a road that joins them across, but then another ditch to the south where the slope really starts, and a second wall that protects our main fortress.”
“Ohhh, I like that,” Gee said as she grabbed her own stick to mark with. “It will mean a bit more steps to get in and out of the fortress, but it will also mean that we can clear this whole area of the jungle between the first two gates and the pond so that we can have a nice kill zone for anyone who happens to get past the first gate.”
“We won’t be completely hidden,” I said as I leaned down a bit and studied Gee’s marks, “But I like it because we can make shooting turrets up here on the ledges or in the trees. Kind of like what we are planning to do with the Utahraptors.”
“I also like it,” Trel said. “We can adjust it as we get to building, but let’s return to the Utahraptor problem. Getting through the jungle was hard, so I don’t think the larger dinos will do it. They will probably be stuck at the beach.”
“We should not rely on our enemy being dumb.” Sheela frowned.
“But they are, though,” Trel groaned. “They are just dumb dinos. Not these survivors, who, as we have seen so far, are also pretty dumb.”
“There is something about these raptors that’s different,” I said. “For the sake of argument, let’s say we can’t kill them all on the beach, and they cut through north, somehow get to the game trail, and circle back. Somewhere north of the pond is a trail they will find. Then they will get here, then they will push south to find the trail we just blazed to get up the slope. They will follow it, so we need to stop them.”
“Or we need to trap it,” Nomi whispered, and we all turned to her.
“That’s an interesting idea,” I said as all my Home Alone and dinosaur childhood fantasies came together. “We could probably put some deadfalls or some spring spears.”
“Spring spears?” Emta asked.
“Yeah,” I said as I moved over to a tree to demonstrate. “The idea is that you get a springy branch, tie some spikes to one end of the arm, and then bend the rest of it back behind the trunk. When the enemy walks by, they trip the wire, relieve the tension, and then the arm springs forward and impales them in the chest. We’ll just need rope and a few branches. The trees in the jungle right here are actually perfect because they are a soft wood, and the kinetic energy of them snapping forward is what we are looking for.”
“Yesssss…” Trel purred after she watched me move around the tree and swing my arms out. “I can build such a thing, but the trigger mechanism will be difficult to do without some testing. It would be better if we could manually cut a rope when the timing is perfect. Otherwise, I might not be able to make it by tomorrow.”
“Shit,” I sighed as I pinched my nose. “We could leave someone behind, but I don’t really want anyone standing on the trail waiting for the Utahs to work their way up. Sure, the trap might kill one of the big bastards, but what if the whole squad comes up? Whoever hits the trap won’t be able to get away.”
Emerald raised her hand and then shrugged, but I didn’t need her to start gesturing to know what she was thinking.
“No--” I started to say, but Trel also said it at the same time, and then the beautiful spider-woman kept talking.
“You might have Victor’s baby growing inside of you. It is much too dangerous for you to trigger the traps. I will use my genius to fiddle with the triggers tonight and find another--”
Jinx let out a loud squawk, and Trel’s mouth hung open as she looked down at the little blue cat-sized dino. He and the balaurs had been following us the entire time, but I hadn’t really been paying attention since we had been so focused on building the defenses.
Jinx turned to me, puffed out his blue chest, and then let out another proud squawk.
“Dude…” I said. “You… want the job? You sure?”
Jinx nodded.
“Ha!” Trel snorted. “What a good idea! I should have thought of it. Yes. Jinx will operate the spring spear traps. He is the perfect size to dart between the trees. The bigger raptors won’t be able to follow him, and I’ll set up the trigger parts of the cordage so he can just cut them with his teeth or claws. You are a smart one, Jinx.”
Trel reached down to pet the little blue dino, and Jinx seemed to puff up to twice the size. I realized this was the first time I’d ever seen Trel show my buddy even the slightest bit of attention and praise, and he looked almost like he was floating on a cloud.
“Can the little bird do it all, though?” Emta asked.
Jinx turned to her and let out an angry goose-sounding honk that I’d never heard him make.
“Shit, sorry,” Emta said as she raised her hands. “Just asking.”
“Let’s walk back through the route up the slope and look for places to set up traps,” I said, and the group of women followed me away from the pond to the “T” intersection where the trail from the river met with the trail, and we pushed up the slope south.
The light from the day was fading fast, but the jungle was so thick that it might as well have been night already. Emerald’s light from her gem helped us look around as we walked up the path again, and Trel laughed maniacally as she found half a dozen spots to put traps within the first fifty yards.
“Yesss…” she said as she had Liahpa and Sheela gather some of the branches we had cut from the sides of the trail. “I can do this quickly. We have plenty of cordage from the move I can use, and these branches will work just fine. I’ll want to carve points and harden some of the pieces, so let’s take these and these and these ones with us so we can work while we eat dinner.”
“I’ll take them,” Liahpa said as she grabbed all the spear-looking branches from Trel.
“Of course, you will,” Trel laughed.
“Hey,” the silver-woman sighed. “Be nice.”
“I am nice!” Trel snorted. “You are good at lifting. I am good at thinking. Hopefully, you will also be good at making Victor’s baby. Is it kicking yet?”
“I told you, I don’t know if I’m pregnant yet,” Liahpa groaned again.
“Pfffttt,” Trel raspberried. “Hurry it up, will you? I want to hold the beautiful creature already. You will make a lovely one, I’m sure.”
“There you go again being the nicest bitch ever,” Liahpa snorted, and the rest of the women chuckled.
We soon made it to the first clearing, and Trel was pretty much talking rapid fire about all the traps she was going to make, and how pretty each of the babies the women in the group were going to give me would be. She seemed to treat each topic as important as the other, and I finally had to bring her back to the problem at hand with a loud clearing of my throat.
“Let’s pray they don’t make it to the first clearing, but expect that they might,” I started as I gestured south to the trees on the other side of the grass. “I think we need a group of archers up there.”
“We are running out of people to hold the line,” Gee said.
“Good point, but here is what I’m thinking: If the raptors break off to take the pond path, we’ll see from where we ambush them on the west side. Then we can all run up the slope, dash through our hole in the jungle, and then make it to the clearing here before they do. Then we’ll position ourselves in the trees again.” I began to picture the battle in my mind as I spoke, and I felt a bit of the weight lift from my shoulders. This would be tough, but as long as we could whittle down the Utahraptors’ numbers in the west, and then whittle down more of them with the traps, we should be okay by the time the rest of them make it here.
Or at least, that was the plan.
“What if they push through this trail here?” Liahpa asked as she pointed to the hole we made in the jungle with the trikes to get farther south up the slope.
“I don’t want them to get any farther than this first field,” I said. “It will be too dangerous for the people in the tribe who can’t defend themselves.”
“Sooooo… more traps in this path, then?” Trel cackled as she tapped her long fingers together.
“Actually, no,” I said. “This is where we are going to keep the dinos ready. “I’ll have Tom, Nicole, Katie, and the stegos ready to go. They will be hidden deeper in the path, and when the time is right, like when or if a raptor tries to get in, they’ll charge out and grind the fuck out of them.”
“I like that plan.” Sheela nodded.
“We just have to make sure there is no other way south through this jungle,” I said as I gestured to the wall of trees on the south side of the clearing. “Let’s split up and do a walk around.”
The women nodded, and we broke into two groups and walked the length of the entire open field. Then we all came back with smiles on our faces.
The hole we had trail-blazed was the only path south, so we had our gauntlet.
“Let’s head back to the camp, grab some food, and talk through the plan and everyone’s jobs while we eat,” I said, and my tactical group nodded.
Five minutes later we were in the next clearing, and I saw that the group setting up our new home had carved a bit of a nook at the south side of the jungle. It was easy to spot because of how near we were, but Kacerie had left a few trees up on the north side that touched the clearing so that it wasn’t particularly easy to see the cooking fires, and the trees were left thick and blanket-like on the east, west, and south side, so that no one could see us.
Smart girl.
“Dinner is almost ready!” Galmine called out just as soon as we walked past the relaxing dinosaurs.
“You are just in time!” Adella sang out as she helped Galmine and Keefaye scoop what looked like stew into small copper bowls.
“Did you come up with a plan?” Kacerie asked once we were all seated around the fires.
“Yeah,” I answered. “We are going to have three choke points. One on the northwest side of the peninsula right on the beach. The parasaurs are going to dig a ditch there, and we’ll hide and hit the raptors with arrows once they get close enough.”
“That sounds good,” Quwaru said. “What about the other two?”
“If we don’t stop the raptors there-- which we probably will, but just in case-- there is a chance they can cut north through the jungle and then move south through this game trail that runs through a pretty pond just north-west of where the river is.”
“Ohhh!” Adella gasped. “A pretty pond? I love the sound of that.”
“It’s really beautiful,” Emta sighed. “You’ll want to sing a song about it or something.”
“If this happens,” I continued to get us back on track, “they will have a pretty easy path through the trail we just cleared. Trel is going to take a team and set up a bunch of traps on the path.”
“And Jinx is going to help us!” Trel laughed, and I noticed my blue pal was actually sitting in her lap, and she was scratching him at the base of the neck.
“Yeah,” I said as I winked at my little buddy. “I actually want the troodons to help a bit, too. Jinx can still be in charge, but it’s going to be easier if they can all be positioned to trigger the traps as the Utahs run up the trail toward us. These fuckers are fast, and they will be able to get through quicker than Jinx can run through the foliage.
Jinx opened his mouth as if he was going to complain, but then he closed it again as he figured out that having his bigger brothers and sisters around would probably be a smart move.
“Third choke point is going to be in the trees on the south side of the first clearing,” I continued. “That’s where we are all going to be.”
“Everyone?” Keefaye squeaked.
“Yep. I can’t afford to leave anyone back at the new camp here. If a Utahraptor somehow gets through the last line of defense, we won’t be able to protect anyone left behind, so I’ll need everyone up in the trees with either a spear or a bow or both, and we’ll need to stop them there.”
“But… what if we can’t?” Adella asked.
“Then we are going to die,” I answered. “These things are killing machines, and they won’t stop until we are dead, so this is going to be the toughest fight we’ve ever had.”








Chapter 19
“Just tell us what we need to do, Victor,” Quwaru said after we were all silent for a few moments.
“We don’t have a lot of daylight left,” I said as I glanced toward where the sun was setting halfway into the ocean. “Maybe an hour or so. I’m going to take the parasaurs, my balaurs, and Grumpy down to the beach on the westside with Nomi and Gee, just in case we get attacked and I need backup. We’ll dig the trench as quickly as we can, and then we’ll come back up. I think it will probably take us most of the night, but it needs to be done.”
“And me?” Trel grinned as she tapped her fingers together.
“You get to pick your crew,” I said. “You should take both Emeralds so you’ll have light in the jungle. We also need some people to stay behind and work on building arrows, bows, spears, and cordage, so you can’t take everyone.”
“I will take Liahpa, Quwaru, Emta, Urka, Zoru, and Sheela, as well as both Emeralds-- ohhh! I’ll need Jinx and the troodons as well. I need to show them how to activate the traps.”
“I’ll work on getting more arrows and such made with the crew here,” Kacerie said, and the rest of her team nodded as they started to gather the plates.
“And watch Shirley,” I said as I realized we didn’t really have a good place to keep the young dino while we were going to be fighting.
I’d worry about that tomorrow.
Fifteen minutes later Gee, Nomi, and I were hacking through the jungle toward the west side of the cliff while Bob, Sonny, Cher, Hope, Grumpy, and the balaur bondocs trailed behind us. There wasn’t that much work to get to the edge of the cliff where it was more open, and Gee was able to let go of Nomi’s hand and burn a few larger tree branches away that I promptly stomped out. We finally made it down the slope just as the last part of the sun was descending into the ocean, and the endless water was a mixture of orange and purple paint that looked like a retro painting from the early 80s.
The sun had fully set by the time we made it down the side of the sloped cliff-edge, but we’d managed to clear a pretty decent path that I thought even a wide trike could make it down without too much problem. Then we were on the beach right at the foot of the cliff, and we got to work.
I started at the most northern part where the beach connected with the jungle, and then we moved inward as much as we could until it was obviously too dense.
Then I gave the parasaurs the order to start digging.
The dinos followed my orders, but after half a minute, I realized that I was thinking about the problem wrong. My dinos were throwing the dirt and sand south, and not only was it meaning we had to do repeated work of re-shoveling, I was missing a great opportunity to build a nice hill that would serve two defensive purposes: The first was that it would make the Utahraptors have to run up a sandy slope before they tumbled down into the ditch, the second is that it would create a bit of a natural wall that would keep us more hidden from any survivors that might be looking this way from our west.
Yeah. Sometimes I had to make a mistake to be smart, but this new strategy was way smarter.
I explained the new process to Gee and Nomi as soon as my dinos started throwing the dirt and sand into the westward direction, and then we began to slowly move down south. I ensured that the trench was a good ten feet deep, and the artificial hill we then made to the west was a good eight-ish because of the slope. It meant that the Utahs would have a nice eighteen foot slide down to the bottom of the trench, and we’d be able to really fuck them up with all our arrows.
Or so I hoped.
I just couldn’t stop replaying that lead Utahraptor looking up at Bruce and screeching.
How the fuck did that guy know we were coming here? Was he some sort of mind reading super raptor?
The total amount of trench we needed to dig was about two-hundred yards. It wouldn’t take us all the way to the ocean, but the cliff walls were a good ninety-feet high where the trench would end on the south side of the beach closest to the water, and I wasn’t worried about the Utahs doing anything there. The main point of the trench was to give us more height to shoot down on them with, and to make it harder for them to advance onto the treeline. The whole “Trench and Palisade” Strategy had worked for tens of thousands of years in ancient Earth warfare, and it served us super well at our last fort.
I gave the dino-digging-crew a rest when they were halfway done, and I bounced my eyes over to Jinx to see how everything was going with Trel’s crew. My little blue buddy was scampering around the outside of the working crew’s efforts so he wouldn’t get underfoot, but through the purple glow of the Emeralds’ gem lights, I could see that they had already set up four swing-arm impalers.
I reminded myself that I could actually see through any of my lovers’ eyes, so I bounced my vision to Trel just as she was helping Liahpa pull back a spry branch about as thick as my thigh.
“Ohhh… Victorrrr…” Trel moaned, and I saw her grip loosen around the branch a bit.
“Huh?” Liahpa asked.
“He’s looking through my eyes,” Trel whispered. “It feels amazing.”
“Ohhh, well… keep yanking on this branch so that Emerald can tie it down,” Liahpa said.
“Yes, sorry,” Trel replied, and then I watched through her eyes as she, Liahpa, and Emerald braced the bent branch against the backside of the tree with some cordage that was then anchored into a plug that one of my other dinos could cut.
“Is he still watching?” Liahpa asked as she ran her fingers through her white hair and smiled at Trel.
“Yes,” the spider-woman said. “Victor, I will show you what we have done so far. See how I wrapped the cordage around the branches here to brace it? The leverage is perfect, and all one of our little dinos will have to do is cut or pull the release stick here, and it will swing forward and kill anything in the path.”
“Show him the earlier ones,” Liahpa urged after Trel had pointed out how the trap worked.
“Yes, very well. Victor, switch to Liahpa. Then I can show you easier.”
I moved my vision over to Liahpa, and the beautiful athlete let out a sigh of pleasure as she followed Trel back to where Sheela, Zoru, Emta, and Quwaru were digging a trench with our digging tools.
“This one is simple,” Trel said. “We’ll only dig it four or so feet, but we’ll line the bottom with spikes. The idea isn’t really to kill them-- we don’t have time to dig trenches deep enough-- it’s more to critically injure them so they cannot fight.”
I wanted to tell her that it was a great idea, but I didn’t really know how to communicate yet through my women.
“I… I think he likes it,” Liahpa said right after I had the thought. “I felt warmer than usual. We’ll have to ask him when we see him face to face.”
“Ohh, Victor, look at this one,” Trel said as she moved north a bit and then pointed up into the jungle canopy.
Liahpa’s eyes took me to where Trel was pointing, and I saw that they had suspended a spiked log a good fifteen feet up.
“This is my favorite one we’ve done so far,” Liahpa said.
“This one is actually automatic.” Trel pointed to a pair of foot high lines of cordage positioned six or so feet farther to the north on the path. “It took a bit of cordage, but they will trip the lines, and the log will drop. As we considered what traps to lay, I realized that Jinx and the troodons would need some time between the earlier traps we set up and the next set. Once it’s sprung, I fear that the Utahraptors will be clever enough to avoid future lines across the trail, but this should slow them down even more and probably critically injure one or two of them.”
“I think he likes it,” Liahpa sighed. “It feels warm again. I really, really enjoy it when Victor looks out of my eyes.”
“The other traps are just swing arms,” Trel pointed north into the darker parts of the trail. “We are maybe a third done but should be finished as the sun rises. Time to get back to work!”
I took Trel’s advice, switched my eyes back to my own, and then got my digging team moving again. Sonny, Cher, Bob, and Hope knew how important this was, so they didn’t complain about working, and the moon-lit night seemed to speed by as we all focused on the task at hand.
Gee used some of her powers on the trench to help temper the sand a bit. She didn’t burn hot enough to turn the pebbles into glass, but the heat helped smooth down the inner slope a bit, and the angle of the trench meant that she could work in the hole without anyone really seeing the bright flame of her hair from a distance. The nights were starting to cool down a lot, so Nomi and I stood a few dozen yards away from the flame dancer while she patted down the angle of the slope so that we could warm up our tired bodies.
It really had been a long three days.
Grumpy let out a rumble that pulled me away from the work of digging, and I glanced up to see my big friend up above me at the crest of the slope. Then Bruce poked his head over the lip, and I let out a chuckle when I noticed that the sky was starting to lighten.
“We are doing good, guys, thanks for asking.”
Bruce let out a soft honk.
“Yeah,” I said. “If you think it’s light enough to fly, you should go check on the Utahraptors. Looks like the sun is starting to rise.”
Bruce honked again and then looked over at Grumpy.
“Okay, leave in a bit. What’s wrong, Grumpy?”
The big purussaurus let out a long rumble.
“Awww…” I climbed up the slope of the trench on all fours and then sat on the peak so that I could pat Grumpy on the face between his eyes. “I didn’t mean to leave you out of the plans. I have an awesome job for you. Wanna hear it?”
Grumpy rumbled.
“They might swim around the peninsula. If you were waiting for them in the ocean, you’d be able to munch them all up like a marathon runner at a post race buffet.”
Grumpy made a kind of rolling noise that sounded a lot like laughing, even though I didn’t quite know how he could get my reference.
“So, you’ll be positioned in the water over there,” I said as I pointed to the waves. “If any of them try to swim, you’ll eat them, but-- and here is the tough part-- if they head north into the jungle, I’m going to need you to race back up here on the side of the cliff, take that side trail we just carved out, and get back to the clearing as fast as you can.”
Grumpy groaned.
“Yeah,” I chuckled. “I know. We’ll really need your help up there, though. You should have enough time to make it to the first clearing, then I want you to kind of hide in the jungle on the north side of the trees. That way, when the raptors come out through the trapped trail path, they probably won’t see you, and you can sneak up on them and get your munch on.”
Grumpy huffed and then snorted.
“Look, man,” I laughed. “I’m just trying to set you up to be a hero. This whole fight could end right here. I’m hoping we manage to stop them at this ditch. But… they might swim, or… they might go through the jungle. Either way, you are the Grumpy that is saving the day, and I just know the women are going to have a lot of pets to give you.”
Grumpy rumbled again, and then the big gator looked at Bruce. The pteranodon let out a soft honk, and then Grumpy rumbled again.
“See, even Bruce thinks you are a hero. Speaking of that, Bruce, my boy, you ready to go check on those Utahraptors? We are almost done here, so I’m going to take the gang back up top so we can get our weapons ready.”
Bruce let out a happy honk, and then he frog-hopped sideways a few times before he lifted into the air. Then I turned to Grumpy and gave my big buddy another pat on his snout.
“You can come up with us, or you can stay down here in the water. We’ll be back down in probably an hour or so.”
Grumpy seemed to consider for a few moments, but then he turned away from me and slowly crawled toward the ocean waves. By the time he made it there, Hope, Bob, Sonny, and Cher were pretty much done digging out the last part of the trench, and I stood on the peak of the hill so I could look down on the work.
The trench really did look pretty awesome.
It looked like a giant sandy bathtub, and that kind of gave me an idea that I was going to talk to Adella and Keefaye about. Even if my idea didn’t work, I couldn’t wait to see the Utahs struggle to the top where I was now standing and then tumble down the other side to the bottom of the ditch where they’d be sitting ducks for our arrows. I really hoped that the setup would be the end of them, but this wasn’t my first rodeo on Dinosaurland, so I knew unexpected things could come up.
I just hoped that I’d thought of everything this plague of Utahraptors would bring us.
“You both ready to head back up?” I asked Gee and Nomi once it seemed that the fire-woman had patted a good part of the sandy slope down with her heat. It almost looked like a slide now, and I almost didn’t want to disturb the smooth surface by walking down.
“Yeah, Victor,” Gee said, and then she seemed to read my mind because she pointed to the slope below me and addressed my concern. “If you slide down on your butt there, I’ll go smooth it over real quick. Then I’ll back up behind you all and do the same so there is no trace of us for these Raptors to see.”
“Awesome,” I said, and then I had the parasaurs move up north at the bottom of the trench around Gee before I slid down behind them.
Gee went to work smoothing the place where I slid down on my ass, and then we all backed up in the north direction as she made small adjustments to the smooth sides of the sandy trench.
Once we were back to the place where the beach and jungle met the slope of our fort peninsula, Nomi held onto Gee’s hand again, and we followed the parasaurs up the side edge toward the trail that would take us back to the clearing. The sky was much lighter now, but I couldn’t quite see the sun rise because it was coming from the east and the jungle trees were in the way.
I figured we had a few hours left.
The trip back to the small camp that Kacerie and the rest of the women had set up was quick, and I found that everyone who wasn’t on trap duty was already making breakfast and preparing for the battle. There were dozens of new spears stacked up on the side of the camp, and while they were made of the softer jungle trees, the fire-hardened points on them still looked deadly. There were also half a dozen stacks of new arrows, and some of them even had sharpened stone arrowheads stuck on the shaft. The work was obviously completed by Youleena, and the arrows really looked deadly.
“Victor! Gee! Nomi! Come sit and have a warm meal!” Galmine waved us over as soon as she saw us, and by the time we sat down, we each had plates of cooked fish in our hands.
“Woah. Where did you get the fresh fish?” I asked after I took my first bite and saw we had a dozen more big fish cooking on the fires.
“Bruce dropped off many of them an hour or so ago!” Galmine laughed. “He is such a nice gentle soul. He always thinks of us and helps bring food when we are in need.”
“Yeah,” I laughed. “He’s a good dude for sure.”
“Here comes Trel’s group,” Kacerie said as she nodded behind me, and I turned to see Trel, Emta, Sheela, Quwaru, Urka, Liahpa, Zoru, and the Emeralds walking through the clearing with Jinx and the troodons.
“How did it go?” I asked after Galmine and Keefaye quickly handed everyone cooked fish.
“Perfect,” Trel cooed. “My devices will surely murder any dinosaurs foolish enough to come through that area.”
“How many traps did you put up?” I asked.
“We have sixteen,” Liahpa said.
“Awesome,” I chuckled. “There are only twenty-two of them, so even if they do cut north after we stop them on the west side, their numbers will get whittled down.”
“That was the plan,” Urka laughed. “We are going to fuck them up. I just wish I could see all those traps in action.”
“Too dangerous,” I chuckled. “I’ll be able to look through Jinx and the troodons’ eyes to make sure everything is going good.”
“Where is Grumpy?” Quwaru asked.
“Down in the water,” I said. “Option three is that these guys swim around. I doubt it will happen, but he’ll be there if they try to. He’ll run up if--”
Bruce’s emotions hit me like a mule kick to the stomach, and I had to gasp for breath.
“Victor?” Sheela asked.
“Hold on,” I said. “Bruce has a problem.”
My vision shifted to my flying buddy, and then I felt my blood run cold when I saw what he was looking at.
Down on the beach running south were at least forty Utahraptors.
“How… in… the… fuck?” I moved my mouth to talk, but I don’t know if any words came out.
“Victor?” I heard someone ask me, but I moved my hand up in my own meat body as I tried to re-count again with Bruce’s sharp eyes.
Then I re-counted a third time.
Then a fourth.
“We have a problem,” I said as I had Bruce turn around and look back south so I could see how much distance we had before the Utahs made it to us. The dawn light was perfect and golden, but it somehow made the horse-sized raptors more deadly-looking, and I could see that some of their feathers were shades of gray and dark brown.
It was like a different family or something. Somehow that fucker I’d cut up had recruited more of his kind to come after us.
“There are forty-four of them now,” I said as I blinked back to my own eyes, “and I think they will be here in under two hours.”
“What do we do?” Galmine gasped, and there was no mistaking the terror on everyone’s faces. Even Sheela looked scared, and my chest began to ache when I realized that I didn’t have a good answer.
“We are going to stick to the plan,” I said. “That’s all we can do right now. There isn’t enough time to do anything but one more embellishment I was going to do anyway. Keefaye, Adella, Urka, we are going to fill the trench with some blessed water and blow the fuck out of it if we need to.”








Chapter 20
The next thirty minutes was a frantic rush of everyone grabbing spears, arrows, quivers, and cordage. Then we took Nicole and the balaurs with us to the west side while the other dinos got into their positions in the first clearing. I wanted to bring more dinos with me to hold the edge of the cliff on the western side, but there just wasn’t enough room to maneuver more than one big trike, so I brought Nicole because she was used to dealing with these fuckers.
We even brought Galmine with us, mostly because the other option was to leave her alone in a tree in the first clearing to wait for us, and someone would have to help her climb up into a tree. Trel just scooped the gray-skinned woman up in her arms, so we all made great time jogging through the side trail and then skirting down the side of the cliff.
I positioned Nicole a bit higher on the slope than where the rest of us would be hiding in the trees. Her purpose was mostly to keep any Utahraptors that somehow made it past the trench, arrows, and other dangers from getting up to the side trail and flanking us, and I wouldn’t move her from that guard position unless I was absolutely positive that the Utahs had committed to going north through the jungle.
“How much water can you bless?” I asked Keefaye when we got to the bottom of the slope.
“Hmmmmm…” The gold woman crossed her arms over her skin-tight cyclist-looking bodysuit and then stared at the massive trench we had dug. “I’ve never done this much.”
“What if we don’t fill it all the way?” I asked. “We really just need like a foot or so of water.”
“Even that is more than I’ve normally filled in an hour,” she sighed. “Much, much, much more.”
“I just know you can do it, Keefaye the Golden,” Adella sang out as she reached for the other woman’s hands. “Can you try really hard for us?”
“Of course, I will,” Keefaye laughed and then tossed her mane of long golden hair back over her shoulders. “I might exhaust myself, but I will try my hardest to bless all of it.”
“Awesome,” I said, and then I turned to Adella. “You know what to do, let’s just try to fill the whole thing with about a foot of ocean water.”
“Yes!” Adella sang out as she raised her hands high into the air and stood up on her toes. “The ocean will give me plenty to work with. Come, friend! We need your help! Water! We need you!”
A pillar of ocean water rose high into the sky from the south, and then it slinky-bent sideways to pour into the trench that we’d dug a few hours ago. The sight was nothing short of magical, and it reminded me of when I used to take baths as a kid and watch the whirlpool twist down into the drain.
The trench began to fill, and as it did I realized that we’d accidently pulled a smart move by having Gee pack the sand in with her heat, since the treatment seemed to be preventing the ocean water from just filtering through the sand. We soon had a shallow pond that was about ten times the length of an Olympic-sized pool, but only a quarter as wide. Of course, the water was only a foot or so deep, but it would make it hard for the raptors to climb out of, even if it wasn’t flaming alcohol.
“How is that?” Adella asked me and Keefaye as she slowly lowered her arms.
“Looks good to me,” as I turned to the golden-haired woman with the unicorn horn.
“My turn,” Keefaye said, and then she began to cry out her blessings as she gestured toward the salt water.
And the parts nearest to us began to sparkle slightly.
“It is working,” she huffed between chants. “But…”
“How long is it gonna take?” Urka pressed as the rest of the women started to climb into the trees. “How much time do we have?”
“I think I might be able to get all of it in the next hour,” Keefaye said, and then she chanted her blessing again.
“I’ll check with Bruce,” I said as I moved my eyes back to my flying friend.
My stomach sunk again when I saw the horde of black, brown, and gray Utahraptors dashing in our direction, and I guessed we had maybe an hour left still. They were really booking it, and the lead raptor kept glancing up at Bruce.
Then he’d puff out his feathers and glance back over his shoulder at his friends.
Then he’d look up at Bruce.
“Is… is this motherfucker trying to chest up to me?” I whispered. “Does he know I’m watching through Bruce? What the fuck?”
“Victor?” Adella asked. “What did you say?”
“Uhhh, nothing,” I cleared my throat and then had Bruce turn back around to look toward us. We were nearly out of his vision range, so I knew the Utahraptors couldn’t see us, but I did spot Nicole as a tiny speck on the side of the cliff, and I realized that the Utahs would probably make her out when they got closer. I actually didn’t need her to be stationed there, since she could be just as effective if she was hiding back more in the jungle where our trail was, so I had her back up under the trees so that she could pop out and charge if I needed her.
I hoped that I wouldn’t need her.
“We’ve got an hour,” I said to Keefaye. “Please, hurry.”
“I will, Victor,” the beautiful golden-haired woman said, and then she continued her chanting as I gestured for Adella and Urka to follow me back to the tree line.
“How far can you Zap?” I asked Urka.
“I can light it up from the trees, no problem,” the little four-eyed gnome snapped her fingers. “You gonna lift me up into one of these trees? If so, make sure you squeeze my ass super tight when you do it. Yeahhhh, buddyyy, hmmm…”
“I’ll take both of you up,” Trel sprang down from her perch as gracefully as a Cirque Du Soleil acrobat, and then she scooped Urka up in her arms and Doc Oct’ed the little gnome woman up to a high perch beside one of the Emeralds.
Trel returned for Adella, and then I did a quick glance up at the trees and asked a few of the women to change positions so they were harder to see. Then I checked with Bruce’s eyes as he flew toward us, and I had him fly a bit lower to the ground so that he could view us from an angle that was closer to where the Utahraptors would be running, and not only could he not see anyone in the trees, but the rise of the hill we’d made when we dug out the trenches really did a great job of obscuring the slope of the peninsula up past the trail where Nicole was hiding.
With any luck, we’d catch these fuckers completely by surprise.
“Now comes the hard part,” I sighed to myself. “The waiting.”
I watched Keefaye bless the water, but as the minutes continued, I could tell that her arms and voice were starting to tire. I really wanted to comfort her, but I didn’t quite know how to do it without distracting her from her job, and the job needed to get done.
Instead, I just paced behind her and tried not to look too worried since I knew my entire tribe was watching me pace.
Bruce twisted back to fly over the raptors, and I continued to pace as I switched my vision back to his. How the fuck did this Utahraptor know where we were going? How was he smart enough to come at us? How could he recruit a bunch of other raptors?
What was I missing? Was this guy really just super smart? Was someone else controlling him?
I didn’t have any answers to the questions, but the worst part was that I wouldn’t get them. In less than an hour, either this fucker would be dead, or I would be, and dead men tell no tales.
“Victor…” I heard a voice call out to me from the trees, and I stopped my pacing and looked up to see Quwaru smiling down at me.
“Hey,” I said.
“Everything will be fine,” she said as she leaned down a bit more on her branch and gave me an even wider smile. She was alone on her tree, and I had actually planned on joining her up there before the Utahs hit us.
“Yeah…” I said.
“You have done all you can,” she continued. “We have overcome plenty of obstacles.”
“This feels like the hardest one,” I said.
“But we are all here together. We won’t fail. It doesn’t matter if there are forty of these raptors or hundreds. We will win because that is what you do.”
“Thanks,” I chuckled. “I think we’d really be fucked if there were a few hundred, but I do feel a lot better.”
“Good.” She nodded, and her dark hair fell over her shoulders.
“After this is over, what do you say about going to the pond alone with me so we can--” I started to say, but then I felt Bruce’s urgency, so I turned away from Quwaru and sprinted over to the edge of the trench where Keefaye was blessing the water.
“Time to get up in the tree,” I hissed.
“I’m almost done,” she gasped, and I could see her slender body was trembling with the effort of using her ability. “I just need a few more minutes.”
“Okay,” I said after I blinked back to Bruce so I could check on the raptors. “You’ve got two minutes. Trel!”
“Yes?” the spider-woman asked as she lowered her beautiful body from the nearest tree.
“Count two minutes and get Keefaye up in her spot.”
“Yes, Victor.” My wife nodded.
I ran back over to Quwaru’s tree, and then I began to climb up the trunk as quickly as I could. My Cricket Bat of Doom slapped against my bare back with each grasp of my hands, but I grabbed a bow and four arrows as soon as I reached the branch next to the beautiful succubus-looking woman.
“Time to go!” Trel said as she grabbed Keefaye, and then they both climbed up into the tree with the aid of Trel’s legs.
This was it.
“On my command!” I hissed loud enough for everyone to hear, and then I switched my eyes back to Bruce as he floated a few hundred feet over the top of the horde of Utahraptors heading toward us.
The group of horse-sized killing machines were a good quarter mile from the edge of the hill, but they didn’t show any signs of slowing down their run, and I was reminded of the Terminator in the second movie.
Only there were forty-four of them, and they weren’t going to stop until we were all dead.
I was shaking, so I forced myself to take a few deep breaths as I focused on the leader. He’d kind of moved his position to the middle of the pack, and as I watched him, he let out a few strange-sounding screeches.
The group tightened around him in a loose diamond shape, and then they hit the slope of the hill and began to sprint up it.
“Hold…” I hissed loud enough for everyone to hear over the distant sound of forty-four sets of massive raptor feet tearing and clawing up a hill of sand.
“Hold…” I pulled back the arrow in my bow, and I saw my tribemates all do the same as they looked at me from their various hidden spots on the tree.
Then the first raptors crested the top of the hill and collectively let out a screech of anguish as they began to tumble down the other side.
It was like a scene straight out of a Jackass movie, only with giant angry horse-sized raptors instead of dudes tumbling down the hill like a bunch of idiots. My plan had worked perfectly, and the assholes hadn’t expected to be met with a trench.
“Ready!” I shouted as I did quick count with Bruce’s eyes and guessed a good twenty of them were tumbling down the slope.
Then the first group of them landed in the blessed water.
“Fire bows!” I shouted, and we all twisted around the branches, aimed our weapons down the steep slope, and let loose.
A rain of a dozen arrows sprayed down like a wave and tore into the first group of raptors near us. Some of the arrows missed, since the targets were a good sixty yards away, but most of them hit, and the Utahs screamed with both surprise and agony when they suddenly became pincushions.
I saw a few raptors crest the top and begin to tumble, and I knew we’d need a few seconds for everyone to reload, so I scanned the trees for Urka and saw her looking over at me.
“Do it!” I shouted.
“Zappppppppp!” the little blue gnome woman shouted as she flung out her arms, and a spray of azure-colored electricity arched out from her fingers and shot down the slope like drunken missiles from a Japanese anime.
The sparks seemed to coil and dance around each other as they streamed out, and then they hit the water at the bottom of the trench right beside a cluster of five struggling and arrow-filled Utahraptors.
Then the whole trench exploded.
“Shiiiiiittt!” I gasped as the sudden burst of heat, light, and wind knocked back into the trees above the trench, and I heard a few of the women scream as they tried to both shield their eyes and hang on to their branches.
“Everyone okay?” I shouted after the blast had passed.
I heard everyone shout that they were fine, and I didn’t see anyone who had fallen out of their trees, so I glanced down the trench to see what kind of carnage Urka had caused.
I was not disappointed.
A bit over half of the Utahraptors laid roasted like giant chickens at the bottom of the trench. There wasn’t even a trace of a black feather, or even our arrow shafts, in any of the corpses. They’d been deep fried like it was Thanksgiving, and the smell of roasted meat rose to my nose like the sweet, sweet smell of victory.
Then I looked up the slope and my eyes met those of the lead raptor.
He was staring across the hundred-and-fifty yard gap right at me, and about twenty of his friends were all standing next to him on the top of the slope.
I thought about asking Kacerie to Lance him, but I worried that she might miss, or maybe she would hit him, but that would just send the rest of the pack into a frenzy that would be harder to contain.
“How do you like that, you fucking asshole?” I said under my breath. “I just oh-my-god-what-the-fuck-barbequed all your buddies.”
I didn’t think the Utahraptor could hear me, but he blinked right after I spoke the words, and then he lowered his head and screeched across the sand chasm at me.
“Yeah?” I shouted back. “What the fuck are you going to do about it, bitch? You want a piece of me? Come and fucking get it!”
The raptor stomped his feet like a toddler throwing a temper tantrum, and then he turned to his right and screeched at his friends. Four of them peeled off and then ran south on the beach toward the ocean.
Then he turned right back to me and screeched again.
I opened my mouth and tried to pretend I was shocked, and then I climbed up a branch in the tree so that I could get a better look at the four running toward the ocean. They jumped into the water like baby ducks, and then they let out loud screeches as they began to swim through the water.
They didn’t make it very far.
The one in the lead didn’t even cry out, he just disappeared under a wave and never surfaced. The second one bobbed down under the surface, came up, screamed like a motorcycle hitting nine-thousand RPMs, and then he disappeared under the surface. The third and fourth ones seemed to realize they were in trouble a few moments after, but they were a good hundred yards into the water at that point, and Grumpy didn’t bother trying to conceal himself anymore.
The giant caiman’s massive jaws came out of the water and clamped around the third Utah’s neck like a mother dog grabbing her puppy, but this was no hug of adoration. Grumpy immediately activated his death roll special move, and the Utah’s upper half tore clear of the bottom with an eruption of blood.
The last Utah tried to swim back, and he almost made it to shore, but just before it looked like he was about to set foot on solid beach, Grumpy lunged from the waves, snatched the raptor by the ass, and dragged the smaller dino kicking and screaming back into the ocean waves.
Then there was nothing but gallons of blood splashing on the shore.
I turned to look back at the leader of the Utahraptors, and then I finally let a smug smile come to my lips.
“Was that your master plan?” I yelled. “You got all these friends of yours gathered just to get your ass beat? What a disappointment. You should just run away like you did the last time I kicked your ass.”
The lead Utah screeched three times in a row, and then he flapped his wings as he threw another temper tantrum.
“Sheela, do you think you can hit him?” I shouted. “Don’t kill him if you can. Just fuck him up.”
“I will do it,” she said, and I saw her pull her bowstring back.
The raptor seemed to guess what the blonde huntress was about to do, and he and his friends immediately turned and dashed down from the hill so that Sheela couldn’t hit him. She still fired anyway, and I switched my view to Bruce’s eyes just in time to see her arrow scrape the top of the sandy peak, drop down, and penetrate a brown feathered raptor right in the neck when it accidently stepped between the leader and the slope.
The brown-feathered raptor screeched and then tumbled down the rest of the hill like a tumbleweed, and the lead raptor looked up at Bruce and let out another screech filled with all the rage it could muster.
“You got one!” I shouted as I turned back to Sheela. “Wasn’t the leader, but you hit his friend.”
“Huh. It was a lucky shot.” She shrugged. “I did use my Critical Strike, but he was already down below the slope, so I guessed where he might have run.”
“They are heading north into the jungle now,” I said. “Only fifteen of them, so I’m feeling pretty good about our chances. Let’s get back up to the clearing.”
“Are you sure it’s okay to go?” Quwaru asked. “What if they come back and try to come up this way?”
“We’ll leave Nicole up here,” I said. “They’d still have to jump the burning trench and get past her. Also, Bruce will be watching, and he’ll let us know if we need to circle back. Trel, can you grab Galmine? Everyone else. Let’s get a move on.”
I gave Grumpy the order to wait here until the ditch finished burning before he made his way up, but I figured that we’d have at least five more minutes before the fire was down, and probably ten or so more minutes before the Utahraptors made it to the booby-trapped trail.
We still had plenty of time, and we’d taken a huge chunk out of the enemy’s numbers, but I wasn’t ready to pat myself on the back yet.
Not until I was standing over the corpse of that fucker.
We ran up the side of the cliff, skirted past Nicole, and then dashed into the jungle trail. Everyone knew that time was of the essence, but I still stayed in the back of the pack just in case Youleena or another one of my less athletic tribemates fell. No one did, and we were soon back in the first clearing and climbing the trees again with our spears, bows, and arrows. I had Galmine hold onto Shirley, since neither of them were going to be good in a fight, and then I double-checked to make sure that everyone else had access to plenty of arrows and spears.
“Kacerie,” I said once we were all in position. “I want you to save your Lance for the leader or anyone else that is about to get us at the tree line. Don’t blow it as soon as they show, okay?”
“Got it,” she said.
“What about me?” Gee asked as she held up the hand she held with Nomi. “Can I burn them?”
“I’m worried about the grass,” I said as I gestured around. “But if they make it to the trees, and we seem to be in danger, then let go of Nomi’s hand, jump down, and fuck some shit up.”
“I’m not having sex with feces,” she gagged, “but I’m guessing that’s your slang for unleashing terror and destroying our enemies.”
“Yep, you got it.” I snickered. “I’m going to check in with Bruce.”
I blinked my vision over to my friend, and I felt relief when I saw that the raptors hadn’t doubled back. All the fires in the trenches had burned out, but the sand was still sizzling, so I warned Grumpy to wait a bit before he made his way down. I could have had him swim around and up the river, but it probably would have taken longer, and he would have had to come up through the booby-trapped trail.
“Bruce doesn’t see them,” I said.
“What if they just kept going?” Emta asked. “We killed half of them in less than a minute. I’d run if I was them.”
“I don’t think the leader is going to give up,” I said. “He wants revenge for when Liahpa and I killed his first family, and now he’s even more mad that we killed a bunch of his new family.”
I switched my eyes to Jinx and found my little pal crouched low in the jungle bushes with his eyes staring down the trail toward the pond. He was right next to a length of cordage tautly bound to a stake in the ground, and I could just tell that he couldn’t wait to trigger the trap.
I bounced my vision back to the troodons and got a better sense of the way the traps were set up. If even half of these worked, we’d put another massive dent in the Utahraptors’ numbers, and I started to feel a lot more confident that we’d be able to get through this fight without losing anyone.
“See anything?” Sheela asked.
“Nope,” I answered. “I’ll let you guys know when-- wait! Jinx sees movement.”
It was a gray-feathered Utahraptor, and another brown one followed right behind him. Both of them were soaking wet, so I guessed that they had just swam through the pond. They were running up the trail toward Jinx’s position pretty damn fast, but just as my little buddy prepared to bite the cordage, there was a screech that echoed through the jungle, and both of the massive raptors skidded to a halt just a few feet from where Jinx was.
Then they stopped and stood still.
“Fuck,” I said. “Something is wrong. They stopped before they made it to the traps.”
“Damn it,” Trel hissed. “What is happening now?”
“They are just standing there,” I said. “I don’t know if I should have Jinx fall back, or if I should have him hold position. Wait. He sees something coming. It’s the leader.”
The cut-up black raptor casually walked up to the two raptors in the front, and then he softly cooed and clucked as he tossed his head. The other two Utahs replied in similar fashion. The rest of the group came in behind the leader, and soon all of them were standing in a tight group as they cooed and clucked with each other.
I couldn’t quite understand what they were saying, but Jinx kind of did, and I could understand Jinx.
“They… huhhhh…” I hesitated. “The leader thinks we might be hiding in the trees, so he told them to go slow. That’s what Jinx thinks.”
“If they go slow, most of the traps will still be effective,” Trel said.
“The pitfall won’t,” Liahpa sighed. “And the swinging log won’t.”
“Damn,” I groaned as the three carefully advanced on the line, but then I gasped when Jinx did the unexpected and jumped from his hiding place and right into the middle of the trail.
Then my brave little buddy let out a mighty squawk, turned around, and shook his little ass at the group of raptors.
It was akin to a kitten picking a flight with a lion, and the gray and brown Utahs at the front of the pack immediately screeched and lunged toward Jinx.
But my pal was already tearing ass up the trail.
“Go, Jinx!” I shouted.
“What?” I heard half a dozen voices gasp.
“He’s getting them to chase him-- jump, dude!”
Jinx was already ahead of me. He’d spent the night watching Trel and the gang build each trap, so he knew where every trip line, pitfall, and trigger was, and he made a mighty leap over the low-swinging arm just a fraction of a second after Scoob hit the cordage trigger.
The lead raptor was about to take a chomp out of Jinx’s little ass, but the gray-feathered asshole got a two-foot long spike of wood through his face instead, and his massive body crumpled in on itself like a bus slamming full speed into a concrete pylon.
Jinx kept on running, and I heard the group of raptors screech like a group of steam engines about to blow.
Jinx hauled straight under the swinging log trap, and it impaled a black-and-brown-feathered raptor and tied up the rest of them for a second as the group tried to get around the barrier. My buddy screeched to a halt, turned around, and let out four loud and very insulting squawks at the Utahs as they tried to get around the hanging log. Meanwhile, the leader of the pack screeched at them from the rear. It almost sounded like he was telling them to not run after Jinx, but the other raptors were so pissed-off they couldn’t think straight, and they gave chase as soon as they managed to step around the log, ford through the jungle, and then get back on the trail.
Scoob and Shag wanted to try to attack one of the Utahs that was pushing through the underbrush, but I ordered them to hold off because I didn’t want to risk exposing them, and I felt confident that Jinx had their attention now and could lead them through the rest of the traps like a robot rabbit at a dog race.
Jinx took off again as soon as the first Utah made it around, but the massive feathered dino only made it about ten yards before it fell right into the deadfall Jinx jumped over, and then the asshole let out a screech of pure agony as the stakes ripped open its legs and lower body. It wasn’t dead by any means, but there was no way it was going to be walking anywhere.
The rest of the raptors were past the log now, and I watched through Scoob’s eyes as they jumped over the deadfall and chased after Jinx. The leader was the last one to go, and I could tell by the way that the dark feathers on his head stood up straight that he was beyond pissed-off.
Served the fucker right.
I bounced my vision between the troodons and Jinx as he Kevin McCallistered the angry Utahraptors the rest of the way through the trail. A few of the swing spike traps missed their marks, but by the time Jinx made it to the clearing, there were only eight raptors left besides the leader, and my tribe let out a wild cheer as the hero blue chocobo dino emerged from the trail into the clearing and then flapped his wings like a mad chicken so that he could make it up to the top of Tom’s back.
Now it was the trikes’ and the stegos’ turn.
Tom and Katie were ready, and they charged the first three raptors to come out of the jungle tunnel. The Utahs didn’t see the charge coming because the trikes came at them from the side, and there was a puff of blood, dark feathers, and terrified screeches as the trikes bulldozed the raptors into ground meat.
And the whole time, Jinx clung to the top of Tom’s saddle and squawked like he was Napoleon leading the charge.
The second group of Utahraptors came out of the trail and into the clearing, but I had my trikes continue their sprint, so the Utahs weren’t able to really chase after them. This meant that the only dinos separating the horse-sized killing machines and us were the parasaurs and the stegos, and Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock all stomped their feet and bellowed together as they formed up ranks right below the tree line and in front of Hope, Bob, Sonny, and Cher.
There were five raptors in this last group, and they dashed forward as if they were about to charge across the clearing at the stegos, but then their leader stepped out into the clearing, and he let out a loud screech that made all of them skid to a halt.
“Sheela, can you get the leader?” I asked.
“No, he’s too far away,” she said. “It’s about three-hundred yards. The bow won’t go that far.”
“Kacerie?” I asked.
“I’ve never Lanced anything that far away,” she said. “I can try if you want me to, but I’m afraid I’ll miss, and then we’ll be down one.”
“Okay,” I said. “Let’s hold off… I’m just worried he might try to get away now that there are just six of them.”
“Look at how he stares at you,” Gee hissed. “He’s not going anywhere until you are dead.”
“Or he is,” Nomi whispered loud enough for us all to hear.
“What are they doing, though?” Zoru asked. “They are standing there and looking at us.”
The purple monkey-fox-man was right. The six raptors were standing as still as statues and glaring at us from across the three-hundred yard space of open clearing. I didn’t know what exactly they were planning, but I was able to get Tom and Katie circled back around, Nicole was falling back, and Grumpy was working his way up the cliff side behind her. These raptors were losing their strategic edge the longer they stood there, so I didn’t know why they weren’t running away.
Other than Gee was right, and I really had just pissed off their leader so much that he was going to try to kill me by any means necessary.
Then they suddenly split into two groups of three and sprinted across the grass toward us. The leader and two other black-feathered raptors went right for Tom and Katie, and the other three charged straight at the stegos.
I guessed his plan was to try to draw the stegos forward into a melee so he could flank them, so I had the stegos fall back closer to the trees almost to the point where they couldn’t use their tails.
“Ready to shoot!” I shouted, and we all yanked back on our bow strings.
Then the charging raptors pivoted at almost exactly seventy yards and turned around.
“Sheela!” I shouted, and her string twanged a split second later as her arrow shot forward.
The missile had a bit of an upward lob, and while I didn’t think anyone else would be able to hit a running horse-size raptor at over seventy yards away, I guessed Sheela could, and a moment later I was proven correct when her arrow smacked right into the back of one of the raptors’ skulls.
The big dino went down mid-stride like a sack of bricks, and then the other two sped away without even looking back.
I turned to look at the leader’s group, but he’d pulled away at a hundred or so yards and was now retreating with a zig-zag pattern that I was sure wouldn’t let Sheela get an accurate shot out.
“Five left,” I said as the trikes fully turned around and began to approach. “I’m going to try to block them from escaping back through the trail.”
“Should we get down and move closer?” Liahpa asked. “We could stand on the back of the stegos and shoot at them.”
“Maybe…” I said, “But I’m still worried their leader has a trick up his sleeve. Let’s play it safe for now until Nicole and Grumpy get up here. Oh shit, look! They are getting close to the jungle where Scoob, Shag, Fred, Daphne, and Velma are hiding.”
I held my breath a bit as the Utahraptors regrouped a bit to the right of the trail entrance. My troodons were hiding in the thick jungle there, and I just needed one of the Utahs, preferably the leader, to stay behind while the others moved back toward us, and then my troodons could do what they did best:
Ninja murder fools.
I didn’t want the raptors to move away from that ripe position, so I stopped Tom and Katie from advancing, and then I had my stegos move out a bit so that they would look more like a tasty meal for the raptors. I didn’t expect their leader to take the bait, but then he split off with another two of his minions and darted to the east across the field as if he was going to try the flanking maneuver again.
This left two Utahs behind, and while I would have felt a lot better with just one, I realized that I could take a risk if I charged the remaining two with Tom and Katie now to distract them.
The two trikes let out loud bellows as they charged forward across the clearing toward the remaining two raptors just as I had the troodons slither through the grass. The Utahs did just as I’d expected, and they turned their attention across the field toward the sprinting trikes, but before they could run away behind their leader, my troodons were already on them.
Shag and Scoob took the one on the left, and Fred, Velma, and Daphne took the one on the right. Under normal circumstances it wouldn’t have been a fair fight because the troodons were the size of fifty-pound golden retrievers, and the Utahraptors probably weighed as much as a small Volkswagen, but my troodon crew knew exactly where to bite first, and they went after the delicious hamstring area on the back of the larger raptors’ legs.
Both of them.
At the same time.
It was a perfectly coordinated attack, and the raptors went down screaming as their legs got cut from beneath them. My troodons wanted to finish the job, but the Utahraptors weren’t dead, they were just immobilized, so I had my troodons quickly jump away so that no one would accidentally get mauled or bitten by the larger dinos as they thrashed and screamed on the grass.
Then, a few seconds later, Tom and Katie bulldozed the two grounded raptors like they were plastic trash cans filled with confetti.
“Three left!” I shouted as I turned my attention to the leader and told Tom and Katie to post at the trail leading north out of the clearing.
Now I had this fucker right where I wanted him.
The lead Utahraptor seemed to realize this, too, and he twisted his big head around as he tried to figure out an escape route.
“Sheela, and Kacerie, down on the stegos!” I ordered, and both women quickly began to scurry down from their tree branches with me.
A half minute later we were on MCA’s back, and he was trotting toward where the last three Utahs were running around on the east side of the clearing. As we got closer, the raptor leader turned to look back at the jungle, but it was super thick and by the time they made it through, we would be right on top of them.
Then the two raptors charged us while the leader pushed into the thick jungle.
“Fuck!” I shouted. “He’s trying to get away!”
Sheela’s bow sang, and the raptor charging us on the left side went down with an arrow to the eye. Then there was a blast of white light, and the Utah on the right suddenly lost his upper body after Kacerie’s Lance hit him in the chest and vaporized him.
“Go! Go! Go!” I chanted to MCA as he busted out in the fastest sprint he could after the Utahraptor leader.
“He’s pushing through the trees!” Kacerie said as she raised her left hand, but before she could get her second Lance off, the big black raptor wiggled his body and sank into the first layer of thick trees and bushes.
“Shit,” I groaned. “We have to follow him.”
“I don’t have my axe!” Sheela hissed.
“Me, either!” Kacerie groaned as she pointed to the bow she still had over her shoulder and her small quiver of arrows.
“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I shouted as soon as MCA pulled up to the jungle. “The edge of the cliff is like thirty yards that way. He’ll be able to run all the way down to the river from there.”
“We’ll ride back and get an axe,” Sheela said. “Will only take a--”
The blonde woman’s words were cut off by another flash of white light, but this time the light didn’t quickly blip away like Kacerie’s Lance normally did, and we both spun around to look at the beautiful pink-haired woman.
Who was now holding a fucking four-foot long lightsaber in her hand.
“Woahhhh… It… it worked!” Kacerie gasped as she looked down to where her fingers curled around the shaft of light. “It worked!”
“Wow!” I laughed. “Will it cut through the trees?”
“That’s what I planned!” Kacerie growled, and then she stepped forward and swung her new weapon at the closet branches.
And they disintegrated into mist almost as if they had never even existed.
“Yesss!” she laughed.
“Keep going!” I urged, and then Sheela nocked another arrow as I pulled the Cricket Bat of Doom from my back.
“Give me some room so I don’t accidentally hit either of you,” she said, and then the pink-haired hairdresser started to plow through the thick jungle like the most badass weed whacker ever created.
Tree branches, vines, ferns, and even trunks of trees instantly disintegrated as soon as Kacerie swung her Lance blade, and while we couldn’t quite run after the Utahraptor, we were moving at a pace a bit slower than walking, and I could hear the bigger raptor struggling to break through the jungle up ahead.
The raptor leader heard us getting closer, and it started to screech like nails on a chalkboard. It knew I was about to catch it, and it knew that it couldn’t escape.
Then it suddenly stopped screeching.
“Where did it go?” I asked as soon as we busted through the jungle and looked both directions on the cliff edge.
“Did it run back inside the jungle?” Kacerie looked north on the cliff edge, and then she turned south toward the top of the slope.
“It stopped screeching,” Sheela said, and then she stepped to the edge of the cliff and shook her head. “Look. It jumped.”
“No fucking way,” I said as I glanced down. It was a good ninety or a hundred-foot drop to where the river met the ocean, and sure enough, I saw the black raptor leader had somehow survived the impact with the water.
“Well… fuck,” Kacerie groaned as her light blade disappeared from her hand. “At least I just leveled my Lance up to three.”
“That’s awesome,” I said as I gave her a quick smile, “but this guy escaping is not awesome. This is the second time, and he’s just going to get another army and come after us again. I can’t believe it. We were so close, and now we are going to have to sleep with one eye open for the next month or two until we fight him again.”
“I might be able to get him with an arrow,” Sheela sighed as she nocked another one. “But he is very far away.”
Kacerie and I waited in silence as Sheela adjusted the angle of her bow, then she exhaled and let loose. The arrow traveled out into the ocean, but the Utahraptor was swimming toward the shore like an Olympian, and the arrow fell a good twenty yards short.
“Damn,” I groaned. “I don’t want him to get away.”
“It is frustrating,” Kacerie said, “but unless you suddenly learn how to fly, I don’t think you can catch him.”
“Yeah…” I said as her words spun in my mind. “The thing is though… I can fly.”
“Uhhh… huh?” Kacerie blinked her bright blue eyes at me.
“Well… not fly,” I said as Bruce began to fly toward us. “I can glide, and that’s all I need right now to finish this fuck off.”
“Victor,” Kacerie gasped. “You are about to do something crazy again, aren’t you?”
“Yep.” I threw the cordage loop of the Cricket Bat of Doom over my shoulder, and then I stepped to the ledge of the cliff with my arms raised.
“If you approach from the south, where the water is, he probably won’t notice you,” Sheela said. “You might only have one chance because he can run so fast.”
“Okay,” I said as I felt Bruce begin to swoop toward me.
“You are seriously going to do this, aren’t you?” Kacerie sighed.
“If I don’t take care of him now, then he’ll just come back,” I said.
“Then kiss me goodbye at least,” Kacerie said as she stepped closer to me.
“Only if you say: ‘Go get ‘em, Tiger,’” I laughed as I glanced at her long pink hair, supermodel face, tight jeans, and tattered light-gray blouse.
Kacerie was definitely my Mary Jane Watson.
“Uhhh… ‘Go get ‘em, Tiger?’” she whispered with a slightly confused expression on her face, but then our lips touched, our tongues danced, and the stress in my shoulders seemed to melt away.
Then Kacerie pulled away, and Sheela’s lips took her place. My body felt rejuvenated, and when I finally opened my eyes, I found her beautiful golden orbs staring back at me.
“Return to us, Victor,” she whispered.
Then Bruce grabbed my hands while I grabbed his feet, and I jumped off the cliff.








Chapter 21
Bruce opened his wings wide, and then he angled more south so that we flew over the ocean and more behind the direction that the Utahraptor leader was swimming.
Well, it wasn’t quite ‘“flying”, it was more like “gliding.”
Well, it wasn’t quite “gliding”, either, it was more like “controlled falling.”
I weighed too much for Bruce to risk flapping his wings, so he just had to rely on any updrafts he could find, or the fact that I’d eventually hit the ground gently enough to not get hurt.
There didn’t seem to be any updrafts, and as soon as he got into a position so that the Utah couldn’t see us, my pteranodon angled toward the other horse-sized dino, and we began to swoop toward him.
My stomach flip-flopped eighteen times as it seemed that we were too far away to catch up with the asshole, but then it seemed like we were coming in too fast, and we might overshoot him, but then it seemed like he was swimming too fast, and we’d fall short, but then a tail wind pushed us forward too much, and I gritted my teeth as Bruce angled down.
The Utahraptor wasn’t taking the shortest swimming line to the beach. He seemed to be trying to maximize the distance between the side of the cliff and where he would come out of the ocean waves, so his line was more northwest. On one hand, this was good for Bruce and I, since it was giving us a bit more time to plan our descent. On the other hand, it would mean that I was going to be way too far away from my women to get any sort of assistance.
Quwaru was going to be mad, but I just didn’t see any other way to make sure this guy didn’t come after us, and I knew I could take this fucker down. I’d done it before, and he was tired from running, fighting, and swimming.
I was sixty feet above him, and it looked like he found his footing on the beach and was trying to haul his big body through the waves.
He didn’t look back.
I was thirty feet above him, and he finally got out of the water.
He didn’t look back.
I forced myself to exhale, and I lifted my knees to my chest as Bruce prepared to drop me.
I was ten feet over the Utahraptor, and he shook his body like a dog to get all the salty ocean water off his feathers.
He didn’t look back.
This asshole had no idea I’d followed him through the air, so when Bruce let go, I landed right on the Utah’s back like Zoro on his faithful steed.
“Surprise, motherfucker!” I shouted as I clamped my thighs around his flanks, grabbed onto his mane of feathers with my left hand, and punched him right in the fucking side of the head with my right fist.
The Utahraptor squawked instead of screeched, and he immediately tried to buck and kick me off like a bronco.
“Fuck! You! Ass! Hole!” I accented each word with a punch to the side of his head, but I might as well have been trying to hit 1980’s era Heavyweight Champion Mike Tyson in the face with a Rockem Sockem Robot figurine.
It wasn’t really hurting him.
It was just pissing him off.
The raptor jumped in the air, twisted, wiggled, squawked, screeched, and turned its head around to try to bite me, but each time he moved, I was half a moment ahead, and I used my legs and arms to keep hanging onto his back.
Then he got really smart and threw himself on the ground.
“Shit!” I gasped as I had to let go and roll off.
He rolled, too, but as he came back up spraying sand, I leapt onto his back once more, grabbed his neck, and punched him in the face again with my free hand.
Fuck this guy for real.
He tried to roll me off again, but I got my left leg out of the way just a moment before it was pinched between the sand and his heavy body, and then I twisted my leg to the side and kneed him in the face as he whipped his head around.
This hit actually stunned him, and he paused for a second as he laid on his back. The moment of reprieve was all I needed, so I kicked him in the face with the toe of my boot, and he whined as he tried to roll away from me.
The Utahraptor was slower to get up this time, so I easily jumped on his back as he stood. His shakes and jumps were also less enthusiastic, and I could hear the breaths come out of his chest in painful wheezes.
But I just kept punching him. I knew my strikes weren’t doing any real damage, but he didn’t like them, and he kept getting distracted from throwing me off with his attempts to move his head away from my fists.
Then he stumbled and fell onto one knee.
I hammer-fisted him on top of the head like Little Bunny Foo Foo, and he flapped his arms, jerked his shoulders forward, and tried to throw me over his neck. His plan almost worked, but I just wrapped both my arms around his neck right below his chin as I squeezed the fuck out of him with my legs.
Then he fell forward onto his other knee as I started to squeeze my arms.
“That’s right…” I panted. “Look at me. I’m the captain now.”
He let out a half-desperate squawk as he made one more half-assed attempt to shake me off.
“Lay down,” I growled in his ear as I continued to squeeze the fuck out of his neck.
The Utahraptor wheezed, and this time he flopped forward on his belly.
“I’m the boss now,” I growled in his ear. “Understand?”
The Utahraptor squeaked like a doggie chew toy losing its air, and my vision flashed.
I blinked open my Eye-Q and then smiled when I saw the Utahraptor listed there. I hadn’t really expected to tame this guy, but I was glad that I did, since he was obviously the smartest big carno I’d come up against, and there was nothing quite as satisfying as getting your old enemies to work for you.
I let go of the raptor’s neck, and he let out a grateful sigh as I flopped on the beach next to him. We were both covered with sand, water, and sweat, so I just stared at the mid-morning sky as we both caught our breaths.
Then I felt his big head rest on my belly, and I reached up to stroke his feathery head.
“You’re one badass dude,” I whispered. “How did you know where we were going?”
The raptor let out a soft screech, and my mouth fell open as he wheezed and whined a few more times.
“You followed me back to my camp?” I couldn’t even believe it when the words came out of my mouth.
The big raptor let out three quick whistles.
“Then you followed Emerald and I here? You were hiding behind us the whole time? Holy shit…”
The Utahraptor let out a long hiss, and then he seemed to sigh with another long screech.
“I’m sorry I killed your family,” I whispered as I scratched his feathers on the top of his nose more. “You attacked Liahpa, the stegos, Nicole, and me first. If you would have left us alone, we wouldn’t have fought.”
The raptor whined, and his sadness filled my chest.
“You don’t have to be alone anymore.” I blinked back a few tears. “I’ll take care of you. We’ll be your new family. If you’ll have us.”
The raptor nuzzled his big head under my chin and huffed.
“Yeah,” I sniffed as I reached up to wipe tears out of my right eye. “I guess I’m pretty strong. Caught you by surprise, huh?”
The raptor whined again, just like a sad puppy.
“Now you know,” I said. “Think about what we’ll do together. I just need a name for you… How about… Dwayne? It’s after this really awesome dude back on my world. Guy used to be a wrestler, and then he started acting. He’s really strong, like just totally ripped. Just like you, but also… he really loves his family. Talks about them all the time and tells all of his fans to take care of their families first. What do you think? Do you like it?”
The Utahraptor made a dove-like coo sound that made my entire body vibrate.
“Dwayne it is, then,” I whispered. “Welcome to my family, bud.”
I heard a honk to my right, and I turned my head to see Bruce was dancing from foot to foot as he watched Dwayne and I bond. It almost looked like the big pteranodon was grinning, and I let out a laugh from deep in my belly before I took my hands away from where I was scratching Dwayne so we both could stand.
“Victor!” I heard Trel scream, and I looked to my west to see my tribe, the troodons, and my balaurs running across the beach toward me.
I realized that, from their angle, it might have looked like Dwayne had killed me and was eating my chest instead of just resting his head on me, so I mentally commanded him to squat down again so I could jump on his back.
Then I rode toward my friends with a wide smile on my face.
“You are alive!” Trel screamed as she skidded to a halt on the sand and set Galmine down. I noticed they were both soaking wet, and I figured they must have swam across the river.
“Yep!” I laughed. “I want you both to meet Dwayne. I just tamed him, and he’s going to be joining our family.”
“Ohhh, Victor!” Galmine gushed as she reached up to touch the raptor’s broad chest. “He is so handsome and strong. Now that he isn’t trying to eat us, I really see how beautiful his feathers are. Oh, no! He is hurt on the side here!”
“This was the guy who Liahpa and I fought a few weeks ago,” I said as I gently patted Dwayne on his big head. “I got him a few times with my Cricket Bat of Doom. Do you think you could cover the scabs with a healing poultice?”
“Of course, I can,” Galmine laughed. “Welcome to our family, Dwayne. I’ll fix you up!”
The big Utahraptor let out a happy dove coo, and then he shook his head just like a horse would and leaned down a bit so that Trel and Galmine could pet his neck easier.
“He’s magnificent,” Trel said. “And smart, too, since he realized he should be serving you instead of trying to fight. Why can’t all the survivors and creatures of this world just realize you are the smartest and most capable man alive and just do what you tell them to do? They always have to put up this annoying fight before they finally learn you are amazing. Ughhh… When will they learn?”
“I’m not sure, Trel.” I bit my tongue a bit to keep from pointing out the irony of her statement, but then the other members of my tribe and smaller dinos finished running toward us, and I got to introduce Dwyane again.
The next few minutes were spent with everyone giving him pets and complimenting him on how muscular, smart, and handsome he was. The big Utahraptor started purring like a cat about halfway through the session, and I finally had to dismount for fear of my brain vibrating out my ear drums.
“Now… we have some cleaning up to do,” I said as I pointed back to the distant cliff about a quarter of a mile away. “Did you all just swim across the river?”
“Yes,” Quwaru laughed. “The trikes couldn’t get down the trail fast enough, but they were following.
“We did not see any danger between us, and I was worried about the fight between you and… Dwayne, so I made the decision,” Sheela said with a half-smile on her face. “Looks like I did not need to worry.”
“Yep,” I said as I picked Galmine up and set her on Dwayne’s back. “Nothing to worry about. Now, let’s all go home.”
The walk back to the river was quick, and we found Tom, Nicole, Katie, and Grumpy just crossing the water as soon as we got there. Jinx was still riding on Tom’s saddle, and the little blue chocobo hero let out a triumphant squawk when he saw that I was okay. I introduced Dwayne to the trikes, purussaurus, and Jinx, and I was actually surprised to see Grumpy and the big Utahraptor push their heads together affectionately. I had half-expected them to want to compete to be the group’s strongest dino, but they seemed to be best buds almost instantly.
We all swam back across the river while Trel talked about the bridge she would build with Youleena, and then we turned to head up the trail taking us to our new camp. I had other plans, though, so I grabbed onto Quwaru’s hand and then stopped walking.
“Hey, everyone!” I called out. “I’m going to go to the pond and wash all this sand off me. I’ll be up in half an hour.”
“We will start clearing the bodies,” Sheela said.
“I’ll take care of Dwayne’s injuries!” Galmine cheered as she rode on the Utah’s back.
“I’ll warn both you and Quwaru that water isn’t a good lubricant,” Urka chuckled. “Especially when you are putting it right in her butt--”
“What is wrong with you?” Emta growled as she tugged on the four-eyed woman’s overalls to drag her along. “Everyone knows what’s going on, you don’t have to embarrass them. That’s Trel’s job.”
“Okay, bye!” I said before anyone else could say anything more, and then I tugged the beautiful succubus behind me as I walked down the trail toward the pond.
“Sooo…” Quwaru chuckled as her fingers squeezed mine. “You went off on your own again…”
“Yep,” I said. “I knew you’d be mad, but I didn’t see an alternative. I’m going to try to get better, though, and I’ve made an effort not to take so much on my shoulders this trip.”
“I am grateful that you’ve taken my words to heart,” she said. “I’m not mad about you going after Dwayne. Sheela and Kacerie said you were worried about him getting a new group of raptors to come after us. I suppose that I should learn that sometimes you’ll have to do stuff without us. Even if it scares me to think about our lives without you.”
“Here we are,” I said as we came to the turn that would take us to the pond. “I don’t think you’ve seen this yet.”
“No, I haven’t…” Quwaru’s words trailed off as soon as she saw the pristine pond with its small waterfall, mossy banks, and perfectly clear water.
“Beautiful, isn’t it?” I whispered as I pulled her closer to me and then wrapped my arms around her slender waist.
“Yes…” she whispered as she leaned back into me. “So beautiful. Thank you for taking me, Victor, and… thank you for… what is about to happen.”
“What is about to happen?” I asked.
“I can read your mind, remember?” she chuckled as her fingers began to stroke my arms where I held her.
“Oh? What am I thinking?”
“Hmmmm…” she sighed and then leaned back into me a bit more. Her hair smelled a bit like smoke and vanilla.
“I can feel your heart beating,” I whispered.
“I can feel yours, too.” She reached up with her right hand and cupped my face as we both looked at the water.
Then we didn’t speak for a few moments. We just enjoyed the sensation of our embrace and my bare chest against her bare back.
“You are thinking about making love to me,” she finally whispered. “You want to slide your… penis… deep inside of me. You want me to climax over and over and over around you, and then you want to release your seed into my womb so that I bear you a child.”
“I guess that is exactly what I am thinking.” I began to kiss her neck where it met her shoulder, and then I slowly moved my fingers up her stomach and toward her breasts. “Is that what you want?”
She didn’t answer at first, but she didn’t stop my hands from moving up, and we both let out happy sighs as soon as my fingers cupped her breasts. The material of her bikini top was super thin, and my fingers quickly began to rub and tease where her nipples pushed against the fabric.
“Yesss…” she moaned. “I want that, Victor. I want just what you want. Please, love me. Please, fill me. Please, claim me as yours.”
I moved my fingers under her bikini top then, and she moaned louder when I began to rub the supple bare skin of her breasts and nipples. Then my kisses turned into light bites on her neck and shoulders, and she reached back with both of her hands so that she could run her fingers and nails through the thick hair on my scalp.
“You are sandy,” she moaned as her bikini top came undone and fluttered to the mossy ground where we stood.
“Yeah…” I whispered as I let my left hand continue to tease and rub her nipples and breasts. Then I moved my right hand back down her tight stomach so that my fingers could dip into her thong.
“You should… ohhhh…” her body trembled as my fingertip brushed across her pussy lips, and I could feel that she was already soaking wet for me.
“What were you saying?” I whispered in her ear as my pointer finger began to paint small circles across the erect little nub of her clit.
“Take… take… off your boots and pants,” she gasped as her legs started to tremble.
“Okay,” I said, and then I slowly slid my hand away from under her thong and gave her nipple one last rub.
We slowly broke apart, and Quwaru wiggled her hips from side to side as she pulled down her thong bottom. Then she stepped down into the clean water of the pond and let out a long sigh.
“The water is perfect,” she whispered, and then she splashed a little over her chest and ass before she turned to watch me take off my boots.
“You look perfect,” I said as I yanked off my socks and boots, and then I unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my fly, and yanked down my underwear and pants with one smooth movement.
My cock was harder than a titanium baseball bat, and Quwaru’s silver eyes focused on it as she bit her lip. Then her mouth opened slightly as I stepped toward her, and she moved away from the edge a bit so that I could step into the pool easier.
“Damn, that does feel good,” I sighed as soon as the cool water touched my legs and flowed up to my stomach. “It smells really good here, too.”
“Yes,” she whispered as she stepped through the water toward me. “It smells like earth, and water, and life, and clouds, and something new.”
“We are something new,” I chuckled, and then I slid my hands around her hips and pulled her naked body to mine so that we could kiss.
Quwaru’s mouth opened to meet me, and her tongue shyly moved against mine before exploring the rest of my mouth. Her lips were hot, her body was smooth and silky, and she began to softly moan into my mouth as I pulled her tighter against me. I knew she could feel my cock scrape against her taut stomach, and she seemed to push her body against it.
“I love kissing you,” she whispered after we broke apart for a breath, and then she pulled my face to hers again so that we could kiss even deeper.
“I love kissing you, too,” I whispered the next time we took a breath.
“I know.” She smiled and blinked her silver eyes at me. “I can feel your thoughts, and your pleasure.”
“Hmmm,” I said as I gently moved her to a smooth rocky ledge that was padded with a few inches of green moss. “What am I about to do with you, then?”
“You…” she paused when I lifted her up and set her ass on the ledge. “Trel told us that we should do this for you, but… I didn’t think you’d want to do it to me.”
“Your people, never did this?” I asked as I gently spread Quwaru’s thighs and looked down at her dripping pussy.
“No…” she hesitated as I began to rub my thumb over her entrance. “They… ohhhh… wow… that feels good… uhhh… We just… enjoyed the act. No need to… it feels great with just your fingers.”
“Lay back and put your feet up here,” I said as I helped her push her heels into the ledge.
“Are… you… sure?” she gasped as I spread her legs open more for me. “You… don’t have to lick me. I’m fine with… just… penetration.”
“You can read my mind,” I said. “So you can tell I want to do this.”
“Yesssss…” she sighed as she laid back on the moss. “I can tell…”
I leaned down between her legs and took a closer look at her pussy. The lips around her tunnel were a darker shade of red, her clit was standing proudly above the soft layer of skin that normally protected the part, and a dribble of her wetness was already forming at the bottom of her entrance. Her pussy looked absolutely perfect, so I leaned forward and slowly ran the tip of my tongue across her slickness.
“Ohhhh… Victor,” she gasped as soon as my tongue began to explore her intimate parts.
“You taste really good,” I growled as I pushed my tongue deeper into her. “Like olive oil, cinnamon, and cherries.”
“I… I’m… ohhhh… glad you like it…” Her hips made slow circles against me as I probed deeper into her with my tongue, and then she let out a long gasp as I withdrew and then gently licked her clit.
Quwaru’s pussy really was divine, and I wasn’t in much of a hurry to get her to climax, so I took my time licking across her entrance, then teasing her clit, and then pushing my tongue deep inside of her to taste her juices. My succubus-looking lover obviously had never felt something like this before, and her body trembled with both excitement and pleasure as I devoured her.
“You really love tasting me,” she panted after ten or so minutes had passed, and her breathing had deepened enough to make it sound like she was running.
“Yessss…” I growled as I slipped my pointer finger inside of her, and then I shifted my tongue so that I was just massaging her clit.
This was exactly what Quwaru needed, and her body tensed and spasmed as I pushed my finger deeper into her.
“I’mmmm… I’mmmm… Ohhh…” she gasped a minute later, and then I felt her tunnel squeeze around my finger as her thighs clenched around my head, and her nails dug into my scalp.
“Hmmmm…” I purred as she rode out her climax, and I didn’t stop licking her until it was obvious her clit was too sensitive for me to touch. Then I pulled away and licked her wetness from the finger she had just climaxed around.
“W-w-w-wowww,” Quwaru panted as she blinked her silver eyes up at me. “That… that was wonderful. Thank you, Victor.”
“You don’t have to thank me for anything,” I chuckled as I stepped up to the side of the ledge I’d laid her on. There was a small step in the water there, and when I stood on it, my hips raised to be level with hers, and my erection was just a few inches away from sliding into her.
“I… I need to tell you something.” She bit her lip as her silver eyes glanced down to my throbbing cock.
“Yeah?” I whispered as I reached under her pert little ass so I could shift her toward me a bit.
“I’ve… never… well… I’ve fooled around, of course… before… things got bad… Just… uhhh… twice. I… They wore this protective device over their penises so that the sperm wouldn’t get to my womb.”
“Oh, yeah. We call those ‘condoms’ on my world.”
“Ahh… that word makes sense to me,” Quwaru whispered as she sat up and reached out to wrap her arms around my neck. “I’ve… just never had a man bare inside of me. I’ve never felt anyone’s… skin… inside of me like this. I don’t know what it is going to feel like when your… seed fills me. I don’t want to disappoint you.”
“There is no chance of you disappointing me,” I chuckled, and then I reached my hand down, grabbed the base of my cock, and angled it toward her entrance. “Watch me slide inside of you, Quwaru. Watch me make you mine.”
Quwaru’s eyes opened wide as she glanced down between us, and I saw her vampire-like fangs bite into her lower lip as the tip of my cock nestled between the dark-red lips of her pussy. Then we both took a deep breath together, and I slowly pushed inside of her.
“Ohhhh…” we both moaned together as I slid halfway into her tunnel, and then we both gasped as I pulled out so that my tip was just between her pussy lips again.
“Look how wet you are,” I whispered as our heads pressed together while we both looked down. “You coated my cock.”
“You felt so good,” she whined. “Put it inside of me again.”
I thrust in halfway again, and then I pressed a bit farther. Her tunnel was incredibly hot and tight, but she felt wetter than the water I was standing in, so I was soon as deep inside of her as I could possibly go in this position, and I leaned my face down so that I could kiss her sweet red lips again.
Then, while our mouths were joined, I began to slowly thrust in and out of her.
“Hmmm…” she moaned into my mouth, and then she wrapped her arms around the back of my shoulders and kissed me even deeper and harder.
Quwaru’s hips bucked up to meet each of my thrusts so I could get deeper, her tongue and mouth pulled and sucked against mine in perfect timing with our lovemaking, and her nails dug into my shoulders and scalp with just the perfect amount of pressure. We were connected in so many places physically and mentally, and as we made out, I could feel her heart and breaths begin to pulse quicker in her chest.
Then she let out a long whine into my mouth as her tunnel frantically gripped my shaft.
I made a last deep thrust into her as I pulled her hips against me, and then I stayed still while her body spasmed around me, and she bit down on my lip. I tasted a bit of blood, but the slight amount of pain combined with the pleasure of her climax squeezing me to create a euphoria that made my head spin. I somehow managed to keep from climaxing for the full minute Quwaru took her pleasure, but then we both let out gasps as she pulled away from my lips and fell back onto the soft moss.
“Ohhh… Victor.” Her breasts rose and fell along with her ragged breaths, and her black hair formed a beautiful ink pool under her head.
“You liked that,” I said as I slowly began to thrust in and out of her tunnel once more.
“I could… ohhhh… that’s goooooddd…” she moaned as I pushed deeper into her once more.
“What were you saying?” I chuckled.
“I can feel your pleasure,” she said. “I forgot that you can’t, but there are benefits… I… ohhh… yesssss… Just like that… ohhh… you are so hard and deep inside of me.”
“Benefits?” I reminded her as I leaned down and began to lick her right nipple while I scraped my cock against her velvety walls.
“Yessss…. The… most men… of… my species… Ohhh… your rubbing a wonderful spot with your… cock… Soooo… gooodddd… The men on my world finish quickly… they feel their partner’s pleasure… soooo… it only lasts a few moments. I’mmmm… I’mmmm… Victor!”
Quwaru couldn’t handle the angle my cock thrust inside of her combined with the way I licked and sucked on her nipple, and her body suddenly shuddered as she climaxed again. This third bout was more intense than her previous two, and her back bent against the moss, and her mouth opened in a silent scream as her silver eyes rolled back into her head.
“Fuckkkkkk…” I growled while her tunnel clamped around my shaft and began to squeeze and milk it. “You feel soooo damn good…”
I realized I was going to climax if I didn’t keep moving, so I quickly picked up my pace and thrust into her trembling body harder and faster than I had before. The beautiful red-skinned succubus’ mouth hung open as I drove into her, and I realized that her climax was continuing to spiral up and out of control.
“Mmmmmmmm!” she finally choked out a groan as her back bent almost into a U shape, and her eyes rolled so far back into her head that all I could see was the white part.
Then she seemed to climax again, and I had to reach down and pull her hips into me so that she wouldn’t spasm away from the moss-covered edge of the pond.
I lost track of the number of times Quwaru climaxed after that, but her mouth hung open, and her eyes stayed unfocused as her body just trembled and seized with every one of my thrusts. I finally slowed down after what I guessed was ten or fifteen minutes of blowing her mind, but that was mostly because my balls were urgently crying out for release, and I knew that I had to pace myself or I’d blow.
“Yesss!” she suddenly gasped as her silver eyes focused on me, and then she pushed herself onto her elbows, reached out to wrap her arms around my neck again so that she was able to look down at where her pussy lips were devouring my cock.
She was still climaxing, but I pulled out so that my tip was just at her clenching entrance, and then I let out a long exhale.
“Please…” she whined as she looked from where my cock teased her to my eyes. “Pour your seed into me, Victor. I want to feel the pleasure of your release mixed with the pleasure of my body accepting your sperm. Please? Give me everything. Please?”
I didn’t answer with words, I just pushed into her tunnel again, and both of us began to shudder as my willpower finally let go.
It had been three days or so since my last climax, and Quwaru and I had enjoyed quite a bit of flirting and build-up to this point, so I wasn’t surprised when my groin and thighs tensed with an electric shock that erupted into a lightning storm in my cock. My entire body trembled as my first spray of cum shot into her, and then I couldn’t help but cry out her name as half a dozen more spasms quickly wracked my body. It felt like I just couldn’t stop coming, and Quwaru also screamed my name as she felt the pleasure of my climax along with her own.
We kissed somewhere in the middle of our orgasm, but that just seemed to carry us higher, and I had to close my eyes and brace myself against the rocks while I continued to pour my seed deep inside of her accepting womb like a firehose spraying into a wine glass.
Then we began to spiral down from our peaks, and we each broke our kiss so that we could gasp for breaths. Her pussy gave me one final squeeze to coax out another burst of sperm from my tip, and then we each sighed and swayed together as we relaxed.
“Holy fuck,” I finally whispered.
“That… that was wonderful,” she whispered in my ear. “Better than I could have ever imagined.”
“It really was great,” I said as I ran my fingers through her dark hair.
“You are still hard and deep inside of me,” she breathed.
“And you feel like you’re filled to the brim.” I looked down to where her pussy lips still tightly hugged the base of my shaft, and then I slowly began to slide out of her snugness.
“Ohhh!” she gasped when I was finally free of her tunnel, and a thick stream of my sperm began to pour out of her trembling pussy. The sight of her so filled with me, and the white cream dripping down her red skin, was so unbelievably sexy that my penis somehow started to get harder again.
I stepped back so that I wasn’t in between Quwaru’s thighs anymore, and then I moved around, pulled myself up on the ledge, laid down on the moss next to her, and then I pulled her into my arms so we could snuggle.
We didn’t speak for a few minutes, but then her lips found mine, and our tongues gently pressed and danced. Slowly, the kiss became more passionate, and then I felt one of her hands trace down my bare chest.
“You are still so hard,” she whispered after her fingers had wrapped around the base of my slippery cock.
“Yeah,” I chuckled. “You… are… incredibly sexy.”
“Amazing,” she sighed, and then she glanced at my lips before her silver eyes moved down to the penis in her hand. “You know… Trel told us all how to get the most sperm out of you.”
“Oh?” I chuckled.
“Yessss…” Quwaru purred. “I paid attention. We all did.”
“And?”
“She said after you filled our wombs with your seed, we could get another helping if we used our mouths to excite you again. We could just lick and suck on your penis til it was hard once more, but you are already so hard…”
“You want to go again?” I glanced down between her legs and saw that my cum was still gushing out from between her red thighs like frosting. “I think I already packed everything that will fit inside of you into your womb.”
“I still want more of you inside me,” she panted. “I want to make sure we are successful with what you want.”
“A baby?”
“Yes. Besides, you already tasted me. Now I want to taste you.”
I moaned as her lips wrapped around my tip, and then I groaned, hissed, and panted when she began to lick up and down my shaft.
The trees and sky seemed to spin around me in slow motion as Quwaru pleasured me, and it quickly seemed to feel like my mind was floating above my body and then spinning around like a ferris wheel. I had no idea how she’d become so skilled at giving oral, but then I realized that she could read my mind through my emotions, so she knew exactly where to lick, suck, and kiss. Soon my entire body felt like it was on fire, but then she relaxed her pace a bit and focused more on running her wet tongue across my balls.
“You… that… really… good…” I could barely get a word out, and her mouth then moved back onto my tip so that she could take me all the way down her throat.
“Hmmm…” she purred around my shaft as she pleasured me, and I glanced over to see that she was on her knees, and my creamy-white cum was still gushing out of the red lips of her pussy.
“I’m ready,” I growled as I gently pulled her mouth off me. “Stay right like that on your hands and knees.”
Quwaru nodded as I rolled away from her a bit, came up on my knees, and then knelt behind where she was crouched. She got the idea immediately, and she sank forward on her elbows in the moss, arched her back like a stretching cat, and then looked over her shoulder at me. Her silver eyes were on fire as I came up behind her, and I wrapped the fingers of my right hand around the handle of her hip as I reached for the base of my cock.
Then I aimed my tip right at her dripping pussy and slid deep inside of her once more.
“Ohhhhh… Victor.” Quwaru’s voice was scratchy from having groaned so much for the last hour or so, but the husky tone only excited me more, and I wrapped the other hand around her hip so I could pull her back into me while I thrust deeper into her.
Doggie was one of my favorite positions, and I started out slow and made sure to push my shaft downward against Quwaru’s tunnel when I thrust forward. The beautiful red-skinned woman was unbelievably wet because of all the sperm I’d already poured into her tunnel, but she was also tighter than a glove, so we soon found a pace and angle that suited both of us.
The little glade once again filled with the sounds of our slick bodies coming together, and our moans of ecstasy, and I made sure to keep the angle of Quwaru’s body low and forward so that the walls of her tight pussy caused friction against my shaft when I thrust into her.
She climaxed just a few minutes into our second session, and she clawed at the moss on the ground while she chanted my name. I didn’t stop thrusting into her, though, and when her first climax turned into a second, and then a third, I just increased the pace until sweat was dripping down my chest and the air left my mouth with ragged breaths.
Quwaru just felt so wonderful around me, and every time I dove inside of her, she knew just how to twist and angle her body so that it maximized both of our pleasures. It was just too easy to lose myself in the divine experience of making love to her, and it almost felt as if I could do this for days without getting tired.
“Noooo…” she whined. “I want more of your seed now, Victor. Give it to me. Fill me up again. Please?”
“Yessss…” her words pushed me over the edge, and I yanked back on her hips as I tilted my hips back so that the tip of my cock was pressed as deep as possible inside of her.
My release came like a punch to the gut, and we both gasped again as I erupted inside of her. My second climax wasn’t quite as powerful as my first one was some thirty minutes ago, but it still made my head spin, and it seemed like I released at least a pint of my sperm deep into Quwaru’s womb while her tunnel squeezed me.
When my mind was working again. I found myself laying on the moss holding Qurawu while her head rested on my chest. We were both inhaling and exhaling together, and I could feel her heart beating against my chest in time with my own.
“Did we fall asleep?” I whispered.
“For a bit, yes,” she sighed, and then she planted a few kisses on my chest before she rested her chin there and smiled at me.
“You look happy.” I reached up to caress her hair and the small black horns on her head.
“I am overjoyed,” she purred, and then she closed her eyes and smiled wider when my fingers touched her horns.
“That feel good for you?”
“Very,” she answered. “You’ve never touched them before.”
“I’ll remember to do it more often,” I chuckled.
“We didn’t really clean the sand off you.”
“This was much more fun.” I pulled her up a bit so I could kiss her, and then we lost ourselves for a few minutes as our passions rose.
“I could do this for the rest of my life,” she finally sighed as she pulled away from me and rested her head on my chest again. “Just love you. Be loved by you. Repeat.”
“That’s a good plan,” I said.
“Is that the plan?” She glanced up into my eyes again.
“What else is there?” I asked. “We’ll build the fort, grow crops, hunt, fish, survive…”
“And just… live?” She asked. “And… love?”
“I’m hoping that Trel is right, and there are some babies in there,” I said, “but, yeah… is that what… you want?”
“So, so, so much.” Quwaru blinked her eyes a few times, and then she sniffed before she wiped away a single tear. “I just… I just want us all to be happy together. If you didn’t give me a baby, we can keep trying. Hopefully it will work one day, if we keep trying. I want that for us, and the other women you love. I want us all to be happy.”
“That’s what I want, too,” I said. “This world isn’t very peaceful, though. We’ll have to fight every step of the way. I don’t know what’s coming next, but there is that other tribe to our east, and then… well… I’ve killed a bunch of Chrysanthemte’s people. She’s far away from us, but she’s not going to forget I’m out here, so I can’t forget about her. I definitely want peace and love, and I also want all of you to have my children-- if you want them-- but that might also mean I need to beat the fuck out of assholes to keep us all safe.”
“I understand,” Quwaru said. “You are a wonderful man, Victor. I know you’ll make the right decisions, and I will always be by your side to help you however I can. You are my man now, and I am your woman, and… I hope that I’ll soon be the mother to your child, along with your other lovers.”
“I hope so, too” I said, and then we kissed and touched each other for a few more minutes by the side of the beautiful pond.
Eventually, we decided to return to the camp, so we slowly dressed and walked back up the trail. The Utahraptor bodies had all been cleaned from the pathway, and the traps were disabled, so Quwaru and I had an easy stroll back into the second clearing. I figured it was about lunch time now, and I was proven correct when we smelled roasting fish and were greeted by our waving tribemates.
“Well?” Trel asked Quwaru as soon as she and I sat down and grabbed a plate of food.
“Well?” The beautiful succubus raised her left eyebrow and smirked.
“Pfffttt. Don’t be coy,” Trel raspberried. “Are you pregnant?”
“Sure.” Quwaru nodded, and her smirk grew larger.
“Yes!” Trel laughed to the sky like she was a villain in a cheesy movie. “This is the best answer. None of this ‘Ohhh, I don’t know. I’ll need to wait a few more weeks.’ Or ‘I think I need a few more times with Victor to know for sure.’ No, you are a woman who knows her body. This is why you are my favorite of Victor’s wives.”
“Hey now,” Liahpa sighed. “That’s not fair.”
“Just by a little bit!” Trel pinched her fingers together and held them up to Liahpa. “You need to get pregnant already, then you might rank number one. Aren’t you competitive? Don’t you want to win at this ‘lift ball’ sport or whatever it is you do with your dumb game on your dumb world without dumb men? Having Victor’s babies is serious. So you need to spend more time with his balls and his sperm. Go get pregnant already.”
“I’m going to change the subject since Trel is obviously joking,” I cleared my throat before Liahpa could answer, and then I looked over to where Galmine was sitting next to my new Utahraptor. “Galmine, how is Dwayne?”
“Ohhh, he is just wonderful!” Galmine clutched her hands to her stone-colored chest and then turned around to pet the massive raptor. “I put all the nice poultice on his wounds. They have already scabbed over, but my mixture will help him heal, recover, and grow big and strong.”
“I’m sure he will.” I smiled and took a bite out of my cooked fish.
Then I paused mid-chew as Galmine’s words suddenly tumbled through my brain.
I choked on my food.
“Victor?” Kacerie gasped.
“I’m… Fine…” I gagged on the bite of fish as everyone gave me concerned looks.
I hit my chest with my palm to help get the bite of fish down, and then I grabbed a jug of water and guzzled it. Tears were coming down my eyes now, and I blinked them away as I waved to everyone.
“Galmine, what did you say?” I gasped between mouthfuls of water.
“Are you okay, Victor?” Her green eyes were wide and surprised. “Did the food go down wrong? Do you not like it?”
“The food is fine,” I wheezed. “What did you say before that? With Dwyane? You said ‘grow big and strong?’”
“Yes…” she paused as she raised a finger and looked up at the trees. “I think I did say that.”
“Your ability is called Grow?” I asked
“Yes!” She nodded and smiled at me. “I’m glad you are not choking on your food now--”
“Can you make a baby grow?”I asked.
Everyone gasped, and all eyes turned to Galmine.
“I… hmmmm… Victor, that is a creative idea. I’m not sure. I have never thought about it that way. I thought my ability could only work on plants.”
“Do it now!” Trel growled as she shot to her feet. “Hurry! This must work!”
“Hold up.” I raised my hands as everyone started talking at once, but then I had to raise my voice. “Hold up! Quiet!”
My shout got everyone’s attention, and I stood up, pointed at Quwaru, pointed at Galmine, and then pointed at the smallest hut they had set up.
Galmine stood up slowly, and Quwaru’s face somehow turned a darker shade of red when everyone looked at her. Then I took both of their hands and walked them toward the hut, but as soon as we stepped in, Trel walked in after us, and I turned to look at her.
“I need to know if it works.” She narrowed her eyes at me and crossed her arms, but then she took a deep breath, bit her lip, and blinked her black eyes half a dozen times. “Please, Victor… I need to know. Can I be here when Galmine tries? Please? This… this is the most important thing for me.”
“I know,” I whispered. “You can stay.”
“Thank you, husband,” she whispered.
“How should I do this?” Galmine asked.
“Just do what you would do for a little seedling of a plant,” I said. “Uhhh… like… pretend her womb is fertile soil with a seed in it?”
“I can try that.” Galmine nodded and then turned to Quwaru. “Lay down on the mat here.”
“Okay,” Quwaru was obviously a bit uncomfortable with the attention, but she laid down on the straw mat anyway, and then Galmine kneeled beside her.
“This is what I do,” Galmine said as she raised her gray hands over Quwaru’s red stomach. “It’s very easy, and it makes wonderful little things grow. It’s what I do with plants that might be having a hard time or--”
“Will you hurry up!” Trel hissed.
“Trel,” I sighed.
“Sorry,” Trel whined. “I… ugghhhh… This is killing me… Sorry, Galmine. Please continue.”
“Oh, it’s okay.” Galmine smiled gently at Trel. “I know how important this is to you, Trel. I’m sorry for blabbering. I’ll just do it. Oh, little seedling. Please grow. Grow. Grow big and strong. Reach for the sun. Love the water. Take nourishment from your home. Grow. Please grow.”
Galmine waved her hands a few inches above Quwaru’s stomach as she said the words, and then the gray-skinned woman closed her eyes, lowered her hands, and let out a long breath.
“Did… did it work?” Trel finally whispered, and the longing and desire in her voice almost broke my heart.
“I’m not sure,” Galmine said as she finally opened her eyes, “but my Grow ability is now level three, and it was level two when I first walked in here with you three.”
“Then it must have worked,” Trel gasped.
And we all turned to look at Quwaru.
End of book 7
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Thanks for reading Tamer: King of Dinosaurs Book 7! Book 8 will be on Kickstarter by the end of 2021. 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!
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