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Victor’s Tribe at the Start of Book 8

Victor - Tame, Level 6. Empathetic Precognition, Level 1.

Sheela - Critical Strike, Level 2

Trel Idil-Iria Duchess of Family Iria - Structure Building, Level 5

Galmine - Grow, Level 3

Kacerie - Lance, Level 3

Emerald - Clone, Level 1

Liahpa - Mass, Level 3

Quwaru - Empathetic Thoughts, Level 2

Zoru - Jaunt, Level 1

Emta - Regenerate Self, Level 1

Youleena - Stone Meld, Level 3

Urka - Zap, Level 1

Adella - Water Pulling, Level 2

Keefaye the Golden - Bless Water, Level 2

Nomi - Eclipse - Level 2

Gee-kalata-beto-yahrit-ill-kanna-sae - Flame Dance, Level 2

Tannin - Wind Summon, Level 2

 

Jinx - Jinfengopteryx, male

Hope - Parasaurolophus, female

Bob - Parasaurolophus, male

Sonny - Parasaurolophus, male

Cher - Parasaurolophus, female

Tom - Triceratops, male

Katie - Triceratops, female

Nicole - Triceratops, female

Scoob - Troodon, male

Shag - Troodon, male

Fred - Troodon, male

Daphne - Troodon, female

Velma - Troodon, female

Chandler - Balaur bondoc, male

Joey - Balaur bondoc, male

Ross - Balaur bondoc, male

Rachel - Balaur bondoc, female

Monica - Balaur bondoc, female

Phoebe - Balaur bondoc, female

Bruce - Pteranodon, male

Grumpy - Purussaurus, male

Mike D - Stegosaurus, male

MCA - Stegosaurus, male

Ad-Rock - Stegosaurus, male

Shirley Temple - Parasaurolophus, female

Beavis - Pachycephalosaurus, male

Butt-Head - Pachycephalosaurus, male

Dwayne - Utahraptor, male
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Chapter 1

I’d never ridden a motorcycle or a dirtbike before, but I imagined riding Dwayne was ten times more fun.

The horse-sized black Utahraptor wasn’t quite as fast as my pachys Beavis and Butt-Head on the straightaways, but he accelerated just as fast and cornered way better. I wouldn’t have actually thought this would be the case, but as I raced Sheela and Liahpa through the jungles and across the pristine white beaches west of our new fort, the strengths of my new pal were quite obvious.

Maybe it was the connection I shared with Dwayne while I rode him that made his movements more accurate than Beavis and Butt-Head’s, but my two pachys were pretty hardcore racing dudes, and I could sense their frustrations as they tried to keep up with the Utahraptor as we tore across the land.

“Yeeehaawwww!” I couldn’t help but shout when Dwayne jumped ten feet high and bounced off the top crest of a fallen redwood, and then I felt my stomach drop as he held his wings out so that we softly hit the ground afterward.

I twisted my head around to see if Liahpa and Sheela would try to make the jump over the log, but they both decided to angle around the obstacle, and I gained even more ground on them as we Tron-ed through the jungle.

I popped out of the jungle line and banked hard to the right on the beach. A wave of white sand sprayed out to the left as Dwayne dug in to make a turning berm, and I felt my grin spread wider across my face as the midmorning sun heated my face.

Then it was back into the thick jungle, where my ride gracefully bounded over rocks, in between trees, and splashed through creeks without a care.

And why would Dwayne worry?

Utahraptors weren’t as big as the other apex predators I’d come up against, but I knew the black-feathered dino could probably take out a carno in a slugfest, and anything meaner, like a T-Rex or allosaurus, he could probably run away from.

He was, pound for pound, the deadliest dinosaur on this world, and he was a member of my family now.

I slowed his gallop a bit so we didn’t lose Sheela and Liahpa in the jungle, and then the three of us rode in a “V” formation for the next ten minutes or so until we hit the first of the giant sequoias.

“Woooahhh,” I cowboyed as I slowed to a trot, and then I smiled at my two lovers as we all stopped in the shadow of the first redwood.

“He is fast!” Liahpa whooped, and then she leaned down to pat Beavis’ huffing flanks. “We tried our best to keep up.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I think his wings actually help.”

“He seemed to hold the outside one out when he turned,” Sheela said. “As a counterbalance?”

“I think so,” I said as I stroked the silky feathers on Dwayne’s neck. “It’s really incredible riding him that fast. I dunno… I feel really powerful.”

“You look powerful,” Liahpa said as her red eyes roamed down to my chest.

“Thanks,” I chuckled. “We need to get a few more Utahraptors to join our family. Then we’ll be unstoppable.”

“It would be nice to get more carnivorous dinosaurs,” Sheela agreed, “but feeding them might be an issue.”

“True,” I sighed, “It hasn’t been a big deal for the last few days, but the herbivores are easier. We can just let them graze. Dwayne eats ten big fish every day. It’s almost triple what our tribe actually eats, including the balaurs and troodons.”

“Bruce doesn’t seem to mind fishing for everyone.” Liahpa shrugged, and then all of us looked back up to the forest of giant redwoods for a few moments.

“They are all about the size of the large one we built our walls up to in the previous camp,” Sheela said.

The cheetah-woman huntress was correct. Our last camp was set in a clearing surrounded with large sequoias on our West, South, and East sides. The trees had been an assortment of sizes from easily manageable trunks that were half a foot in diameter to giant ones that were ten feet in diameter, but there was a massive thirty-ish foot diameter one right in the center of the clearing that we’d built our fort walls next to. It was truly a massive tree with top branches that kissed the clouds.

These guys to the northwest of our new camp were about equal in size.

“I don’t think they’ll work,” Liahpa said. “Or, I guess a better question is: ‘how are we going to cut one of these down and drag it all the way back to the camp so we can build with it?’”

“Keep looking up,” I said, and then both of the beautiful women tilted their heads back even more so that they were almost looking straight up.

“Ahhh,” Sheela said. “We cut the boughs. Yes. Most of those look workable.”

“Who is going to climb up there and cut them?” Liahpa asked as she ran her fingers through her long white hair. “I guess me? Trel?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ve seen you climb trees almost as well as Trel, and you can float to the ground, right?”

“The bark is thick enough for me to get handholds easily enough,” Liahpa said as she dismounted from the pachy and walked over. “I could probably make the branches weigh less so they won’t drop as hard to the ground. Then I can lighten them so that the trikes or stegos can drag them back.”

“It will be a lot of work.” Sheela frowned as she looked up again.

“My ears must have heard wrong,” I gasped dramatically as I put my hand to my bare chest. “Did Sheela just complain about working?”

“No.” Sheela looked back at me, and even though the stoic huntress didn’t smile, her beautiful golden eyes twinkled with a bit of mirth. “Just stating the facts. This will be harder than building our old fort since we will not be able to use your dinosaurs to fell the trees, and the logs will have to be dragged for three miles instead of a few hundred yards.”

“Sounds like fun,” Liahpa snickered. “I need something to do. Youleena, Gee, and Emta are making bricks swiftly, and I feel kind of useless at the camp.”

“It’s been two days since we got here,” I chuckled. “You already feel useless?”

“I’d prefer a job that only I can do,” Liahpa admitted with a shrug of her muscular shoulders. “Makes me feel important.”

“Victor,” Sheela took a deep breath as she looked up at the massive trees. “Do we even need this timber? With Youleena’s ability to mold the stone as she wants, this does seem like extra work we don’t need to do.”

“And there Sheela goes, taking away all my fun,” Liahpa groaned.

“Not my intent.” Sheela smiled.

“I’ve thought about it a bunch the last few days,” I said. “It’s kind of why I wanted to check out this forest. There is a lot for Youleena, Trel, Kacerie, hell-- everyone to do. But Youleena seems like a bottleneck. She’s helping to build the walls for huts, Trel wants her to make pipes for plumbing, she needs to build hip-high walls around the cliff ledges so we have good vantage points, and we need to make the gates.”

“We need the timber for the gates.” Sheela nodded.

“We can probably make them out of stone or something,” I said, “but that’s a ‘probably,’ which might as well be an ‘eventually,’ and I’m worried about getting attacked every day. I want these trees to make the gates.”

“Part of the strategy for moving to this new place was so that it would be harder to find us,” Liahpa said as she gestured to the massive tree trunks. “This is going to make a lot of noise, and a huge mess as we drag them through the jungle and across the beach to our fort. It will be an advertisement for anyone traveling by.”

“Now it seems as if you are looking to ruin your own fun.” Sheela smirked.

“Just thinking out loud,” Liahpa snickered.

“It’s a valid concern,” I said as I felt my lips curl into a smirk. “If we bring the logs out to the shore of the beach and walk across the wet sand where the ocean waves are, it should wash away any of our footsteps that the dinos’ own prints don’t cover.”

“That is a good plan.” Sheela nodded. “We’d just have the bit of jungle we’d have to tear down before we can get to the sand.”

“So, when can I get started?” Liahpa asked as she clapped her silver hands together.

“Well…” I started as I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and tried to arrange all the things I wanted to do into the days like falling Tetris pieces. “We’ll run it by Trel and Kacerie to see if they have any ideas to help move the logs easier. Then I’d like to start in a few days. I have something else for us to do tomorrow.”

“Oh?” Sheela raised her eyebrow.

“It’s a surprise,” I chuckled.

“I love surprises,” Liahpa laughed. “Especially when it’s a Victor surprise.”

“Victor surprise?” Sheela raised her other eyebrow at the red-eyed beauty.

“You’ll love them, too.” Liahpa winked at Sheela, and the cheetah-woman actually grinned wide.

“I suppose I will.”

Just then, the jungle thrashed behind us, and my packs of troodons and balaur bondocs bounded toward us with happy hoots and hisses. The tiger-striped troodons were sleeker than the muscular balaurs, but since they both arrived behind us at the same time, I reasoned that they had the same relative long-distance running speed.

“Hey guys!’ I said as I waved to the group of golden retriever-sized raptors. “Nice of you to join us.”

Chandler seemed to shrug as he hissed, but Scoob hooted an apology as he bowed his head a bit.

“Awww,” I cooed as I reached down to pet the orange feathers on top of his head. “I was just joking, buddy. It’s hard to keep up with Dwayne, Beavis, and Butt-Head. You all run way faster than I can. I’m just happy we could all get some exercise. Especially Chandler, Joey, Ross, Rachel, Monica, and Phoebe. You all have been on guard duty for so long.”

The cream and white-feathered raptors nodded slightly as they let out happy hisses.

“The connection you have with your dinosaurs still astounds me,” Liahpa said. “You talk to them as if they are just as smart as us.”

“I think they are.” I shrugged. “At least, I think they are important enough to talk to like they are one of us.”

“I agree,” Sheela said. “We would not have accomplished a fraction of what we have without their help.”

“Yep,” Liahpa said as she reached down to pet Phoebe on the head. “I love these muscular ones. Especially the ladies. They pull their weight. Don’t ya, girl?”

Phoebe let out a happy hiss as she leaned up into Liahpa’s hand, and the other female balaurs and troodons trotted over to the silver-skinned woman so she could give them all pets.

“Let’s head back,” I said a minute or so later as I turned Dwayne back south toward where I knew the ocean was. “We can race back if you--”

My words caught in my mouth as I heard the distant crash and thump in the jungle. It sounded like a falling tree cutting through a bunch of branches, and the thump sounded like something big taking a step.

A really aggressive step.

Liahpa and Sheela didn’t speak as I urged Dwayne southwest toward the noise. Instead, they guarded my flanks and pulled out their weapons. Sheela had her bow, and Liahpa hefted an extra-thick spear that she could toss with enough force to impale a few feet into a tree.

Once upon a time, we would have just run away from any strange noises, but not now. Now I was the king of this land, and my queens also had very little to fear.

The noise repeated a few moments later, and I could feel the rumble and shake of the jungle floor up through Dwayne’s legs. Whatever it was, it was big as fuck and moving in a hurry.

Birds flew up and out of the jungle canopy a moment after an angry roar echoed toward us, and then a few small dinos, lizards, and mole-looking mammals scurried past us as they evacuated what was now starting to sound like an epic battle happening a few hundred yards away.

Then there was a screech of pain that reminded me of a train slamming on its brakes, and I urged Dwayne forward a bit faster.

The jungle wasn’t particularly dense, but we still had to thread around some trees, duck under branches, jump over a little babbling brook, and push aside curtains of vines as we hurried toward our destination.

“It sounds like a group of three carnivores have caught a meal,” Sheela whisper-hissed as a few more roars and screeches cut through the air.

“And we are heading in that direction… because?” Liahpa smirked at me.

“‘Cause I dunno about you two, but I’m getting sick of fish,” I chuckled.

“I can agree with that,” my white-haired lover chuckled.

“Clearing up ahead,” Sheela announced, and then we slowed our pace a bit so that we could peek into the clearing without making our presence obvious.

The first dinosaur I spotted was a two-horned carnotaurus side-stepping about fifty yards ahead of us. Beyond him was another carno engaged in a duel with what looked like a smaller version of a brontosaurus. A quick blink of my Eye-Q told me it was a male Galeamopus Pabsti, and he was trying to defend himself from the carno while also protecting his female mate, who was battling with a third carno.

The galeamopuses were a bit bigger than the carnos at the shoulder, and probably twice the weight, but then another carno barreled out of the jungle and jumped onto the male galea’s back, and I guessed the outcome of this struggle.

Everyone had to eat.

The female sauropod flicked her tail around to hit her carno attacker, but she missed by a wide margin, and I saw that her face was covered in bloody scratches. Another carno circled around her, and the carno on top of the male was able to get his toe hooks deep into his prey a moment before his teeth clamped down on the meaty flesh at the base of the sauropod’s spine.

“What’s the plan?” Liahpa whispered.

“The two herbivores are going to die no matter what we do,” I said, “And I’m kind of interested in seeing what they taste like. I say we take the carnos out as soon as they finish hunting, and then we take the meat.”

“You are confident we can take four of them?” Sheela asked.

“The balaurs and troodons aren’t going to be much help against the carnos, but I’m confident you can take four of them by yourself, my beautiful huntress. Just leave three for Dwayne, Liahpa, and I to have some fun. Okay?”

“Yes, Victor.” Sheela’s cheeks actually blushed a bit from my praise, and she adjusted her bow so that her nocked arrow was aimed in the general direction of the carnos.

“Take out the one at the back who is pacing around,” I said. “With luck, his pals won’t know that he’s down until it’s too late.”

“Yes, Victor,” Sheela said as she pulled back the string of her bow to her cheek.

Then she held still like a bronze statue of a Greek goddess for a handful of seconds as the battle surged before us. There were several times where I thought that her target exposed a vital spot to us, but Sheela didn’t take the shot. I trusted her ability, but I realized I was holding my breath, so I carefully exhaled and then inhaled so that I wouldn’t interfere with her concentration.

The male sauropod rolled onto his side in an attempt to throw the carno off his back, but that just exposed his juicy belly, and the two carnos who weren’t engaging the female pounced forward like starving cats after an opened can of tuna. Just as I thought they were about to claw into the sauropod’s belly, the large herbivore kicked out at the last second and knocked the predator that Sheela had been targeting away.

The carno twisted his neck around as if he’d been clocked by a heavyweight boxer, and he lurched toward us to recover his footing.

Sheela let loose.

The arrow flew too fast for me to track, but the carno dropped instantly without even making a death screech, and I felt my jaw drop open as my cat-girl lover smoothly pulled another arrow back on the bow.

“Right through his fucking eyeball,” Liahpa gasped. “What a shot.”

“It was acceptable,” Sheela breathed as she tracked the next carno closest to us.

“I didn’t even see it hit,” I chuckled. “You’ve got the lift ball reflexes, Liahpa.”

“Which one next?” Sheela asked me.

“Ummmm…” I hesitated as the two attacking the male sauropod managed to finally get to his stomach and ripped it open like an overstuffed burrito. “Either of the two ripping up the stomach.”

“I’ll wait for a shot,” she said.

“We going to get in on this?” Liahpa asked me as she pulled her arm back to test her spear weight.

“I think Dwayne wants to get the one attacking the female sauropod at the back. Is that right, buddy?”

The big Utahraptor let out a growl that vibrated up through my hips and made my vision blur. He was hungry not just for meat, but for violence, and even though the carno was about two and a half times his size, I knew Dwayne would fuck the horned predator’s shit up.

“Go get ‘em, pal,” I said as I jumped off the saddle.

The Utahraptor took off like a bullet leaving a rifle and crossed the sixty or so yards before I could blink twice. Then he slammed into the side of the much larger carno like a pirate cannonball into the side of a cardboard castle. Scales and black feathers exploded half a moment before a fountain of blood gushed into the air and sprayed all over the dying female sauropod. The carno didn’t even have a chance to scream before Dwayne got his jaws around the bigger dino’s throat. Then my new pal yanked his whole body back like he was snatching an olympic bar over his head, and the carno’s entire head ripped off.

“Holy shit,” I gasped as an impossible amount of blood filled the air.

The other two carnos finishing off the male flinched as their friend was fucking murdered, but as soon as they turned toward Dwayne, Sheela let go of her arrow, and the carno closest to us went rigid as the arrow hit him right in the temple.

That just left one carno left, and Liahpa stepped forward as she whipped her arm back and twisted her hips.

“My turn!” she grunted as she hurled her thick spear, and I held my breath as the weapon flew the forty yards and slammed right into the side of the last carno like a skewer into the side of a chicken.

The carno yelped like a kicked dog before it fell off the side of the dead sauropod, but it stumbled up to its feet a few moments later. The spear had hit it right under the left arm where its lungs were, so I figured it would die soon, but its red eyes fixed on us as it stepped forward.

“Uh oh,” I said as the carno took another hesitant step.

“Well, shit…” Liahpa sighed.

“I think it is dead, but doesn’t know it yet,” Sheela said as she calmly nocked another arrow.

“You can finish it off,” Liahpa said.

“It is your kill,” Sheela stated. “I think it is fine.”

Sure enough, the carno took three more steps toward us before it spit out five gallons of blood and then collapsed on the grass of the clearing.

Liahpa and I exhaled, and then I looked back to Dwayne to find him tearing out the throat of the female sauropod to give her a quick death. The entire clearing was half-covered in blood, and the six massive corpses stood like crimson hills against the violent landscape.

“Well…” I began as I stepped into the clearing. “Looks like we’ve got plenty of meat now.”

“The sauropods are more than we could ever eat,” Sheela said.

“Maybe,” I said with a shrug as I gave the mental signal for Dwayne, and the group of troodons and balaurs to begin their feast. “I’m just glad it isn’t fish. Also, the carnos don’t taste the best, so I don’t really want to bother eating them. I’m hoping the sauropods taste better.”

“Should we cut some off and take it back?” Liahpa asked as she pulled her golden ring blade off the vine strap tied around her waist.

“You know…” I paused as I looked up at the sun. “We told them we’d be gone for most of the day, and it’s not even lunchtime yet. What would you both say to having a little barbeque right here?”

“There is some salt and herbs in Beavis’ saddlepack,” Sheela said.

“It was meant to be, then,” Liahpa laughed. “I’ll cut off some meat while you get the seasoning and set up the fire?”

“Agreed.” Sheela nodded.

“What about me?” I chuckled.

“You can just sit there and look pretty.” Liahpa winked at me.

“How about I set up the roasting spit?” My chuckle turned into a full-on laugh.

“As long as you keep your shirt off,” Liahpa said as she glanced down at my bare chest again.

“I don’t even know where my shirt went.”

“Perfect,” she laughed, and Sheela actually joined her.

“I’m more than just a sexy body,” I gasped with fake outrage as I moved to the side of the jungle to grab some pieces of wood to make a spit.

“Oh, yes, you are,” Liahpa purred.

The three of us were laughing too much to continue talking, so we just focused on putting together the cooking fire and spit. Ten minutes later I’d staked the base legs of the spit into the ground over Sheela’s fire, and we had three generous cuts of salted sauropod meat roasting. The meat was a wonderful dark red color, and it smelled like a cross between bacon and beef as it cooked.

My raptor dinos were still gorging on the sauropod meat, so Liahpa, Sheela, and I laid on a patch of unbloodied grass while we waited for the meat to roast. The scene once again reminded me of how different my life was. Once upon a time I was just a nerdy dogcatcher from Los Angeles who got nervous talking to girls and had only ever won “battles” when I played video games. Even when I’d first been abducted to Dinosaurland, I would have been terrified of hanging out next to corpses this big in the middle of a jungle clearing. Now I wasn’t really worried about other dinosaurs coming to fuck with us. Well, some of the bigger predators could cause us some trouble, but we would hear them coming from a quarter-mile away.

I knew how to live on this planet now, and I wasn’t worried about the dinosaurs that much anymore. Especially now that I had guys like Grumpy and Dwayne on my team.

I kept telling myself that I was the king of this world, but times like this made me really think I wasn’t lying to myself.

“Huh?” I asked when Liahpa said something under her breath that I didn’t quite hear.

“This is a good life,” Liahpa said again as she rotated the meat on the spit, and then she ran her fingers through her floating white hair before she smiled at me. “With you.”

“It is,” Sheela agreed.

“I was just thinking that,” I chuckled as I nodded to the corpses around us. “Weird to be used to this, but we are.”

“You were just thinking that?” Sheela asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Yeah.” I nodded as we exchanged a deep look.

“What’s going on?” Liahpa asked as she moved her red eyes to each of us. “Did I say something wrong?”

“No,” I cleared my throat. “It’s just… well…”

“I was thinking the same,” Sheela muttered.

“That it was a good life?” I asked, and the beautiful cheetah-woman just nodded.

“Okay, what?” Liahpa snorted.

“Soooo…” I took a deep breath. “It seems like I’m… shit… I dunno how to say this. Bonded? I guess? To all of you.”

“Bonded?” Liahpa raised an eyebrow. “You mean the sex?”

“No,” I said. “Uhhh… deeper.”

“Yeah…” Liahpa looked down to the cooking meat, and her silver cheeks began to darken a bit. “You get really deep.”

“Not what I meant,” I chuckled. “I think our minds are connected at a deeper level. I can see through your eyes, and hear you from a distance, but you all can also kind of feel what I’m thinking. Sheela and I were experimenting with it a bit on the way to our new fort. When we asked you to pick a number.”

“Hmmm…”

“So I was thinking about being king and how my life has improved since I lived in my old world-- even coming here. Life is just--”

“Better?” Liahpa finished for me.

“Yeah.” I nodded.

“Interesting,” Liahpa blushed a bit darker as she focused on the meat again.

“What?” I asked as a grin came to my face.

“Nothing,” Liahpa cleared her throat.

“Oh, come on,” I groaned.

“I’m… just…” Liahpa looked over at Sheela.

“I can give you two some time alone, if you’d prefer,” Sheela said as she stood with her usual catlike grace.

“No!” Liahpa groaned as she waved her hand at the other woman. “I can say this in front of you, Sheela. Everyone knows my feelings anyway. I’ve just never been in a relationship like this.”

“With a single man and multiple women?” Sheela asked.

“I was going to say ‘with a man,’” Liahpa laughed, “since there are no men on my world, but yeah, you make a good point. I know these relationships are common on your world.”

“They are.” Sheela nodded. “It does not mean that your concerns or fears are less valid because I am used to the situation.”

“There you go, being reasonable and nice,” Liahpa chuckled. “Anyways, what I was trying to say before my stomach got tied up into all these knots and heavy things, is that it still astounds me that I’m here with you, Victor. I was terrified of you at first, but that quickly turned to intrigue, then lust, then love, and now… It does feel like something deeper. Like I was meant to be here with you, and you as well, Sheela. Everyone in our tribe. It feels like home, and I love it.”

“Me too,” I said.

“Yes.” Sheela nodded.

“Meat looks done,” Liahpa said as she pulled the skewer off the fire. Then we used other sharp sticks to pull the meat off so we each had our own serving.

I knew the sauropods weren’t brontosauruses, but I still thought of the hunk of meat as “bronto beef,” and I imagined Fred Flintstone as I chomped into the juicy chunk.

Then the world started to spin as my taste buds alerted my brain to the taste.

“Wooooaahhh,” I moaned as I took another bite. It was unbelievably juicy, and it tasted like the perfect blend of filet mignon and pork belly. It was sweet and salty with the perfect amount of umami, and I had to wipe my chin after my second bite to keep the drool from coming out of my mouth.

“It’s… soooo… good.” Liahpa’s eyes were closed as she took another bite, and she didn’t bother to wipe the dark juices off her chin before it dribbled down between the valley of her perfect breasts.

“Hmmmm…” Sheela moaned, and I looked over to see that the huntress’ eyes were also closed as she enjoyed the hunk of dark red and brown bronto beef.

“We are bringing back as much of this as we can,” I chuckled before I took another bite. “Waaaaaaay better than the fish.”

“I can’t believe it,” Liahpa sighed around a mouthful of meat. “I’ve had some expensive meals on my world, but this simple hunk of meat cooked over a fire with just a bit of salt and chive herbs is better than anything I’ve ever tasted.”

“My dinos loved it,” I laughed as I nodded toward my raptors, and the women turned to see Dwayne, the troodons, and the balaurs all laying on their backs like dogs with their eyes closed. They were also covered with blood from where they had ripped massive holes into the flesh of the female sauropod, but it was obvious that they were beyond content.

Liahpa, Sheela, and I quickly ate the rest of our meat without speaking anymore, but then Liahpa gave us both a grin as she fingered her golden ring again.

“Want to cook some more?” she asked.

“My mouth says yeah,” I laughed, “but I know for sure I’d pass out if I ate any more. There was a stream of water back the way we came. I’m going to go relieve myself and then wash my hands and face off.”

“Probably the smart thing to do.” Liahpa smiled at me.

“Be back in a minute,” I said as I got up, and then I turned away from them and walked into the jungle toward the small stream we’d passed over on our way here.

It took me about half a minute to get through the jungle to the stream, and I jumped over it and went another twenty feet so I could piss. Once I was done, I went back to the running water to wash my hands and the juices from the bronto beef off my face. The water was much cooler than I’d expected, and it reminded me that the weather was probably going to start getting cold any week now.

It still felt refreshing, and I probably spent more time than I should have rinsing off my hands, face, and chest in the cool stream.

“Victor,” I heard Sheela call out to me.

“Here,” I called back, even though I knew that she could sense where I was and was already heading right toward me.

“Hello,” she said when she came around a tree.

“The water feels great,” I said as I wiped it out of my hair. “Give it a try.”

“I will.” She crouched down in a perfect squat opposite me, took two handfuls of water, and then splashed them up into her face.

My eyes drifted from her wet hair, down her sharp cheekbones, her chiseled arms, and to her round breasts. Then I noticed the water dripping down her washboard abs before it reached the crotch of her tattered bathing suit bottoms. The way she squatted meant her legs were spread open toward me, and I could see the tightness of the cloth against her pussy lips and the sleek shape of the corded muscles in her thighs.

Damn. She was beautiful.

Sheela noticed me looking at her, but she didn’t say anything. She just gave me her usual smile, but I noticed her golden cat eyes drift from my shoulders to my lips and then back down my chest.

Then our eyes met again, and there was no denying the heat between us.

I stood up and crossed the stream with one step. Sheela stood up by the time I made it to her, and I wrapped my right arm around her narrow waist as my left hand came up to grab onto her thick mane of blonde hair. Then I pulled her mouth to mine, and we both moaned as soon as our lips were connected.

Her taste was perfect. Salty and sweet all at the same time. Her tongue was shy against mine, but her moan was just as urgent when I deepened our kiss.

“Take my pants off,” I growled in her ear once our lips parted.

“Yes, Victor,” she whispered, and then she dropped back down to her knees and tugged at my belt buckle.

It took her half a dozen seconds to undo my belt, and while she was working on my pants, I reached down her back and untied the knot that held her bikini top in place. My pants came down the same time that her top fell off, and I stepped out of my pants with my boots on while I used her shoulders to help steady myself.

I wasn’t even going to ask Sheela to take my cock in her mouth, but before I could say anything, she grabbed the base of my shaft and ran her tongue down the length like she was licking a lollipop. Then she looked up at me with a pleading look in her golden eyes and slowly ran her tongue from my base to my tip.

“Fuuuuuck,” I moaned, and then I bit into the meaty part of my hand when she slid her wet mouth over my tip and took in all of me.

“Hmmmm…” she purred as her tongue flicked across my shaft, and then she slowly moved her lips up so that she was sucking lightly on my tip. Her eyes stayed fixed on mine the whole time, and the hunger in her golden orbs made me harder than a steel pole.

I knitted my fingers in her long blonde mane as she moved her mouth back down my shaft, and then I hissed with sweet agony when the nails of her fingers lightly dug into my ass cheeks.

“Good girl,” I whispered as Sheela began to urgently lick and suck on me, and my legs began to tense as I gently pulled her face down my length.

I lost track of the time, but I suspected that a few minutes had passed since Sheela began to lick me. The feeling was absolutely divine, but her mouth and tongue just felt perfect on me, and I knew that she’d end up making me climax in a few more minutes. I didn’t want to take all the pleasure for myself, so I gently pulled her hair back so that her sweet mouth popped off my tip.

“What is wro--” she started to say.

“I want to fuck you,” I growled as I pulled her up to her feet, spun her around, grabbed her bikini bottoms’ ties, and pulled them loose.

Sheela gasped when the rest of her clothes came off, and then she whined when I brushed my fingers down her ass and hooked them across the lips of her pussy.

“You are soaking wet for me,” I purred in her ear as I hugged her back against me. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes, Victor,” she panted. “Please.”

“Please what?” I whispered in her ear.

“Please… fuck me…” she whispered back as her athletic body began to tremble against mine. “Make me yours… again. Victor…”

“Gooood,” I growled in her ear, and then I bent her over a bit, grabbed the base of my shaft, and then bent my knees a bit so that I could slide my tip against her entrance.

Sheela whined as soon as she felt me press against her pussy, but then she gasped as soon as I began to spread her tunnel open, and she groaned when I made it a quarter of the way in and had to pull almost all the way out.

“You are so tight,” I hissed as I slowly thrust back into her again. “Going to take a few times to get all the way inside you.”

“Hmmmm,” she whined as she looked back over her shoulder at me, and then her mouth opened in a silent moan as I pushed back inside of her. I made it halfway in this time, and her golden eyes rolled back into her skull when I slowly pulled out again.

“You like it when I tease you, don’t you?” I purred.

“Yes… V-v-victor…” she stuttered, and then she gasped again when I pushed back into her.

Sheela’s tunnel might as well have been an oiled-up velvet glove she wore on her hand, for how tight she was around me, and I had to pause for a few seconds after I pulled out of her the third time before I thrust back in. This time I was completely lubricated with her wetness, and I slid all the way inside of her until I couldn’t go any further.

“Oooohhh,” she purred.

“Is that what you wanted?” I asked as I grabbed onto her hips and slowly began to fuck her.

“Yeeessss,” she moaned.

“Does it feel good?”

“Yeeessss,” she answered, and I could feel her tunnel beginning to spasm around me when I thrust all the way inside her.

“It feels like you’re about to cum for me,” I growled.

“I… I…” she whined.

“Cum for me,” I growled. “Now. Sheela. Cum on my cock.”

“Yes, Vict--” she started to cry out, but I yanked her back up against my chest and wrapped my left hand around her mouth so that she couldn’t scream.

Sheela still gasped into my hand, and her entire body spasmed against me as her tunnel frantically squeezed my cock. The blonde woman was incredibly strong, but I was able to somehow hold her back against me as she climaxed, and neither of us fell over or stumbled, even though it seemed like she’d lost complete control of her body for a good twenty seconds.

Eventually she began to relax, and I moved my hand away from her mouth so that she could bend her ass back into me. This let me thrust deep into her once more, and I increased my tempo as the jungle filled with the wet sounds of my cock plunging into her drenched tunnel.

The position might have been a bit awkward with anyone else, since Sheela wasn’t braced against a tree as I took her from behind, but her legs were strong, and my grip on her perfect hips was solid, so we were able to brace against each other as we enjoyed the incredible sensations of our bodies trying to become one.

Then a twig snapped in the direction we were facing, and both of us froze mid-thrust.

“It’s Liahpa,” I whispered as I sensed my other lover just a dozen yards or so away hiding in the trees.

“Is… she watching us?” Sheela whined softly as I began to slide in and out of her velvety channel again.

“Yeah…” I muttered.

“Ohhh…” Sheela moaned louder, and then she suddenly became as hot and as wet as a steam bath, and her tunnel clenched around me like a vise.

“Shiiiit,” I gasped as Sheela bucked against me again, but her climax was so sudden that I didn’t have time to reach my hand around to clamp her mouth closed.

“Yeeessssssss!” Sheela didn’t quite scream, but it was the loudest she’d ever voiced one of her orgasms, and her body shook and pushed back against me like she was trying to hammer me deeper inside of her entire being.

All I could do was hold onto my blonde lover’s hips and space my legs out so that she couldn’t knock me over, and her incredible orgasm seemed to last twice as long as the first one as her pussy gushed a cupful of her lubrication out around my cock and down her muscular thighs.

For a few seconds, it felt like I was trying to hold onto a bucking horse, but then Sheela seemed to regain control of her body, and she came up and leaned back against me as she caught her breath.

“Damn,” I gasped in time with her breaths. “That was crazy.”

“I… don’t… know… what happened,” she panted, and then she ground her ass back into me so that my cock pushed deeper into her once more.

“I think I know,” I said as my heart began to thump in my head.

Sheela didn’t say anything. She just began to gyrate her hips back against me so that we were fucking again.

But my mind was wondering about the possibilities of what had just happened.

I knew Liahpa was watching us. I knew that the silver-skinned athlete was really turned on by what she saw. I knew that Sheela knew Liahpa was watching us, and the knowledge had caused the beautiful blonde woman to climax almost instantly.

Sheela had some interesting kinks with our lovemaking. Despite her stoic personality, she really loved to be dominated in the bedroom, and she enjoyed me telling her what to do. She even seemed to enjoy it when I was a bit rough with her, and it was something I would have never expected her to be into when I’d first met her.

Now it seemed like she might be interested in being watched, too.

I took a deep breath and slowed down the pace of my thrusts into Sheela’s soaking wet sheath. I loved all my women, but Sheela was the first to find me in this world, and I valued her love and affection more than my own life. I didn’t want to do anything to make our relationship weird, and I didn’t want Liahpa to feel like she wasn’t as important to me as any of my other lovers.

I had to play this right, or I might mess up everything.

“Do you trust me?” I whispered in Sheela’s ear as I made a slow thrust as deep as I could inside of her.

“Yes,” she purred. “I love you, Victor.”

“Then let’s try something new.”

“Yes, Victor,” she moaned.

“Liahpa,” I called out.

“Shit--” I heard her hiss from her peeping spot. “Uhhh, yeah? Sorry. I was wondering where you both--”

“Come here,” I ordered.

“What?”

“Come here,” I repeated.

“Are… you… sure?” Liahpa poked her head out from inside a bush, and her hair floated up into the air like a nest of surprised cobras.

“Yes,” I said as I slowly began to thrust into Sheela again. “Come sit right here and watch us.”
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Chapter 2

“Uhhh… You sure?” the silver-skinned beauty said as she stepped out of the bush toward us.

“Yes,” I hissed as Sheela began to urgently press back into me. I didn’t think the blonde huntress could get any wetter, but she was as soaked as a waterfall, and my cock made the most wonderful noise as I filled her up with each thrust.

“Oh… kaaay…” Liahpa’s eyes fixed on Sheela’s face, and then the silver-skinned woman began to float toward us like a ghost. Her hair stood almost straight up and swayed urgently in the air, and the motion made me think that some aspect of her Mass power was connected to her emotions.

“What… do you want me to do? Just watch?” Liahpa bit her lip as she looked at me, and I noticed that her nipples pressed urgently against the tight material of her black one-piece bathing suit.

“Kneel down in front of Sheela,” I growled. “Watch me slide inside of her.”

“Yeeeeesss,” Sheela whined as she reached back with her left arm so that she could wrap her fingers around my wrist where I held her hip.

Liahpa nodded, and then she came down to her knees on the grass right in front of Sheela. I figured the red-eyed woman wouldn’t be able to see from how my lover was bent over, so I reached down with my right arm, hooked it under her leg, and then brought it up. Now Sheela was balancing on one leg as I thrusted into her, but we were held together by her grip on my wrist and my hooked support of her raised knee.

And now Liahpa had a clear view of where I was penetrating Sheela.

“She’s so wet,” Liahpa muttered as she licked her lips. “It’s dripping all over your… penis and testicles, and down her leg. Wow.”

“Ohhh…” Sheela whined.

“He must feel so good inside of you, Sheela,” Liahpa whispered.

“He does,” Sheela moaned. “So… good… So… Wonderful…”

“Can… I?” Liahpa looked at Sheela’s face and then up at me, but neither of us said anything. It was just the wet sounds of me thrusting deep into Sheela’s tightness that filled our little part of the jungle.

Liahpa took a shuddering breath, licked her lips, and then leaned forward toward Sheela’s pussy. I slowed my thrusts a bit so that it would be easier for her to do what I thought she was going to do, but I couldn’t help but hold my breath as I realized we were about to push on an unspoken sexual boundry that stood between the three of us.

Then I felt Liahpa’s tongue lick up my length as I thrust into Sheela, and it was like a shock of electricity racing up my spine.

“Ohhhh…” Sheela and I both moaned in unison as we felt Liahpa’s tongue move across both of our sensitive parts.

“Hmmm…” Liahpa purred, and I felt Sheela’s tunnel tense and tighten around me.

“That’s…” Sheela gasped, but she couldn’t finish her words.

“You both taste so good,” Liahpa muttered between slurps, and I realized that she was mostly licking Sheela’s clit as I thrust into the blonde woman’s tunnel.

I moved my right hand forward a bit so that Sheela would be able to lean her thigh on top of Liahpa’s left shoulder, and then my fingers wound around Liahpa’s silver ones as we both held the cheetah-woman’s leg in place.

“Mmmmm…” Liahpa moaned just like she had when she was eating the bronto beef, and I felt her tongue drift down to lick my balls, and then the length of my thrusting shaft, before she settled back on Sheela’s sensitive clit.

It was like a Sheela sandwich, and the beautiful blonde woman was quickly coming unraveled by all of the attention.

The three of us swayed, moaned, and thrust together as we settled into a slow and deep tempo where Liahpa mainly focused on Sheela’s clit, until I was mostly out of her tunnel, and then Liahpa ran her tongue across the bottom of my shaft until I was nestled back inside of Sheela. The stimulation was incredible, and despite my best efforts to slow everything down and make this last as long as possible, I felt the tension in my stomach beginning to build toward the breaking point.

Sheela was getting close as well, and her moans, gasps, and whines came out in urgent huffs as her body shook and gyrated between Liahpa and me.

Then her already incredibly tight tunnel somehow got even tighter and wetter.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned. “Sheeeeeelaaa…”

“Yes… Victor…” she cried out.

“I’m going to--” I began.

“Fill her up,” Liahpa growled. “Pour your seed into her. She needs it. She needs it so badly.”

Then I felt Liahpa gently wrap her fingers around my balls, and my willpower crumbled.

“Ohhhhhh!” Sheela screamed the instant I tensed, and she bent over Liahpa’s right shoulder as the other woman squeezed my balls and licked her clit.

“Shhhiit,” I gasped, and my cock throbbed like it was being strangled.

My balls tensed and jumped in Liahpa’s fingers, and my first spray of seed gushed out of me like a flamethrower spitting a gallon of burning fuel. Sheela bucked once again, but Liahpa and I somehow managed to hold her in place as I pushed deeper into the blonde beauty’s spasming tunnel.

I came again and again and again while the two women moaned and rubbed themselves against me and each other. Each of my climaxes seemed to cause Sheela to tighten even more around me as she accepted my essence, and the edges of my vision started to darken from the raw force of my climax.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes,” Sheela panted every time I gushed into her womb, and it seemed like she was having an even more powerful climax then her previous two.

Liahpa squeezed my balls a bit tighter each time they tensed, and the sensation seemed to be causing me to climax even more, like a bottle having its contents gently squeezed out. The whole ordeal made my head spin after twenty seconds or so of my continued release, but just as I realized I was going to need to breathe before I passed out, we both reached our peaks, and then Sheela and I slowly began to come down together.

I was still impaled deep inside of the beautiful huntress, but when I moved to slide out of her, I felt Liahpa tighten her grip on my nuts a bit more.

“Go slow,” the beautiful silver-skinned athlete whispered. “I want to taste both of you mixed together, and you might spill some if you pull out too quickly.”

“Okay,” I said, but I couldn’t even hear my voice over the sound of my heart hammering in my chest.

I eased back out of Sheela’s pussy as slowly as I could stand it, but before I was all the way free of her, Liahpa stopped me and began to lick up and down my balls and the bottom of my shaft again. She moaned the entire time she did it, but once it felt like she’d licked up most of the wetness on my cock, I eased my tip out of Sheela the rest of the way, and I felt Liahpa move her mouth up so that she could lick the plump lips of Sheela’s creamy pussy.

“Ohhhh…” Sheela moaned as she leaned back against me, and I was able to look over her shoulder and down her stomach to see Liahpa working.

“Mmmm,” Liahpa whined between licks, and I could see my pearly-white sperm dripping out of Sheela’s pussy and gushing onto Liahpa’s red tongue. The sight was incredibly erotic, and I couldn’t help but move my hands to Sheela’s breasts so that I could rub her nipples while I kissed and bit her delicious neck.

“You… both… are spoiling me…” Sheela panted. “I’ve already climaxed many times…”

“I’m almost done,” Liahpa purred between licks. “You both taste so fucking good. I love it.”

“Maybe we like spoiling you,” I whispered in Sheela’s ear as I kissed down her neck. “You deserve it.”

Sheela didn’t reply to that. She just nuzzled her head against mine and began to purr like a content cat.

“There,” Liapha sighed and leaned back after she gave Sheela’s dripping pussy one last lick. “That was a good dessert. The perfect ending after a wonderful meal.”

“Who said it’s over?” I asked as I helped Sheela pull her leg off Liahpa’s shoulder.

“Oh?” Liahpa licked her lips and then smiled up at me.

“I haven’t filled you up yet,” I growled as Sheela stepped to the side so that there was nothing between Liahpa and my still-hard cock.

“Mmm…” Liahpa smiled up at me shyly, and then she licked her lips again as she reached out to touch me again.

I was a bit surprised that I was still throbbing hard after cumming so much inside of Sheela, but my shaft twitched and throbbed as soon as Liahpa’s fingers brushed down my length.

“Help her take her outfit off,” I ordered Sheela as I pointed at Liahpa.

“Yes, Victor.” Sheela nodded, and then the blonde quickly moved to the other woman’s side.

Liahpa stood up and shimmied her silver shoulders as Sheela efficiently pulled down the black bodysuit. Then Liahpa wiggled her hips as Sheela pulled the rest of the garment down.

“Where do you want me?” Liahpa asked as she floated free of her outfit, and her toes pointed to the ground as she shyly covered her nipples.

“Let me see all of you,” I purred.

“Yeah, okay,” Liahpa whispered as she moved her hands away from her perfect breasts, and then she looked down to my cock and bit her lip. “I’m… Okay?”

“You are beautiful,” I whispered. “But you already know what I think of you. I’ve told you many times.”

“Never hurts to hear it again,” Liahpa sighed as she looked over at Sheela. “Especially when I’m standing next to her.”

“I agree with Victor,” Sheela said as she smiled at the other woman. “You are beautiful. Your body is perfect in form and function. There is no reason to be jealous of me.”

“Thank you, Sheela,” Liahpa whispered. “On my world, I was… one of the best, and everyone loved me. I was a… superstar, and maybe my ego had started to get the best of me. When I came here and met you, I started to realize that I…”

“You don’t need to think that way,” Sheela interrupted her. “Victor loves us both. We are equal in his eyes, and our differences are celebrated.”

“Yeah. I know.” Liahpa nodded. “And now I want him to make love to me. Like he just did to you.”

“Sheela, kneel on the grass right there,” I gestured to the ground by the brook.

“Yes, Victor,” she said as she instantly followed my orders.

“Liahpa, lay on your back, but rest your head on Sheela’s thighs.”

“Yes, Victor.”

As soon as Liahpa was on the soft grass, she laid her head on Sheela’s lap and spread open her silver thighs. I moved to kneel down between her muscular legs, and my eyes focused on the lips of her beautiful pussy. Her petals were open a bit, and I could see a light sheen of moisture trailing down from her entrance.

She was ready for me.

I scooted forward as I ran my right hand down the smooth muscles of her legs, and then I grabbed the base of my cock so that I could aim my tip into her tunnel. As soon as I rested against her opening, the three of us took a deep breath, and Liahpa’s red eyes closed halfway as her body tensed.

“Watch me slide inside of you,” I whispered.

“Please…” she mewled.

Her silver body opened to me as I pushed into her, but just like Sheela, Liahpa was too tight for me to get all the way inside with just one thrust, so I had to pull out a bit, wiggle back in, pull out once more, and then finally push all the way into her velvety tunnel.

“Ohhhh,” both Liahpa and Sheela moaned in unison as soon as I was all the way inside, and they both bit their bottom lips as they stared down to where the silver-skinned woman and I were connected.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I panted as I lifted her legs up at her ankles so that her ass cheeks met my hips and formed a V shape. “Do you want me to go fast or slow?”

“Slow… and deep…” Liahpa gasped.

“I’ll try,” I growled as I began to give her what she wanted.

Liahpa’s pussy was scorching hot and dripping wet, so it took every ounce of my willpower to keep a slow pace. I made an effort to focus on making my thrusts more of an elliptical movement instead of just straight in and out, and it ensured that the top and bottom of my shaft rubbed against every part of her sensitive tunnel on the way in and out.

“Ohhh, Victor,” Liahpa whined. “Ohhh… Victor… This feels so wonderful. I love when you are inside me… I can’t believe how good it feels.”

“You both are beautiful together,” Sheela whispered as she gently stroked Liahpa’s silver shoulders.

“So… are… you… both,” Liahpa whined with each of my thrusts as she grabbed Sheela’s fingers.

For the next twenty or so minutes, none of us spoke, we just moaned, groaned, whined, and panted as I slowly thrust inside of Liahpa’s accepting body. Her build-up was nice and slow, and eventually the velvety feeling of her grip around my shaft began to wear me down.

“I think you are getting close,” I growled as I felt her begin to tighten firmly around me, and I noticed that both of our bodies were covered in a thin sheen of musky sweat.

“Yeeeesssss…” she mewled like she was in pure agony, and I noticed her squeezing Sheela’s fingers tighter. “I’m… going… to… Ohhhh… Yessss!”

Liahpa’s hips jumped up as her climax shot through her spine, and I let go of her left leg so that I could rub her clit with the thumb of my right hand. This just made her scream louder as she tried to push herself away from Sheela so she could take my cock in even deeper.

Her tunnel clamped down on my length like a vise, and I could actually feel every one of her tremors tugging at me as if she was milking a cow’s udder. The sensation of her around me, combined with the sight of her experiencing her pleasure, was too much for me to bear, and I growled like a tiger as I fought against my climax.

“I’m going to fill you up.” My voice was like gravel, and the fingers of my left hand dug into her thigh as I held her where I wanted her.

“Yesss!” she urged. “Give me all your seeeeeeeed…”

“I will.” I didn’t think I’d have that much more sperm after the incredible orgasm with Sheela less than half an hour ago, but my body was more than ready to fill up Liahpa, and my breaths expelled as a river of passionate fire and agonizing ice poured out of me and into her trembling tunnel. My second climax was just as long as the previous, and I actually had to move my hands to Liahpa’s narrow waist so I could lift her off Sheela and push deeper into her.

There was a possessive animal uncoiling within me while I filled up Liahpa, and my brain spun and tumbled with thoughts of possessing her. She came from a world with no men, and she’d been terrified of me when we’d first met. Now she was my woman, and she eagerly accepted my seed into her womb with the hopes that she would bear me a child. There was something primal and rewarding about the way our relationship had developed, since it went against everything her society had taught her about men, but she couldn’t resist loving me and wanting me to climax inside of her.

Nature had won over Liahpa, and Nurture had lost. All because I had tamed her.

Sheela did her best to hold onto Liahpa’s shoulders as she thrashed on my cock, but the climax only lasted a few more beautiful seconds before Liahpa was finally able to breath, and the three of us fell into a pile of sweaty relief and tangled limbs.

“Hmmm…” Liahpa purred after we had all caught our breaths a few minutes later. “That was great.”

“Yeah, it was,” I chuckled.

“You are still hard and deep inside of me,” she muttered as she gently caressed my brow, and the look in her gorgeous red eyes was filled with so much adoration that it felt like my heart grew two sizes.

“You felt amazing,” I whispered, and then I leaned into her so we could share a passionate kiss.

After Liahpa and I had finished tasting each other’s mouths, I leaned up a bit and pressed my lips to Sheela’s mouth. The beautiful blonde woman kissed me back with equal parts passion and hunger, and I actually felt my cock harden and throb inside of Liahpa.

“Ohhhh…” the silver-skinned beauty gasped. “That got him excited.”

“We will not get anything done today if we spend more of it making love,” Sheela muttered as her fingers traced through my hair.

“I’d argue that’s the best use of our time,” I snickered.

“Trel would agree with you,” Liahpa snorted, and then the three of us began to laugh.

“We probably should start heading back,” I sighed as I unwound my arms from both Sheela’s shoulder and Liahpa’s leg. We really were all pretzeled together somehow, but I loved the sensation of both of their silky bodies against mine.

“I hate it when you slide out of me,” Liahpa sighed as she wrapped her legs around my hips so that I couldn’t move away from her.

“You are really strong,” I chuckled as I bent down to kiss her. “You could keep me here all day if you wanted.”

“Ohhhh, but I do,” she sighed after she gave me another kiss. “It’s just that one moment after you pull out, I feel so empty and cold. Sheela, do you know what I mean?”

“Yes,” Sheela sighed. “At least his warm seed is still inside you.”

“Yeah,” Liahpa muttered as she bit her lip and gave me a smoldering look. Then she let out another groan of frustration and unlocked her legs.

“You can have me anytime you want,” I chuckled as I began to pull away from her, and then both of us hissed with annoyance as soon as my tip slid out of her hot tunnel.

Damn. Liahpa was right. I should just stay inside of her all day.

“Trel has a schedule,” Liahpa snickered as she reached down to touch between the petal-like lips of her pussy where my cock had just been buried. “I think I just cut in line.”

“I do believe you were next.” Sheela rolled on the grass next to Liahpa, and I was a bit surprised that the huntress was just laying so relaxed there instead of getting up.

Both of them must have felt very relaxed.

“Well. Good, then.” Liahpa stretched her arms over her head across the grass, but then she reached down and took Sheela’s hand. “Was… this okay for you? I am used to being passionate with other women, and to be honest… I do find you would have been a woman I would have been very interested in in my homeworld.”

I opened my mouth to speak but then closed it quickly. I’d actually wanted to ask Sheela that question indirectly, and I was a bit surprised Liahpa had been so direct, but then again, Liahpa was a direct kind of woman and was probably way more used to talking to other women about relationships. She was only shy and timid around me because I was a man.

“Yes…” Sheela said after a few moments of consideration. “On my world husbands will often want orgies with their many wives. I have never participated in such an event, since I was newly married and of low standing in my ex-husband’s harem, but I expected it to be a situation I would encounter, and I had prepared myself.”

“That makes sense.” Liahpa nodded. “But you have never been with another woman?”

“No.” Sheela smiled. “I am happy you are my first experience with Victor. I respect you immensely, Liahpa. Besides Trel, you have made the greatest adjustment on your path to becoming Victor’s mate.”

“Kacerie also didn’t like me very much when she first met me,” I chuckled.

“I believe she had more issues with being on this world and was expressing those frustrations on you,” Sheela said.

“Like Trel did at first.” I shrugged.

“I did have more problems with Victor than actually being in a strange new world,” Liahpa mused as she twisted her lips. “Somehow, this man was even more terrifying to me than the monsters who wanted to eat me, and yet… I felt this strong attraction to him. I couldn’t stop thinking about him, and even though my body shook and shuddered every time he looked at me, I wanted him to keep looking at me. I wanted him to talk to me. I wanted him to touch me. I wanted to touch him…”

“I felt the same way when we first met,” Sheela admitted as she looked up at me from her bed of grass. “Even then he had this strong power that drew me to him, and I wanted to be around him. It was quite frustrating.”

“Awww, stop,” I laughed as I felt my cheeks burn. “You are both making me blush.”

“You are deserving of praise.” Sheela smiled at me.

“Why did your feelings frustrate you?” Liahpa asked. “It makes sense for me because my world treated men as ancient monsters, but aren’t you used to having them around?”

“Women are property on my world. We are owned by our fathers and then by our husbands, and the most powerful males have the most wives to breed with.”

“Oh, that’s right,” Liahpa said. “We’ve talked a bit about this.”

“A woman’s duty is to honor her husband, do as he orders, and give him powerful offspring,” Sheela continued. “There were politics and such in these family unions. I did not care for such things. My husband’s status was higher than that of my father, so I was given as a gift.”

“That seems so insane,” Liahpa sighed. “Just… so different from my world. We are allowed to love who we want and marry whoever we choose.”

“As long as it wasn’t a man.” I winked at her.

“There weren’t any men,” Liahpa laughed. “Long extinct. It’s funny now… thinking about my past relationships. I’ve loved a few women, and I’ve had a few women love me, but it always felt like something was missing in my relationships. I figured that I just hadn’t found the right person, but now I wonder if our society had been tricked long ago, and men weren’t as bad as we were told. Being with Victor just fills me with so much love, but sorry, Sheela, I interrupted you.”

“No, it is fine.” Sheela nodded at the other woman. “That was why I was frustrated with Victor. Much like you, I had not experienced real love. When my feelings developed, I felt as if I was dishonoring my ex-husband, my father, my family, and my world. This is an important aspect of our society. Women are not supposed to betray their husbands.”

“How did you get over it?” Liahpa asked. “I just kind of snapped and realized what I wanted. It was terrifying, though. I still have a small part of my soul that wonders if Victor might turn into a monster and murder me, or something.”

“Nope,” I laughed. “Not going to happen.”

“I know that,” Liahpa laughed with me. “It’s just hard to untrain a lifetime of lessons.”

“I understand,” I said.

“You are brave for overcoming such a mental terror,” Sheela said. “It is obvious to all of us that you are strong in both body and mind, Liahpa.”

“Thank you,” Liahpa whispered as she grinned at the other woman. “But what about you? How did you get over it?”

“Rules and honor.” Sheela nodded with her statement. “Males can challenge other males to mortal combat. Winner takes the property of the dead male.”

“Which includes the wives,” Liahpa said.

“Yes. When I first met Victor, I knew my ex-husband would easily be victorious, but that did not stay the case for long. Now I am confident that Victor would easily slay my ex-husband.”

“And I’d challenge that asshole right now if I could,” I stated flatly.

“That logic makes sense to me,” Liahpa said.

“I have not dishonored my family by loving Victor, or being loved by him,” Sheela continued as she gave me a look of absolute adoration. “He is a strong and noble male who provides for his wives. He treats them with respect and love. It is a family I never would have dreamed I would be a part of, and I give thanks every morning and night that I was taken to this world so that I could be his wife.”

“Damn,” I breathed as Sheela’s words pierced my heart and made my muscles numb. “I… Love you, too… Sheela.”

“I know.” She nodded again, and her smile grew larger. “You show me every moment that you do. I never question it.”

“Ohhhh… I… I’m so happy, too,” Liahpa gushed as she hugged Sheela. Then the beautiful silver-skinned woman looked up at me as she took a deep breath and traced her fingers back down to her pussy lips. “This is an amazing life, with an amazing man, and wonderful women who I get to spend my days with. And the challenges! I love the work and the obstacles we have to overcome to make a life here. Speaking of life… Victor, has Quwaru said anything new this morning?”

“You talked to her this morning,” I chuckled. “You know more than I do about it.”

“She still doesn’t know,” Liahpa sighed as she began to gently press her pointer finger into her tunnel. “It’s annoying.”

“Trel’s words come from your mouth,” Sheela snickered.

“Pffft, I can’t help asking about Victor’s babies!” Liahpa said in an imitation of the beautiful spider-woman, and the sound was so much like Trel’s that the three of us immediately began to laugh.

“It does seem as if Quwaru is becoming a bit annoyed by the frequent questions,” Sheela remarked after we’d all stopped laughing half a minute later.

“True,” Liahpa sighed. “Everyone is asking her every ten minutes if she’s pregnant.”

“Even Galmine doesn’t know if it worked or not.” I shrugged.

“I hope it did,” Liahpa whispered as she pulled her finger out of her pussy and licked it. “Hmmmm… I… want to have your baby. Shit. That’s so… strange to say, but nothing has felt more ‘right’ in my life.”

“Your people use artificial insemination?” Sheela asked. “I recall you speaking of it.”

“Yeah,” Liahpa said as she slowly floated to her feet. “When two women want to have a child, their genes are spliced together and inserted into the one who wants to carry the baby. But even that practice is somewhat old-fashioned. Most children are grown in tubes now so the mothers don’t need to worry about the changes pregnancy might bring to their bodies. I might be the first woman of my species to have a natural insemination and a natural birth from a real man since… well… many hundreds of years. Of course, it’s not like I can go back home and brag about it.”

“Your pregnancy will be very exciting.” Sheela nodded.

“As if everything else around us, and a husband from another species wasn’t exciting enough.” Liahpa gestured around the jungle before she smiled at me. Then she looked back to Sheela. “What about you?”

“I have done my best to not bother Quwaru,” Sheela said as she easily rose to her feet and began to gather her threadbare bikini top and bottom. “Even though I am as curious as everyone else.”

“This lovemaking was very intimate,” Liahpa sighed as she picked up her own single-piece superhero-style bathing suit with the cut out stomach. “I held onto Victor’s testicles when he released deep inside of you. I could feel each pulse and the tension there as his sperm gushed into your womb. I thought to myself ‘I hope Sheela is fertile right now, or maybe Galmine can use Grow on us when we get back. Then we can both be pregnant together with Victor’s children.’ I’ve never felt closer to any two people than I do to both of you right now.”

“That would be… nice,” Sheela sighed as she began to put on her bikini. “Trel would be quite happy.”

“Yeah, she would.” Liahpa laughed.

“There are still a bunch of things we don’t know,” I said as I put my pants on. “You both might be pregnant already. Even without Galmine’s ability.”

“This is true,” Sheela said.

“Yeah.” Liahpa nodded. “On my world, we can tell when a woman is pregnant with our doctors and medical devices, but it takes eight or so weeks before the woman’s body begins to change. Or so I’ve heard. As I said before, we haven’t had natural births in my world in almost sixty years.”

“That is about the time it takes women of my kind to experience the first signs of pregnancy.” Sheela nodded. “Sensitive breasts and light nausea are common. As well as a strong craving for meat. Normally females see a doctor at that point to confirm the suspicion, and then the doctor would let the husband know his wife is pregnant.”

“The wife doesn’t get to tell her husband?” I asked.

“Mostly no,” Sheela said. “Sometimes the first wife, who is often in charge of the husband’s harem, will give him the news. Most of the males of my species have little to do with the process after that. If the wife births a son, he might take over instruction once the child has reached a specific age, but if a daughter is born, the father will often ignore her until she would be offered up in a marriage.”

“Well, that’s all kinds of bullshit,” I scoffed. “I’m not going to be that kind of father. I want to spend lots of time with our kids, boys or girls, and I can’t wait to see them.”

Both of my warrior lovers didn’t seem to know what to say to that, but I could tell by their slightly rosy cheeks and their shy glances away from me that they were very happy with what I had just said.

“Alright,” I said. “We’ll figure out all the baby stuff soon, first we’ve gotta get back to camp. Let’s go see how our dinos are doing.”

Sheela and Liahpa nodded, and I took each of their hands in mine before we all walked back to the clearing where my raptors had been feasting.

Dwayne, the balaurs, and the troodons were still laying on their backs right where we’d left them, but Beavis and Butt-Head had also found patches of grass that weren’t covered in blood within a few feet of the raptors and were lightly snacking on some choice green cuts. The herbivores didn’t seem bothered at all by the crazy amount of carnage near them, and I saw Dwayne steal a quick glance over toward them to ensure that they were okay.

The big raptor thought of them as his brothers, and I got the overwhelming sense that he was going to protect his family with his life, even if I didn’t ask him.

“Alright, gang,” I announced as I stepped into the clearing. “That was a nice exercise and lunch break, but it’s time to head back home.”

The dinos were instantly on their feet, and Dwayne, Beavis, and Butt-Head walked over to us so that we could get on.

“We should get some of that meat,” I said to Liahpa and Sheela as I nodded to the sauropod corpse. “Too bad we didn’t bring a stego or a trike to carry a bunch of it.”

“I have some cordage,” Sheela said as she reached into her saddle pack. “We can tie up enough for the rest of our tribe to enjoy tonight.”

“I’ll cut some off for you,” Liahpa said as she grabbed her gold ring blade, and then they both went to get some meat.

I leaned against Dwayne, closed my eyes, and took a deep breath. I felt my mind lift away from my body, and a few moments later I saw the distant campground below me as I looked through Bruce’s eyes. The horse-sized pteranodon was my secret weapon, but I’d left him to watch over our new home while Sheela, Liahpa, and I were away.

I saw the rest of my tribe going about their daily tasks, and I figured they’d update me on things when I got back, so I turned Bruce’s eyes eastward as he shifted his large wings. A few minutes later he was doing a slow flyby over the camp of males some four miles away from us, and I could see the men lounging around their campfire inside the rough circle of sharp volcanic boulders.

I kept Bruce high in the sky so as to not raise any suspicion, but he was also about ten or twelve miles away from my position to the west, so my brain started to ache as I tried to get a clear focus on the faces of the men far below. This was the group of fucks who’d chased Bexcee down the hill some four or five days ago, but I only knew that their leader had the ability to set these golden rope traps that could ensare people.

Some of the men were returning from the beach with large fish, so I figured they were about to have lunch.

“Victor…” Sheela called to me, and I blinked my vision back to my own body before I turned to her.

“Here,” she said as she handed me a ten-pound chunk of dark red bronto beef wrapped in cordage.

“Yum,” I chuckled as I took the bundle from her and mounted up on Dwayne’s saddle.

Sheela and Liahpa also had bundles of bronto beef, and as soon as they were all set and astride their pachys, I gave them a nod, and the group of us jogged south through the jungle. We hit the beach a few minutes later, and then we turned left along the pristine sand and angled back toward our new home.

I kept the pace comfortable and relished in the feeling of the salty air and the warm sun on my face. It was times like these that I had to pinch myself to see if this was all a dream. Here I was, riding on a horse-sized dinosaur across the beaches of a prehistoric planet. That was crazy thing number one, but number two was the beautiful alien women at my side who I’d just made love to.

If this was a dream, I didn’t want to wake up. If it wasn’t a dream, then I was the luckiest guy in the universe.

And now I knew for sure that the universe was pretty big, since it seemed like sentient humanoids from an uncountable number of planets were being brought here every day.

It took us about fifteen minutes to reach the hill and trench of sand that my parasaurs had dug out three days ago, and I couldn’t help but marvel at how different the situation was now. Dwayne was now a part of my family, but just a few days ago he had recruited a small army of other utahraptors and was leading them to war against us. My tribe had set up a multi-tiered ambush to take him down, and then we’d finally secured our new home.

Liahpa, Sheela, and I angled south into the water a bit more, and then we cut north at the bottom of the tempered trench. There were still chunks of glass from when we’d lit it on fire with a combination of Keefaye’s blessed water and Urka’s Zap, but it was easy enough to weave around the shards, climb up the trench by the jungle, and push into the narrow path that we’d cleared out there on the northern side of the peninsula.

We also had a path on the west side of the cliff, and we’d used it to move back from the Utahraptors when they had attacked, but I didn’t really want to use that avenue until Youleena and Galmine had figured out how to cover the area with a wall and shrubs to keep us somewhat hidden. As the path currently was, anyone within a mile would see us moving up the slope and easily see that we had a camp on the top part of the cliff peninsula.

I’d already talked to my tribe about this a bunch, and the more hidden northern path was what we took to get out of the area and onto the beach in the first place, so Sheela and Liahpa didn’t question me when we took the more roundabout way back to our home.

The thick jungle of the peninsula should have been a good ten degrees cooler than the beach because of all the shade, but the lowest part where we were was actually a good deal warmer, and the muggy heat didn’t let up until we’d gone south up the slope on the main road a few hundred yards. Then we had reached the first clearing, and our dinos couldn’t help but pick up the pace as soon as we saw our huts in the distance.

We were home, but there was still a ton of work to do, and I couldn’t help but feel as if the clock was ticking.

Especially since I wanted to attack the tribe to the east in the next few hours.
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Chapter 3

“They are baccccck!” I heard Urka shout from where she was working on some special clay pots with Galmine, Gee, and Nomi. They had set up a kiln on the edge of the jungle where the northern most clearing touched the trees at the south end. Past them, Emta, Quwaru, Adella, Tannin, and Keefaye were working on the roof of our fourth hut under the shade of the trees.

The group all stopped what they were doing and waved at us, but then Quwaru gave the hut-building team a nod before she walked over to where Sheela, Liahpa, and I were dismounting.

“Everything go okay?” the beautiful red-skinned woman asked before she wrapped her arms around my waist.

“Yeah, it went awesome,” I said, and then I leaned down to kiss her full lips.

“Hmmmm…” she moaned into my mouth as our lips and tongues explored each other for a few seconds.

“How are you feeling?” I whispered as soon as our mouths parted.

“Better after that kiss,” she sighed.

“Yeah,” I chuckled, “but I mean… how are you feeling?”

“Exactly the same.” She shrugged her slender shoulders.

“Sorry to keep bugging you with this,” I said as I brushed my fingers across her cheek.

“You are a thousand times less annoying than Trel is about this,” Quwaru snickered.

“We were just talking about that,” Liahpa laughed as she took the packages of bronto beef from our saddles.

“Where is she, anyway?” I asked as I looked around the camp. “Also, the Emeralds, Kacerie, Zoru, and Youleena?”

“Trel and Kacerie went up the slope to the top of the next clearing to look at the possible places for us to permanently build our stone homes,” Quwaru explained. “Youleena is making the side wall on the east side of the cliff. Zoru and the Emeralds went with her just in case.”

“Awesome,” I said, and for a half a moment, I just couldn’t believe how weird it was that I could ask people to do things, and then they would get it done. Part of me still thought I was the shy dogcatcher from Los Angeles, but the Victor I was now could ask his team to help build defenses, make pots, build huts, or pretty much anything, and they would do it gladly.

“Victor,” Sheela said. “Did you not wish for Galmine to go with Youleena so that she could grow plants along the walls she formed?”

“Yeah,” I said, “but I asked Galmine, Urka, Nomi, and Gee to work on these special pots this morning when you and Liahpa were getting ready to go.”

“What are the pots for?” Liahpa asked.

“Come with me, and I’ll show you,” I chuckled.

“Uhhh…” Liahpa glanced down at her bundles of meat.

“We haven’t eaten lunch yet,” Quwaru said as she reached for the meat. “Tannin and I can get started on cooking this meat, if that’s why you brought it back.”

“It is,” I said.

“This comes from one of the big dinos with the long necks,” Liahpa explained to Quwaru as she handed the meat over. “Tastes amazing. You all will love it.”

“I’ll get it started, then.” Quwaru smiled at us, and then she turned with the meat and walked back toward where our campfires were.

I watched her red ass sway in her tight little bikini bottom as she walked away, and my body heated up when I thought about how wonderful it had been to make love to her by the spring a few days ago. I realized I was rock hard again, and I shook my head to clear my thoughts before I turned back to Sheela and Liahpa. All this fresh air, clean eating, and daily exercise was doing crazy things to my libido, and I wondered if I could spend all day making love to my women.

I probably could.

It was just a passing thought, though. I had some shit to do today, and it was time to focus.

“Let’s take a look at these pots,” I gestured to where Galmine, Urka, Nomi, and Gee were working, and the three of us walked over.

“Hello, ladies,” I said once I walked over to where the kiln was, but the four of them were already waiting for us with wide smiles on their faces.

“Oh, Victor,” Galmine cooed. “I’ve missed you so much.”

“He’s only been gone for half the day,” Urka snickered.

“Much too long,” Galmine sighed as she fluttered her eyelashes at me.

“How are the pots going?” I asked, and then I pulled her full body against my chest so that I could give her a kiss.

Galmine moaned into my mouth as I kissed her, but it was just a quick action to show her that I’d missed her, too, and I pulled my mouth away before it became an actual make-out session.

“We’ve made six of them so far,” Gee answered, since Galmine looked flustered by my kiss.

“It is a unique design,” Sheela said as she squatted down next to one of the pots. “What do you plan on doing with it, Victor?”

“The four of us have been talking about it all morning and have an idea,” Urka laughed. “Our pal Bruce is gonna pick these bad boys up and then drop ‘em on some idiots.”

“You are correct,” I said as I gestured to the six pots. They were about as big as the orange Igloo water coolers construction workers would have on their sites, but the top didn’t have a lid, just a single looping handle so they looked a bit like a kettlebell.

“We used thicker cordage for the handles, like you asked.” Nomi pointed with the hand that wasn’t holding Gee’s so that we’d all focus on the tops of the jugs. “We haven’t had a chance to test them, though. Everyone has been too busy to run down to the river to get water.”

“We can test them soon,” I said. “You have more baking in the kiln?”

“Two more,” Gee said. “I used my heat to cook them fast, the slowest part was making them, since Nomi and I only have two hands between the both of us.”

“Yeah,” I said as I glanced at where the two women held hands. “Sorry you have to do this, but--”

“It isn’t a problem,” Gee cut me off. “I’d rather it be this than burn the whole place down.”

“Trel said she would work on something,” Liahpa said.

“Yeah, but what’s she gonna do?” Gee shrugged. “She can’t make the whole camp out of stone, and even if she could, I’d probably melt it. I’m more frustrated that I can’t be more of a help.”

“You are quite deadly in combat,” Liahpa pointed out.

“That is true,” Gee sighed. “I fought lots of battles in my homeworld, but here in this world it makes more sense to hide and get stronger. It’s fine. I’m thankful for Miss Nomi here. If not for her, just think about where I’d be. I’d have to stay down by the river the whole time. I might not have even been able to make the trip here with you all without putting you in danger.”

“I don’t mind holding your hand,” Nomi whispered to the black-skinned flame dancer. “As long as you don’t mind.”

“And I don’t,” Gee chuckled.

“So when are we gonna use these babies?” Urka asked as she toed one of the jugs and blinked her four bright blue eyes. “I wanna see some shit blow up like that time I ate four plates of undercooked Huytan worms and had to sit on my toilet for three days straight.”

“Uhhh…” I paused as I tried to get the image of Urka sitting on the toilet out of my brain. “I was thinking tonight, actually.”

“Tonight?” Sheela, Liahpa, and Gee all said in unison.

“Yeah,” I stated. “Look, I don’t like these guys being so close to us. We have to hide our cooking fires in the jungle, and we are worried about building in the clearing. I’ll feel a lot better after they are dead, Youleena is building the wall around the cliff edges, and Galmine will grow her plants around it so it looks like part of the jungle. All three of those things need to happen before we can really make this place our home, so I want to get to it.”

“As long as I get to kill a bunch of them, I agree to the plan.” Gee nodded as her lips spread into a wide smile.

“What is the plan?” Sheela asked.

“I’ll talk about it more while you are all eating lunch,” I said, “but the idea is to have Keefaye--”

“Victooooor!” I heard a shout behind me, and I turned to see Trel using her back spider-legs to bound across the ground of the clearing toward me. The beautiful obsidian-haired woman wore a look of complete joy on her face, and I barely had time to open my arms before she launched herself into my embrace.

“Hey, Tr--”

She cut off my words with a heated kiss that robbed all the breath from my lungs. Her long human-shaped legs wrapped around my hips as her tongue pushed into my mouth, and her fingers dug into the hair on the back of my head so that I couldn’t pull away.

Not like I even wanted to.

Trel’s mouth tasted like honey, and the press of her perfect body against mine made my cock hard as a rock again. I knew she could feel my arousal, since she wiggled against me in just the right way so that my crotch pushed against the thin layer of gray-colored silk covering her vagina, but before I could lose my mind, she pulled her mouth away from me and then quickly kissed me on the nose.

“You’ve been gone forever, my amazing husband!” she groaned as if she was in actual pain.

“Again, just a few hours,” Urka sighed. “You all really need to calm the fuck down with your--”

“Pffft!” Trel raspberried at the small blue-haired woman. “Spoken like a woman who hasn’t enjoyed the sensation of our husband thrusting deep inside of her and then filling her womb with his warm, thick, and perfect seed until it was gushing out of--”

“Soooo, you were looking at the future building site with Kacerie?” I cut Trel off before she could monologue even more about having sex with me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Trel said as she unwrapped her arms and legs from my head and hips. “I am still debating between the spot we have here, a similar spot higher on the slope of the other clearing, or the end of the cliff where we could see the ocean all day long. There are benefits to each, but I must weigh my engineering plans with what others think of the matter.”

“You are actually going to listen to other’s opinions?” Liahpa gasped with fake surprise.

“Well, mostly Victor’s,” Trel scoffed, “Kacerie should have input, since she does daily things like making sure all of Victor’s other wives are busy doing things to please him. Also, Sheela, Gee, and the Emeralds might have more ideas about defensive positions for the camp that I wouldn’t think of. However, if I need advice about lifting up balls for silly games or such things, I will come to you for advice.”

“I suppose I deserved that,” Liahpa snickered.

“You should be focusing on making babies with…” Trel’s voice trailed off as she looked at Liahpa, and then she narrowed her black eyes, turned to look at Sheela, looked back at Liahpa, and then looked once more at Sheela.

“What are you--” Liahpa started to ask.

“Ohhhhh… Myyyyy,” Trel purred as a wicked grin spread across her full lips. “You three have been gone for a long time… a very long time.”

“Oh, here we go,” Liahpa sighed.

“Galmine, you must use your Grow power on Sheela and Liahpa so the fresh seed Victor poured inside of them will develop into beautiful babies. Right now.” Trel pointed at both of the blonde women who I had just made love to.

“How the fuck did you know?” Liahpa groaned.

“As Victor’s first and most important wife, I know when his other wonderful women have taken his seed.” Trel crossed her arms and put her nose up in the air. “Also, I am a genius. Also, you just admitted it.”

“We don’t know for sure if that’s how it works,” I said.

“Pffft. Of course, that is how it works! Galmine has the ability to make things grow as long as it has a seed and a fertile environment. The power leveled up when she used it on Quwaru. Now she will use it on Liahpa and Sheela so they will make you babies, and then when I am fertile in a month or so, you will fill me up, and Galmine will ensure that I give you a beautiful duchess. It will be perfect. I can’t wait.”

“I would love to see all these beautiful babies, Trel,” Galmine sighed as she fluttered her green eyes at me. “Our family will be so loving and beautiful, Victor. Liahpa and Sheela, if you lay on the grass right here and get comfortable, I can use my Grow on your wombs. Quwaru said it felt warm and pleasant.”

Everyone turned to look at Sheela and Liahpa, and I was surprised to see both of them blushing a bit. I didn’t have to be a genius to know that they were a bit uncomfortable about doing this in front of Gee, Nomi, and Urka, so I cleared my throat to get everyone’s attention.

“We can do it later. I think lunch is almost ready. Trel, can you get Youleena, Zoru, and the Emeralds? I want to go over our plans for the night, and you move faster than everyone else.”

“Of course, my love, but Galmine, don’t use your power until I get back. Auntie Trel needs to be a part of Liahpa and Sheela’s pregnancies.” Trel quickly sprang away on her legs, and then she continued eastward at a crazy-fast pace.

“Auntie Trel?” Liahpa asked as she looked at the other women.

“She started saying that this morning,” Urka snickered. “It’s actually pretty damn cute.”

“It is hard to stay annoyed with her when she’s equal parts nice and bitchy,” Gee laughed.

“Lunchtime!” I heard Kacerie call out, and I looked back toward the main part of the camp. My pink-haired lover was helping Quwaru and Tannin cut up the bronto beef, and the rest of the hut-building crew was making their way over.

I said hi to everyone that I hadn’t greeted yet, and then I pulled Kacerie into my arms so I could give her a long kiss. She clung to me for a few moments afterward, and I pressed my nose into her pink hair so I could inhale her flowery scent.

“You all will love this meat,” Liahpa said as she helped distribute the dishes. “We already ate our fill, so this is all for you.”

“It does look very yummy,” Galmine said as she picked up some fresh-looking lettuce, “but I will stick with some of my vegetables today. Too much meat makes my stomach gurgle.”

The rest of the women nodded, and they began to dig in. I enjoyed the look of surprise on their faces as soon as they all took their first bites, and then I couldn’t help but chuckle as they collectively moaned with pleasure.

“Wow,” Kacerie gasped. “I’m not sure if we have just been eating too much fish and are bored, or if this is actually as delicious as it tastes.”

“It’s soooo goooooood,” Keefaye moaned around a bite of food, but then she saw me looking at her, and she blushed as she covered her mouth and sat up straighter.

“I do love the fish in the sea, but this beef pleases meeee,” Adella sang out.

“It’s fucking delicious, is what it is,” Emta growled as she tore into her meat. “You got this from the long-necked big dinos?”

“Yeah,” I answered.

“Hmmm,” Emta grunted as she tore another bite into the juicy red meat. “Those are big. Lot’s of meat on them. We’ll have to hunt more.”

“We can probably cut the meat into smaller slices, put salt on it, and then store it somewhere in a cellar, once we have such a place dug out,” Quwaru mused as she took a controlled bite.

Trel, Youleena, Zoru, and the Emeralds broke into the clearing to our east, but as soon as they saw us all sitting down to eat, Trel hooked her arms under Youleena and then Doctor Octupused across the distance. The Emeralds and Zoru were a bit slower, but soon all of us were sitting around the fire, and Liahpa was telling them about our morning race, the giant redwood trees, and encountering the sauropods. She left out the three-way between us, but Trel had already figured it out, and I was pretty sure no one else cared.

While my tribe brainstormed ways to cut down the redwood tree branches and get them over here, I found a bare patch of ground close to the cooking fire, grabbed a stick, and started to draw out a map of our little peninsula. It was something I should have probably done yesterday, or the day before, but we’d been so busy recovering from the Utahraptor attack and setting up the basic huts, water filter, and latrine, that I hadn’t worried about it. Now that everyone was starting to get used to being in our new home, I figured it was time to game plan how we were going to set everything up after Youleena made the cliff walls.

And it was going to be awesome.

“Alright,” I cleared my throat after it seemed like everyone had finished eating, and then I gestured to the rough map I’d drawn into the dirt. “Let’s all try to gather around and talk this through, since some of us are going to be leaving in a bit, and we need to make sure everyone is working as much as possible until our defenses are set up.”

“Where are we going?” Zoru asked.

“I’ll get there soon, buddy,” I chuckled as I gave him a wink. “Let’s go over the map first.”

My friends and lovers all gathered around in a circle, and I squatted down as deep as I could so that people could stand behind me and still see. Then I pointed to the shape of the peninsula with my stick and started explaining.

“This is our land, obviously. River here to the east, then the beach, then we’ve got the shacks that Aytron’s tribe used to live in. Our peninsula extends out quite a bit more south than the shore here, and the slope is pretty good. I figure we are sitting maybe two hundred or two hundred and fifty feet above the ocean at the southern tip. Right here where the river ends into the ocean, I figure we have about a ninety-foot height over the beach.”

“Yes, that is what I think as well,” Trel said. “Which is my problem with making a water pump. The previous design I had thought of to get water to our old camp from the river couldn’t have pushed enough volume that far. I have to think of another design.”

“Any ideas so far?” Kacerie asked.

“No,” Trel sighed. “Do not worry, though. I am a genius, so I’m sure my mind will dream up something amazing that will impress all of you, and then, when you are all impressed, I’ll remind you that ‘of course, I can make such an amazing thing, because I am a genius!’ And you all will nod in agreement because it is so true. Victor, please continue.”

“Right.” I smirked as I turned back to the map. “The most important thing we can do now is get a shoulder or waist-high wall built up around the perimeter of the cliff edges here. That way we can patrol the full length of the sides to our east and west without being seen easily. We can kind of peer out through the trees and have a bit of cover, but as soon as we step out onto the thirty feet or so of clear edge that’s on the circumference, we’ll be able to be seen from miles away. Especially if it’s Kacerie, Keefaye, or Gee.”

“I just finished working in this area,” Youleena said as she pointed to the edge of the peninsula directly to our east. “Well… it is about fifty feet of wall. It was about all I could do in half a day. Even now, I am a bit tired, and I don’t know how much more I can do.”

“It was smart to start there,” I said as I gave her a smile. “If you can cover the direct areas where we can look out from, then everything else can wait a bit. Fifty feet is great in a day, but that probably means it’s going to take us…”

“Four, maybe five months to do the entire perimeter of the cliffs.” She frowned.

“We probably don’t need to do the southern tip,” I said as I used my stick to etch in the dirt map, “and we really don’t need to go that far north on each side. Maybe just two hundred feet on each side so we can move around between the two clearings while still being behind cover.”

“That’s a good plan.” Youlenna nodded as she glanced her black eyes down at the map. “You are right, just doing the parts you have marked will be ninety percent as effective with only a tenth of the work.”

“And we need Galmine to grow some plants on them so it looks natural,” I said as I turned from the white-skinned Youleena and looked at the gray-skinned Galmine.

“I can do that later today, Victor,” Galmine said. “It will take a week or two for the little beauties to grow, but I can get them excited about starting.”

“Galmine is good at getting things excited,” Urka snickered.

“So that’s task one,” I said as I moved my stick up and marked “V” shapes on the top left and top right of the peninsula. “I’m going to skip task two for now and come back to it in a bit, so let’s talk about task three. We need to cut switchbacks in the jungle on both the east and west side so that it isn’t obvious that there is a trail there.”

“That’s fucking smart,” Emta said.

“You were there with me a few days ago when I thought of it,” I chuckled.

“Yeah, and I thought it was smart then, too.” Emta grinned at me.

“Just think about how smart the baby Victor gives you will be,” Trel purred at Emta. “It is your time tonight.”

“My time tonight?” Emta asked as she tilted her head. “Wait… do you mean--”

“Yes, of course!” Trel scoffed. “I’ve been talking to you about Victor impregnating you for the last week or three. Kacerie was with him last night, Liahpa was supposed to be with him tonight, but she and Sheela needed our husband’s sperm in their wombs earlier, so--”

“Trel--” I started, but Emta groaned and cut me off.

“I’m not… Look, Trel… Victor and I haven’t really had much time to talk--”

“It’s not about talking!” Trel groaned. “Pfffft! It’s about you moaning and whining as his manhood slides deep inside of you and pleasures every part of your being until you can think of nothing but how wonderful he is and how much you hope his seed takes root in your fertile womb, and you ripen with his beautiful baby.”

“Ahh, Trel,” Kacerie cleared her throat. “Maybe we should just… you know… stay on topic. It’s kind of important.”

“But what could be more important than making babies for our wonderful husband?” Trel growled, and then she stepped over to where Quwaru was sitting and squatted down next to the succubus-like woman. “Look at how beautiful her tummy looks. Just think, ladies, our husband’s firstborn is growing strong and wonderful inside of Quwaru’s perfect body.”

“Trel, we--” Quwaru started to say, but then Trel reached out and began to gently stroke Quwaru’s bare abs.

“Hello! Little baby girl! It is your Auntie Trel and your other Aunties! We are so ready to meet you! Please grow big and strong and smart and beautiful! Come out soon-- no! Come out when you are ready, you will be just perfect.”

“That woman’s got baby fever,” Kacerie muttered under her breath.

“Uhhh… Pretty sure you all have ‘baby fever,’” Urka snorted. “I heard you moaning last night when Victor was giving it to you.”

“You… you heard that?” Kacerie cleared her throat and started to blush.

“Fuck, yeah!” Urka cackled. “All that whining and panting and begging: ‘Please cum inside of me. Deep inside of me. I need you so much, Victor. Fill me up. I need all of it.’ Girl, if that river down there was made of Victor’s sperm, you’d be taking a bath in it like Gee on a hot day.”

“Don’t you be bringing me into this,” Gee laughed.

“Ehhhh, if you could figure out how to not burn Victor’s dick off, I’m sure you’d be fucking him as much as you could, too.” Urka laughed.

“That’s probably true.” Gee shrugged, and then she winked a bright green eye at me. “But back to the point I believe that Kacerie was trying to make: Victor was trying to plan out something important before Trel tried to waylay us with talk of babies--”

“As per usual,” Emta grunted.

“--so let’s get back on topic,” Gee finished.

“Yes,” Trel said, and then she stopped gently rubbing Quwaru’s stomach so she could move back over to sit by my side. “I’m sorry, Victor, you know how distracted I get by talk of you impreg--”

“So, anywaaaaayys,” I cleared my throat and gestured back down to the map. “We do these ‘V’ shape cut out trails here, then we have a center trail running east and west. Then we’ll put our main gate here where we had the booby-trapped road we led the Utahraptors up. Issue is that--”

“The beautiful spring is outside of the gate,” Quwaru finished for me with a sigh.

“Yeah,” I said. “Nothing we can do about it. It was the lay of the land.”

“Can we figure out some kind of barrier to the north past the lagoon?” Gee asked as she pointed at the map. “The Utahraptors got up and around, so that means we could be in danger if we decide to bathe in the spring.”

“I’ll add it to the list,” I said, “but for now, I want to focus on getting the walls up on the cliff so we can look out without being seen, and the switchbacks at the north of the peninsula so we’ll be harder to see. Remember, the name of the game here is to escape detection. We can pretty much handle most dinosaurs, especially now that we have Dwayne, and the bigger ones can’t even make it past the trees to get to us. Our only threat while we are here is another tribe of survivors. Almost all our victories have been due to surprising or ambushing our enemies. We need to make sure the same shit doesn’t happen to us.”

“This seems like a good time to talk about the second thing on your list.” Sheela smiled at me.

“Yep,” I said, and then I took a deep breath and glanced eastward. “The other tribe is on the beach in that direction. I’m not sure of the exact distance, but it’s between four and six miles. If I didn’t know anything about them, I’d be fine enough to leave them alone, but they were hunting that fast running woman, Bexcee, and when we were hiding in the trees, we overheard them talking. They aren’t good dudes, and I don’t feel safe having them around.”

“So we are gonna kill them good?” Gee laughed.

“Yep,” I said.

“The pots are part of the plan?” Kacerie asked as she nodded over toward the kiln.

“Yep.” I looked over at Keefaye. “We are going to need more of your blessed water.”

“I’m always ready to help you, Victor,” she said sweetly. “With anything that you need. Anything.”

“Her blessed water isn’t the only thing that’s wet,” Urka snickered.

“I just like being of service,” Keefaye scoffed as she rolled her golden eyes at the four-eyed gnomish-looking woman. “Don’t we all like being of use to Victor?”

“They best way we can be of use to Victor is to--”

“Trel,” I cut her off, “Let’s… give it a rest. Okay?”

“Yes, Victor,” Trel sighed and then gave me a sheepish smile. “As you wish.”

“I’m taking Keefaye, Kacerie, Gee, Nomi, Sheela, and Zoru,” I started as I nodded to each of them. “Ideally, we won’t get into much of a fight. Their camp is surrounded by sharp and jagged volcanic rocks that forms a bit of a wall. It’s good for defense, but it also means that there are only three paths out of their camp. They have a big campfire right in the middle, and their huts are all aged grass and ferns. We’ll fill up the six jugs with ocean water, Keefaye will bless it, Bruce will grab one by the handle, and then he’ll fly overhead. If his aim is true, then it will land right on the campfire and cause total chaos.”

“I fucking love it,” Gee laughed. “I can just see the flames now. Fire is my thing, you know.”

“Oh, I know,” I laughed. “We’ll have already circled around the camp at the various exit points. I imagine that most of them will run out to the beach, so I’ll have Dwayne, the troodons, and the bondocs ready there, but the rest of you will be spread out to guard the paths into the jungle just in case. If everything goes according to plan, we’ll kill all of them before they even know what the fuck is going on. Any questions?”

“When will we be leaving?” Sheela asked.

“Right now,” I answered, and then I turned to Liahpa. “I want you to handle cutting the switchbacks out. You probably won’t be able to finish them all today, but--”

“I’ll get them done today.” Liahpa stood and nodded, but then she reached down and sighed when she looked at her ring. “Ahhh… well… I’ll have to use a stone axe, so--”

“I have thought of a way to make your axe haft better,” Trel declared as she pointed a finger in the air. “If Youleena has any more of her power to use today?”

“I can manage enough to help you with Liahpa’s axe.” Youleena nodded.

“Great,” I said. “I’m sure a bunch of people can help. You don’t need to do everything yourself. Quwaru told me that.”

“I’ll get help,” Liahpa said.

“Thanks, Victor.” Quwaru blew me a kiss as she stood up.

The camp quickly turned into ordered chaos as everyone divided up into working groups. I hadn’t had a chance to give the Emeralds a kiss since I’d gotten back, so I spent some time doing just that, and then we got going. Some fifteen minutes later, I was riding Dwayne across the river to the east. Nomi and Gee rode on Tom, Sheela and Keefaye rode on Nicole, and Kacerie and Zoru rode on Katie.

As soon as we’d all crossed the river, I headed south more toward the beach and slowed Dwayne’s lope as soon as I got close to what looked like a massive log laying on the beach right where the river met the ocean.

It wasn’t a log, though, it was my big pal, Grumpy.

“Hey, buddy,” I laughed as I pulled Dwayne up close to the giant purussaurus, and then I jumped off and gave Grumpy a hug.

Grumpy let out a long groan.

“Bro, you’ve been taking a nap for like two days.”

Grumpy rumbled.

“Well, you can stay here if you want, but we are going to go kill those assholes to the east.”

Grumpy made a noise that sounded a lot like a cough.

“I mean, yeah. That’s why I’m here. I need my starting pitcher. My all-star player. My main man! You don’t haaaaave to come if you don’t want to, but I’ve got this pretty neat plan. Bruce is going to drop Keefaye’s blessed water on top of their campfire, and then they are all probably going to burn and run out to the beach toward the waves. If you aren’t there, Dwayne, Scoob, Shag, Velma, Daphne, Fred, Ross, Monica, Chandler, Phoebe, Rachel, and Joey will get them all, but I had this crazy idea that some of the bad guys might make it to the ocean and jump in, then you’d just come out of the waves and swallow them all in one bite. Damn, that sounds totally awesome. Don’t you think?”

Grumpy purred like ten thousand happy kittens.

“Well, then, let’s get going! There are some assholes to murder.”
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Chapter 4

One of the interesting aspects of being in Dinosaurland was the complete lack of timekeeping. There was really only the sun to help us track the day, and the various changes in the daily temperature to track the seasons. I had done a pretty bad job of actually counting the days since I’d first been abducted by the overlords at Lacey’s pool party, but if I had to guess, I would think that three months had passed, give or take three weeks.

A lot had changed in that time with me and the relationships I had with the women in my tribe, and as we rode our dinos across the open beach of this prehistoric world, I couldn’t help but wonder again at how fucking crazy my life was.

Still, I would have liked to have a working watch on my wrist. My old one had arrived here dead, so I could only guess that it took us around an hour and a half to get to where I could see the enemy camp’s rocky sides in the far distance. I guessed there was about a half a mile between us, and the space felt comfortable enough to plan our next steps without being observed.

“Let’s stop here.” I commanded the group of dinosaurs to halt at a sloping part of the beach on the south edge of the jungle where the sand still had a few ferns growing, and there was a bit of a sloped hill that gave us some cover.

“Are we going to attack them now?“ Kacerie asked.

“Maybe,” I answered. “I’m going to check in with Bruce to see how they are looking.”

I closed my eyes and threw my vision up to where Bruce was gently gliding in the sky. The men down below were grilling more fish and lounging around the camp like they didn’t have a care in the world, but now that I was closer to Bruce, I could see their faces a lot easier, and I made out the short square dude with the three eyes who made the golden ropes. I guessed he was the leader of the group, and the way he seemed to be lounging around and gesturing for the others to do shit helped to confirm my suspicion. I also saw the furry guy with the almond-shaped head and the spring legs, the four-armed man with mint-colored skin, the man with the moving beard, and the guy with the bat head and giant ears. There were other men of various shapes and sizes in the camp, and I counted the dozen dudes three times to make sure I had an accurate number.

That was a lot of assholes.

“Okay,” I took a deep breath as I came back to my own body. “Good news is that they are all there and don’t seem to have any sort of guard. Bad news is that there are twelve of them.”

“That is also good news,” Gee snickered. “More to kill.”

“There are really six of us,” I said as I smiled at Keefaye, “I’m not counting you in the combat. I want you to just bless the water and then stay behind.”

“Ohhh, that’s fine,” Keefaye said with a careful exhale. “I’d… fight if you wanted me to. Sheela has been teaching me how to use a spear, but it was never something I had to do in my homeworld.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “Everyone has their particular strengths. I want you to know enough to defend yourself, but that’s different than actually attacking. Also, the plan is to make sure that Grumpy, Dwayne, the troodons, and the balaur bondocs do most of the work.”

The raptors all gave collective hoots and hisses, but then Grumpy let out a rumble of agreement that was louder than everyone else.

“So here is what we are going to do,” I said as I jumped off Dwayne and gestured for everyone else to follow me. Then I squatted down in the sand and began to trace my finger into the rough shape of the enemy camp. “Keefaye is going to fill up these six jugs with her blessed water, then we are going to leave them here on the beach spread out a bit from one another so that Bruce can swing down and grab one.”

“Will he have time to drop all six?” Zoru asked.

“I doubt it,” I said, “I’d be surprised if he gets two dropped, but we’ve got extra just in case.”

“Should we plant the other four at the exits of their camp?” Gee asked as she pointed at where I had drawn an east break in the wall of their camp.

“Hmmm… I think it would be alright if it was on the side you are going to be on, but I’m worried that they will all get coated in the stuff and spread the fire too much into the jungle.”

“Then let me bring one or two to my side for even more fire,” Gee cackled.

“Okay, we’ll keep that as an option. I’m not opposed to the idea, I just want to keep as much control over the situation as possible, and fire tends to create too many variables.”

“This is true.” Gee shrugged. “Especially when everything burns so easily on this world.”

“I want Sheela and Kacerie here on the east side,” I said as I pointed to the sand-map. “You’ll take out any guys that run that direction. The jungle is pretty thin there, so Kacerie, you’ll have to hide in a way where they won’t see your hair. There are three boulders in that direction that are right on the edge of the jungle and beach. From Bruce’s eyes, it seems like you should be able to hide behind them and still get a good view.”

“I’ll do it.” My pink-haired lover nodded.

“You’ll also be able to see if they run north into the jungle,” I said as I moved my finger over. “I want Zoru hiding up in the trees over here. There is a tall banyan tree about fifty yards from the edge of their camp where you’ll probably be able to see inside. You’ll take out anyone who tries to escape and then Jaunt back to your hiding spot. Sound good?”

“I like the plan,” The purple furred fox-monkey man said.

“If it looks like Zoru has too many fuckers going that way, Sheela and Kacerie will move to help you.”

“Yes, Victor,” Sheela said.

“Where are Nomi and I gonna be?” Gee asked, and she couldn’t disguise the eagerness in her tone.

“West side,” I said. “I’m going to be hiding there with you at the start, but then I’ll move south once my dinosaurs engage. There are only a few places to hide on the south of their camp since it’s close to the beach. The troodons will all fit in some nooks and crannies of the rocks and sand, but the balaurs and Dwayne will have to run in. As soon as Bruce drops his first bomb, you’ll all know it’s time to kill them. Any questions?”

“Victor,” Nomi whispered. “You want me to take away their powers?”

“Yep,” I said. “As soon as the battle starts, I’ll keep an eye on everyone to determine who is the strongest. I’ll let you know who to target with your Eclipse.”

“I’ll do it.” She nodded.

“As soon as you let Gee go, I want you falling back behind me. You don’t have to run away, but I always want you to be behind me or a dinosaur so you won’t accidentally get hurt.”

“I will try, Victor. Thank you.” Nomi’s voice was just a whisper, and I guessed she was pretty nervous about this.

“One more thing,” I said. “Their leader has the ability to lay traps on the ground. That’s the one that got Bexcee a few days ago. I’m not entirely sure how it works, but it was a pain in the ass to cut off, and I’m going to guess that’s why these guys aren’t too worried about setting up a guard or watch. I’m just going to assume that he’s got traps all over the jungle and beach. Maybe we’ll be able to see them on the ground, maybe not, so I don’t want us to move until we’ve got all the jugs filled up and Bruce is in the air with his first bomb.”

“What if one of us gets snared?” Kacerie asked.

“The only one I’m worried about is Zoru,” I said as I looked at the purple-furred fox-monkey. “Since you are alone and won’t have anyone to quickly cut you free.”

“Ahh, but I can just Jaunt back,” he chuckled. “It was wise of you to send me alone. The ensnarement shouldn’t have any effect on me.”

“Oh, good point,” I laughed. “Okay. Any other questions? Let’s get these jugs filled with water and blessed.”

Sheela, Zoru, and I grabbed two jugs each, and we ran them south two hundred yards or so to where the waves crashed into the shore. Then we filled each one and hauled them back north to their original spot. When I got back, I saw that Keefaye and Kacerie had made a bit of a sand dune to give us some cover from the distant camp, and we went about setting up our jugs so that Bruce could have the easiest possible time grabbing their handles. Each of the jugs probably weighed forty pounds when filled, and I knew Bruce could carry one easily since most of the fish he caught for us were at least twice the weight.

The task probably took us thirty minutes, and the sun was starting to move toward the ocean. It was probably three or four in the afternoon, and I guessed that we had two or three more hours until twilight. It would probably take another hour for us to get into position, but I also needed Bruce to be ready, so I had him come back and land near us so he could rest for a bit while Keefaye blessed the water in the jugs.

While we relaxed, I went over my plan a few dozen times. I tried to think of everything that could go wrong and possible ways to address the issues before they ever happened. One of the most obvious holes in this attack was that there were a bunch of these fucks, and I really didn’t know what everyone’s powers were. The only thing I knew was that their squat, white-haired leader with the three eyes had that rope trap. It didn’t seem that powerful from what I’d observed, so the fact that he was the leader could have meant that the other eleven guys had lesser powers.

Maybe.

Hopefully.

Aytron had been super powerful, and he had obviously commanded his tribe with a brutal efficiency that no one else could match. Chrysanthemte was also super powerful, so much even her crazy fucking powerful minions had been terrified of her. Even in my own tribe, it made a lot of sense that I was the leader. Sure, Sheela or Kacerie could probably kill me with a spear throw or Lance, Gee could burn me to death, and Nomi could take my powers away, but I could command all of our dinosaurs. I had offense, defense, and support skills that no other member of my tribe had.

If the three-eyed dude only had rope traps, then everyone else probably sucked.

But it was probably smarter for me to think that Three-eyes had other powers that made him the leader. Maybe he could use his rope as a weapon, or maybe he had other powers. Either way, I should go into this thinking he was the main threat since he was the one in charge of the tribe.

“Their leader is a short, wide guy with white hair and three eyes,” I said. “Sheela and Kacerie, try to get him first. Maybe Sheela should try first unless she can’t get a hit, then Kacerie can use a Lance. Gee, if you see him when you run in there, and he isn’t dead yet, you do the job.”

“He won’t be able to escape me,” she growled.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s all try to get into position. Sheela and Kacerie have the farthest to move, so we’ll all wait here while you get into the jungle on the north side. Give them a wide berth, watch out for traps, and I’ll get Bruce into the air. I’m going to have Ross, Rachel, Joey, Chandler, Phoebe, and Monica go with you just to make sure you’ve got some extra muscle.”

“We will be successful, Victor,” Sheela said as they both prepped their weapons. Sheela had her bow slung over her shoulder, a quiver of a dozen arrows at her waist, and a spear in her hand. Kacerie had a spear and a stone axe tied around her belt.

“Be careful,” I told them both, and then I gave them each a quick kiss.

“Victor, should I go with them?” Zoru asked. “They will be traversing by my position, and I can just wait there while they continue on.”

“Yeah, great idea.” I nodded.

“We are off, then,” Kacerie said, and the three of them ran with the six white raptors north into the jungle.

I waited with Gee, Nomi, Keefaye, the troodons, the trikes, Dwayne, Bruce, and Grumpy until the other team had halved the distance between us and the enemy camp.

Then I nodded at Bruce.

The horse-sized pteranodon did his little froglike sideways hop, opened his wings, and then lifted off the ground as he snatched one of the filled jugs from the beach. The clay of the container kind of stuck in the sand for half an instant as my big friend tried to gain air, but I heaved it off the ground, and then he was able to keep lifting up with his care package.

“That might be a problem if he tries to get a second one,” I said, “but we’ll just hope the first one does most of the damage.”

“Can we bring the others with us?” Gee asked.

“Yeah,” I said, “but… uhhh… I don’t think you can carry one and hold Nomi’s hand. I’ll take two, Keefaye, do you think you can get one?”

“I can try,” she said, but when she went to lift one up, it was pretty obvious that she was going to have a hard time hauling it the half-mile to the edge of the enemy camp.

“Uhh… Okay. Let’s just leave yours there, and--”

“No, I’ll get it,” Keefaye grunted as she kind of squatted and clenched the jug up to her chest. “I want to be useful.”

“You already are useful with the blessed water,” I said.

“I can be more useful.” Keefaye’s beautiful face scrunched up as she began to walk forward with the forty-pound jug.

“Okay,” I said, and while I didn’t know a whole lot about alien women with beautiful golden hair and a unicorn horn on their heads, I knew enough about women to tell she was going to fucking do this thing with a stubborn rhinoceros focus, and I should just get out of her way.

My dinos headed south toward the ocean, and I ordered them to pace eastward with the three trikes making a bit of a wall so that the troodons, Dwayne, and Grumpy would be harder to see from the enemy camp. As soon as I had eyes in the sky with Bruce, I’d advance my troodons and Dwayne forward to good attack positions before the pteranodon dropped his care package.

We took our three jugs eastward at the edge of the jungle. I tried not to pay too much attention to Keefaye’s obvious hardship while she carried her jug, and to her credit, she didn’t complain once while she struggled to carry it. Finally, when we were probably a hundred and fifty yards away from the volcanic walls of their circular camp, I realized that she probably couldn’t go another step, so I gestured for everyone to halt.

“Good job,” I whispered to the beautiful golden-haired woman once she set down her jug.

“Thanks.” She drew in ragged breaths, and I could see her slender arms and shoulders shake like she’d strained every single muscle to their maximum.

“Let me check on Bruce,” I whispered, and then I switched my eyes over to his point of view.

It looked like the men were still lounging around the fire like a bunch of bros at a Vegas pool after a night of binge drinking, but then my stomach curled up into a tight knot when I only counted eight of them.

Shit.

Three-eyes was no longer there. Neither was the almond-headed dude with the spring legs, the four-armed man, and the bat-headed fucker. The guy with the moving beard was there, but I saw him look over his shoulder toward the east a few times as he cooked a fish on the fire.

For a flicker of an instant, I wondered if Kacerie, Sheela, or Zoru had set off a trap, but when I switched over to Joey’s raptor eyes, I saw that they were all still making their way through the jungle, and they had just reached the big tree that I thought Zoru should hide in.

I switched back to Bruce and noticed that more of the men were looking in that direction now. My team wasn’t even over there, so what the fuck were they looking at? Where had the four of them gone?

Then the missing men walked out of the jungle some four hundred yards in that direction, and I saw that the furry guy with the almond-shaped head and spring legs was carrying something on his shoulders wrapped in gold cord.

Not something.

Someone.

A woman. With long, lilac-colored hair that almost touched the sand from where she hung off the man’s back.

“Ahhh, fuuuuuck,” I hissed under my breath.

“What’s wrong?” Gee asked.

“Those assholes caught a woman in their trap. They are east of the camp about four hundred yards and heading back.”

“Can Kacerie and Sheela stop them?” Gee growled.

“Maybe,” I sighed. “If they knew the assholes were coming in that direction. They don’t know, and I can’t really communicate that to them.”

“Can one of the balaur bondocs alert them?” Nomi asked in a hushed but urgent voice.

“Hmmmm…” I muttered as I tried to think through the problem as quickly as I could. I might be able to circle the balaurs around and then attack the four men’s backs, but it wasn’t at all according to the plan, and there was probably no way that Sheela and Kacerie would understand my intent. Even if they did figure out what was going on and followed the golden retriever-sized raptors, they’d have to get there and ambush the men way before the assholes reached the camp, or Kacerie and Sheela might risk getting attacked by the rest of the tribe.

“Victor?” Keefaye touched me on my bare shoulder.

“Sorry,” I whispered. “Trying to figure this out. Okay. We are going to try this. I’ll see if the balaurs can get them to follow.”

I switched my eyes back over to bondocs, and since Rachel was the most sassy of the females, I gave her the command to hiss at Sheela, Kacerie, and Zoru. The sound actually made the three of them jump, and they all turned around to stare at Rachel with surprised eyes.

Rachel hissed again, and then the other five Friends raptors repeated her sound as they twisted and bobbed their heads to the east.

“What… what are they doing?” Kacerie asked.

“Startled me,” Zoru whispered.

“They are upset,” Sheela correctly deduced.

“Why?” Kacerie asked. “Wait. Is Victor doing it?”

“He must be,” Zoru said.

“Something must have changed,” Sheela said.

“What does it mean?” Kacerie asked. “They seem to be looking east?”

“Is it a new danger?” Zoru asked.

“Maybe we should follow?” Kacerie asked, and I made all the bondocs nod their heads and coo.

“Good thinking, Kacerie,” Sheela said. “Let’s go.”

“Should I come as well?” Zoru asked Rachel.

Rachel nodded.

“Very well,” Zoru said. “Lead on, friendly balaur bondocs.”

“That actually worked well,” I whispered out of my own mouth as I kept my eyes with the bondocs.

“They are following?” Nomi asked me.

“Yep,” I said. “They figured it out pretty quickly that something weird was going on and that I was probably controlling the balaurs.”

“They are smart,” Gee chuckled.

“Let’s hope they get there in time,” Keefaye prayed.

“I think they will,” I said, even though I wasn’t one hundred percent sure.

Zoru, Kacerie, and Sheela followed the white raptors through the jungle as quickly as they could, and my heart hammered in my ears as I kept checking with Bruce to see how far the men had progressed. Fortunately, the four men carrying the woman didn’t seem to be in much of a hurry, and they seemed to be laughing and joking with each other as they walked with their prisoner. The almond-headed dude with the spring legs had the woman thrown over his single shoulder like she was a sack of potatoes, and his hands kept roaming up to touch her ass as she wiggled and struggled against him.

Yeah. We had to save this woman, or her life was about to become really, really bad.

Bruce’s eyes in the sky allowed me to guide the balaurs in a straight line to where I thought we’d be able to intercept the group, but the thickness of the jungle and the speed of the asshole men were variables that I just couldn’t plan for. One second it seemed like my team might make it to the edge of the jungle on the east side of the enemy camp just in time, but then another second later it seemed like we were going to be too far behind. We only had a few minutes to close the distance, and it didn’t help that Kacerie, Sheela, and Zoru didn’t understand how urgent this was. They were keeping up with my white raptors just fine, but the three of them didn’t have their weapons held like they were ready to instantly rumble.

“Shiiiiit,” I groaned as soon as the balaur bondocs ran into a thicket of rough ferns blocking their way. My dog-sized pets could probably wiggle through it, but there was no way that Sheela, Kacerie, and Zoru could.

“What’s wrong?” Keefaye gasped.

“They aren’t going to make it in time,” I hissed as I saw team “ambush the assholes” move north to get around the thicket. Going south might have been better, but then they might have ended up getting too close to the enemy camp.

“What are we going to do?” Gee growled. “We can’t let them get into the camp. Bruce can’t drop his blessed water with the girl inside it.”

“How far are they going to miss them?” Keefaye asked.

“Like… fifty yards behind,” I said.

“So there is still a chance, then,” Gee said. “I know Sheela, Kacerie, and Zoru. Once they see what is going on, they’ll understand how to handle those men right quick.”

“But they might be too close to the…” I paused when the group made it to the edge of the jungle, but just as I thought, they were a good fifty yards to the east behind the group of assholes carrying the captured woman.

And those assholes were fifty yards from the jagged volcanic walls of their own camp.

I switched back to Rachel just as Sheela, Kacerie, and Zoru were looking out from the jungle, and I made my white raptors hiss softly in the direction of the men.

“We are behind them?” Kacerie asked.

“Look,” Zoru whispered. “That one with the strange backwards bent legs has a woman on his shoulder.”

“That is why Victor wanted us to come,” Sheela hissed.

“They have a captive,” Kacerie growled, “but if they get into the camp…”

“Bruce can’t drop the jug,” Zoru finished.

“We must move,” Sheela urged, and they began to sneak as quickly as they could toward the men’s backs.

But there was no way in hell they could make it there in time.

I knew what I had to do.

“Gee and Nomi, are you ready?” I asked as I ordered my trikes, Dwayne, and the troodons to start running north toward the enemy camp. “We are going to go now.”

“Now?” Gee laughed.

“Now,” I said as I ordered Bruce to drop his payload right on top of the enemy camp’s central fire.
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Chapter 5

Bruce’s aim was absolutely perfect, and the clay jug filled with blessed water landed right in the middle of the camp’s fire pit like a crashing meteor.

I hadn’t really thought about what the bomb would look like once the first part of my plan started, beyond classic movie car-like explosions, and I wasn’t disappointed. The blast sounded louder than a gunshot, and flames rolled across the inside of the camp’s walls like a giant blowtorch had hit the center. The assholes inside the camp didn’t even have time to scream before the flames rolled over them, and it looked like the three guys closest to the fire died instantly from the intense heat.

“Go, Gee,” I huffed under my breath, and then I switched my vision back to my body in time to see Nomi and the flame dancer let go of each other’s hands.

“Yeeeeeesssss!” Gee laughed as gasoline-like flames engulfed her beautiful obsidian body, and her whip came to her hand as soon as she sprinted through one of the narrow gaps that surrounded the enemy camp.

Then the screaming started.

I switched my vision back to the balaur bondocs and saw that the group of men carrying the woman had paused as soon as they saw the fire erupt from the center of their camp.

“What the fuuu--” one of the men gasped, but then six raptors were charging out of the jungle with Zoru as I heard Sheela nock an arrow.

Phoebe, Chandler, and Ross rushed the man carrying the woman, and the three raptors chomped their sharp jaws over where Spring-leg dude’s Achilles heel should have been.

“Ahhh!” Spring-leg screamed as my raptors tore into him, and he dropped his captive off his shoulder as he tried to turn around and stand upright.

I didn’t want to distract Sheela or Kacerie by switching to their eyes, so I had to toggle between the white raptors rapid-fire so that I could see the way the combat was flowing. I ended up looking out of Monica’s point of view just as Sheela’s arrow hit Three-eyes, and his body whipped around like a kicked rag doll.

Rachel, Joey, and Monica jumped toward the bat-headed fucker, but he’d somehow turned around in time, and then he suddenly disappeared right before the raptors landed on him.

“Fuck,” I mouthed under my breath as my bondocs just passed over the spot where Bat-head had been standing.

The dude could teleport, or some sort of bullshit like that.

I switched my view to Joey so I could see Four-arms spin around in surprise, and the asshole took a step back as the gears in his brain tried to make sense out of what was going on. Spring-legs had tumbled over by then, and Zoru was there in time to catch the lilac-haired woman in his arms.

Then my monkey-fox friend disappeared just like the bat-headed dude had.

“Nooo!” Spring-legs screamed as soon as his shoulder hit the sand, but his voice was cut off when Phoebe’s jaws clamped over his throat.

Then the female balaur bondoc yanked her head back, and his blood sprayed up into the air like a sprinkler.

Bat-head suddenly appeared a dozen feet behind the four-armed dude, and his chest seemed to inflate like a balloon. Then he opened his mouth toward the group of raptors tearing into his friend like a dragon getting ready to shoot fire.

Before the big-eared fucker could do whatever he had intended, a bright flash of pure energy struck out at him like an angry flashlight, and his head disintegrated instantly.

Sheela’s bow sang out again, but Four-arms jerked one of his hands to the side and caught the arrow in midair, just inches from his face. He moved a step back as his face turned toward the jungle where Sheela, Kacerie, and Zoru were probably hiding, and then he snatched another of Sheela’s fired arrows out of the air as easily as a Southern man would swat a summer mosquito.

Sheela shot two more arrows in a split second, but the big four-armed man caught them just as easily, and then he narrowed his eyes as he took a step toward the edge of the jungle.

But he forgot about Rachel, Joey, and Monica. The three white raptors had circled around behind him when they’d missed the bat-headed fuck, and they rushed behind the big man like feathered spears. Unfortunately, he was about seven and a half feet tall, so when their muscular bodies jumped on his back, he just stumbled a bit and began to kick and punch at them.

He hit Joey in the face with a ham-sized fist, and my balaur let out a yelp when he spun away. Then he kicked at Monica and managed to catch her flank. Rachel actually sank her teeth into his shoulder, and the man growled as he tried to peel her off like she was a wet t-shirt.

Then Sheela’s bow sang out one more time, and this arrow caught the big dude in the back of the head like a toothpick in an olive. He stumbled down onto one knee as he tried to resist the critical damage to his brain, but then Sheela split her first arrow in half with a second, and the man let out a low moan as he finally collapsed onto his belly.

I switched my vision back to Bruce and looked down on the chaos that Gee was wreaking. It took me a few seconds to figure out what was going on with all the burning huts and people, but then I fixed my vision on Gee as she cleaved a purple-skinned man with a square-shaped head in half with her flaming whip. Then the flame dancer spun on her toes like a ballerina, and her whip coiled around her body like a screw before it shot out to rip the head of another man off his shoulders.

She was laughing like a lunatic the entire time.

A group of three men were running south out of the camp toward the beach, and it looked like they were the last ones left alive. Gee screamed something to them as she ran after them, but then one of them turned around toward her, held up his hand, and the onyx-skinned woman suddenly jerked back into the air as the whip fell from her hand.

“Shit,” I hissed as Gee reached up to her throat, and then she began to lift up in the air as if she had an invisible noose around her neck.

“Nomi!” I said as I came back to my body. “Gee needs help. Let’s go! Keefaye, hide here.”

“Yes, Victor,” Nomi hissed in an urgent whisper, and then we both sprinted toward the south side of the camp.

I toggled my vision back and forth between Bruce’s and my own so I could coordinate the quickest route to get to the guy choking Gee, and I realized it was going to take us half a minute or so to get around all the rocks and trees in the way.

I prayed it was enough time.

“He’s got long red hair and has his hand pointing toward Gee,” I huffed to Nomi as we climbed over a boulder and then slid down the other side.

“Got… it…” Nomi rasped, and I glanced over to see that her black hair had fallen back away from her incredibly beautiful face, and she was squinting against the glare of the sun on the sand.

Then she tripped over a rock and let out a little gasp as she teetered forward.

I was a bit in front of Nomi, so I had to twist my torso to the side while cutting the pump of my legs. My right hand reached out and grabbed her arm, and then I finished twisting around as I hooked my left arm under her knees. The move made me spin in a complete circle on the sand, but then I was running again with the beautiful doll-like woman cradled in my arms.

I weaved between two volcanic pillars that looked like shark teeth cutting through the sand, and then I sprinted up the side of a smooth boulder. Nomi really didn’t weigh that much, but not being able to pump my arms while I ran was making my heart beat faster and my lungs scream. I knew we didn’t have that much time, so I couldn’t afford to waste a second by catching my breath.

I needed to push harder.

I skidded down the other side of the smooth boulder, dodged around a tree, and then realized I was right around the corner from the guy force-choking Gee.

“Get him!” I hissed to Nomi as soon as I leaned around the last jagged column of volcanic rock, and then I felt Nomi’s body tense in my arms as she prepared to use Eclipse.

Then everything turned to hell.

It felt like someone was squeezing my heart.

It felt like someone was beating on my skull.

It felt like up was down and down was every other direction.

My brain screamed as the colors faded from the world. Whites turned black, and blacks became white. Nomi’s hair rose from her face and tickled my nose as she pointed, and her scream bounced around in my skull like a thousand pinballs trying to tilt the machine.

The dude holding his hand out toward Gee opened his mouth and fell to one knee, and Gee instantly sprinted across the flaming camp toward him. The flames over her body were black like ink, and her skin was white like a corpse’s as she twisted her arm back, and then the fucker’s head exploded into a spray of white frosting as Gee plowed her fist through his head like a sledgehammer through a watermelon.

The pressure on my chest and brain suddenly released as the colors erupted in my vision, and I gasped for breath as I hugged Nomi’s trembling body against my chest.

“Thanks!” Gee called as she ran past us, and then she shouted to the other two men. “Come back here, ya shits! I’m not done murdering you yet!”

“Victor?” Nomi whispered in my ear.

“I’m… fine…” I choked out as I forced my eyes to look out from Bruce’s perspective.

The last two guys were running toward the water. They were a good hundred and fifty yards ahead of Gee, but they hadn’t really noticed Dwayne, the troodons, and the trikes rushing toward them from the side angle, probably because both of these fucks had fur and seemed to still be on fire.

I switched my vision to Dwayne and felt the rush of powerful adrenaline as he closed in on them like a wolf going after a pair of rabbits. He caught the guy in the rear by the right leg, and the man screamed out as the horse-sized Utahraptor ripped the limb off with a powerful jerk of his jaw and neck muscles.

Dwayne wanted to chase after the last guy, but I was always worried about the potential powers of these survivors, and I didn’t want this dying fuck to use something on my pal that we didn’t expect, so I gave him the order to just finish the first dude off, and Dwayne did so by biting the dude’s skull and then tearing off his face.

The final guy made it to the ocean waves before the trikes and troodons could get to him, and he dove into the water like a dolphin. Even though this guy was furry, it looked like he had paddle-like hands that reminded me of a seal’s limbs, and the way he entered the water convinced me that he knew how to swim.

Then he surfaced, let out a scream as he reached up into the air, and was ripped back under the ocean waves. I saw Grumpy’s tail thrash and twist in the foamy water a moment later, and I sighed with relief.

“Looks like we got them all,” I said as I came back to my own eyes.

“Good,” Nomi whispered, and I was suddenly aware of how closely I held her body against my bare chest.

Her fingers were gently tracing lines through my hair, and her touch was sending pleasurable currents down my spine. It was hard to see the shape of her body because of the ratty and tattered muumuu dress she always wore, but the press of her form against me was all sorts of pleasant, and I could feel warmth rushing through my veins as her blue eyes stared into mine.

“Victor?” she whispered after we stared into each other’s eyes for a few moments.

“Uhh… yeah?” I whispered back.

“I like it when you hold me,” she whispered as she traced one of her fingers down from my scalp so that she could touch my lips. “I like the feeling of your skin. Sorry. This is a strange time to mention that, but I feel like you might let me go, and I don’t want that.”

“I like holding you, too. I don’t have to let you go… yet…” I moved my mouth toward hers, and her plump lips parted as we both inhaled.

“Bah!” I heard Gee snort as she walked around the boulder toward us. “Dwayne and Grumpy got them boys before I co--”

Nomi and I froze with our lips not even an inch away from each other

“You let go of my hand for three minutes, and you’re already moving on Victor, eh?” Gee laughed. “Good girl, Nomi.”

“Uhhh… It’s… not… like… uhhh…” Nomi cleared her throat softly as we broke away from our embrace, and she quickly moved her long hair in front of her achingly beautiful face.

“I can go jump in the water for a bit, ehh?” Gee snickered as she wiggled her flaming eyebrows at us. “Give Nomi a reason to visit Galmine when we get back? Course, the others will be here in a few moments.”

“Okay,” I chuckled. “Let’s leave it alone. Nothing happened but these guys getting killed. Let’s circle back up with everyone else so we can talk to the woman we just saved.”

“Yeah, but on the beach, eh?” Gee said as she gestured over her shoulder to the south. “It’s been a while since I’ve had a swim.”

“Sounds good,” I said, and then I turned to Nomi. “I’ll go get Keefaye. Do you want to come with me--”

“I’ll walk with Gee,” Nomi whispered quickly as she fidgeted with her hair. “I… uhhhh… yeah. I’ll go with Gee.”

“Girl, you are blushing redder than my flames,” the flame dancer laughed. “It’s adorable.”

“Uugggghhh,” Nomi sighed, and then she turned away from me and began to walk toward the ocean.

“Poor thing,” Gee sighed to me once Nomi had moved out of earshot. “I shouldn’t have interrupted. She’s had her dark eyes on you for as long as I’ve known her.”

“You didn’t know.” I shrugged. “I’ll get Keefaye and have my bondocs lead Sheela, Kacerie, and Zoru over to the beach.”

“Sounds good.” Gee gave me a wink and then turned away to follow Nomi toward the water.

On my way back to where Keefaye was hiding, I poked my head into the smoldering camp just to make sure everyone was dead. The flames had pretty much stopped spreading, and most of the bodies were on their way to becoming ash. It was a crazy amount of destruction for just one pot of blessed water, and I was once again reminded about how powerful the women in my tribe were.

“Everything okay?” Keefaye called out from behind the tree when I approached the jungle where she was hiding.

“Yep,” I said. “They are all dead, and we are going to talk to the prisoner by the ocean so Gee can have a swim.”

Keefaye nodded and then gestured to the pots we had carried. “Should we bring the blessed water?”

“I’m going to have Bruce pick them up and fly them back to the camp,” I said. “We can maybe use them later.”

“We can drink some!” She smiled as she took my hand in hers. “This seems like a good night to celebrate, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah…” I said as we began to walk toward the ocean.

“That was a dramatic pause,” she sighed. “Victor, do you not wish to drink my--”

“No, it’s not that,” I chuckled. “I’m looking forward to having some. In my culture, you didn’t drink alcohol when you were working, and I just feel like I have endless amounts of work to do. I’m also afraid of having a hangover in the morning when I’ll have more work to do.”

“Why would you hang over?” She tilted her head to the side as we walked, and her hair fell onto the black fabric of her jumpsuit like glittering golden chains draped over a velvet pillow at an expensive jewelry store.

“Oh,” I laughed. “It’s… uhhhh… after my species drinks a lot of alcohol, we have a bad headache the next morning.”

“You will not have this hangover with my blessed water.” Keefaye nodded as she gave me a knowing smile. “It is the most wonderful liquid you will ever taste. It will refresh and energize you for days. It is amazing. You’ll love it.”

“I’m sure I will.” I gave her a smile.

“Sooo… tonight, then?” She bit her bottom lip. I could tell this was really important to her, but I didn’t want to promise something that I couldn’t deliver.

“If it seems like a good night to celebrate, we will,” I hedged. “I just… want to make sure I can drink as much as I want. I don’t just want to have a small cup. If it’s as great and as tasty as you say, I’m going to want to drink one of those entire jugs.”

“That makes sense,” she giggled, and then her fingers squeezed my hand. “You know… this is the first time we’ve spent together alone.”

“I think we’ve had a few moments at the old camp,” I said as I squeezed her hand back, “but yeah. It’s nice. If you ignore the flaming camp and corpses a hundred yards to our left, it just seems like a romantic date on the beach.”

“Romantic date?” Keefaye asked as she fluttered her golden lashes. “Is that what people in your world do?”

“Uhhh…” I paused as I tried to figure out what she meant, then I realized where the disconnect was. “Date is the day of the week or the calendar day, but it also means a period of time when a man and woman get to know each other alone. So if I were to ‘ask you out on a date’ we could walk on the beach, talk, get to know each other, and normally eat a meal together. It’s what people do when they are interested in a romantic relation--”

“Like courting?” she asked. “That makes sense. Would your families arrange that?”

“They used to in the past,” I said. “But in modern times, men and women would court to see if they liked each other, and then their relationship might move toward marriage and or having kids.”

“Ahhh…” She nodded her golden head.

“Do you have marriage in your world?” I asked. “Is it arranged by the families or parents?”

“Yes to both questions,” she said. “The woman’s family would alert their local community that their daughter was available for marriage, and then other families would apply with the offer of their son. Then the families would negotiate courting days and the dowry for the bride if the couple decides to get married.”

“That sounds a bit like what we used to have in historical times,” I said. “Did you ever get courted?”

“No,” Keefaye laughed lightly. “I am the Priestess. I was not allowed to get married.”

“Really? Why not?”

“Too many duties.” Keefaye shrugged and squeezed my hand again. “I had to produce enough blessed water every day for my people to use. I was also responsible for adjudicating quarrels between my people, and creating new laws for my people, and teaching lovemaking practices to women who weren’t reproducing, and wellll… You understand? There is only one priestess per generation, and her services are highly valued. If she were to fall in love or have children, it would take her away from her duties to her people.”

“I guess that makes sense,” I said as I raised an eyebrow, “but… you mentioned ‘teaching lovemaking practices?’”

“I did.” She squeezed my hand and gave me a wide smile. “I know many different positions and… Oh! I think I understand your actual question. Well… no. I’ve never had a lover. Yes, that is why you have such a look on your face.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “I was kind of wondering how you got experienced without being allowed to have--”

“The priestess has large libraries,” she interrupted me as her face began to blush a bit. “Just… many books. Carefully kept for hundreds of thousands of generations. That’s actually another one of my duties that I didn’t convey to you initially. I had to study all those books so I’d have the wisdom of past generations to give to my people. I know about all the different positions and uses of my blessed water because of the books. The advice I would give to my people would almost always work, and if it didn’t, I often had dozens of other options I could give. All in the books.”

“Are there other priestesses in your world?” I asked. “Maintaining such a large library seems like a lot of work.”

“Mmm…” Keefaye pushed her full lips together and frowned a bit. “No. I don’t think so. I’ve never heard of such a thing.”

“How many people lived in your world?” I asked.

“Many,” she said as she smiled at me, and then she looked at the white beach and gestured with the hand that wasn’t holding onto mine. “As many as there are grains of sand we walk upon.”

“But you could only make a gallon of blessed water a day?” I asked. “And you handled all the disputes? You gave all the advice to women trying to get pregnant? How? That seems… like…”

“Well,” she laughed. “I was very busy. There was a line across my entire city of gold. People came from years away to speak with me.”

“Years away? It would take them years to get to your city?”

“And then they might have to wait a year or two in line.” She shrugged. “You asked if I was the only priestess. Now that I think about it, I do wish I had more priestesses to help me. That would have made life much easier.”

“I have a hundred more questions,” I laughed, but then I realized we’d walked to the spot where Gee was swimming beside Nomi, Dwayne, and the trikes, and I saw Zoru, Sheela, Kacerie, and the lilac-haired woman walking toward us across the sand with the balaur bondocs in a protective escort circle.

“You can ask me any questions you want, Victor,” Keefaye said as she squeezed my hand. “I really, really, really enjoy talking to you.”

“I like talking to you, too,” I said, and then I let go of her hand so that I could wave up to Bruce.

The horse-sized pteranodon landed in the soft white sand before the rest of my friends arrived, and he laid his head on my shoulder so that I could give him pets where he liked them.

“You did a great job, bud!” I said as I scratched his neck. “Can you take the rest of the jugs back to camp and set them carefully on the ground? Then everyone else will know we were successful, and we won’t have to carry them back.”

“And risk me killing all of you by accident,” Gee said from where she splashed in the salty water.

“That too,” I laughed.

Bruce let out a soft honk, and then he hopped away from my arms, took to the salty air, and circled over to where Keefaye and I had left the two jugs by the west side of the enemy’s camp.

“You weren’t lying about him controlling the creatures of this world,” I heard a feminine voice say, and I turned away from Bruce so that I could greet the lilac-haired woman and my friends.

“You guys figured out what the bondocs were trying to tell you.” I smiled at Sheela, Kacerie, and Zoru, and the three of them returned my grin.

“Yes, Victor.” Sheela nodded at me, and a small smile spread across her lips. “As you can see, we were successful.”

“This is Eiter,” Kacerie said as she introduced the survivor.

“Nice to meet you,” I said as I nodded at the lilac-haired woman.

She was about two inches shorter than Kacerie, and her long pastel hair was similar, but still contrasting, to Kacerie’s bright pink mane. Much like Kacerie and Keefaye, Eiter had a body that would make supermodels jealous, and her slender arms were elegantly positioned on a long torso that tapered down to a tiny waist, perfectly proportioned hips, and slender legs that seemed to go on for days. She didn’t wear shoes, and her bare feet had high dancer’s arches. The nails on her toes and hands were painted the same color as her hair, but her eyes were a bright orange that almost distracted me from her smooth skin and high cheekbones.

The lilac-haired woman wore a cream-colored shirt and matching pants. The shirt looked a bit like a loose-fitting Renaissance Faire tunic, complete with ties at the front that caged her cleavage, but her pants were as tight as Kacerie’s jeans and showed the perfect shape of her thighs. The clothes were surprisingly clean looking, and I wondered if she was newly brought to this world.

“Nice to meet you, as well,” Eiter said, and she actually held her hand out to shake like we would have on Earth.

I took her hand in mine, and her skin felt warm and silky. Her voice was a bit like Kacerie’s, but Eiter spoke with no inflection, almost like she was a computer reading text.

“She looks just like you, Kacerie,” Gee stated the obvious while we both shook hands. “And Victor. I would almost think you three came from the same world.”

“Most of the women I’ve met seem to look like me,” Eiter said as she glanced at Gee. “You are the strangest one I’ve seen. Your skin is dark, and… are you on fire?”

“That I am!” Gee laughed, and then she flopped back into the ocean waves with a happy splash.

“She’s on fire all the time,” I explained. “So she gets into the ocean when she can. That is Gee, this is Nomi and Keefaye.”

“I see,” Eiter’s orange eyes flickered from Gee to Nomi and Keefaye, and then she stepped forward and offered her hand so that she could shake with each woman.

“Glad to meet you,” Nomi whispered as she shook the other woman’s hand.

“Also happy to meet you,” Keefaye said when it was her turn to shake Eiter’s hand.

“I met these white ones,” Eiter said as she pointed at the balaur bondocs. “Do you have names for these other beasts?”

“This is Dwayne,” I said as the big Utahraptor came to nuzzle my shoulder. “The three big ones with the horns on their heads are Tom, Katie, and Nicole. The one who just flew into the sky is Bruce, these orange striped ones are Scoob, Shag, Fred, Daphne, and Velma. They really like pets.”

On cue, the troodons moved like excited puppies toward Eiter, and she let out a brief gasp before they began to wiggle against her legs. Then she carefully bent down and ran her hands across the feathers of Scoob and Velma, since they happened to get lucky.

“Don’t forget Grumpy!” Gee called out, and a moment later a rumble and a bunch of bubbles erupted from the waves right beside where Gee was swimming.

“Grumpy is the big one in the water,” I told Eiter. “He looks scary, but he’s a big sweetheart.”

“That is a lot of names,” Kacerie chuckled. “You don’t have to worry about remembering them all.”

“I am good with names,” Eiter said as she nodded at Kacerie, and then she gave my other troodons pets before she stood up straight. “Thank you again for helping me. I don’t know what would have happened to me had those men taken me to their camp.”

“You would have been raped,” Nomi whispered, and then she shivered.

“Yes, probably.” Eiter sighed and then fixed her orange eyes on me. “Sheela, Kacerie, and Zoru told me you are their leader?”

“Yeah,” I said. “We have a camp a few miles away. Did you just get to this world? You can join us if you--”

“I’ve been here for… a few months… I think.” Eiter glanced up at the late afternoon sun and then looked down to me. “I have my own camp and… group.”

“Oh, okay.” I opened my mouth to ask where her camp was at, but then I realized that she might not want to share where they were actually located.

And maybe I would be better off not telling her exactly where we were, as well.

I wasn’t getting “evil supervillain” vibes from Eiter, but the woman actually hadn’t smiled yet, and her orange eyes seemed to focus on me with more intensity than she was showing anyone else.

“How did you get caught?” Sheela asked.

“I was out looking for food,” Eiter said carefully, but the lilac-haired woman didn’t take her orange eyes off me as she answered Sheela. “My… ability can make it somewhat easy to find. I was stepping through this game trail, and then suddenly I was tied up with golden bands. My spear had gotten squeezed out of my hands, and I couldn’t reach my knife. Then the men came a few minutes later. I hadn’t realized I was near their camp.”

“What is your ability?” Zoru asked.

Eiter paused for half a moment as her eyes flicked to Zoru, and then she glanced at Kacerie, then Sheela, and finally at me.

“I suppose I should not fear any of you,” Eiter finally said. “You’ll forgive me if I am… cautious.”

“No, that’s totally fine,” I chuckled. “We get it.”

“My ability is called Path. I think about what I want, and then I can see a faint outline in my vision that shows me where to go.”

“Impressive,” Zoru said as he nodded. “That could be quite useful.”

“I’m not sure it’s that good.” Eiter shrugged. “The… other members of my group are more useful than me.”

“But they couldn’t hunt?” Gee asked over the sound of the waves. “No one came with you? Seems like you’d want someone who could fight so you could lead them to the target.”

“Well… yes…” Eiter replied carefully. “You are correct, Gee.”

I could tell she was keeping something from us, but I didn’t want her to clam up and get uncomfortable with our questions, so I decided to approach her from another angle.

“We don’t want any trouble,” I said as I smiled at her. “There might be a way our two tribes can coexist and trade. Are you close enough to make it back to your camp before the sun sets?”

“No, I do not think I am.” Eiter shook her head.

“You can come back with us,” I said. “We have plenty of food, water, and a place for you to sleep.”

“Well…” Eiter glanced at Dwayne and then back at me. “I don’t want to be any trouble. You all have already saved my life, so--”

“It’s not an issue,” Kacerie reassured her. “We are all friendly, and we’d love to take care of you for the night.”

“The only one you have to worry about is Trel!” Gee cackled.

“Trel?” Eiter asked me.

“Trel is…”

“She’s Victor’s wife, or mate, or… you understand?” Kacerie asked.

“Oh!” Eiter’s eyes finally showed some emotion, and her cheeks reddened a bit as she waved her hands toward me. “Your woman doesn’t need to be jealous of me, I’m not going to try to seduc--”

“Ha!” Gee laughed from behind me. “I can’t wait for Trel to meet this one.”

Nomi, Zoru, and Kacerie started to laugh, but then Sheela just shook her head and stepped closer to the lilac-haired woman.

“I think I am missing this joke.” Eiter frowned.

“It is not your fault,” Sheela reassured her. “The joke is that we are all Victor’s mates, and Trel will probably try to get you to join us and breed with him. She is harmless.”

“Ohhhh.” Eiter’s eyes opened wide as she glanced at me. “I had not considered that, although I can see reasons why it would be true. These are all your mates?”

“I am not,” Zoru chuckled. “Victor and I are just friends.”

“But the rest of you?” Eiter asked as she looked at the other women.

“We can talk more about it later, if you are interested.” Keefaye smiled at her. “We jest about Trel. She will just make a few comments about Victor that the rest of us may eye-roll at, but you can feel safe with us. Please, come. We’d love to take care of you for tonight.”

“And we can take you to your tribe tomorrow morning,” I said. “My dinosaurs can go very quickly.”

“Okay…” Eiter glanced around at us and then took a deep breath. “I am… of course… nervous about this.”

“We couldn’t tell,” Gee snickered. “Girl, you seem as collected as a three-masted ship with a tailwind.”

“I’ve been told that I am… collected.” Eiter nodded at the flame dancer, but she still didn’t smile. “Okay, Victor, Kacerie, Sheela, Zoru, Keefaye, Gee, and Nomi. I will trust myself to you for the night.”

“Awesome,” I said, “there is just one catch, though.”

“A catch?” she asked as she narrowed her orange eyes at me a bit.

“Yep,” I said. “You are going to have to wear a blindfold on the way there. I don’t want anyone to know where our camp is located.”
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Chapter 6

“But…” Eiter hesitated. “I am not a threat to--”

“I’m not worried about you,” I said. “I’m not even worried about your group. I’m worried that another clan will capture you, torture you, and find out our location. We’ve got a great spot, but part of the reason it’s so good is because no one knows where it’s at.”

“I see.” Eiter frowned. “Still, I could use my ability to tell the direction of my camp, and--”

“You said your power just tells you the direction to go?” I asked.

“Well… yes, but--”

“So it’s not like you know exactly where a spot is?” I pressed. “You just see a direction to walk, and after you walk in that direction for a bit, you might have to go in a different direction?”

“Yes,” she huffed. “I suppose you are correct. I’m just… a bit…”

“I don’t want you to be able to tell someone ‘their camp is by the big tree at the base of the cliffs’ or whatever it is. I also don’t want you to see our security precautions.”

“Security precautions?” she asked. “Like… what?”

“I want to blind fold you so you don’t know about them,” I chuckled. “Then you can’t tell anyone.”

“Oh… that makes sense.” She nodded. “But… I…”

“Look.” I gave her my most sincere smile. “We aren’t looking to take advantage of you. I just have to protect my tribe. You know what it’s like, since you left your camp to get food, and I can only assume it had to be you because the other people in your camp couldn’t leave.”

Eiter’s eyes narrowed a bit more at me, and then she crossed her arms under her breasts as she cocked a hip slightly. For a few moments, she just looked into my eyes, and then she shook her head, and the faint ghost of a smile graced her full lips.

“I suppose you have thought of all the directions this conversation could go.”

“Victor is great at that,” Kacerie laughed, and then the beautiful pink-haired woman began to unbutton the front of her blouse. “You can wrap your eyes with my shirt. It should keep most of your vision safe.”

“If… you don’t mind.” Eiter raised an eyebrow as she regarded Kacerie.

“I don’t.” My lover still had her bra on, but her time on Dinosaurland had added a nice amount of muscle to her stomach and arms so that she looked almost as cut as Emta did.

“You can ride on a trike with her,” I said to Kacerie, and she gestured for the lilac-haired woman to follow her over to Katie.

A handful of minutes later, we were traveling across the beach at a pace that Gee could keep up with as she ran through the waters. Every time a wave came in, the fire dancer let out a laugh as the foamy salt water hit her shins, and the sound of the steam coming off her sounded like a thousand happy toy train engines getting fired up.

Eiter didn’t complain about Kacerie’s shirt being wrapped around her head, or maybe she did, but I wasn’t close enough to hear her over the wind and the sounds of the ocean. I was confident she’d be happy with her decision once we made it back to camp and got her a warm meal and a place to sit by the fire.

And I was looking forward to getting to know more about her and her tribe.

There was no way I could know exactly how many survivors were put on this world each day, but it seemed like every two or three days there was another set of one to four different colored beams coming down, but that was just what I could see over a few square miles. When the asshole bat dude had dropped me from the air, I’d seen land in all directions as far as the horizon, and I knew California was one hundred and sixty-three or so thousand square miles, so my rough math gave me at least fifty-three thousand survivors arriving every three or so days.

At the minimum.

If Dinosaurland was as big as California.

And I guessed it was much larger.

I once again had to ponder what the fuck was actually going on with this world. Why had we all been abducted and brought here? What was the point? I remembered bits and pieces of the dream I’d had a few days ago, but I doubted the thing I dreamed up would really give me answers to the ultimate puzzle of this place.

“You seem lost in thought, Victor,” Keefaye said as she steered Nicole closer to where I rode on Dwayne.

“Just thinking about why we are all here,” I said as I smiled up at her.

“Did you come up with any answers?”

“Nawww,” I sighed. “Just spinning things around in my head. I did a bit of rough math based on how often we see the light beams over the square miles. Just seems like there are a lot of people getting kidnapped and thrown here. Everyone with their eye torn out and replaced so they have an Eye-Q. I just don’t know why.”

“I couldn’t imagine, either.” She shrugged. “You are very clever, though, I’m sure you could build such a world as this.”

“No way,” I laughed. “My people don’t have technology even a fraction advanced enough to do this crazy kind of space travel or make a planet like this, if it’s even made. Hell, we managed to get people up to the moon a few times, but then we stopped because it was too expensive.”

“Trel said she had space yachts that could take her across her solar system,” Keefaye said. “Is that how your people made it to your moon?”

“Our vehicles are probably way more primitive,” I said. “Even getting to the next planet over would have taken us months, and we wouldn’t be able to feed the people on the ship. Trel’s planet seems to have a much higher level of technology than mine. How about your planet? Did you travel to space or your moon?”

“We had three moons,” she said. “We’d never visited them. Some of our elder scholars wondered if there was life on them, or if there were other planets like ours orbiting other suns.”

“Ahh.” I nodded. “Did you have computers in your world?”

“Kacerie, Trel, and you have talked about those, but no.” Keefaye shook her head. “From what I understand, it would have made my life a lot easier, since I could have just looked for the information I needed instead of memorizing all the books that I’ve read, or using our old reference system.”

“You are part librarian, part queen, and part bartender,” I chuckled. “What an interesting role you played in your society.”

“I’m just happy to be useful,” she giggled, but then Zoru rode over, and we both dropped our conversation so we could smile at him.

“I’m sorry to interrupt, friends.”

“It’s all good,” I said. “We were just talking about each other’s homeworlds.”

“A fun discussion.” He nodded sagely. “I just wanted to talk to you a bit about my Jaunt ability.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I saw you grab Eiter and then Jaunt back. I didn’t know you could do that.”

“Neither did I,” Zoru chuckled. “I was attempting what you said the other day. You know, to use our powers in a different manner than we normally did. It worked, and now my Jaunt is Level Two.”

“Amazing!” Keefaye clapped.

“Awesome job,” I said as I smiled at the purple monkey-man.

Keefaye’s cheer had gotten everyone else’s attention, and we all rode closer together for a bit near the water so that Zoru could explain how he had leveled up. I noticed Eiter turn her blindfolded head a bit so that she could hear, but I didn’t think it was a bad move to talk about it with her listening.

“I’m wondering how I can level up my Flame Dance,” Gee sighed as she kicked up some ocean water. “Other than just killing more fools… but I’ve already done a bunch of that.”

“I feel the same way,” Keefaye sighed. “I got to level two by making a lot more blessed water, but now what?”

“We have to be creative,” Nomi said, and we all leaned a bit closer to her so we could hear her soft voice over the waves.

“Sure,” Gee said. “But how? Got any ideas for me?”

“Victor seems to be the one with all the ideas.” Nomi turned her hair-covered face in my direction.

“I’ve been trying to come up with stuff for everyone,” I said, “but you all shouldn’t use me as a crutch. You are all very intelligent people.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Gee laughed. “Just give us some of your insights on this, Victor.”

“Hmmm… Well… Maybe you can try to burn super hot? You did a lot of stuff with the copper, but maybe you can smelt higher temperature metals? Like when we get the iron ore? Maybe you can try tossing fireballs from your hands?”

“Toss fireballs?” Gee frowned a bit, and her brow furrowed. Then she made a slow underhand softball pitch-type motion. Nothing happened, but she repeated the movement a few times with slightly different angles to her arm and hand.

“Might not work that quickly or easily,” I chuckled.

“I’ll keep trying different things,” Gee said.

“What about me?” Keefaye asked as she fluttered her golden lashes.

“Hmmm… maybe you can change your blessed water back to normal water?”

“Why would I want to do that?” She frowned.

“Who knows?” I laughed. “I’m just coming up with random shit to try. You could make it stronger. Or look at this ocean water. Maybe you can change that into drinkable water.”

“We already know you can change ocean water into blessed water,” Sheela said. “If you could then change the blessed water into normal drinking water, that might help us survive if we needed it.”

“Hmmm…” Keefaye tapped her lips in a very Trel-like movement as she turned to look at the ocean.

“What do you think I should do, Victor?” Nomi whispered.

“Maybe you could do an area of effect Eclipse?”

“Area of effect?” She tilted her head.

“Yeah. Well, we all kind of feel this weight around you when you use your power on others, so it seems like there is something happening in the area. What if you could make your eclipse work on multiple people in a distant area instead of only one person?”

“I wonder if Nomi could actually steal people’s powers,” Kacerie said.

“Steal powers?” Nomi gasped.

“Maybe.” Kacerie shrugged. “You can--”

“Let’s talk a little more about it later,” I cleared my throat and then nodded up at where Eiter sat blindfolded.

My friends all nodded, and we rode for the next few minutes in silence.

“What about me?” Eiter cleared her throat.

We all looked at each other for a few moments, but before I could answer her, she spoke again.

“If my ability is Path. How could I level it up? It’s only Level one right now. My… friends and I have wondered how to do it, so your conversation was enlightening to me. If you don’t have any ideas… that’s fine. My mind is just thinking, and Victor, you seem to be… creative… amongst other things.”

“Maybe you could think about obscuring your path through the jungle?” I offered.

“Oh.” She nodded. “That’s smart. I did not think about that.”

“You could think about all the possible paths,” I said as I thought about the car navigation stuff in my world that would let users pick multiple routes to get to their destination. “Uhhh… like… You wanted to go hunting, so you saw the mark on the ground. Seems like your power is deciding for you which is the best option. There seems to be some sort of predictive element to it. Maybe you can have your power list out possible routes, and you can pick one based on why it decided the route was the best route.”

“I am not sure I understand,” she said.

“Well, okay.” I started to raise my hands and gesture, but then I remembered she was blindfolded. “You wanted to go hunting, so you saw your Path give you a route through the jungle?”

“Yes.” She nodded, and her light-purple hair bobbed around her shoulders.

“Why did it pick that route?” I asked.

“I’m not exactly sure,” she said, “but I guess it is because it is the most efficient for time.”

“Exactly,” I said. “It could have been the best for time, but what if it was the most risky? What if there was another route you could have taken that was maybe a few minutes longer, but had a lot less risk? What if your ability could list all the possibilities, and you just pick the one you prefer given the circumstances. Let’s say one route was just a few hours longer, but it had zero risk of danger. Wouldn’t you rather do that one versus save a few hours hunting?”

“Yes.” She nodded. “That is an interesting way of looking at my ability. I will think on this. Thank you.”

We rode in silence for what felt like a quarter of an hour, but it could have been longer because the sun was dipping lower and lower below the curve of the distant cliff where we had made our new home, and the sky was beginning to darken to the “golden hour” that all photographers love.

Bruce flew over us a few times as he carried the jugs of blessed water back to the camp, and we all waved to him as he circled over the beach and headed back toward the fading sunlight.

“Feels like the ocean is on fire with me!” Gee laughed as she kicked and rolled through the waves, and I couldn’t help but smile.

“You really love the water,” I said as I steered Dwayne so that I was riding next to where she jogged. “Is it soothing to your skin?”

“That is it, Victor,” she said. “Not that being flameborn hurts. It’s just… hot. All the time. I never feel the kiss of cool anywhere on my body, so this feels amazing. I just feel happy and carefree. I’m hoping that genius wife of yours comes up with something I can sit in at the camp so I’m always cool like this.”

“I’m sure she will,” I said as I looked ahead toward the jagged piece of rising cliff. “Speaking of Trel, looks like she’s coming down to meet us.”

“She is,” Sheela confirmed.

A minute or so later we rode past the empty camp to the east of the river, and then we made it to the shore of the flowing water to find Liahpa and Trel waiting for us.

“You both look happy,” I chuckled when I saw their wide smiles.

“We have a surprise for you,” Liahpa said.

“Pffft,” Trel raspberried. “You have a surprise for him, I just wanted to see the look on our wonderful husband’s face when you told him.”

“You were just telling me how you were going to tell him,” Liahpa hissed, “and then I got mad at you, and then you did the--”

“And now I’m not going to tell him because it’s for you to tell him!” Trel threw her black hands in the air and groaned with annoyance. “Why can’t you grasp this simple concept of--”

“You. Just. Said. You. Were. Going. To. Tell. Him.” Liahpa growled as she narrowed her red eyes at Trel.

“So now you want me to?” Trel sighed. “You have been hit too many times in the head by your lift ball. You aren’t thinking with your genius anymore.”

“Are you two gonna spit it out or not?” Gee shouted.

“We are getting there!” Trel groaned.

“Notice how she didn’t say ‘I’m glad you are back from your trip safe and sound,’” Kacerie snickered.

“I don’t need to say such things because of course, you would be back safe. Victor is with you.” Trel stuck her nose up in the air.

“Still waiting for this news…” Gee said.

“Everyone keeps interrupting Liahpa before she can tell him!”

“Trel,” Sheela sighed.

“Fiiiiinnnneeee,” Trel groaned, but then she noticed Eiter sitting on the trike, and she tilted her head to the side a bit so that her long black hair fell over her creamy shoulder. “Who is this, and why is she wearing Kacerie’s shirt over her head?”

“This is Eiter,” I said. “We are taking care of her tonight, and then I’m going to return her to her people.”

“She was captured by the other camp,” Kacerie said.

“Ohhhh…” Liahpa cleared her throat. “Is she--”

“I’m fine,” Eiter said with her emotionally flat voice. “Thanks to your friends here, and… your husband? Victor?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Trel purred as she raised herself on her spider legs so that she could get a closer look at the lilac-haired beauty. “Victor is the best male to ever exist on any planet. Even for a beautiful genius like me, he is simply too wonderful to put into words, and believe me, I have many, many words and opinions about everything.”

“I can tell that already.” Eiter nodded.

Everyone burst out laughing.

Even Trel was laughing, and by the time we’d all settled down, she had a wide grin on her face, but then she turned back to me as she raised an eyebrow and pointed at the new survivor’s makeshift blindfold.

“I wanted to keep the location of our fort a bit of a secret,” I explained.

“Ahhhh… Yes.” Trel nodded. “So very smart. Just as I expected. Well, I think Liahpa’s words are best spoken to you in private.”

“But you still need to be here?” the silver-skinned athlete asked.

“Of course!” Trel grunted. “It is the most important thing for me.”

“We’ll cross the water and get our guest situated,” Kacerie said, and then she nodded to the rest of my friends, and they began to push their dinos across the river.

Liahpa, Trel, and I waited for everyone to cross, and then I dismounted Dwayne and turned toward them.

“Ohhhhh…” Trel purred as she tapped her fingers together urgently. “I can’t wait for Liahpa to tell you!”

“You are more excited than I am,” Liahpa snorted.

“Just tell him already!”

“Okay.” Liahpa took a deep breath and faced me. “I know you and I were talking earlier today… uhhhh… Maybe I should have asked you first… Well… We kind of talked already. You and I. Well, with Sheela…”

“Ohhhh…” Trel started to tap her spider legs against the sand frantically as she glanced at each of our faces. “I… can’t… wait…”

“Do you want to tell him?” Liahpa sighed as she rolled her eyes.

“Just spit it out!” Trel hissed.

“I went to Galmine,” Liahpa said as she looked at me. Then she fluttered her eyelashes, and her silver cheeks actually turned a bit red. “I… hope that’s okay with you, Victor.”

“Of course, he’s okay with it!” Trel screeched with laughter, and then she reached over to Liahpa’s stomach and began to gently stroke the athletic woman’s silver abdominal muscles.

“Trel, what are you--” Liahpa started to ask.

“Hello, little baby Victor!” Trel cooed. “It’s me, your auntie Trel! Oh, I just love you so much. I can’t wait to meet you and hold you and tell you how amazing you are.”

“Stop it. That tickles.” Liahpa snorted as she playfully smacked Trel’s hands away, but Trel wouldn’t stop, and soon Liahpa was laughing as she fought the other woman off.

I wasn’t surprised by Liahpa’s admission. I’d guessed that she would have gone to Galmine, but I figured that she felt that maybe I would have been upset about it, so that was why she was acting a bit shy about it.

I was going to need to make it clear that she didn’t need to worry.

“Liahpa,” I said, and the two women stopped half-wrestling each other so they could turn to me. “I’m happy. Happy that you talked to Galmine and happy that you told me.”

I opened my arms after I finished speaking, and Liahpa stepped into my embrace. Then I kissed her sweet lips and felt her perfect body melt into mine as her muscles seemed to lose all their strength.

“We have the best family ever,” Trel cooed as she hugged both of us and then rested her head on my shoulder.

Liahpa broke off her kiss with me, glanced down at Trel’s head, smirked a bit, and then gave me another kiss that lasted longer than the first.

When Liahpa and I finally stopped kissing, I gave Trel an equal make-out session, and then I chuckled a bit when both of the gorgeous women gave me hungry looks.

“We should get back,” I said as I nodded across the river.

“Tell me about this woman,” Trel said.

“Yeah,” Liahpa agreed. “I couldn’t see her face under Kacerie’s shirt, but her body looks fantastic.”

“She has this ability called Path,” I explained as I gestured for them to jump on Dwayne.

“I can swim across easily enough,” Liahpa said.

“Same,” Trel agreed.

I shrugged and jumped on the Utahraptor, and then the four of us quickly swam across the river and shook the water off on the other side.

“I do need to make a bridge,” Trel grumbled as she looked at the water. “So much to do… so little time.”

“Yeah,” I said as we began to walk toward the jungle, but then something caught my eye on the beach, and I had Dwayne stop so I could dismount.

“Sooo… Path?” Liahpa asked.

“Yeah,” I said as I crouched on the beach and began to pull at a few rocks. “She can kind of decide she wants to go somewhere or find something, and then she sees the path she has to take to travel.”

“Hmmm…” Trel said. “That seems useful.”

“I guess,” Liahpa said. “Seems like a secondary function.”

“What do you mean?” Trel asked.

“It’s not that useful for immediate survival,” I guessed as I finally freed the item on the ground that had caught my attention. It was a hand-sized nautilus-looking shell with glittering silver edges.

“Yeah,” Liahpa said. “Like on my Lift Ball team--”

“Oh, here we go with the lifting of the balls and the no men in your world,” Trel groaned.

“Let her talk,” I laughed.

“Yes,” Liahpa snorted. “The team had the players, and the coaches for the sport, but there were also support aspects: Massage therapists to ensure our muscles were treated after each game. Strength trainers. Dieticians. You get the idea. These jobs were important, but not immediately apparent.”

“Then I suppose I’m not useful for immediate survival.” Trel crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow at Liahpa. “Since I can’t lift these balls or whatever.”

“No,” I laughed. “Trel, you know damn well that if you hadn’t helped me build the first fort, we’d all be dead right now. But think about Nomi. That’s what Liahpa is talking about. Nomi’s power isn’t that useful in day-to-day living, but she’s really saved our asses a bunch of times.”

“Very well,” Trel said. “I suppose the girl with the purple hair can stay. We need more women to bear your children after all, and her body looks ripe and fertile and ready to take your seed.”

“Let’s not bring that up with her,” I said. “I’m serious, Trel. The poor woman was just a handful of minutes away from getting raped before we saved her. She is probably going to be sensitive to all your talk about breeding with me.”

“There is no way Trel won’t bring it up,” Liahpa laughed. “She has the self-control of a--”

“I have plenty of self-control!” Trel gasped as she pressed her hand to her bosom. “I’ll have you know that I am a duchess of family--”

“Iria,” Liahpa finished for her. “And you are worshiped by all your sisters, and you have thousands of men waiting to be your suitors, and everyone loves you because you are just so amazing, blah, blah, blahhhh, oh great and wonderful Trel.”

“See?” Trel smiled. “You do pay attention. I knew it.”

“I bet you won’t be able to keep quiet about breeding with Victor,” Liahpa purred as a wicked grin split her face. “It will break that beautiful brain of yours.”

“Pffft,” Trel scoffed. “Nothing can break my beautiful brain. It is most unbreakable. Stronger than the strongest strong thing in the universe. I assure you.”

“Fine.” Liahpa’s smile only got bigger. “A bet, then?”

“Oh, boy,” I sighed. “I’m not participating in this.”

“You don’t have to,” Liahpa chuckled like a grizzly bear.

“I always win bets,” Trel said as she nodded her head. “What are the terms?”

“I don’t think you can keep yourself from trying to recruit Eiter into our family, so you can’t mention babies or breeding with Victor all night.”

“Ugh,” Trel groaned. “What a stupid bet. Why would I want to do that silly bet? Of course, I have to talk to her about making babies with Victor because he is just the perfect man to make all the wonderful and beautiful babies wi--”

“Nope,” I said. “Please don’t, Trel. The woman almost got captured and raped by a group of asshole dudes. She doesn’t want to hear about breeding with me.”

“She can’t do it,” Liahpa snorted. “She can’t help herself. She’s got baby fever.”

“I have no sickness of babies,” Trel growled as she narrowed her black eyes at Liahpa. “And I am smart enough to control my own tongue. I can win this bet easily. Easier than you win your silly ball-lifting games. But tell me this, Liahpa: What do I get when I win, ehhh?”

“Hmmmm…” Liahpa’s lips curled up in thought.

“I want to name your baby,” Trel said.

“What?” Liahpa gasped. “Noooo…”

“‘Cause you are worried I’ll win?” Trel cackled as she tapped her fingers together. “Just admit that your bet is silly and--”

“Fine,” Liahpa said as she raised her hand. “You can name my baby if you win, just not… something… stupid.”

“Pfft!” Trel mouthed. “As if I do anything stupid. Haven’t you learned that I am the most intelligent woman in this world? The only one smarter than me is our precious Victor.”

“What do I get when I win?” Liahpa asked.

“If that even happens, which it won’t because I never, ever lose… I suppose… You get to have the everlasting joy of knowing that you beat me with a silly bet.” Trel nodded as if this was actually a genuine reward.

“Nope,” Liahpa snorted. “I’ll get to name your baby.”

“But you wouldn’t even know a good Iria name.” Trel shook her head.

“I’ll give her a wonderful name,” Liahpa laughed. “Trust me. I have the best one already thought of.”

“Oh?” Trel leaned forward, and her black eyes widened. “You have thought of a name for my child? I am intrigued. Do tell.”

“Nope,” Liahpa said. “You’ll find out when you lose this bet and I name her. Unless you are too scared.”

“I accept your bet,” Trel scoffed as she waved her long fingers at the other woman. “I will win, and then I will name your baby something fitting for… an annoying lift ball woman with a big mouth and--”

“And who is also Victor’s baby,” Liahpa pointed out.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Trel grunted. “I know that. Pffft!”

“Well, if you both are done naming each other’s babies, let’s get going.” I mounted back up on Dwayne, but before I could tell him to start walking up the trail into the jungle, Trel’s hand shot out and wrapped around my wrist.

“What is that?” she asked as her eyes fixed on the shell in my hand.

“It’s a shell,” I said. “We have this kind of creature in my world. It’s called a nautilus. It’s like a spiral design. The creature lives inside the shell, and--”

“Can I hold it?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said as I passed it to her. “Are you okay? You seem upset.”

“She’s upset because she’s worried I’m going to name her kid something gross,” Liahpa snickered.

“Yes… yes…” Trel muttered to herself as she spun the shell in her hands, and I saw her blink her eyes twice to turn on her Eye-Q.

Liahpa seemed to realize that something was going on with our genius spider-woman, so she stopped talking, and we both watched Trel stare at the shell for a few moments.

“Uhhh… are you okay?” I finally asked when Trel’s mouth had fallen open and it seemed like she hadn’t taken a breath in half a minute.

“Victor…” she whispered as she looked up to me. “This shell… I have figured out how to pump water up to us. This will solve all of our problems!”
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Chapter 7

“How?” I asked.

“Look,” Trel quickly moved to the edge of the river, and then she used her spider legs to lift her up so that she was standing a few feet in without her human-looking feet getting wet. Then she spun her body horizontal to the water and dipped the opening of the spiral shell into flowing liquid.

“I’ll work with Youleena to craft some pipes… spiral ones, like this shell. They will start off larger and then spiral smaller and smaller… yeeeeesss… Attached to a cylinder with flaps so that it spins with the water like this. See?”

“I think I get it,” I said as I watched her spin the shell over like a water mill’s turbine.

“I don’t get it,” Liahpa said.

“The water will scoop up here at the opening,” Trel explained as she spun the shell around, then it will come up and get air, then it will spiral back down into the water and pick up more water on top of the air. This will push more liquid deeper into the smaller coils.”

“And create more pressure,” I said.

“Yes.” Trel nodded, and the tips of her long dark hair touched the water and began to drift downriver a bit. “I’ll have Youleena make a pipe coming out the side. It will climb up the cliff face and then go to my filters. Then it will go into a storage tank or two. We can even keep one tank heated for hot water!”

“Will the pressure be enough to go up the cliff face?” Liahpa asked as she looked up. The silver-skinned athlete did have a point, since I guessed that the top of the cliff was probably higher than ninety feet, and Trel would have to cut across a good ninety feet more south to get to the top of our camp area.

“I will have to play around with the design,” Trel said, “but if I make the opening big enough, and the spiral shrinks down enough before the exit pipe, it should generate enough pressure to push it up that far.”

“It’s genius,” I said.

“There is so much work to do!” Trel laughed as she swung her body back up and then stomped her spider legs back through the water so she was standing on the shore again. “I must talk to Youleena immediately so we can get started with a spiral design. I’m going to need to get her to make pipes, and I’ll need flanges to spin with the water. Wood should be fine… maybe I should use copper… hmmmmm…”

“Let’s get back to camp then,” I chuckled as Trel gave me a ridiculously happy smile.

“Yes!” my dark-haired lover cheered, and then the three of us walked into the jungle.

“You got a lot of this cleared,” I said to Liahpa as soon as we stepped into the thick canopy, and I noticed that the “V” pattern of the side trail on the east side had mostly been cut out.

“Yep,” Liahpa grunted. “Emta and I were cutting at it. We’ll have it done tomorrow, and then Galmine can use her powers to grow the jungle back where we just walked through. It should work just as you planned, and be very hard to see the entrance to our place unless someone is standing right on the edge of the river where we were and is looking south along the tree line.

“Awesome,” I said, and then we both turned to Trel as she continued to mumble to herself while she spun the shell in her hands.

“I’m going to fucking lose this bet,” Liahpa groaned. “She’s not even paying attention to anything but her water pump. She’s probably not even going to talk to anyone besides Youleena until it’s built.”

“What?” Trel blinked at both of us. “Did you say something?”

“Never mind,” Liahpa sighed.

Trel looked at me, but I just smiled and shrugged, so then she turned back to her shell and continued to look at the spirals from every angle she could while her spider legs seemed to carry her forward next to me on autopilot.

A few minutes later we arrived at our camp, and I found everyone gathered around the cooking fire talking to Eiter. The lilac-haired beauty didn’t seem that taken aback by the attention she was receiving, and she actually smiled a bit when Galmine reached out and gently stroked the newcomer’s purple hair.

The sun had mostly set to the west, and I could smell grilled fish coming from the fire, so I said hi to everyone and then took my usual seat on a log.

“Did everyone introduce yourselves to Eiter?” I asked.

“They did, yes.” She nodded. “There are many of you here, and you seem very happy to be together.”

“You’ve got that right,” Emta snickered. “We’ve been through a lot together.”

Everyone else nodded, and then Tannin began to hand out copper plates of grilled fish to everyone to pass around.

“It is so wonderful that Zoru, Sheela, and Kacerie were able to save you from those terrible men,” Galmine said as she smiled widely at Eiter.

“Victor’s dinosaurs helped a bunch as well,” Zoru chuckled.

“Oh, well, of course, they did!” Galmine laughed. “They are such wonderful creatures. We are so fortunate that Victor was able to tame them.”

“It does seem like a very useful ability.” Eiter nodded at me, and then she glanced behind me to where we had our huts set up. “You all have a nice living space.”

“Those are actually temporary,” Quwaru said. “We just moved to this location a few days ago and haven’t quite figured out the best place to put stone structures.”

“You can build with stone?” Eiter raised her eyebrows. “Where are you getting it? What about the joining methods?”

“I am skilled with the material,” Youleena said, and it looked like the beautiful white-haired woman was going to say a bit more, but then Trel sat down next to the stoneworker, put the shell in her pale hands, and began talking a mile a minute about the pipe she was going to need for her pump.

Trel’s words were almost too fast to follow, and she spoke in an urgent whisper, so that didn’t help, but Youleena seemed to nod in understanding every other second as she twisted the shell in her pale fingers, so I figured I could just let the two of them work on the project while I focused on trying to figure out what was really going on with Eiter.

“What’s going on with them?” Urka asked as she nodded over.

“Trel figured out how to make a water pump,” Liahpa explained.

“Ohh, yeaaaah,” Urka laughed. “That’s the only thing that gets Trel as excited as talking about babies.”

“Speaking of that,” Liahpa purred, and then she glanced around at the group before she leaned into Urka and Keefaye and started whispering.

Everyone else in the party looked confused, but then Urka let out a cackle, leaned over to Quwaru, and started whispering in the beautiful succubus’ ear.

I noticed Eiter narrow her orange eyes a bit at the obvious secret that everyone was sharing, so I cleared my throat to get her attention and gave her an apologetic smile.

“Liahpa made a bet with Trel, and I think they are all trying to tip the scales in Liahpa’s favor. How is your dinner?”

“Oh,” Eiter looked down at the copper plate in her hands, nodded at Tannin, and then took a bite. Her eyes opened up wide as soon as she swallowed, and then she turned back to Tannin. “This is wonderful. It has this delicious seasoning.”

“Galmine helps me with that part,” Tannin said as she smiled shyly. “I just do the cooking. She has all the herbs to season it.”

“We grow them in our garden,” Galmine offered. “It is just a small spread of beautiful plants now, but once I find the perfect spot for them, I’ll be able to expand. Maybe we’ll even have an orchard in the next year. We just have to find the correct seeds.”

“You all really seem to have your… home… running smoothly.” Eiter looked back down at her food.

“Well…” Urka chimed in, and she looked at Trel as she spoke and raised her voice a bit louder than normal. “We kinda have to have everything figured out because of… all the babies we are expecting.”

Trel actually didn’t seem to hear Urka, or maybe she did, but she just leaned her head against Youleena’s as they both chatted about the spiral pump idea.

“I said…” Urka cleared her throat. “We are making some babies? With Victor? Bunch of cute kids? You might even call it… a brood?”

Urka’s voice got higher pitched with each word, but Trel didn’t even look up, so Urka glanced at us and shrugged.

“Anyway,” I said to Eiter. “Is there anything we can do to help the people at your camp? Do they need some food? We could easily spare some fish.”

“Yes!” Eiter actually seemed emotional for a second, and the pleading look on her face didn’t seem natural. “Food would be… yes. Thank you, Victor. We really need food.”

“Is that why you had to go hunt?” Kacerie asked before she took a bite of her own fish.

“Yes…” Eiter took another bite of her dinner, and I noticed her orange eyes lingering on the three fish that were still cooking on the stones.

“Can you tell me a bit about your clothes?” I asked.

“My clothes?” Eiter looked down at her outfit. “Why?”

“Did you arrive in that outfit?” I asked.

“I did not,” she said. “One of the… members of my group made it for me.”

“Ohhh, myyyy, how nice,” Adella sang as she leaned closer to look at the fabric. “How did they make such fine cloth? Is that their ability?”

“Somewhat,” Eiter said, and then she glanced around at us, took a deep breath, and then slumped her shoulders.

“You okay?” I asked.

“You are all treating me very nicely,” she said as she looked up at me. “I am not used to such things. Well… on this world.”

“Your tribe doesn’t treat you well?” Tannin gasped. “You should join us! This is the best family I could have ever hope--”

“No, no, no,” Eiter shook her head. “It’s… my group… is fine. We treat each other fine.”

One of the Emeralds gestured to me with her fingers while the other one looked up and down Eiter’s torso.

She is obviously hiding something.

There is a problem with her tribe.

She is trying to eat her food slowly, but she is ravenous.

“Look, Eiter,” I cleared my throat. “You don’t need to tell us anything about your tribe, but maybe we could trade? As you can see, we all could use some new clothes. Maybe we could give you guys some fish in exchange for outfits?”

“I think that would be a possibility.” She nodded. “It is not my decision, though.”

“Do you think your leader would go for it?” I asked.

“Well…” she took a deep breath. “The leader… of my group… she is not well.”

“Oh, no!” Adella gasped. “What is wrong?”

”What is wrong with what?” Trel asked.

“Now you pay attention,” Urka groaned.

“I always pay attention to everything,” Trel huffed. “I heard your silly little attempt to bait me into talking about…”

Trel snapped her mouth shut suddenly, and then she crossed her arms and gave Liahpa and Urka a smug smile.

“Talk about…what, Trel?” Liahpa giggled.

“Oh, nothing,” Trel said. “What is wrong with the woman with the purple hair?”

“Her name is Eiter,” Quwaru sighed.

“Yes, yes, yes, everyone has a name,” Trel waved her hand. “But since she hasn’t offered to be Victor’s…”

Trel stopped talking mid-sentence. Then she closed her mouth and glared at Liahpa and Urka.

“Hasn’t offered to be Victor’s… what?” Urka wagged her eyebrows at Trel as if she was trying to fly with them.

“Nothing,” Trel snorted.

“Eiter,” I said to bring the conversation back to our new friend. “We have plenty of food, please eat your fill.”

“Thank you.” She nodded and took another bite, and then she was momentarily distracted by Shirley chasing Jinx around the campfire.

We all got a good laugh when Shirley overcommitted to a turn and slid on her belly, but she popped back up to her feet instantly and chased after Jinx while he let out humorous squawks. The entire scene added a bit of tranquility to the night air, and the conversation died down a bit while everyone enjoyed their food. Even Trel seemed to be taking a break from talking to Youleena about her new pump idea, and the only sounds we could hear were the crackling of the fire and Grumpy slowly making his way up from the river to the campsite so he could lay next to Bruce.

“It… is very nice here,” Eiter finally spoke, and everyone else just nodded.

“Can I get you more fish?” Tannin just pushed a fresh plate to Eiter instead of waiting for a reply.

“Yes… Thank you.” Eiter exchanged copper plates, and then began to munch on her new fish.

“How about more water?” Quwaru asked as she filled up Eiter’s clay cup with water from a larger jug.

“Yes… Thank you.” Eiter nodded her head. “You are all treating me so nicely.”

“That’s how we are,” Keefaye said as she flipped her golden hair behind her shoulder. “We take care of each other.”

“My group is like that… as well.” Eiter nodded. “It is hard, though. There aren’t enough of us, and one of us… has… needs.”

“Oh?” Quwaru asked.

“I suppose I should trust you all,” Eiter sighed. “Well… This world is so strange and dangerous.”

“It is…” Tannin commented as she finally sat down next to Galmine and stared into the fire.

Galmine didn’t speak, but she wrapped her arm around Tannin’s narrow waist and laid her head on the wingless-woman’s slender shoulder.

“I said we’d help.” I looked at Eiter and shrugged.

“Okay,” she took a deep breath. “The leader of my group is named Heeyuna. She is very powerful, but she needs to eat a lot. We just can’t get enough food for her, so she is starving to death, and we are all worried about what will happen to us if she dies.”

This is not the whole truth.

One of the Emeralds waved to me, and both of the beautiful green-skinned women shook their heads.

“What are her powers?” I asked.

“It… I do not think it is my place to say.” Eiter frowned.

“Uhhh… come on,” Urka snorted. “Not like we are saying we are going to go to war with you. Like Victor said, we want to help.”

“Is it really important what Heeyuna’s power is?” Quwaru asked us. “If they are peaceful, and would be willing to ally with us, that is all that matters.”

“We should know what we are getting ourselves into,” Liahpa grunted. “If she’s like Aytron, we should know.”

“Aytron?” Eiter asked. “I have heard of him.”

“You have?” I asked.

“Yes.” She nodded. “He has a camp about… four miles south of us at the mouth of the river where we are camped. I don’t know what his power is, though. We just heard through… dealings with other tribes that the entire area should be avoided, so I try not to travel south at all.”

“He had this power to kind of stop time in a bubble around him or others, but he could still move normally.”

“That’s… terrifying,” Eiter whispered.

“Yeah, but Victor chopped his head off, so fuck that guy,” Urka cackled.

“He is dead? You killed him?” Eiter’s orange eyes were wide as she appraised me.

“Victor is awesome,” Urka scoffed. “What’s your girl Heeyuna do? Is she stronger than that asshole Aytron?”

“I do not think she is that strong.” Eiter frowned. “It is hard to know for sure since I have not seen this Aytron person. Heeyuna has protected the four of us, so… it is troubling that she… is in her current state.”

“There are four of you?” Kacerie asked, and Eiter nodded.

“I can help!” Keefaye raised her hand and looked at me. “Victor, my people have used my blessed water as a recovery drink for when they are sick or malnourished. If Heeyuna really just needs energy, then this can help her.”

“Uhhh… When were you going to tell us this?” Emta grunted. “That seems like useful information to have when we’ve been living out in this wilderness for three month--”

“I’ve been trying to get everyone to drink my blessed water,” Keefaye scoffed, and then she crossed her arms and looked at me. “My water will help her, Victor. I just know it.”

“Okay,” I said as I smiled at Keefaye, and then I turned to Eiter. “How much food does Heeyuna eat every day?”

“Well…” she looked down at everyone’s plates. “This amount of fish… would be one of her five meals.”

“Shiiiitttt,” Emta chuckled. “She has an appetite. I can respect that.”

“So you spend all day getting food for her?” Liahpa asked. “That’s a lot of food. It must take all of your time.”

“Does she demand that you feed her?” Gee hissed. “Are you her slaves?”

“No, no, no.” Eiter waved her hands and frowned. “Heeyuna isn’t like that. She is very nice to us. She hates how hard we work. We just… need her power. It protects us.”

“Protects you from the dinosaurs?” Zoru asked.

“Yes…” Eiter replied.

Both of the Emeralds discreetly gestured to me.

That is the lie.

She is afraid of something else.

“What is her power?” I asked. “We are going to help her, but my friends make a good point. It would help us feel safer if you explain it to us.”

“I can try,” Eiter cleared her throat and then looked up at the sky. “Sometimes, when there is rain, light and energy come from the sky. You’ve seen this? It is not the same pillars of light as when new beings are brought to the world, it’s a destructive force.”

“Yeah.” I nodded. “Lightning.”

“Yes.” Eiter nodded. “That is her power.”

“Oh, shit,” Urka snorted. “I can do that, watch.”

The neon blue-haired, four-eyed woman held up her fingers, and azure sparks of electricity arced between her fingers.

“That is similar to how it looks.” Eiter nodded. “The color is more white, though, and it’s… much larger. It can go for hundreds of yards.”

“Hundreds of yards?” Urka raised an eyebrow.

“Yes. In all directions.” Eiter brushed back her lilac hair behind her ears. “Like… waves? They pulsate from her and can burn or kill everything near her.”

“Damn,” Liahpa gasped, and everyone else seemed equally as awestruck.

“She can control it, though!” Eiter waved her hands slightly when she noticed how shocked we seemed. “I’ve stood next to her when she has… used it. My hair stood up a bit, but I felt no pain. The issue is that she is so tired afterward, and she needs to eat so much… So… This is our challenge. We are close enough to the river to fish, and we grow some crops, but it just isn’t enough. Since I have joined them, she has grown skinnier and skinnier with every passing day. She told me that in her world, there is plenty to eat, and they ride these storms and energy like Victor rides his dinosaurs. She is dying here, and there is nothing the rest of us can do about it.”

“I just know my blessed water will help her!” Keefaye gushed as she looked at me. “Victor, can I please help them?”

“Yeah, of course,” I said. “We’ll figure out what to do. Tomorrow morning, we can head to your camp, grab Heeyuna, bring her back here, and get her enough food so that--”

“You cannot do that,” Eiter interrupted me. “I’m sorry, Victor, but that won’t work. We can’t leave our campsite.”

“Why not?” I asked.

“The other member of my group… His name is Avern. He is like… the trees of the jungle. His feet push into the soil, and he moves slowly. If he isn’t connected to the dirt, he’ll die in half an hour, or so he has said. He is a gentle man, and his ability has made the material we use for our clothes.”

“Well… shit,” I sighed. “That complicates things.”

“What of the other member of your group?” Sheela asked.

“Oppena makes pressure between her hands,” Eiter explained as she pushed her palms together. “She calls it Meld, though. Avern makes this fiber, and she turns it into our clothes, she also makes nets for us to fish with, but the three of us aren’t very powerful. Heeyuna has protected us from all the… dinosaurs of this world so far.”

“But Oppena can walk and move normally?” I asked.

“Yes.” Eiter nodded. “It is just Heeyuna who is so ill she can barely move, and Avern, who can move, but so very slowly, since he has to sink his feet into the ground with each step.”

“I need to go to your camp and see what is going on,” I said. “We’ll leave tomorrow morning. We’ll figure out how to help you.”

“Thank you.” Eiter gave me a grateful smile. “I feel better finally admitting what is going on. I was worried at first. It is… hard to trust people in this place.”

“We know what you mean,” Quwaru said as she gave Eiter a smile. “You look exhausted. You’ve had quite an exhausting day. We have a hut for you to sleep in. Can I show it to you?”

“That would be wonderful,” Eiter said after she let out a long breath. “Thank you, Quwaru. Thank you, all of you. I’m still surprised to find such nice people in this world. Part of me is still nervous this is a trick, and--”

“It’s not a trick!” Tannin interrupted, and then she realized that she’d kind of shouted, and she gave Eiter a shy smile. “Sorry. I got a bit emotional. Please feel safe here.”

“I do feel safe here.” Eiter nodded. “Thank you.”

After those last words, Quwaru led the lilac-haired woman to the hut furthest from our campfire. As soon as I saw both of them go inside, I turned back to the group and lowered my voice.

“I need eyes on her hut all night.”

“I’ll do it.” Emta nodded.

“I’ll take the second watch,” Zoru said.

“I’ll take third,” Urka offered.

“You think she might try to run?” Kacerie asked me.

“Something is weird,” I said as I glanced at both Emeralds.

She is not being completely truthful, but I do not think she intends us any harm.

I relayed Emerald’s words to the rest of my friends, and they nodded.

“What I really want to know is why Trel isn’t talking,” Urka cackled as she looked at the spider-woman.

Trel didn’t answer, she just crossed her arms and scrunched up her nose.

“Ugh, I’m going to lose,” Liahpa facepalmed.

“Am I missing something?” Kacerie asked.

“Nope,” Trel snorted. “Nothing at all is going on. Liahpa didn’t bet against my intelligence and self-control at all.”

“The night isn’t over yet!” Urka laughed.

“Let’s talk more about Eiter’s tribe,” I said to bring the conversation back to what was important. “What could she be hiding?”

“There is something else she’s afraid of,” Nomi whispered, and as usual, we all got quiet when the dark-haired woman spoke.

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

“I believe she is a good person.” Nomi shrugged a bit. “She doesn’t want us involved with their problem. She was cautious to trust us, but the longer she sat with us, the more she seemed conflicted.”

“You thought she was conflicted?” Urka asked. “She seemed emotionless.”

“She does have very good control over her emotions,” Kacerie said, but then Quwaru joined us, and we all paused and turned to her.

“She is settled,” the succubus-like beauty whispered. “Fell asleep as soon as she laid down. Poor dear.”

“Did you touch her?” Zoru asked.

“No,” Quwaru said. “I don’t do that without getting permission first.”

“You could have asked,” Emta groaned.

“It is not something Quwaru is comfortable with,” I said. “Her people treated their emotional touches as very important.”

“Yeah, but this is also important,” Emta sighed.

“I know,” Quwaru said as she stared into the fire. “I just… didn’t feel like violating her trust. She seems honest about her intentions. Victor, if you had told me to do it, I would have, but--”

“You are fine,” I said. “Everyone is just being extra cautious about this.”

“My blessed water will help Heeyuna,” Keefaye said. “Victor, can I please come with you tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” I said, and the golden-haired woman practically began to glitter with happiness.

“Are you sure you should go?” Quwaru asked. “Maybe we should take a few more days to speak with her, so that we really understand--”

“You were the one who didn’t touch her,” Emta snorted. “You could know right now if she was lying or not.”

“That’s fair,” Quwaru said as she slumped her shoulders a bit. “I’m sorry, Victor, I should have--”

“Nope,” I interrupted her. “You are fine. Your power is awesome, but I understand why you don’t want to use it on people. Eiter is here because she trusts us, and you using your Empathy ability on her without telling her seems like a violation of that.”

“Yes, but I still feel--”

“Nope,” I chuckled. “Look, this won’t be a big deal. Four or five miles upstream will take Dwayne, Beavis, and Butt-Head less than two hours to get to. Then we’ll talk to Heeyuna, Avern, and Oppena and see what is really going on with them. If Keefaye’s blessed water can really help Heeyuna, then we’ll broker a deal to get some clothes from them.”

“I can make a bunch of blessed water for them,” Keefaye said as she nodded eagerly. “It will be a great trade opportunity for us, since we all need new clothes.”

“That we do,” I said. “It’s starting to cool off every night. I’m not sure if we’ll really get a cold winter, since this world seems pretty tropical, but it doesn’t hurt to be ready.”

“I like the plan,” Gee said, “Can I come with you?”

“You’d have to hold hands with Nomi,” I said, “and that means I’d have to take a trike or one of the larger dinosaurs.”

“I couldn’t just swim up there?” Gee shrugged.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, and then I had to fight back a yawn. “I think it’s time to hit the sack. Unless you all have anything else you want to talk about?”

“I would like to speak with you privately,” Kacerie said.

“I would, as well,” Keefaye said as she glanced at Kacerie.

“Okay.” I stood up and then turned toward the larger of the huts that I’d been sleeping in with my lovers. “Who wants to go first?”

“Uhh… Me?” Keefaye raised her hand, but then she grabbed onto Kacerie’s hand and pulled my pink-haired lover with her.

Kacerie gave Keefaye a confused expression, but then the three of us walked into the hut, and Keefaye glanced outside to make sure no one had followed us.

“Do you want me to--”

“No, you can stay,” Keefaye interrupted Kacerie, and then she turned to face both of us. “I… can I go with Victor alone tomorrow? I’m going to ask Sheela and Quwaru and Liahpa. I just… want some alone time with Victor.”

“Uhhh…” I hadn’t expected this question, so I hesitated as Kacerie and I shared a glance.

“It’s going to be a short trip,” Keefaye continued. “Most of you… have… you know… gotten time alone with him.”

“Oh,” Kacerie cleared her throat. “I understand. It’s not really my decision, Victor is--”

“But he is your husband?” Keefaye asked. “As well as Sheela’s, and Quwaru’s, and Trel’s, and--”

“I understand that we all have feelings for Victor,” Kacerie said as she smiled at me. “I’m not jealous or anything, and I don’t think any of the others are, either. It’s just more of a security thing. Last time Victor went out alone, it was dangerous, and he almost died.”

“I didn’t,” I chuckled. “Look, Keefaye. It’s a short trip, and I do want to spend some alone time with you. We only have three super fast dinos. Dwayne can probably carry two people, but the pachys can’t for that long of a distance. That’s you, me, Eiter, and one other. It probably needs to be Sheela or Liahpa since they are our best fighters.”

“I’ll talk to them, then.” Keefaye nodded.

“And you should also talk to Quwaru,” I said. “She worries the most about--”

“I will.” Keefaye nodded again. “Victor, I want to be useful to you.”

“You are,” I said.

“That’s nice of you to say,” she said, “but I don’t feel like it. I’ll talk to the others. Thank you.”

Keefaye nodded to Kacerie and me, and then she ducked her horn under the doorway of the hut and walked out into the campfire light.

“Good for her,” Kacerie chuckled after Keefaye had left. “I wondered when she was going to make a move.”

“Make a move?” I snickered.

“Oh, don’t pretend you haven’t noticed her drooling over you,” Kacerie laughed. “She wants to be your next wife.”

“Funny you should say that.” I reached out, wrapped my hands around Kacerie’s narrow waist, and then pulled her body against mine. “You and I haven’t talked about our wedding. We aren’t actually married yet.”

“Oh, yeah,” she purred as she fluttered her electric-blue eyes at me. “I forgot about that.”

“You did not,” I laughed.

“Well, no,” she giggled. “You are right, I’ve been thinking about it a lot, and other things. Just seems like we haven’t had the time to talk about it.”

“We can talk about it now,” I said as I began to kiss along her chin and jawline. “I can’t wait to marry you.”

“Hmmm…” she purred as her body melted against mine. “That feels… wonderful.”

“I want to make love to you again tonight,” I growled softly in her ear when my lips kissed up her neck.

“You did that last night,” she moaned. “I think it’s someone else’s turn to get pregnant tonight. That’s actually why… I… uhhh… wanted to talk to you.”

“Oh?” I pulled away from her so that we could look into each other’s eyes.

“I’m… not… a hundred percent… sure,” Kacerie paused with each word, “but… I’m very positive… that…”

“What?” I felt the room start to spin around her face.

“That first night,” she said. “When I came into your hut, and it was raining? I’d shaved your face?”

“Yeah,” I whispered.

“I was so mean to you when I first got here,” she sighed. “Just… ugh. I hate the way I acted.”

“It’s fine,” I laughed as I brushed my fingers across her smooth cheek. “It’s hard for everyone when they first come here.”

“Yes, but you were so good to me. Firm, but nice. It was exactly what I needed. What I’d always needed in a man. I was in love with you. So in love with you. I’ve just grown more in love with you, but that first night. I asked if you could pull out instead of climaxing inside of me.”

“I told you I wouldn’t,” I said. “I said I was going to fill your womb with my seed.”

“And when we made love…” she purred as she wiggled her hips against me. “I ended up begging you to fill me up, and you did.“

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “It was great.”

“I know we tried a bunch more after that, and the math on days is a bit rough, but… I think that was it. The first time we made love… Victor, I should have menstruated a while ago, and my body is starting to change. I’m positive I’m pregnant. I didn’t go to Galmine, I just think our bodies are compatible. Trel was right about us being able to make a baby.”

“Kacerie,” I whispered as her beautiful blue eyes filled my vision, and her wide smile warmed every part of me. “That’s… ama--”

“I kneeeeeeeeew iiiiiiiit!” Trel screeched like a drifting race car as she rushed into the hut.

“You heard us?” Kacerie groaned. “I was fucking whisper--”

“I knew you would have Victor’s child! Haaaaaaahaaaaaa! I was right! As I always am! We are going to have another baby! All of you will have Victor’s children because he is the best man in the entire universe, but first it is going to be Kacerie because I was smart enough to make sure that our husband’s sperm filled her fertile womb. Rejoice, women! We are going to--”

“You lose, Trel!” Liahpa screamed from the campfire, and everyone started laughing and cheering.
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Chapter 8

I had planned on going to bed, but the joy of Kacerie’s announcement made everyone excited, and we ended up hanging out by the campfire for another hour while everyone took turns congratulating Kacerie. Trel and Liahpa bickered a bit over the exact specifications of their bet, since Trel insisted that she only wasn’t allowed to speak about babies and such when Eiter was around, but Liahpa said that it was for the entire night. They ended up asking me to decide, and when I thought back to the exact words they had used, I ended up agreeing with Liahpa.

Trel stopped arguing as soon as I made my ruling, and she spent the rest of the time we were awake either begging Liahpa not to name her daughter something “that a dumb lift ball player would be named” or asking Kacerie for specifics on exactly how she knew for sure she was pregnant so that the other women could tell when they were “ripe with Victor’s wonderful children.”

I woke up the next morning next to a sleeping Galmine, Trel, and Sheela. I’d actually taken my clothes off before going to bed because Tannin said she wanted to wash them, and I found them neatly folded in a pile by the door leading out of my hut. My clean clothes had a bit of a smoky scent, so I had guessed that they had been dried beside the campfire in the early hours of the morning.

I’d long since lost my shirt, but my Dickies pants were still holding up pretty well, my underwear wasn’t torn, and my socks didn’t have any holes in them. My boots definitely looked as if they had been through a war, though, but they’d been kind of old even back on Earth, and I wondered how I’d make do once they gave up the ghost. Public schools in Southern California spent a lot of time talking about the Chumash Indians, and I knew that they usually ran around barefoot or in light sandals, so maybe I really wouldn’t need shoes once my feet got used to walking over rough ground.

Once I was dressed, I walked out to the camp and realized I’d woken up much earlier than almost everyone else. The only women awake were Kacerie, Liahpa, Quwaru, Keefaye, and the Emeralds, and they all gave me wide smiles of adoration when I sat down beside them.

“You should be resting,” I said to Kacerie, and then I looked at Quwaru. “You, too.”

“We don’t know whether I’m pregnant yet.” Quwaru shrugged. “I feel rested enough. There is much to do around the camp.”

“Victor,” Keefaye cleared her throat. “I spoke with Quwaru…”

“I’m not in charge,” the beautiful horned woman chuckled. “Victor is our leader, but I would feel a lot better if you both took Sheela.”

“Same.” Liahpa nodded. “I’d normally want to go, but I know clearing those trails are important to you, Victor.”

“It is.” I nodded.

“Emta and I will try to get both of them done today. It would help if my ring axe was fixed, but Youleena and Trel told me last night they would do it first thing today.”

“So… Victor, Sheela, Eiter, and I will be going.” Keefaye nodded. “It will be fun.”

“Speaking of Eiter…” Kacerie led as she nodded toward the far hut, and then we turned around to see the lilac-haired woman walk out into the early morning light and blink her orange eyes.

I waved her over, and she nodded before walking our way. When she reached our little circle, Quwaru patted the log beside where she sat, and our guest smiled slightly as she sat down.

“How did you sleep?” Quwaru asked.

“Really well, thank you.” Eiter nodded. “I am looking forward to returning to my people. I thank you all again for helping me with those men who captured me, and… returning me.”

“It is no problem,” I said. “I’m hoping that we can figure out how to help Heeyuna and set up some mutual trade.”

“I hope you can help her as well,” Eiter said.

“Eiter…” Quwaru began as she turned her body to face the other woman. “I have something I would like to ask you.”

“Yes…” the beautiful lilac-haired woman’s slight smile dropped from her face as she turned to my lover.

“My power lets me understand someone’s emotions. It is not quite like reading someone’s thoughts, but I can understand if someone intends us any harm or is attempting to lie to us.”

“I see…” Eiter’s frown deepened a bit.

“I have not used this ability on you,” Quwaru said. “In my homeworld, it is rude to do it without asking for permission. I would like to ask you for your permission so that I may feel more comfortable sending my mate to help you.”

Eiter glanced at me, and then back to Quwaru. “If I say no?”

“You can refuse.” Quwaru shrugged. “But that also speaks. It is painless and quick. I do not wish to force this on you, but after thinking about it last night, I realized I was putting my lover and the father of my future child at risk when I could easily find out if you intended to trick us. If you were in my position, what would you do?”

“I am actually surprised you didn’t just do it.” Eiter’s lips curled sideways in a small smirk. “I want to help my people, but I am not in love with any of them, and I’m not… mated to them. How… deep does your understanding go?”

“As I said, I can’t read your mind. I can just pick up on your surface emotions.”

“Okay,” Eiter whispered. “I suppose I have no real choice. Just the illusion of choice, but I understand your position, and I thank you for asking me now in such a polite way. I will accept. How does it work?”

“I just have to touch you.” Quwaru held out her hand.

“Very well.” Eiter reached her own hand out, and the women touched palms.

“Do you intend to betray us?” Quwaru asked.

“No. Absolutely not.”

“Will my friends be in danger if they try to help you?”

“Uhhhh…” Eiter bit her lip a bit and then took a deep breath. “If they leave quickly… no.”

“Can you explain more?” Quwaru asked. “You are afraid. No, terrified.”

“I… am…” Eiter began to blink. “I’m sorry. I should have been more honest. There… It’s another group. They have been harassing us.”

“That is what I feel.” Quwaru nodded, and then she moved her hand away so she was no longer touching Eiter’s palm.

“Tell us what’s going on,” I said, and it wasn’t really a question now. My tone made it clear that I wasn’t going to put up with any bullshit.

“If you can come help us and then just leave, you won’t be in any danger,” Eiter said. “They only come once every few weeks. They want us to join them, but we just don’t want to. Their leader is… well… he doesn’t seem nice. Heeyuna told him to fuck off, and then she gave a demonstration of her power. They keep coming back, though… We gave them some cloth to appease them, but… Well… They started off saying it would be best for us if we joined. Then, when we said we didn’t want to, they demanded it. Heeyuna thinks that they intend to… you know, with her, Oppena, and me…”

“Rape,” Kacerie spat the word out like a bitter pill.

“Yes.” Eiter nodded. “There is one woman in their group, but she belongs to their leader.”

“Any idea what his ability is?” I asked. “Or anyone else in the group.”

“Actually, no. They never demonstrated any of their powers, Heeyuna made it clear that she could destroy them, so… We settled with a bit of trade. Like you, they asked for clothes. We’ve been providing them, but they haven’t really given us anything in return except to leave us alone.”

“Not much of a fair deal,” Kacerie scoffed.

“Heeyuna keeps them in line,” Eiter said.

“So why didn’t she just kill them the second time they came?” I asked.

“Well…” Eiter hesitated. “She admitted to me that using her power in her current state might kill her, so…”

“She was bluffing,” I finished.

“She gave them a slight demonstration,” Eiter said. “It was enough to make them scared, but I suspect they know she is weak, since each time they ‘visit’ us to get clothes, they push harder to get us to join them. The undercurrent of hostility is apparent. Their leader said that his group is nice, and that we could instead be conquered by Aytron’s group.”

“So, this asshole said he was the lesser of two evils.” I shook my head. “What’s this guy’s name?”

“Wyss. He has pale skin and long dark hair. His eyes are a strange, swirling blue color. Like storm clouds with lighting and darkness in them.”

“Hmmm…” I nodded. “You four should really consider coming to stay with us. We can protect you.”

“It is not my decision. I am not the leader, Heeyuna is too weak to move, and Avern is rooted to our home. It would take him a day to move half a mile, and he will die if his feet are ripped from the dirt.”

“Thank you for telling us all this,” Quwaru said as she patted Eiter’s shoulder.

“I am sorry I was not more truthful from the beginning,” the beautiful lilac-haired woman sighed. “It… is difficult to trust people. Then I was afraid you would not wish to help us. You do not need to help us at all, of course, but if Keefaye’s blessed water can really give Heeyuna back her strength, then we will be able to stand on our own, and we would be very happy to trade with you.”

“It will help!” Keefaye blurted. “I just know it will. My blessed water cured nearly all the ailments of my people, and it restored health to even the horrifically malnourished.”

“I hope so.” Eiter nodded.

“Do you have any pots to drink out of?” I asked Eiter.

“Yes,” she said. “We are also close to the river. Keefaye made it seem like she can change any water to her blessed water?”

“Yes, I can.” Keefaye nodded.

“I still want to bring two of those big jugs,” I said as I pointed over to where Bruce had set the clay bombs we hadn’t used on the camp to the east. “We can tie cordage between the loop handles to hang over Dwayne’s saddle. It will only be an extra eighty pounds, so I don’t think that will bother him, will it, bud?”

Dwayne had been laying in the grass a dozen yards away from us, and he let out a happy hiss-huff of agreement.

“Will you bring Grumpy?” Quwaru asked.

“I wasn’t going to,” I said, “but if Eiter’s camp is near the river, and there are problems with the other tribe, I think I should bring more muscle. He’ll be able to swim there pretty quickly.”

Grumpy was laying next to Dwayne, and he let out a low rumble that made Eiter’s orange eyes open wide.

“And Bruce?” Kacerie asked.

“Yep,” I chuckled. “Bruce is invaluable. We really need to get him a girlfriend, though, then I can have her patrol the base camp whenever we go out exploring.”

“When will we leave?” Keefaye asked as she fluttered her golden lashes at me.

“After--” I started, but then Tannin sat down next to me.

“Breakfast?” the orange-haired elf-looking beauty giggled. “I can make some right now! It will be salted fish left over from last night of course, but Galmine has some of that garlic herb that you all like.”

“Sounds great,” I said. “Also, you walk like a ninja.”

“Ninja?” Tannin gasped. “Is that a bad thing?”

“No,” I laughed. “You are super quiet. I didn’t hear you walk up behind me.”

“Oh.” Tannin blushed a pretty pink, but before she could answer, I heard the voices of my other tribemates, and everyone began to walk out of their huts.

“I’ll go get the cordage ready for your blessed water jugs,” Quwaru said to me as she got up.

“Thanks,” I said.

A few minutes later, the tribe was working on breakfast with Tannin, chatting, and crafting either more cordage or clay pots.

I used the brief time to walk with Kacerie, Sheela, one of the Emeralds, Gee, Nomi, Trel, and Youleena. We moved south through the peninsula to the next clearing to scope out places to build our real campsite, and then we walked to the far edge of the southern cliff and briefly discussed building there.

The sun rose halfway above the eastern ocean as we discussed the pros and cons of each site, and we debated the various options.

Kacerie, Trel, and Youleena liked the spot where our temporary camp was set up, since it was the most north, still had tree coverage, but also had the open field in front of us. They argued that it would take less time to move in and out of the camp, but was still defendable.

Sheela and Nomi liked the second, southernmost spot, which was positioned similarly to the first location, but off of the second grass clearing. They argued that it was a higher elevation, so we could see more of Dinosaurland, we’d have more of a buffer if people attacked, and it gave us plenty of space to grow our settlement down the slope when we expanded.

Gee and Emerald liked the topmost location on the plain area at the southernmost tip of the peninsula. The Emeralds liked it because it gave us an unobstructed view of the surrounding territory, and we wouldn’t have to tame any jungle before building our structures. Gee agreed with those points, but also added that she just liked being able to look down at the ocean all day long and thought the opportunity for her to accidentally set things on fire was dramatically reduced if she wasn’t living surrounded by the trees.

“I am going to make a nice system of pools for you to lounge in,” Trel scoffed once Gee finished giving her reasons. “Also, if we build here, how am I supposed to pump water into our toilets and showers and that pool system I was going to make you, hmmm? I’d have to build a big water tower, and it would stick out like Victor in a group of idiot males. Pffft.”

“Hey, I want what I want,” Gee chuckled. “Build me that pool already, and you’ll hear less complaining from me.”

“I’m trying,” Trel groaned. “I have all this work to do! I’ve got to make the pump, and then Liahpa needs her axe fixed, then I have to--”

“I get it, girl,” Gee laughed. “No rush. Besides, Victor is gonna choose where we build. I trust his judgment. If he picks either of the other two sites, I won’t complain at all.”

“I’m going to think about it while I’m on my trip,” I said, “but I’m leaning to the second site because of the reasons Sheela and Nomi gave. The disadvantages are that it will take longer for us to get in and out of our gates, but that’s only going to apply to those of us who are leaving, and I’m hoping that someday soon we’ll have everything we need here, and we’ll never need to leave. But… I’ll make a solid decision when I return.”

The women all nodded, and we walked back down to our temporary camp as we chatted about all the other stuff that would need to be built around the fort.

When we got back to the campfire, breakfast was ready to eat, and we all talked about what Liahpa was going to name Trel’s baby while the beautiful spider-woman groaned and tried to change the subject to what Kacerie and Quwaru were going to name their children. I almost pointed out that I should have some sort of say in the matter, since I was the father and all, but the women all seemed to be having a great time teasing each other, and I didn’t want to change the energy in the air.

But yeah… I was going to be a dad. It felt strange to think about it.

Of course, I’d been trying with all of my lovers, so this wasn’t too unexpected. However, I’d kind of thought it wouldn’t have worked because of the whole “we were different species” thing, but Kacerie seemed close to positive that she was pregnant, and she described to the other women symptoms such as swelling ankles and wrists, as well as an upset stomach. It didn’t look like any of her body was swelling anywhere. If anything, she looked even more radiant and energetic than usual, but she said that she almost never felt nauseous, so the conditions were a solid indicator.

Breakfast was over in ten minutes, and then Sheela, Eiter, Keefaye, and I prepared to get going. Sheela mounted Beavis, Keefaye was on Butt-Head, and Eiter jumped up on the saddle behind me astride Dwayne. I actually had thought about having Sheela ride on Dwayne with Eiter so that our guest was more comfortable, but she didn’t seem hesitant to share a saddle with me, and after Trel had wrapped the woman’s orange eyes with a wide sleeping mask-looking blindfold she had made, Eiter wrapped her arms around my stomach without any hesitation.

“We’ll be back before nightfall!” I shouted to the rest of my tribe, and they waved back as our group began to trot down the slope toward the lowest point of the peninsula.

Sheela took the lead, and she had my Cricket Bat of Doom slung on her back along with her bow, a quiver of arrows, and three spears. Grumpy came after the beautiful cheetah-woman, and the big guy actually seemed to be in a decent mood. He hadn’t even grumbled when we’d started our journey, and I guessed he was looking forward to a long swim upriver and some pets from the new friends we were about to make.

I followed behind Grumpy at a bit of a distance so that I could get a feel for how the two forty-pound jugs of blessed water bobbed and swayed across Dwayne’s saddle. It really wasn’t an optimal setup, but after half a minute of riding, I got the hang of how to move my hips so that my Utahraptor wasn’t thrown off-balance too much. I also had a satchel-style basket filled with some dried bronto beef in case we needed a snack, two stone axes, a coil of cordage rope, and another bag of fat-soaked tinder I could use to start a fire quickly.

Keefaye brought up the rear, and when I turned back to look at her, she gave me a smile just as golden as her hair. She carried two spears on her saddle, another stone axe, and a bow with some arrows. The horned woman wasn’t our best fighter, but that was why Sheela, Grumpy, and Dwayne were coming. I figured we could protect the priestess, or we could easily get away.

We were just about to hit the tree line past the clearing, when I heard an angry squawk behind us. I knew the voice immediately, but I couldn’t help but feel surprised when I turned around and saw Jinx tearing ass through the clearing toward us like an angry rooster.

“Ahhh, sorry!” I half-laughed, half-shouted as my pal jumped up, flapped his wings like a frantic hummingbird, and then smacked into my bare chest. I managed to catch him before he rebounded off me, and then he let out another squawk as he shook his head at me.

“Awwww,” Keefaye cooed. “He wants to come with us.”

“What is going on?” Eiter asked as I felt her tense up against my back.

“My little pal, Jinx, wants to come with us. He’s the handsome blue dinosaur who was running around the camp last night.”

“I was introduced to him,” Eiter said. “Your… pets. They have interesting personalities.”

“Yep,” I said as I brushed Jinx’s feathers back on his head. “I’d love for you to come with us, bud. We need your eyes and your smarts, but why don’t you ride with Keefaye? I’ve got to balance these jugs, and Sheela has a bunch of weapons.”

Jinx nodded, and then I picked him up and gently tossed him toward where Keefaye was riding behind me on Butt-Head. Jinx opened his wings as wide as he could and kind of glided downward a bit, and then Keefaye caught the little blue chocobo dino.

“Hello, Jinx!” she giggled as she hugged him to her neck, and my pal gave out a happy squawk and nuzzled into her golden hair.

“Onward,” I called out, and then we continued our journey down the slope and toward the shore of the river.

The sound of Bruce’s distant honk hit my ears as soon as we made it to the riverbank, and I nodded up at my friend in the sky. He did one more loop around us, and then he started northward to scout ahead.

The western shore of the river became too steep to travel northward, so our best bet was to cross the river by Aytron’s deserted camp and move north that way. Bruce had flown up the river a few times, and I recalled seeing that there was a shore on at least one of the sides that we could travel on without having to swim against the current, but we were probably going to have to cross a few times over on each side to get four miles north.

Bruce didn’t send me any warning emotions by the time we’d all swam across the water, so I set off north at a brisk pace and soon passed the rocky hills and the slopes where the Emeralds and I had first circumnavigated around Aytron’s camp.

We moved for another fifteen minutes without any real issues, and it actually felt like we were making great time. The jungle on the east side of the river wasn’t very thick, and Grumpy was easily able to swim next to us the entire way. Then we got to a part where the beach turned more into a rough cliff, and I had to pick the option of cutting inward east into the jungle and trying to trailblaze northward and eventually cut back around to the river, or swim across the river, cut into the jungle there, and then trailblaze for what looked like a quarter of a mile until the beach on the west side had a better slope.

Decisions like this would have been annoying to make without Bruce, but my pal was able to circle back a bit, and I pushed my vision up to him so that I could see the lay of the land.

The jungle on the east side of the river was really damn thick, and it looked like it stayed that way for another mile or two until it sloped up the side of a valley and turned into red rock canyons that reminded me of Arizona.

The path on the west side of the river looked much easier to travel after that next quarter-mile of jungle, and then it was pretty easygoing until a short section that I could either swim up or cut westward on a wide trail. This looked like the best way to go, except for the two massive dinosaurs pacing around on that trail.

They were both T-Rexes.

Their scales were black and red, and even from Bruce’s vantage point high in the sky, the carnivores looked incredibly big and badass.

“Sooo…” I led as I twisted around and began to pull Eiter’s blindfold off her eyes. “We’ve got a bit of a problem.”

“Dinosaurs up ahead?” Sheela guessed.

“Yep,” I said.

“How can you tell?” Eiter blinked her orange eyes as soon as I took her blindfold off, and then she glanced around her surroundings.

“I can look through my flying dinosaur’s eyes,” I said as I gestured up to Bruce. “There are two large T-Rexes on the other side of the river and north about a mile.”

“Can we continue north on this side?” Keefaye asked.

“The jungle is really dense,” I said, and then I turned to Eiter. “What does your Path ability say?”

“It…” she hesitated for a bit as she looked across the river. “It says to cross the river.”

“But that could be because it is the quickest way?” Keefaye asked.

“True.” Eiter nodded.

“Perhaps you should try what Victor said, and think about the safest way there?” Sheela offered.

“I will try that.” The lilac-haired woman took a deep breath, and then she blinked her eyes a few times as she shifted her gaze between the area across the river and our side of the water.

“It still says across the water,” she finally said. “However, it appears that I have leveled up my Path ability. So maybe it worked?”

“It did,” I chuckled. “Congratulations.”

“Thank you.” She smiled at me. “Although I do not know why you would congratulate me?”

“That’s what friends do when they level up,” I said. “Okay, across the river, then.”

“If you are sure, Victor,” Eiter said.

“Well, it’s your power,” I snickered. “Between what it said and Bruce’s eyes, I’m going to guess there is a bunch of bullshit in the jungle to our north on this side of the river, so let’s cross over and figure out how to deal with the T-Rexes when we get there.”

My friends all nodded, and then we swam across the water once more. Once we had crossed, Sheela and I grabbed the axes off my saddle and began to cut through the jungle so that we could push northward.

Sheela and I had spent countless hours cutting down trees on Dinosaurland, and we were rather efficient at figuring out which branches and trees we needed to get rid of so that we spent the least amount of energy and still had a clear path. Keefaye and Eiter offered to help a few times, but I only had one more axe, and I doubted either of the two women with their slender arms and shoulders would really help improve our time much. It was still easier for everyone than trying to swim upriver against the current of the water, and the sun wasn’t even past the midmorning mark by the time we’d cut out of the treeline and into the clearing where the next bit of shore was.

Then we were off again, and I had Bruce fly ahead while we packed our axes back up and took a small water break.

“Are the T-Rexes still ahead of us?” Sheela asked once we’d drank some.

“Yeah,” I said after I checked through Bruce’s eyes. “They seem to be moving south a bit.”

“Toward us?” Keefaye gulped.

“Yeah,” I said. “Hmmmm… I think Dwayne, Grumpy, and the four of us can take them, since there are only two, but these ones look bigger than the other T-Rexes we’ve run into before. I’d rather just avoid them. Eiter, what does your Path show you?”

“To continue in that direction where we are going.” She pointed north along the shore of the river.

“Alright. We’ve got another mile or so before we run into them, maybe they’ll veer off more to the west and move along.” I got up on Dwayne’s saddle as I spoke.

“Maybe that is what my ability is alluding to.” Eiter held out her hand so that I could help her up into the saddle behind me, and then she wrapped her arms around my stomach and pressed her body against my back as soon as we started to move again.

Bruce continued to circle the air between us and the T-Rexes, and I slowed our pace to about half of what it was earlier in the journey so that I could give them time to move along. When we got about an eighth of a mile away, my blood began to hammer in my ears since I figured that we were probably going to have to fight them.

Then we all heard a school-recess-bell-loud howl of another dinosaur far off to our west, and I looked through Bruce’s eyes to see the T-Rexes had begun to run in that direction.

“Hell, yeah,” I chuckled. “Saved by the bell-ohhh of another dinosaur.”

“They have left?” Sheela asked.

“Yep,” I said. “Let’s pick up our speed and make it past the trail where they were at, just in case they decide to change their minds.”

Dwayne instantly began to hustle, and the pachys fell in line right behind the impressive black raptor. A few minutes later we passed right through the trail like three dirt bikes screaming through the finish line, and we continued on through the cluster of jungle trees to another open clearing.

“Do you recognize any of the territory?” I yelled at Eiter over my shoulder.

“No…” she yelled back over the wind. “But… wait! I recognize that red peak far to our north!”

“I see it,” I said as I looked along the flow of the river. We were kind of cresting down the gentle slope of another valley right now, and the peak Eiter was referring to was eight or so miles all on the other side of the new valley we were entering.

“Just follow the river,” Eiter said. “That is what Path is telling me.”

“Seems you can tell the future a bit,” I said, but she didn’t respond, and we continued on for another thirty or so minutes. Then I felt Eiter tug on my hips, and I slowed down so that we could assess our position.

“This is near the path we take to get to the river.” Eiter’s normally emotionless voice was starting to sound a bit excited. “There is a large cluster of smooth blue and gray boulders up ahead. Just past them you’ll make a left, and then you should be able to see the trail we’ve used. Just take that for about a quarter-mile and you’ll be at my group’s home.”

“Okay,” I said as I nudged Dwayne forward at a walk so that I could shift my eyes up to Bruce.

I turned my pteranodon’s neck over to where Eiter had indicated that her camp was, and I found what looked like her place in a dozen seconds. It seemed like there was just one structure with a thatched roof, but I only really noticed it because the bushes on the south side of the building were all arranged in a grid pattern that looked like a planted crop field. Then I noticed a border around the perimeter of the home and crops, but the area surrounding the home was so thick with jungle that I doubted anyone would be able to find the place unless they knew where it was.

Bruce circled around for another minute, but I didn’t see any movements in the crop field or coming out of the home, and I started to feel my heart beating quicker in my chest.

I didn’t know for sure, but something felt off.

“Your friend, Avern. You said he’s always attached to the ground? Does he normally work in the garden south of the single hut you guys have?”

“How did you know we have a gar-- oh, your flying dinosaur saw?”

“Yeah,” I answered Eiter, and then I had all our dinos pick up some speed so that we tore up the river.

“What’s wrong?” Eiter asked as soon as we made it to the stack of blue and gray boulders she’d told me about, and I asked Grumpy to follow us as fast as he could east while Dwayne, Beavis, and Butt-Head sprinted on the trail.

The path was lightly dotted with riverstone, but it was obvious, and I guessed that any survivors that happened to stumble upon it would follow it from the river. It wasn’t a good security measure, but I could worry about helping them with that once I got to their base.

If these people were still alive.

The path cut through a jungle that was just as thick as the trees in our peninsula, and I couldn’t even see the sky as we chased the riverstones, but a minute or so later the trees opened up a bit, and I saw a simple waist-high ranch-looking fence with single double-notched posts and two crosspieces. The gate was closed, but Dwayne and the pachys jumped over it easily, and then I turned my Utahraptor to the right and skidded to a halt in front of the door to their home.

The building was made of cemented riverstone with thick, rounded wooden beams. It looked surprisingly Tudor in its style, especially with the neatly thatched roof, and it was about three times the size of one of our huts, so I guessed maybe six or eight hundred square feet inside.

I dismounted half a second before Sheela, and she tossed me my Cricket Bat of Doom as I took my first step toward the door.

“Heeyuna!” Eiter called out. “Avern? Oppena? I am here. I brought… some friends!”

By the time I made it to the door, Sheela was right behind me with her spear ready, and I gave her a quick nod before I pushed the door to the home open and then darted in with my weapon raised.

Inside was a table that had been overturned, and there were broken clay plates and mugs scattered on the riverstone floor. In the far corner were four makeshift beds, and I could see straw poking out between the cloth sheets.

“Hello?” Eiter asked as she stepped inside behind Sheela, and then she let out a soft gasp when she saw the state of their kitchen table.

“I’m guessing that they were here when you left?” I grunted.

“Yes…” Eiter cleared her throat, and I could see small tears beginning to drift down her cheeks. “My… friends. They’ve been taken.”
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Chapter 9

“The other tribe must have taken them,” Keefaye said.

“I did not see any footprints outside,” Sheela said.

“Let’s look again,” I said, and we all swiftly walked out the door and began to glance around the dirt on all sides of the quaint looking cottage.

It only took us a few moments to confirm what Sheela had said. I didn’t see footprints anywhere around the small home, and even when I moved closer to the surrounding trees, I didn’t see any disturbance in the tall grass or the leaves of the forest.

“Eiter,” I called out after I’d walked the perimeter of their farm. “Can you use your Path to figure out where they are?”

“Yes.” She nodded. “I think so.”

She closed her orange eyes and then blinked them open before she turned her head to the north and gestured with her hand.

“Is that where the camp of the fuckers harassing you is?” I asked.

“Yes.” She nodded again.

“I’m still not seeing any footprints,” I said as I moved to that side. “We can use your power to track them down, but I don’t know how many there are, so--”

“Victor,” Sheela called out to me from the other side of the cottage, so I walked over and saw the huntress pointing at the thatched roof of the cottage.

For half a moment I couldn’t really see what she was looking at, but then I saw a dent in the thatch, then I noticed another, and then another. A few of the marks looked like they were made by toes with long, bent claws on them, but I couldn’t picture what kind of feet could have made them.

“They were on the roof,” I stated the obvious.

“Looks like two different footprints,” Sheela said. “One set is wide with five toes. The other is narrow and has long curved nails.”

“Two men took Eiter’s three friends?” Keefaye gasped. “They must be strong.”

“They might not need to be that strong,” Eiter sighed. “Heeyuna can barely move. It is the same with Avern. He is so slow. Oppena is feisty, but she can’t really fight.”

I realized Jinx was standing at my feet, and he stayed with me as I circled around to the north side of the cottage again. This time I kept my eyes up to where the boughs of the closest jungle tree stretched toward the straw roof. Now that I was looking in the right place, I noticed a snapped branch on the limb, and then I saw a weird glob of sticky white bubble gum-like substance closer to the trunk of that tree.

“Hey,” I said to get everyone’s attention. “Look at this. Seems like a spider web. Or at least, part of one.”

My friends were at my side in a second, and Sheela and I shared a quick glance as we walked around the tree and saw the same sticky webbing on the next closest tree to the north.

“That is an obvious trail.” Sheela gestured with her spear.

“But we also have Eiter’s Path,” I said. “Let’s go.”

“Wait…” Eiter rested her hand on my shoulder. “You… we are going to go after them?”

“Of course,” I said. “They’re your friends.”

“It might be dangerous.” She blinked her orange eyes at me. “I… I have nothing I can give you for helping, and if they are already dead, then we can’t give you the clothes that you--”

“Don’t worry about paying us back,” I said. “We are just going to help you, and the chances of them dying increase the longer we delay. Let’s move, but be really fucking quiet, and keep your weapons ready.”

The three women nodded, and then we began to move north through the jungle with our weapons in our hands.

Jinx led the way, Sheela and I walked behind him, and then Eiter and Keefaye came up behind us. Dwayne and the pachys carefully crept behind them, but Grumpy brought up the rear, and his long torso made a loud dragging sound across the jungle floor that I could easily hear. I didn’t want to leave him behind, but I knew that we might lose any sort of surprise if the guys we were following heard us coming.

Then again, I had no idea how long ago Eiter’s friends were kidnapped, and I wondered if maybe I should be focusing on moving quickly instead of trying to be stealthy. I decided to let Grumpy stay with us, and I quickened the pace a bit.

A few times Eiter’s Path told her to go a slightly different direction than the web covered trees, and we trusted her power and always ended up finding the silk covered branches again. I figured that her ability was probably giving us the shortest path to our destination, but the webbing I saw still looked like two week old bubble gum, so I didn’t think it was very fresh.

“Do you know the members of this other tribe?” I whispered to Eiter. “I’m wondering about the guy who has these web-gum-sticky powers.”

“I don’t know who it is,” she whispered back. “We’ve seen different members, but I do not know their powers.”

I nodded, and then I turned to Sheela. “How long ago do you think they got captured?”

“Hard to say.” The huntress frowned. “I feel as if it was today, though.”

“Why do you think that?” I asked.

“Just… a feeling…” Sheela’s mouth frowned slightly.

“Like the feeling you had when you thought I might have a different power besides Tame?” I asked.

“Hmmm…” Sheela bit her lip slightly as her golden eyes bore into mine. “That is an interesting thought, Victor.”

“Let’s talk about it later,” I said as I noticed a glob of webbing up ahead high in a tree that seemed larger and wetter than the previous ones. “That looks fresher. What do you think?”

“I agree,” Sheela said.

“How are we going to fight them if they are in the trees?” Keefaye whispered.

“Sheela will just shoot them with a bunch of arrows,” I said as I winked at both of them. “Easy.”

“Will it really be that easy?” Eiter asked.

“He is joking.” Sheela smiled at the lilac-haired woman. “It is never that easy.”

“Let’s hold a moment. I’m going to use Bruce.” I closed my eyes and let my mind float up to where my pteranodon glided above us.

Bruce swooped down a bit lower over the jungle trees, and then I had him pass to the left and right ahead of us. For a few minutes, he didn’t really see anything, but then there was a quick movement about a third of a mile ahead of us, and he circled around to try to get a better look. Sure enough, as Bruce swooped around, I caught a brief flicker of white, and I was able to pretty much identify what tree they were in. Then Bruce circled around again, but the canopy was thick, and I couldn’t really get more insight into what was actually going on beyond the brief flashes of white cocoon-looking bodies when the wind managed to part the jungle leaves and branches at the right angle.

“Bruce sees movement a third of a mile ahead of us,” I said as my eyes drifted back to my own body. “He can’t see exactly what is going on, and I don’t want him to land nearby, so let’s speed up a bit, and I can check when I think we are closer.”

The three women nodded, and we began to jog through the thick forest.

The jungle wasn’t as thick as the area surrounding our fort, but it wasn’t exactly a straight path toward where I thought the kidnappers were. A few times we had to shift around thick trees, or spiky bushes, and a few times I let Eiter take the lead so that she could ensure we were going the fastest way. After ten or so minutes, we were all sweating, and I motioned for us to pause so that I could shift my eyes to Bruce again.

It took me a few dozen seconds to find the movement, but we were about a hundred yards behind the guys now.

“After fifty yards, start to be really quiet,” I whispered to everyone, and then we moved forward as quickly as we could without making any noise.

In my old life, I never would have thought of myself as anything close to a ninja, but I’d gotten a lot better at sneaking around once I got to Dinosaurland, and my booted feet didn’t make any noise as I walked forward behind Jinx. Sheela was even quieter than me, and while I could hear the occasional fall of Keefaye’s bare feet on a jungle leaf, she was almost as quiet as I was. Eiter was also as silent as a mouse, but Dwayne and the pachys were just too big to move through the jungle without brushing up against the various bushes, ferns, and tree trunks to our sides, so when I got within fifty yards of where I thought the bad guys were, I motioned for them to all wait with Grumpy while the women and I continued forward.

I focused on making every one of my breaths as controlled as possible, and I made sure that each of my boots landed on a root or bare patch of dirt that didn’t have any twigs to accidentally break. It was tough trying to do that while also looking up into the jungle canopy, but after a few hyper-focused minutes, I suddenly saw movement on a tree twenty yards or so ahead of us, so I motioned for everyone to get low and duck behind another thick jungle tree.

This wasn’t the first time I’d snuck up on assholes, but I didn’t know how anyone could ever get used to the activity. My heart was hammering in my ribcage, my palms were sweaty, and my breath seemed to exit my nose louder than a diesel engine. I knew it was just nerves, but as I poked my head out from around the tree trunk with Jinx, Sheela, Keefaye, and Eiter, I wondered if these dudes could hear my nerves from twenty yards away.

Sure enough, I saw three body-sized shapes wrapped in cocoons of tight white and gray webbing. One of the shapes wiggled and thrashed against the bindings, and I could hear muffled feminine screams coming from the cocoon. The other two silk cocoons didn’t move at all, and I guessed that the larger one was Avern. That made me conclude that the cocoon thrashing was probably Oppena, and the third smaller cocoon that wasn’t moving was Heeyuna.

The two men I saw pulling and carrying the cocoons across the boughs of the tree looked like nothing I would have expected. The first guy I saw looked almost like a monkey. He had thick dark hair over his bent body, a sumo-wrestler-like diaper made of cloth that matched Eiter’s clothes, and silk that wrapped around his shins. His monkey-like feet had a large claw on the big toe kind of like the dinosaur raptors on this world, and his torso and legs looked corded with muscle that his hairy body couldn’t hide.

At his shoulders, he had two limbs on each side. The lower limb looked like a monkey arm, but his hands looked too large for his forearms. The second, higher, limbs were only about the length of his elbows, and their shape looked a bit like hairy eggplants where the ends were fatter than the parts that connected to his shoulder.

His face completed the strange monkey resemblance, and I was reminded a bit of the guy Kelg, who I had met along with Heracula when I first got to this planet and had quickly betrayed me. Kelg looked a bit more human than this guy, but they both had a similar monkey-like too-wide nose and facial features.

The second guy looked like a bipedal dragon-man. He had dark green scales, broad spiked shoulders, and a thick chest plate that kind of reminded me of a turtle shell. His feet looked like eagle claws with three toes, and his hands actually looked like a sloth’s. His face was actually more human-looking than what I would have imagined for someone with a body like his, and I would have guessed he was a man with green face paint and red contacts if I hadn’t seen the rest of his body. He wore purple pants with frayed bottoms and leather cord ties around his biceps, and the man swung around the branches with a combination of his sloth-hands and grippy taloned feet as easily as I would walk across a hopscotch.

The two men weren’t talking to each other, but as I watched the monkey guy jumped down to the branch that the squirming cocoon was balanced on. Then he leaned his face down to where I guessed Oppena’s head was, and he hissed something out that I couldn’t quite hear. The cocoon stopped squirming for half a moment, but then it began to twist and thrash even harder.

Monkey-dude shook his head with dismay, and then he bent over at the hips so that his strange eggplant-shaped upper arm on his right side was touching the silk of the cocoon. The limb suddenly opened up at the end, and a stream of webbing came out and glopped onto Oppena’s cocoon. Then the monkey-dude began to roll her over with his two human-looking hands, and the bubble gum substance wrapped around her tight like plastic wrap.

“Mmmmmmm!” I heard the cocoon try to scream, but the wrapping was obviously making it hard for her to move, or even take breaths, and by the time the monkey was finished rolling her over a few times, she wasn’t really wiggling much.

The monkey-man then picked her up with one hand like a duffle bag and lifted the cocoon over his head as easily as I’d military press a jug of milk. The dragon-man was hanging onto a branch just above the monkey-dude, and as soon as Oppena had been handed off, the dragon-man moved north away from us. I figured he was going to take her to the next tree, but I couldn’t quite see him leap to the next branch from my angle on the ground.

Then I watched the monkey man grasp the cocoon that housed Averan with his left hand, and the cocoon that had Heeyuna with his right, before he jumped up five or so feet to the next highest branch and followed his companion.

Holy shit. I had no way of knowning how much Heeyuna and Avern actually weighed, but if they were even a hundred pounds each, that dude was fucking strong. He didn’t even seem to be affected by the load in each of his hands as he moved through the trees.

“How far away are we from their camp?” I whispered as quietly as I could to Eiter.

“I’m… unsure,” she whispered back.

“Use your ability,” I said. “Maybe you can guess?”

“Hmmm…” She blinked her eyes and then glanced in the same direction as the two assholes were moving. “I… Feel… A mile and a half? Two miles? It feels close. I’m sorry. I don’t know how to know for sure, but that is my guess.”

“That’s not a lot of time,” I whispered as I clenched my fists.

I only had a few minutes to come up with a plan.

The obvious choice was to have Sheela use her Critical Strike with her bow to kill these guys, but I kept thinking about how armored the dragon-man looked, and how strong the monkey-man was. I was a decent shot with the bow, but I didn’t like my chances of shooting up through the tree branches at these mean-looking fucks. Even if Sheela killed one quickly, it could mean the other one might have a good chance of escaping. We’d caught up to them because they were carrying three other people, but I reasoned that they might actually move way faster through the trees unencumbered than we could through the dense jungle.

I needed a way to cut them off from the north so that they couldn’t get to their camp. Then I’d kill them.

But how could I cut them off when they traveled like squirrels in a tree? I didn’t have any dinosaurs who could go up there, and even if I did, I really didn’t know what path they were going to take back, so it would be impossible to cut them off.

I needed a wall.

Or something.

Then I glanced at Keefaye and got an idea.

“Victor,” Sheela whispered. “What should we do?”

“We are going to start a fire,” I said as I asked Dwayne, Grumpy, and the pachys to move forward to us.

“A fire?” Sheela blinked at me.

“Yeah.” I gestured to the two jugs of blessed water on Dwayne’s saddle. “I’m worried about these guys getting away to their camp if we can’t kill them instantly, so Keefaye and I are going to cut northeast and circle around them while you and Eiter are going to follow from behind. We’ll drench the jungle north of them with blessed water and then light it on fire to block them from running north. Once that’s blocked off, Sheela can take her shot and kill one, or both, but there will be less risk of them getting to their friends.”

“We are creating a dead end to trap them.” Sheela nodded, but she still wore a frown on her beautiful lips.

“I know what you are thinking,” I sighed. “Yeah, the fire could get out of control, and we don’t have Adella here to use her water to help soothe the flames.”

“Yes.” Sheela nodded. “You said the last fire you lit burned through a few valleys.”

“We do have the river on our right,” I said, and to the north it’s more rocky sections. Left slopes up into more rocky hills. Burning south would be an issue for sure, but I doubt it would get to our camp.”

“But it might burn mine,” Eiter whispered.

“It might,” I sighed. “I’m trying to think of another solution. We could just not light a fire, but if we mess up killing these two dudes, and one gets away to his friends, then there is a very high chance that the four of us and your three friends are going to die. Or at least have to fight a bunch of them, and I don’t like those odds. I’d rather risk burning some jungle to raise the probability that we can kill both of these assholes.”

“I can see your points.” Eiter nodded. “I am just… scared for us and my friends. Fire seems hard to control.”

“Maybe Keefaye can help create and squelch it,” I said as I turned to the golden-horned woman.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“You can bless the water. Maybe you can unbless it?” I shrugged. “Maybe you can give it negative properties that can make it unable to burn?”

“I… I could try.” She bit her lip. “I would prefer to try it under more controlled circumstances and not when everyone’s life is in danger.”

“Me too,” I chuckled. “We almost never get that option though. We all just kind of figured out how our powers level up a few days ago. We don’t have time to test shit. We’ll make it work or we’ll figure something else out. I don’t have any other ideas, so unless the three of you have a way to stop these guys running through the trees, I say we get going.”

“When should I attack?” Sheela asked.

“You’ll know,” I said as I tucked the stone axe I’d been using to clear jungle into my belt and began to remove the clay jugs filled with blessed water off Dwayne’s sides. “The fire will block them, and they’ll probably stop moving north. Once you think it’s the best time, take your shot. I’m sure I’ll feel you attack, but I’m also leaving Dwayne here so--”

“Shouldn’t we bring him with us?” Keefaye asked, and I could hear the tremble in her voice. “Grumpy can stay with--”

“Dwayne makes too much noise,” I said, “Also, as soon as Sheela takes her shot, the other guy is going to realize she is attacking. He might come after her. I’d feel better if both Dwayne and Grumpy had her back. Besides, you and I aren’t going to be involved in any fighting. All we are going to do is douse a lot of trees with blessed water.”

“Oh, okay.” Keefay nodded, but her golden eyes were still wide.

Jinx let out a soft squawk, and I glanced down at my blue-feathered pal.

“Dude… I mean… That would be smart,” I said. “I just don’t know if--”

Jinx ruffled his feathers and then puffed up his chest.

“What is he saying?” Sheela said.

“If he follows right under their tree, then I can sense where he is, and therefore know where they are at,” I explained.

“You got all that from him making that soft little noise?” Keefaye whispered.

“Uhh… Yeah… Kind of.” I shrugged. “He knows I know where he is at. He knows where I’m at.”

Jinx and I stared at each other for a few seconds as he puffed up his chest a bit more, and then I finally sighed and nodded at him.

Then he turned around and dashed through the jungle. I transferred the rope tying the two jugs over to my own shoulders, and then I grasped the hoop handles for each of the clay vessels. It was probably around eighty pounds of total weight, but my muscles didn’t seem to mind the effort.

For now.

“Let’s go,” I said to Keefaye, and then I started running north west through the jungle.
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Chapter 10

We ran for a good five minutes northeast, and I could easily sense when we started to put distance between Jinx. He seemed to actually be moving at a casual walking pace, and when I risked flashing my vision back to him, I saw him moving from fern to fern while he paced right under the two men.

I’d honestly been a bit worried about my pal going on another solo mission like this, but he’d proven himself back in our old camp when we were both hiding in the well, and I realized now that the two men in the trees were too busy moving their three cocooned packages to bother looking down at the house cat-sized dinosaur.

“Okay,” I panted to Keefaye as I came back to my own eyes. “We do another five minutes, and I think we’ll have enough space between us to light the fires.”

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” The golden-haired woman bit her lip. “I don’t know if I’m the right person to help you--”

“You are all I have, so it has to work,” I cut her off, and then I nodded my head more northward, and I set off through a lower patch of ferns.

Keefaye followed behind me, and I counted both the seconds and the distance I sensed from Jinx. After I counted to four minutes, I lowered the jugs off my shoulder and began to untie the rope between their handles so I could pour them easier.

“Victor, I don’t know if I can make the fires stop once we start them.”

“That’s step three,” I chuckled. “First step is to block them with the fire, second is for Sheela to kill them. Can you try to bless the water more?”

“Bless it more?” She had her fingers wound together, and I could see her shoulders trembling.

“Hey, look,” I said as I reached out to cup her chin in my hands. “I know you are scared. Hell, I’m scared, too, but I know you can do this. You mentioned you thought you could increase the potency of your blessed water?”

“I will try,” Keefaye whispered, and then I let go of her face so she could step closer to one of the jugs.

“Oh, and… uhhh… Can you do it without saying anything?” I asked.

“I… I always say--”

“I know you always say ‘bless this water,’” I whispered urgently, “but you are going to try it without saying anything, and you are going to try to make it as potent as you’ve ever made it before. Make a single drop a hundred times more powerful than you normally do.”

“I’ll try, Victor.” She nodded, and her golden hair bounced on her shoulders as she raised her arms over the jug.

Then Keefaye closed her beautiful eyes, and her lips began to move silently.

I watched her for a few seconds, and it seemed like nothing was happening, but then her fingertips began to sparkle like she’d dunked them in golden glitter, and the hue of the brownish-red clay jugs seemed to lighten. I almost couldn’t believe what I was seeing, and I had to blink my eyes a few times as the blessed water container did actually change to a gold color. It really did look like the jug was now made out of solid gold metal, but I resisted the urge to touch it until Keefaye told me it was okay.

Jinx was getting closer, and I figured half a minute had passed while Keefaye silently chanted over the jug, and I felt the sweat stream down my bare back as my nerves vibrated with stress. Then she suddenly opened her eyes and smiled at me.

“I’m level three! It worked!” She hissed the words in an excited whisper, and I couldn’t help but fist pump before I gave her a hug.

“I’m going to start pouring this one,” I said as I picked up the jug. Even though it looked like solid gold, the jug weighed the same as before, so I guess the change in hue was purely cosmetic.

Keefaye nodded, and I turned around and began to pour the liquid onto the tree to our north. The blessed water came out like clear maple syrup instead of its usual water-like consistency, and it smelled like the one time I had to sit on an airplane on the runway for an hour while we taxied.

It smelled like jet fuel.

I really had no idea what the fuck I was doing as I began to pour the substance on the next tree. I knew Keefaye’s normal batch burned like lighter fluid, but if this really was a hundred times stronger, then all each tree needed was probably a few drops.

I still layed a nice wet line from tree to tree.

I had started about a hundred yards north west of where Jinx was but by the time I made it directly north of him, and my jug was empty, he was about seventy yards, so I ran as fast and as quietly as I could back to pick up the second golden jug from Keefaye.

“Be super quiet,” I whispered to her as I grabbed the jug from her. “Follow me to the empty jug, and take it directly west. Fill it up with water, and bless it, but just do the normal blessing, not this powerful one. Okay?”

Keefaye nodded, but I could see the question on her face. I just didn’t really want to bother explaining to her the next part of my plan.

I had more trees to nuke.

I sprinted back east toward where I had left off, and Keefaye grabbed the empty jug and continued eastward to the river. Jinx was about sixty yards, and I realized that we were going to be cutting this really, really, really damn close.

I was a bit more used to pouring the syrupy blessed water now, but my hand, shoulders, and back were screaming because of all the physical activity. The stress of the situation was also making my hands slick with perspiration, and the heat of the jungle wasn’t helping keep the salty sweat out of my eyes. I wanted to hiss out all my favorite cuss words as I tried to lay down the death trap, but I kept my damn mouth shut and just kept pouring as fast as I could.

I could sense that Sheela and my other dinos were a good hundred and fifty yards behind the two men, and they started to close the distance as the kidnappers got closer to my line. Then I was finally out of the second jug, and I turned around to the west to find Keefaye power walking toward me with the jug of freshly blessed water shaking in her arms.

“Start a fire,” I ordered as I pointed to a patch of dried jungle leaves some thirty yards to the south east close to the shore of the river, and she nodded without question and ran over.

I took the new jug and began to pour out a stream of blessed water from where I’d just lined the jet fuel to where Keefaye was going to start the fire. This was going to be my long TNT wick so that we weren’t standing too close to the syrup when the flames touched it. There was a chance we didn’t need it, but I was literally playing with fire, and I was already breaking tons of safety rules. I could afford this extra caution.

But then Jinx started to move north a bit faster, and I realized he was going to be even with us in like thirty seconds.

Shit.

I switched my eyes to my little buddy, and I saw that this clump of trees had thick branches set along evenly like a road cutting through the jungle. The other trees had involved a bit of vertical climbing, but now that they didn’t have this small hindrance, the two men were able to walk north along the thick boughs as easily as if they were walking on a city curb while carrying their luggage.

I looked at Keefaye as my heart hammered in my chest. She already had the tinder smoking, but I had just started to pour my blessed water line, and I’d probably need another thirty seconds to get over to her.

Fuck it.

I spun around and began to over pour the water as I backwards-ran toward her. It was super sloppy, but I didn’t get any of the stuff on my boots or pants, and it only took me ten seconds to get back. I didn’t even bother dropping the empty jug, I just grabbed Keefaye’s fiery clump of tinder with my bare right hand, sprinted back toward the water line as quickly as I could and tossed it into the wet mess.

The blessed water lit up just like the lighter fluid I had expected, and then I half turned to run back, and half kept my eyes on the flames as it raced toward the trees where I had poured the super strong magma syrup.

The flames hit the first tree right as I made it back to Keefaye, but then nothing happened.

“Shit,” I tugged on her arm so that we stood right on the river bank. It gave us a dozen more yards and brought us down the slope a bit from the jungle, but it looked like my efforts had amounted to nothing.

The syrup looked like it wasn’t going to burn, and we stared at the base of the first tree for another ten seconds as I felt my stomach turn to ice.

“Oh, Victor,” Keefaye sighed softly. “I’m so sorry. I thought this would work. Now I’ve ruined everything.”

“No,” I whispered. “It’s okay. We tried our best, and--”

Suddenly I was lifted off the ground along with Keefaye, and I felt my chest and stomach clench as if a donkey had just kicked me.

My vision went black for a second, and then my body felt cold.

My first thought was that I was dead, and the coldness I felt was my soul leaving my body, but I didn’t see any bright light, or hear any angels singing, or witness my life flash before my eyes. If anything, I could feel my body getting tugged in three different directions, and my ears were ringing like someone had smashed cymbals next to my skull.

Then I felt a tug on my left arm, and I forced my eyes open.

I was underwater. I was in the river. I was still holding onto the empty clay jug, and it was floating on the surface of the water so that I wasn’t sinking.

I kicked my legs as hard as I could and rushed up to the surface. As soon as my head broke through the water, I took a deep breath, but then I coughed again because the air tasted of ash, fire, and brimstone.

Then I glanced over to the treeline and my heart stopped beating.

Everything was on fire.

The trees where I had poured the blessed syrup looked like bunsen burners shooting sixty-foot flames, the air above them was black like an angry tropical storm, and the wind was actually spinning flaming dust ash like a thousand leaf blowers were fighting for dominance.

Holy shit. What the fuck did I do?

“Keefaye!” I screamed over the ringing in my ears as I turned around in the rushing water, but I could barely hear myself.

I could barely see.

I could barely feel.

Just the cold of the water and the ache in my chest. My limbs felt numb and I was so dizzy that I wondered if I had a concussion.

I spun around as the river pushed me south away from the fire, but I didn’t see Keefaye anywhere, so I let go of the jug, dove under the water, and tried to pry my eyes open. Even though the sky and waters were dark, the light from the fire was working like stadium spotlights, and I saw a flicker of a golden rope down deeper in the water to my south.

I kicked my legs to push myself deeper into the water, but then there was a boulder that I had to kind of spin around so that I didn’t smash my face. I saw Keefaye right after I moved myself in the current, and her golden eyes were wide open in panic as she spun around in the water.

I guessed she was just as confused as I had been a dozen seconds before and couldn’t figure out how to swim to the surface, so I wrapped my arm around her slender waist and tugged her up toward the surface as I kicked my booted feet as hard as I could.

Then we surfaced into the burning inferno.

I could hear her take a ragged breath over the screeching in my own ears, and I pulled her closer to me as I reached out to grab onto a nearby passing boulder.

Then my fingers slipped off the wet surface, and we both choked out a last big breath as we sunk beneath the flow of the river again.

I kicked up hard again and used the arm that wasn’t holding onto Keefaye to paddle, and we got to the surface again, this time I reached out to a piece of wood drifting by us and felt a bit startled when my fingers wrapped around the handle of my faithful floating jug again. It helped keep us above the water, so I was able to glance around for a brief moment and get our bearings.

Every tree to our west was on fire now, or so it seemed, but just as soon as I started to worry about Jinx I felt and saw him on the shore, and he let out a loud squawk before my brave little buddy jumped into the water.

The air exploded out of my lungs when my back hit a boulder, and I heard Keefaye cry out my name as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. I could feel her kicking against the current, and then I heard her scream my name again, but my vision was spinning in all different directions, and every breath seemed to pour fire into my lungs.

“Victor! Behind us!” Her words finally cut through my mind, and I glanced south toward where the river was taking us and saw that a massive tree had fallen over.

It was blocking the water, and it was burning so hot that the flames were fucking blue.

“Shit. Shit. Shiiiiit!” I shouted as I started to kick and thrash against the current.

I could feel Keefaye kicking just as hard as I was, and if it wasn’t for the jug I was using as an impromptu flotation device, I was sure we would have gone under the water, but as it was, we actually seemed to fight against the current for a few moments, but every damn kick seemed to drain way too much energy out of me, and the air was getting impossible to breath.

Then Jinx was at my side, and he let out another concerned squawk as the little guy pushed his head into my back.

There was no way in hell the cat-sized dino could push me and Keefaye up the river, but just the fact that my buddy was trying with every single ounce of his little body to save my life snapped my brain back into focus, and I felt my chest growl as my muscles came back to life.

“Come on!” I screamed to the fire, the water, the air, and my two friends.

I started kicking and grabbing the water with my right hand while Keefaye clung to me and Jinx pushed on my back. We started to surge forward, but then I felt my blue-feathered friend slip under the water behind me, and I had to twist around so that I could cross-reach over my left shoulder with my right arm and grab him.

Jinx let out a water-drenched squawk as I pulled him out of the water, and then I set him on my left shoulder and went back to paddling with my right arm. It might have been possible to swim forward easier if I let go of the jug with my left hand, but it also could have been possible that losing the flotation device might have caused us to drift under the surge of the river.

“Come on!” I screamed again as I kicked and paddled as hard as I could. My breaths came in and out with a fiery agony, and it felt like I was trying to move through a river of Vaseline instead of water. Every time I moved I seemed to go forward four inches and then slip back three, and I didn’t know how much longer I could keep going.

But I had to keep going. I wasn’t going to die in this fucking river because I set the damn jungle on fire.

“Come on!” I growled as I kicked, and kicked, and kicked.

I could tell Keefaye was thrashing her legs, too, and I could almost hear her shout over the sound of the burning jungle, but my vision was dark with smoke and blurry with fire. Every part of my body was screaming, and I focused on the shore ahead of us. It was rocky, but flat enough for us to get out of. There were no flaming trees there, and I realized that it was the east side of the river.

“Come on. Kick! Kick! Kick!” My voice was raw from screaming, but I felt Keefaye thrash harder as she clung to me, and I reached forward and grabbed onto a rock that was jutting out of the water close to the shore.

My fingers wrapped around the slick surface, and I didn’t slip off.

Two kicks later I was standing against the swell of water, and I dragged Keefaye to her feet behind me before I took four more steps to get us out. Then I collapsed on the small beach like a tired whale, and I didn’t even mind the sharp rocks poking into my bare chest.

Keefaye lay next to me, but I could feel her fingers gently running through my wet hair along with the press of the stone axe in my belt against my hip. I realized my eyes were closed, and I had no idea how much time had passed since we got out of the water. It could have been just a few seconds, or it could have been two days. My brain and body had just turned off, but the golden-haired woman’s nails scratching my scalp had brought me back.

“You okay?” she asked as I blinked my eyes open.

“Yeah…” I turned off my stomach and onto my side, and then I coughed out a cup full of water, gagged, and almost puked. I managed to keep it down, though, and then I turned even more so that I was sitting on my ass and looking across the river at the west side.

Where the jungle burned.

The trees I had poured the syrup on were still going like bunsen burners, and the flames consuming the rest of the jungle had moved south. As I turned my head southward to see how far the flames had gone, I saw that the fallen tree the river had almost pushed us into had spread the flames to our east side of the river, and the orange fire was actually moving north in our direction.

Fuck.

“Come on,” I growled as I forced my aching legs to stand. “We have to get going.”

“Where?” Keefaye asked as she rose.

“Just north,” I said. “It’s rocky a quarter of a mile up the coast, or maybe it’s a half mile. Either way, the jungle ends, and the fire will end with it.”

“What about Sheela and--”

“She’s still alive,” I cut her off, “but we won’t be if we don’t move. Let’s go.”

I took a step and was a bit surprised that my wobbly legs didn’t give out. Then I took another step and felt my strength start to return. A few moments later, Keefaye, Jinx, and I were running through the trees north. It was away from Sheela and the rest of my dinos, but I didn’t think it was possible to go any other direction until the flames had extinguished themselves.

“Should I try to reverse my blessed water?” Keefaye shouted over the sound of the burning trees when we were even with the bunsen burners.

“Try it!” I yelled, “but don’t stop running!”

I lost track of the minutes as we ran, but once we passed the ignited trees where I’d poured the syrup the ash in the air reduced a bunch. We had to struggle to get through some thick parts of the jungle, but each time Jinx was able to quickly dart around and estimate which path would get us through the obstacle the quickest. I still knew that the fires on the east side were gaining on us, and I couldn’t help but think that I’d traded the struggle to swim upstream so we wouldn’t get burned alive for a struggle to run north so we wouldn’t get burned alive.

Jinx let out a happy squawk ahead of us, and a few moments later we came to the edge of the jungle. Ahead of us was a sloping crest of red and orange colored rock that reminded me a lot of the area north east across the river from our new home where Emerald and I had bypassed Aytron’s camp. The rocks rose a good fifty or so feet at a gentle slope, and the way the land rose and fell made me think there might be small caves, or at least some nooks and crannies where we could take some refuge.

The issue was that the journey up the slope had no cover, so anyone looking in our direction was going to see us running, and I had no idea how close we were to the assholes’ camp to the north of Eiter’s home.

I just had to hope that anyone around was looking south at the firestorm.

I didn’t need to tell Keefaye to keep running, she kept pace behind me easily enough, and as soon as we were a good two hundred yards from the edge of the jungle, we came to an alcove in the rocks that had eight-foot high ledges.

“In here,” I gasped as I slid into the small crevasse, and then I leaned against one of the smooth rock walls for a second as I caught my breath.

“I… I think… I reversed my blessed water,” Keefaye coughed out after a few seconds.

“Really?” I gasped.

“Yes…” She nodded. “I’m actually level four now! As we ran, I looked back over my shoulder a few times, and it seemed like the trees had stopped burning.”

“No shit,” I said, and then I moved back south to the edge of the rock so that I could peek over the wall and look south west.

The jungle south of us and south west across the river was still on fire, but I didn’t see the giant pillars of flames about half a mile away where I had poured Keefaye’s blessed syrup. I did notice something else that made my breath catch, and I almost couldn’t believe my eyes when I looked up into the sky.

Keefay’s flames had created a fucking tornado, and the clouds in every direction had turned black and swirly as if they were an angry toilet trying to flush down used motor oil. Fire was actually funneling up into the air, and as I watched, half a dozen cracks of lightning crashed down from the clouds and into the jungle.

“Holy shit.” It was all I could say given the incredible spectacle. From growing up in Southern California, I knew that hot winds and fire could create weather patterns, but this looked like something out of a post apocalyptic movie, and even though it seemed like Keefaye had turned off the power of her burning water, I wondered if it was too late, and I was unintentionally going to cause half of Dinosaurland to burn down.

There was a sudden clap of thunder that made my ears ring, and a torrent of water started pouring down on us.
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Chapter 11

“Rain?” Keefaye looked up into the sky with me, and she sounded as surprised as I was.

“I guess it makes sense,” I said as I glanced back to the south west. “I think humidity in the air can latch onto the ash particles. It’s fucking pouring everywhere. Looks like it’s starting to put the fires out.”

Keefaye leaned around the side of the wall with me, and we both watched the sheets of angry rain pummel down from the sky like waves. It was a bit hard to see all the way over to where the fires exactly were because of the water, but the orange glow in the sky was definitely starting to fade, and the rain was so thick that I felt as if I was still swimming in the river.

“Do you think we’ll be safe?” Keefaye asked.

“Yeah,” I sighed. “Thankfully. We are super lucky. I didn’t realize that you could make your blessed water so powerful.”

“Neither did I.” She shrugged. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry,” I chuckled. “I knew there were risks. Let me check on Sheela.”

I closed my eyes and thought about my huntress. A second later I was looking out her eyes.

“Victor?” she gasped.

“Where?” Eiter asked.

“I… I can feel his presence,” Sheela said.

“You can feel his presence?” the other woman asked.

“Yes… I will explain later. Victor, look. We have saved Eiter’s friends.” As Sheela spoke, her eyes turned to Dwayne, and I saw two cocooned bodies thrown over his saddle. Then Sheela glanced to her right shoulder, and I saw that she was carrying the other cocoon there.

“He can see out of your eyes?” Eiter asked, and I heard a bit of awe in her voice.

“Yes,” Sheela replied. “Victor, I killed the two men. Heeyuna, Avern, and Oppena are alive. We were fleeing south to escape the flames, so I did not have a chance to cut them loose, but now that it is raining, the webbing is starting to come off, and the fire is not spreading. We will fall back to their cottage. Will you meet us there?”

I didn’t know how to confirm her statement, but I just figured I’d think “yes” to her and then command Dwayne to give a happy sounding hoot. He did so, and Sheela nodded.

“Very well. I will work to help them. We will wait there for you. Come when it is safe.”

“How is he communicating with you?” I heard Eiter ask.

“It is because he is my mate,” Sheela answered simply, but then I moved my mind back to my own body and blinked my eyes open.

“They are all okay,” I told Keefaye. “I’m going to use Bruce to get an idea of the damage.”

I moved my vision up to my pteranodon. He had flown away north from the epicenter of the flame tornado, but now that the maelstrom had ended, he was circling back south. It was a bit hard for him to fly through the sheets of rain and the turbulent wind in the upper atmosphere, but as he got closer to us, the rain seemed to lessen and the winds died down a bit.

I could see that probably a good four or five square miles had burned with the fire I set. There was still three hundred yards or so of untouched jungle between the burnt areas on both sides of the river and the north rocky slopes, and about a half a mile between where the fires ended to the south and where Eiter’s home was. So even though my plan had been incredibly risky, we’d been able to stop the two men from carrying Eiter’s friends up to the enemy camp, and I hadn’t accidentally burned down the entire world.

As Bruce circled around, the rain began to lighten to what felt like a moderate sprinkle. I didn’t see any burning spots in the jungle, just smoldering smoke and twisted black trees. It looked like the worst was over, and I let out a sigh of relief.

“We are okay,” I said out my mouth even though my eyes were still with Bruce.

“Thank goodness,” Keefaye sighed.

“Yeah. I think we can… Wait. There is movement across the river from us.”

“What is it?” she asked.

I had Bruce twist around in a circle so that I could see better, and he focused on the rocky slopes directly across the river to the west of where Keefaye and I were. The slopes there had plenty of folded gorges, nooks, and crannies just like where Keefaye and I hid, but this rock formation also had a bunch of holes in the slopes of red-orange rock, and I couldn’t help but wonder if it had once been a massive ant hill.

But it wasn’t ants coming out of the caves.

It was six survivors.

Bruce’s sharp eyes picked up one woman wearing tight black pants with a matching color bikini top with long white hair and teal color skin. She stood next to a man with pale cream-colored skin and long black hair. He looked to be about my size, but I couldn’t see how muscular he was because he wore the same cloth outfit that Eiter wore. The man next to him looked like a centaur, but his lower body seemed more like a goat’s than a horse, and he even had ram horns on his head.

The fourth man had black skin similar to Gee’s onyx color, but he must have stood ten feet tall, and instead of normal-looking hands, he had bladed fingers that reminded me of the Johnny Depp movie Edward Sissorhands. He wore pants that were the same color as Eiter’s, but his chest was bare and his muscles looked incredibly impressive.

The fifth man didn’t have a head on his shoulders, but as Bruce circled around, I saw that his face was actually in the middle of his chest. There were three eyes in between the guy’s nipples, his nose protruded like a pig, and his mouth was too-large and wore a permanent toothy-smile that was one hundred-and-ten percent the stuff of nightmares. The only thing that wasn’t horrifying about this guy was that he seemed to be only four and a half feet tall, and his arms looked like twigs.

The last man had dark orange fur and two bushy tails. He kind of looked a bit like a fox, but I realized that was mostly the color of his fur, ears, and tail giving me that impression. Unlike Zoru, this dude’s face looked like a spider’s, and he had a cluster of eyes where his forehead was, and a fanged mouth that twitched open and closed while a long tongue wiggled in the air as if he was tasting the ash on the wind.

The human-looking guy with the pale skin and long dark hair pointed to the south where the smoke was, and the other five members of his tribe nodded. I didn’t think it took a massive jump in deduction to guess he was Wyss.

The six of them began to talk, but Bruce was too far away to hear. Then the leader motioned across the river at the hill mound where Keefaye and I were hiding, and the goat-centaur dude and fox-spider face dude nodded.

Then they both began to jump down the slope toward the river.

Toward us.

“Shit…” I hissed. “Group of six survivors. It’s the enemy camp. Two guys are coming our way.”

“Do they know we are here?” Keefaye gasped.

“No…” I said as I continued to follow their progress with Bruce’s eyes. “I think the peak of this hill is a good ninety feet higher than the one they are living in, so they are probably going to just take a look around from the higher elevation.”

“Maybe they won’t see us?” Keefaye whispered, and I could feel her trembling body press into mine.

“Uhhh… I think…” My words trailed off as the two men made it to the bottom of their hill and leapt down the last bit of rocky ledge so that they were on the stone beach of the river.

“Victor?” Keefaye asked.

“I’m trying to get an idea of the best path they would take,” I said as I steered Bruce around as much as I could to the west of the river so that he could look eastward across the water from a low enough angle so that I could see the slope of that hill from the approach.

Then the two men jumped in the river and began to swim across. It was apparent that they were heading southward with their trajectory, and I felt my heart start to hammer in my chest.

“It… shit. It looks like the west side of the hill we are on is pretty steep. There is like a fifteen foot sheer drop. They can go north, but it really looks like they are heading to the south side of the hill where the slope is less.”

“Where we are hiding?” Keefaye’s voice was a tremble.

“Yeah…” I pulled my eyes from Bruce and looked down at my chest. Sheela had been carrying the Cricket Bat of Doom earlier, but even if I had thought to throw it over my shoulder, there would have been a high probability that I would have either lost it in the river or cut Keefaye with it when she clung to my back. Even if I had brought a spear I would have dropped it during all the confusion.

Fortunately, I’d shoved the stone axe I’d been using to clear brush in my belt, and it was still there. It wasn’t an ideal weapon, since the weight was a little heavy forward on the head, but the edge was sharp enough to go through a tree with enough repetition, and I knew it would crack a skull as long as I could get a good hit in. I also had my flint blade in my pocket, but everyone in the camp always carried their own, so I looked to Keefaye as I pulled my axe out of my belt.

“Where is your knife?”

“My… knife?” She blinked, and then she reached to her lower back and pulled out a small blade about as long as my middle finger from a tight pocket back there. It was wrapped in a dried bark so as to not cut her, and she pulled it from the sheath with shaking hands.

Yeah. The thing was about an inch of blade, just like mine, and we only really used it for skinning, eating, and preparing tinder for fires.

“It will have to do,” I whispered. “Jinx will distract the one I’m not on. Just aim for the eyes or something.”

Keefaye nodded, but her golden eyes couldn’t get any wider, and I could see her lips trembling.

My heart was hammering in my chest too, but I’d gotten used to hiding my terror. I’d gotten lucky with my fire and blessed water combo, but I was super unlucky now. Dwayne and Grumpy were at least two miles away, I didn’t have a real weapon on me, and Keefaye wasn’t a warrior. My mind started spinning with possible things that we might be able to do if she blessed whatever water was in the jug we still had with us, but I knew for sure that I didn’t have time to get a tinder going before these two men were on us.

I reached out with my Tame ability like I had once before to look for small creatures, or really, just anything that I could use to fight, but other than a few bugs and birds half the size of Jinx, I didn’t sense anything nearby me.

“Just… get low and press against this wall,” I said, and then Keefaye, Jinx, and I moved a bit more north into the nook so that the top of the walls around us were ten or so feet high. On one hand, if they saw us in here, it would mean I’d have less room to fight because the back of this divot narrowed a bunch, but on the other hand, there was a higher probability that these guys might just run by our hiding spot without seeing us.

I switched my eyes back to Bruce in time to see the two men jump out of the river, shake themselves off, and then move toward our hiding spot. We had about a hundred and fifty yards between us, but from the angle where Bruce was looking, it really did seem like the best path for these guys was going to be either climbing the first slope, and then running right over the spot where we were hiding, or running south of us past the opening to our hiding spot, and then taking a path a few dozen yards east of us up to the peak.

Either way would give them an opportunity to find us.

“How close are they?” Keefaye’s voice was just a hair above a whisper, but instead of answering her, I just shook my head and twisted my grip around the haft of my axe.

My heart hammered in my head, my muscles felt like electricity was coursing through them, and my lungs hurt from every controlled breath I had to take. It wasn’t even lunch time, and I felt like I’d been working nonstop for two days.

Jinx was crouched low and he actually gave me a nod when our eyes met. I knew the little guy was going to do the best he could, but all I could hope for from him was a bit of a distraction while I tried to deal with both of the men.

Keefaye looked like she was either going to start crying or run away at any second. She trembled next to me like she was freezing to death, and her big golden eyes kept blinking as she fought against her terror. If she knew how brave I thought she was in this instant, she would probably calm down, but I didn’t want to risk talking, so I just leaned into her face and planted a gentle kiss on her forehead below her horn.

Keefaye gave me a wide smile, and her shoulders did seem to lose some of their tension, but the hand that held her knife still trembled.

“I don’t think we’ll be able to see past the smoke,” I heard a voice behind us say, and the voice seemed to have a slight Fargo-Canadian accent.

“Wyss was right. They should be back by now.” The other voice said. It was a high tenor pitch with a bit of a growl at the end, so I wondered if it was the fox-spider face dude.

“Did Heeyuna cause that fire?” the first voice said.

“Dunno. I thought we should have just left them alone.”

“We need women,” Fargo accent said. “Wyss is the only one getting his cock wet.”

“You lot need women. I just want to survive. Women in my species eat us after they breed. No thanks.”

“That’s your species. Most women are just nice and soft. They are wet and tight where you put your cock, and they whimper when they feel you pour your seed into them. It’s quite enjoyable. That’s why we need Heeyuna, Oppena, and Eiter.”

“They make clothes,” the growly tenor said, “and they were making them for us for free. Seems a shame to force them to join us.”

“Are you questioning Wyss?” Fargo asked.

“Nope,” the other voice huffed. “I’ll do what he tells me to do, but you are stating your opinions, and I’m stating mine.”

The voices had been getting louder as they approached, and the tension in my body had grown along with the volume.

“Watch your step.” the Fargo voice said, and I briefly switched my eyes to Bruce to see them ascend the first slope on the west side of our hill.

So they were going to jump over our little nook.

“Just because I don’t have four legs doesn’t mean I’m less than you,” growly tenor huffed.

Then the two men jumped over our gap and the light suddenly got dim. I made out the four legs of the centaur goat-dude and the fox-spider’s twin tails before they landed on the other side, and my body tensed up as I got ready to swing my axe.

“I didn’t say that,” Fargo groaned. “Why are you so sensitive?”

“I’m not being sensitive!” the fox-spider-man said as their voices started to dim.

“Is it because you weren’t invited to capture them? I personally thought you should have gone. Rotta and Getro are strong, but you can move through the trees just as fast as they can.”

“I told Wyss I didn’t wish to kidnap them.”

“Eh? Really? I’m surprised he didn’t make you,” Fargo scoffed.

“Like I said, I don’t see any reason for capturing the women. They are giving us clothes for free. We should worry about other tribes. Especially Aytron. It’s just a matter of time before he finds us.”

“Another reason to capture the cotton tribe!” The goat-centaur hissed. “They are between us and Aytron. Whoever Wyss gives me to mate with, well, I will treat them gently when I claim them. We know what will happen if Aytron’s tribe gets a hold of them…”

I couldn’t quite make out the fox-spider’s response since they had moved out of my hearing range, but I finally let out the breath I’d been holding and lowered my axe. Keefaye also let out a deep exhale, and she gave me a side smile as the color began to return to their cheeks.

“They… didn’t see us?” Keefaye asked the obvious, and I gave her a nod before I turned to Jinx.

“You know what to do, buddy?” I asked, and my little blue chocobo pal puffed up his chest a bit.

Then I put my axe back in my belt, grabbed the cat-sized dino, and heaved him up so that he could chicken-flap up to the top of the crest where we were hiding.

As soon as Jinx landed above us, he took off like a race car after the two men. It only took him fifteen seconds to catch up, and he deftly dashed behind a small cluster of rocks so that he was at their seven o’clock as they worked their way up the trail.

“Looks like the jungle burned everywhere to our south,” the fox guy said as he glanced to his right.

“Can you use your ability to see them?” the goat-centaur asked.

“That’s not how it works,” the other man said. “I can see Vision Jump in a straight and unobscured line. The first tree would stop my sight. Yes, yes, yes, I know. My ability is useless. You all keep telling me that.”

“I say no such thing,” Fargo scoffed. “That’s Rotta and Getro.”

“Hence why I did not wish to go with them.”

“Can you see anything, though?” Fargo asked.

“I don’t see them.”

The men were pretty much on the top of the hill now, and facing south, so Jinx slowly worked his way around so he was hiding to the north of them. Neither of the two men even looked in his direction, and even if they did, they probably wouldn’t expect the small dinosaur to be any real threat.

“It’s been too long now,” Fargo sighed. “The fire must have gotten them. Question is: Did Heeyuna cause it, or was it natural? Is the other tribe still alive?”

“Answers we won’t know until Wyss wants to use his powers to go look. I’m going to tell him we don’t see anything.”

Jinx watched the orange dude with the two fox tails walk the small peak of the hill toward the west, and then he raised up his hands, waved them wide, and shook his head.

“He’s signaling for us to stay up here for a bit,” the fox-man sighed after a moment.

“Better than hanging out with Ugral,” the centaur snickered. “That guy gives me the creeps.”

“You too?” Spider-face laughed. “It’s his smile… He’s always smiling, and his head in his chest? I would never wish to visit his world. Nightmarish.”

“And combine that with his laugh…” Fargo sighed. “If he wasn’t useful, I would have just killed him.”

“What is going on?” Keefaye touched my chest, and I blinked my eyes back to her.

“The two men are on the top of the hill,” I explained. “They are looking south for signs of their friends. Their leader told them to wait there and keep watch.”

“Does that mean we have to stay here?” She shivered, and I realized that we were still drenched from the rain. The temperature in the air actually felt like it was in the high seventies instead of the usual nineties. It wouldn’t have been uncomfortable at all if we were wearing dry clothes, but I could understand why Keefaye was shivering, especially in the cool shade where we were hiding.

“I think we need to stay here for now,” I said, but then I heard a roar split the air from our west, and I switched my eyes up to Bruce.

The four members of the tribe on the hill across the river were still there on the slope, but the trees to their west had parted, and six massive allosaurus emerged from the jungle. These were the largest ones I’d seen up to this point, and they actually seemed almost as big as the T-Rexes I’d encountered. I would have thought that any animal with half a brain would have run from the fire, but then I realized that the allosaurus were smarter than I was giving them credit for, and they were probably coming to this spot because it was at the edge of the burn. They were hunting, and a great place for an easy meal is the edges of a fire where other animals are escaping or laying exhausted from running.

But the only thing these massive pack hunters were going to find was Wyss and his three tribemates, and the fifteen foot tall terrible lizards each gave out another roar before they charged up the hill.
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Chapter 12

“This is awesome,” I said as I came back to my own body. “Six big carnivores have come out of the jungle and are attacking the group on the hill across the river.”

“That is good!” Keefaye nodded, and then I moved my vision over to Jinx so I could see how the two men on the hill above us reacted.

“Looks like an angry pack,” Fox-spider said, and my heart caught in my throat when I heard the apathy in his voice.

These guys weren’t concerned.

Not in the slightest bit.

“They don’t taste the best,” Goat-centaur sighed.

“At least we get to see Wyss deal with them,” Fox-spider said. “It is always interesting.”

“Agreed,” the centaur said, and I had Jinx move up a bit on the edge of the hill to the guys’ north so that he could hear them talk but also peer across the river to see the battle.

I half expected for Wyss and his three friends to just jump back into the caves. Hell, that’s what I probably would have done, since I wasn’t ever really looking for a fight I could just avoid, but instead the four of them backpedaled up the side of their hill a bit to give them more space between the dinosaurs.

Then Wyss held out his hands to his side with his fingers splayed out toward the ground. He then abruptly raised his arms as he twisted his clawed hands up to face the sky. For a moment, nothing happened, but then the ground near him began to shimmer.

Then something started to drift up from the ground.

It was almost as if Wyss had turned the ground to water in front of him and something was rising out of the pool. But this something was dark, black, and swirling with even darker movement. It looked like a shadow, or a smoke creature, and Jinx blinked his eyes a few times along with me because neither of us could believe what we were seeing.

This fucker was summoning a shadow version of one of the allsaurouses.

It only took three or four seconds before the shadow-beast fully emerged, and it stepped out of the dark pool that spawned it and then let out a roar that sounded exactly like the ones charging up the rocky slope toward them.

The shadow Allosaurus charged down the hill toward the six, and then Wyss repeated his arm gesture to open up another dark portal on the ground.

By the time Wyss’ dinosaur minion had made it down to the group of six, he’d summoned another one, and it too charged down the hill.

The six attacking allosauruses seemed confused by the shadow creature, so it was able to sink its teeth into one of them without getting attacked, then the shadow-allosaurus tore the other creature’s neck out. Blood sprayed all over the group, and then the battle was on.

The second shadow beast joined the fray, and Wyss motioned with his hands to open up a new portal. This one was smaller than the first two, and the thing that emerged from the portal looked almost exactly like the ten-foot tall tribe member with obsidian skin and scissor hands.

The group of five allosaurus were having an epic fight with the shadow creatures in the meantime, and they’d managed to roll the first summoned beast to the ground and pounce on it. From the amount of damage and current positioning, I’d guess that Wyss’ two monsters were going to get killed by the larger group, but then the shadow-clone of the scissor-hands dude began to run down toward them.

The third summoned creature didn’t seem to have any fear, and he tossed himself at the feet of the pack of struggling allosaurus as if he actually wanted one to step on him. Then he squatted down like he was trying to poop and held his arms out with his blade-fingers spread wide.

He held this position for a second or two, and then the shadow-man exploded.

Hundreds of shadow-shards sprayed out like shrapnel from a grenade, and each living allosaurus probably got hit by a dozen or so slivers of shadowy-looking glass. The entire group screamed in agony and tried to stumble away from the man, but his explosion had left a burning dent in the ground, with no evidence of his body, so I wondered if the guy’s ability meant he had to kill himself to spray everyone with his sharp body parts.

The shadow allosaurus also seemed affected by the shrapnel, and then rolled away from the epicenter of the explosion as they screamed like braking trains. It didn’t really seem to matter how loud the dinosaurs cried, though. They had all taken mortal damage, and one by one each of the massive carnivores tumbled over leaking either red or shadowy colored blood.

Then the battle was over, and the shadowy beasts began to disintegrate into the wind.

“Holy, shit,” I muttered, and then I realized that Keefaye would probably want to know what I was talking about, so I quickly repeated what I saw while I continued to watch out of Jinx’s eyes.

“That seems like an amazing power,” Keefaye signed. “Does that mean he could make a copy of you?”

“I… I guess so,” I said. “I want to say that he might not be able to use my ability in the same way, and maybe he can’t, but I just saw him trigger the blade-finger guy’s explosion. There is still a lot we don’t know. How long can he do this for? Does he know what someone’s power is as soon as he creates a shadow clone?”

“He is powerful. No wonder he is their leader. If he copied me, he would probably laugh at how weak I was.”

“Hey,” I said as I pulled my vision back to my own body so I could look at her. “Why are you saying that?”

“It… it is no reason.” Keefaye frowned and looked to the ground at her feet. “I… This has just been an adjustment for me. Coming to this world. I know it’s been an adjustment for everyone, so I don’t want to complain. It’s just that… I was useful on my world. Here… with you and everyone else. What do I offer? I make water that can burn. That’s it.”

“Well, I see you as far more than someone who just makes burning water,” I said as I put my hand on her shoulder. “I see you as brave, thoughtful, caring, and full of life experiences that can help the tribe.”

“Brave?” Keefaye gave me a weak smile. “I was terrified those men would find us. I thought they would kill you, and I wouldn’t be able to help. I was shaking so much that I thought I would drop my tiny knife. I felt useless. I still feel useless, and I feel terrible for asking to come with you on this trip. I should have known my place and stayed at camp. If Liahpa, or Sheela, or Gee, or… anyone besides me was here with you. Those two men on the hill above us would be dead, and you’d be--”

“Nope,” I cut her off. “If anyone else but you was with me, those men would have made it back to camp with Eiter’s friends. Your blessed water is fucking badass, and it’s one of the most powerful abilities in the entire tribe.”

“Uhh… it is?” She bit her lip and raised a golden eyebrow.

“Fuck yeah,” I chuckled. “Did you see that jungle? Keefaye, you turned the trees into pillars of fire! You toasted them so much that a fucking tornado-fire-storm formed. Then you used your power to turn off all the burning so that the rain could come. And you might think you are a coward, but everyone is scared. Bravery is doing what you need to do even when you are terrified. I saw your hands shaking, but you still held the knife, and if those guys had found us, then you would have stabbed them in the fucking faces for sure.”

“You think I would have?” she giggled softly. “I kept thinking about it, but I worried I would miss, or drop the knife, or… I just prayed they wouldn’t find us.”

“Me, too,” I said. “I was scared also. I didn’t want them to find us. We weren’t prepared to fight them. I like fights where I get to plan and make the first move. I like fights where I know I’m going to win, but even then, I’m always super scared we are going to lose.”

“You never seem scared,” she said. “You just seem so sure of yourself, and strong, and brave.”

“I’m just doing my best,” I said. “We all are. I’m really glad you came with me. Like I said. The only reason we have these guys off balance is because of your blessed water. You have value to the tribe, and you have value to me.”

Keefaye’s golden eyes stared into mine for a few moments, and then her cheeks started to blush slightly. She looked back down at her feet, and I saw the edges of my vision flash.

It was my Eye-Q, and I could guess at what the update was.

“It’s… you are…” she whispered as she reached up to twirl a strand of her spun golden hair absently around her pointer finger. “My whole life I’ve been worshiped, but when I came here I felt inadequate besides all these other amazing women. I desired you, Victor, but part of me wondered if it was just because I didn’t think I was worthy of you.”

“I get it,” I said. “I don’t think I’m worthy of your love, either. On my world, I’m just a loser dog catcher with no prospects of ever improving my life. Here I make a difference. I’m working on accepting how you all feel about me.”

“Our pasts are quite different,” she chuckled.

“Yeah,” I said. “But let’s talk more about it later. I need to figure out what these guys are up to. Just know that you are making a difference in our tribe. Everyone loves you, and even though you aren’t a priestess here in Dinosaurland, you are still Keefaye the Golden, and that’s who I’m in love with.”

“You love me?” she whispered.

“Of course I do,” I said and then I pulled on her shoulder so that her body pressed against mine.

Her lips tasted like sweet wine, and her shy gasp bounced around in my mouth pleasantly before my tongue began to explore her. A moment later her mouth parted more so she could accept me, and we swayed together as our tongues danced.

I could have kissed Keefaye for the rest of the day, but we kind of were in the middle of some complicated shit, so I only made out with her for a few moments, and then I gently broke off the kiss and smoothed her long hair away from her blushing face.

“It… that was my first kiss,” she whispered.

“Really?” I gasped.

“I read about it in books, but I never had a lover. I used to wonder about what it would feel like, and what… other things would feel like. I know I’ve flirted with you a bunch, but… I’ve never… and I hope I don’t dissapo--”

“We’ll get there,” I promised. “Don’t worry. Now let me figure out what these fucks are up to.”

I turned my attention back to Jinx. He was still looking down the slope across the river, and I saw Wyss point up toward my blue feathered friend. Then Wyss pointed to his eyes and pointed toward the jungle.

Jinx was still hiding behind his rock, but he turned his head a bit to the side so he could see the two men. They were both standing on the edge of the slope facing west toward Wyss, and the fox-spider dude pointed south to the jungle and made an exaggerated shoulder shrug.

“He looks mad,” Fox-spider man said in his high tenor voice.

“Not our fault we can’t see Rotta or Getro,” the goat-centaur said in his Fargo-like accent.

“I don’t want to stand up here all day, though,” the fox-guy said. “Any survivor within two miles can see us up here, and there might be more powerful beings than Aytron around.”

“Naaaaw,” the goat said. “Wyss has flown around dozens of times and not seen any camps. Closest is that other group east of Aytron’s camp.”

“Wyss admitted his minions can’t travel that far,” fox-man said. “He just saw them walking in that direction, and Wyss has only looked a few miles to the north.”

“Exactly,” goat-man snickered. “Think about how far we have traveled. Do you really think another tribe is going to go more than six or eight miles? How? The logistics are too hard, and there are too many dangers.”

“Look,” the fox-man said as he pointed back west, and I turned Jinx’s head so I could look across the river.

Wyss was raising his hands again, and I saw a portal appear at his feet. A shape began to rise from the shadowy surface, and as it did, I noticed that the powerful man was looking up into the air. It almost looked like he was looking right at Bruce, and as the summoned shadow creature began to emerge from the portal, I realized why.

It was a dark pteranodon.

I switched my eyes over to Bruce, but I wasn’t getting any pain or discomfort from my friend. He seemed to be completely fine floating along on the air currents, so I deduced that Wyss shadow copy ability didn’t hurt or do anything to the original.

Interesting.

The newly made shadow pteranodon let out a very Bruce-like honk, and then it frog-hopped to the side just like my pal would have before taking off. The way the creature moved and began to take flight was exactly like Bruce did, and I felt a coldness seep into my stomach as I drew a bunch more conclusions around how Wyss’ power worked.

The shadow pteranodon circled a few times to gain altitude, and then it banked southward and began to drift in that direction.

Toward Eiter’s camp.

“Shit,” I grumbled. “This guy summoned a copy of Bruce. It even moves just like him.”

“How?” Keefaye asked.

“It’s his ability,” I guessed. “He’s going toward Eiter’s camp. If I had to guess, Wyss can see out of his minon’s eyes just like I can see out of my tamed pets’ eyes.”

“So he is going to see Sheela, Grumpy, Bruce, Beavis, and Butt-Head when he passes over?”

“Yep,” I said, “unless I do something about it.”

“What are you going to do?” she asked.

“I need to figure out how to tell them to hide,” I said. Then I slid my back against the wall of our hiding spot and sank down so that I was on my ass. “I’m going to see where they are at, shake my shoulder if you need me to come back to you.”

“I will,” Keefaye said.

I pushed my consciousness as far south as I could until I was looking out from Sheela’s eyes. She began to purr softly when she felt me, and she blinked a few times as she wrapped her arms around her own shoulders.

“Victor?” she whispered.

I saw that she was back inside of Eiter’s cottage. The cocoon wraps were now removed from the three figures, so I could see what each of our new friends looked like.

Laying on the bed was a beautiful woman with curly blue hair. The locks spread out from her pillowed head like the ocean, and I guessed that her mane would probably extend down past her ass if she was standing. Toward the end of each of her hair tips, the color changed from blue to a dark purple. Her skin was whiter than Youleena’s, but I guessed that might have been more because she was starving to death. She looked almost human, but her nose was maybe a bit too small and her ears had elf-like points similar to Emerald and Tanin.

Sitting on the floor next to the bed were the two other members of the tribe. Avern looked like a human-sized ent. His skin was brown and twisted a bit like bark. His hands looked like branches with twigs, and his hair and beard looked like a mess of green leaves. His face and neck were one round trunk-like piece, so I guess he had to turn his whole body around to look in another direction. His feet almost seemed like vines, and they twitched against the ground like annoyed snakes.

Oppena looked so human-like that I almost couldn’t believe she was from an alien world. Her brown hair was styled about the same length Lacey’s was, and her honey-tan skin looked like it was made of silk. The off-orange cotton clothes she wore hugged her athletic body perfectly and her arms, breasts, waist, hips, and legs all looked to be correctly proportioned to humans, but when she glanced at Sheela, I noticed that the woman’s eyes were swirling rainbow hues.

“What?” Oppena asked Sheela, and when the woman moved her full lips, I could see that she had vampire fangs similar to Trel in her mouth.

“My mate,” Sheela explained. “He was the one who burnt the jungle so that I could save you. One of his abilities lets him look out from my eyes.”

“One of his abilities?” Oppena asked as she raised an eyebrow.

“Victor,” Sheela started, “we have just returned to the cabin, and--”

“Avern needs to be put in the dirt,” Eiter interrupted. “He is in so much pain.”

“I will be fine,” Avern breathed as if he was dying of lung cancer. “Just… want… to make sure… Heeyuna is… okay.”

“Victor, when can you return?” Sheela asked. “Heeyuna seems in desperate need of Keefaye’s water.”

Sheela knew I couldn’t answer her, but we did have our mental connection where we were guessing each other’s intent, so I thought about the fact that I needed them all to stay inside the hut, and then I waited.

“Hmmm…” Sheela turned to look at the open door.

“What is wrong?” Eiter asked.

“I feel… we should shut the door and stay inside?” Sheela asked.

“But Avern needs to be outside,” Oppena said. “He’ll die if he doesn’t put his feet in the soil.”

“I understand this,” Sheela said.

I moved my consciousness to Dwayne, who was standing with Grumpy, Beavis, and Butt-Head out in front of the cottage. With a few quick steps, my Utahraptor was at the doorstep, and then he poked his head into the doorway, shook his head at everyone inside, clamped the wooden handle of the door with his mouth, and then pulled the door shut.

“Uhhh… what the fuck was that?” Oppena gasped.

“That was the dinosaur that carried you--”

“I know what it was,” Oppena cut off Eiter. “Why did it shake its head at us and close the door?”

“Victor told Dwayne to,” Sheela explained. “I am convinced now. We must stay inside the cottage. Avern, how long can you sit like this without having your feet in the soil and the sun on your head?”

“Hmmm… perhaps… another few hours… I grow weaker. I miss the sun and the cold taste of the earth.”

“We will trust in Victor’s plan,” Sheela said with her usual stoic nod.

“But what is the plan?” the brown-haired woman asked. “We just sit in here until Victor says so?”

“Yes,” Eiter nodded. “Oppena, please. I have… come to trust in Victor. He has put himself at risk to save us. He is extremely powerful. Perhaps… Perhaps even the most powerful being on this world. Let us just sit here and hope that whatever danger he is trying to protect us from will pass.”

“Uhhh… okay.” Oppena nodded at Eiter, and then I pulled away from Sheela so that I could go back to Dwayne.

The jungle around the little homestead was pretty thick, so I directed my four dinos to move east from the cottage about thirty yards so they were under the cover of the green canopy. Once they were all there, I looked up out of each of their eyes to make sure that it was going to be really hard for Wyss’ shadow pteranodon to see them. I didn’t see any sunlight from their position, so I figured that the only way Wyss would be able to see them is if he had his creature land right at the edge of the trees and look inside.

“Unless I don’t know exactly how his power works,” I muttered to myself.

“Victor?” I heard Keefaye ask, and I pulled my consciousness back to my body.

“They are back at the cottage,” I updated her. “I had all my dinos hide in the jungle so they wouldn’t be seen.”

“Oh.” She nodded. “Maybe… well… no. I’m sure you would have done that already if you thought it was a good idea?”

“What was your idea?” I asked.

“Maybe Grumpy could swim up the river to us?” Keefaye asked hopefully. “He’s so strong, and when the two men on the hill above us tried to swim back across, he could get them in the water?”

“That’s an awesome idea, and I totally didn’t think about it,” I chuckled softly. “See? You are super smart. Your entire planet used to come to you for advice, so don’t be afraid to tell me what you are thinking.”

“Okay.” She smiled at me.

I gave Grumpy the order to make his way up the river to us, and then I switched my eyes over to Bruce so I could watch what the other shadow pteranodon was doing. Sure enough, it was circling over the spot where Eiter’s home was. It continued its Bruce-like movements for another minute or so, but just as I thought it was going to either fly away or turn into ash, it dived down into the canopy of trees.

Shit.

I switched my eyes to Dwayne a few seconds before the shadow-minion frog-hopped down into the front yard of the cottage. It landed with its face turned in the wrong direction, but then the dinosaur hopped around so that it faced the door.

Then it began to slowly side step toward the cottage.

Shit.

I really didn’t know the extent of Wyss’ powers, but this was exactly what I would do with my pets. I would have had Bruce land and then try to hear what he could coming from the cottage, or maybe even see if he could get a glimpse inside. I really had no way of telling Sheela to make sure no one else talked inside the home, so there was a high probability that Wyss would be able to hear them conversing.

“Get that fucker, Dwayne,” I muttered, and my Utahraptor jumped out of the jungle, dodged around the fence, and leapt on the back of the horse-sized shadow creature. Dwayne sank his massive teeth into the back of Wyss’ pteranodon the instant he landed, and then he twisted his neck upward with every muscle in his powerful back.

The shadow-pteranodon didn’t have a chance to cry out, it just instantly turned into ash and crumpled beneath Dwayne. Then the ash began to fade into the dirt and grass as if they were abandoned video game pixels.

I switched my vision back to Bruce and looked down at Wyss. The man was gritting his teeth and shaking his head, and the other members of his tribe were gesturing south and moving their mouths. From the slightly confused expression on Wyss’ face, I guessed that he had no idea what had killed his minion, and I felt my chest warm with pride at how awesome Dwayne was.

Then Wyss glanced up to Bruce, moved his hands out, and summoned another one of his shadow portals.

Another shadow-pteranodon emerged from the ground portal a few seconds later, and then the creature frog hopped up into the air and set off toward Eiter’s camp.

Dwayne was already back hiding in the jungle, and he crouched down in the shadows like a house cat ready to catch a mouse.

The shadow pteranodon landed a minute later, but this time it carefully looked around before sneaking toward the door of the cottage. As soon as the creature had committed to its task, Dwayne charged forward, jumped over the short fence, and then pounced on it again. The thing died even quicker than it had the first time, and the little ash particles were fading even before they hit the ground.

I switched my vision back to Bruce and saw Wyss frown as he talked to his friends.

“I can do this all fucking day, dude,” I chuckled to myself. “But can you? How many of those can you summon before you get tired?”

Wyss gestured down with his hands again, and another smoky-shadow portal opened to produce a pteranodon. This one didn’t hop into the air though, it just stood and looked at Wyss.

Then the dark-haired man opened up another portal to summon a second pteranodon.

“Well, shit,” I groaned. “That’s pretty smart.”

“What is going on?” Keefaye asked.

“Wyss keeps sending pteranodons to look into the cottage, and Dwayne is killing them without being seen. So now he’s got two out. I think one is going to watch from the sky while the other tries to go to the cottage. This guy is clever for sure.”

“What are you going to do?” she asked.

“I’m going to have to use Bruce,” I said, “but… well… hopefully Wyss doesn’t decide to summon three or four next time.”

As soon as the second pteranodon was out of the portal they both took to the air, and I had Bruce begin to follow from above.

Bruce was a badass dude, and he’d been able to dogfight with a family of quetzalcoatlus, but I didn’t like the odds of Bruce fighting two shadow clones of himself, since I’d seen that Wyss’ allosaurus had been able to tangle with the pack somewhat successfully, so I waited for one of them to start descending toward Eiter’s cottage before I gave Bruce the order to attack.

Bruce dropped down from the air like a hawk going after a mouse, and he managed to slam into the back of the shadow pteranodon perfectly in the middle of the minion’s spine. I could actually hear the thing’s back break through Bruce’s ears, but as it began to tumble from the sky with Bruce on top, my pal brought his beak down and tore the creature’s neck apart like it was a wet paper towel. It began to turn to ash instantly, and Bruce let out an authoritative honk as he opened his wings and caught another uplifting air current.

The other shadow pteranodon had just landed, and it looked up to try and see what happened to its friend. I didn’t think it had a chance to see Bruce was involved, because Dwayne was instantly on the creature’s back, and my Utahraptor tore it to pieces almost instantly.

I figured that it would look suspicious if I had Bruce fly back over to where Wyss was located on his hill, so I just had him circle the air over Eiter’s camp and let out a bunch of angry honks to assert his animal air dominance.

I really didn’t know what I was going to do if Wyss summoned three shadow pteranodons.

I switched my vision back to Jinx and used his eyes to peer across the river at Wyss. The man looked both surprised and angry, and even though I couldn’t hear what he was saying to his friends, the look of worry on their faces convinced me that none of them had any idea what the fuck was going on.

Then Jinx saw him look up the hill toward the goat-centaur and fox-spider man and gestured for them to come back to him.

“Time to go back,” Fox said.

“What do you think his shadows saw?” the goat asked.

“Whatever they saw, he looks worried.”

“Think it’s Aytron?”

“I hope not,” Fox sighed.

The two men began to pick their way down the slope, but they were heading directly west instead of south west, and I let out a sigh of relief when I realized they probably weren’t going to pass near us.

“The two men are leaving the hilltop,” I whispered to Keefaye as I pointed up over our heads. “They are going directly toward the river and probably just jumping down the cliff there, but be quiet.”

“Okay.” She nodded. “Is Grumpy here yet?”

“Nope,” I sighed. “He’s just going to miss them.”

“Darn.” She pouted.

“It was a good idea,” I said. “We just didn’t get lucky.”

I turned my eyes back to Jinx and watched the two men navigate down the rocky slope. Just as I thought, they were a good seventy five yards north of us when they passed our position, and then they just jumped down the fifteen-foot drop of cliff to land on the rocky shore of the river.

The men started to swim across, and I almost had Jinx follow them, but the river might have been too much for my little pal to swim across without my assistance, and he had a good position to watch high up on the hill side, so I had him wait there and just keep eyes on Wyss and his gang.

A few minutes later, the two men crossed the river and made it back up the hillside to their tribe. The group stood around and talked for a good ten minutes, and I tried to figure out their pecking order without being able to hear their words.

Wyss was definitely in charge. Whenever he spoke, everyone else stopped talking and turned to him. Wyss’ woman also seemed to have some clout, since she often spoke up and frequently rested her hand on Wyss’ shoulder.

The obsidian blade fingers dude seemed to be next in command, or at least everyone paid attention when he opened his mouth.

The freaky dude with the face in the middle of his chest never spoke, but everyone besides Wyss and Bladefingers kept giving him hesitant glances whenever he shuffled his feet.

It did seem like the fox-spider-face dude was lowest on the pecking order, since the others would just shake their heads as soon as he stopped talking. I didn’t really like any of these fucks, but from the converstaion I’d heard between that dude and the centaur-goat asshole, the fox-spider-face dude had actualy seemed a lot more peaceful than most of the other males I’d encountered on this world.

I still didn’t give a shit. If he tried to attack Eiter or her friends, I’d kill him.

Grumpy arrived just as it seemed like the group was finished debating, and then the freaky guy with his face in his chest and the fox-spider dude turned and walked back into one of the caves in the hillside. A minute or so later the fox-guy came back with a weaved satchel and two clay jugs. He handed the items to the goat centaur guy and then walked back into the cave.

Then Wyss, the teal-skinned woman, Bladefingers, and the goat centaur guy made their way down the rocky slope southward.

“Shit,” I hissed. “Wyss and three of his tribe are heading south.”

“Toward Eiter’s camp?” Keefaye gasped.

“I’m guessing so,” I said. “It’s probably what I would do. From his point of view, something strange is going on.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“He sent two guys to kidnap the other tribe, but they didn’t come back and the jungle caught on fire in a crazy way. Then he sent a bunch of minions to look around, and they got destroyed. His choices are either to ignore the problem, send someone else to do it, or go himself to see what the hell is going on. I’d do the last option.”

“You would for sure,” Keefaye laughed.

“So now we have to get back to Eiter’s camp before those guys get there,” I said.

“But…” Keefaye paused and bit her pouty lower lip. “What… what are you going to do when they show up?”

“I’ll probably have to kill them.”
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Chapter 13

“Four of them?” Keefaye gasped. “Can you and Sheela and… me really take on four of them? I know you have Grumpy and Dwayne also, but if this Wyss can make shadow creatures, can’t he just copy Dwayne? What if he copies you or Sheela?”

“I don’t know,” I said, “I’ll try to think of a better plan while we are heading south. I know for damn sure Sheela can’t take these guys on by herself. They are going to be ready for a fight, so I have to be there to help her. Let’s go. I’m going to bring the jug so you can bless some water for Heeyuna.”

“Okay,” she said as she handed the clay container to me.

By the time Keefaye and I got out of our little hiding nook and set off toward the river, Jinx was down from the hill, and my little pal gave me a proud squawk as he puffed up his chest.

“Hell yeah, dude,” I chuckled as I bent down to pat his head, “you did great. Saved the day again.”

Jinx let out another sound that sounded like a rooster clucking, and then he gestured with his head across the river.

“Hmmm… Yeah. I know you want to follow and spy on them, but let’s just head south for now. I might have you leave Eiter’s cottage and try to intercept them, but I want the four of us to focus on getting back as quickly as possible.”

Jinx nodded his head, and then Grumpy let out a low rumble when we got to the shore of the river and found him lounging out of the flowing water.

“Hey buddy,” I said as I patted the giant purussaurus. “I got a job for you. Can you help?”

Grumpy snorted.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I laughed. “Can you pull us downriver safely? We have to race those asshole guys going through the jungle.”

Grumpy rumbled in agreement, and then he boat-turned his body until his back half was out and his front half was in the current. Then I walked to his right flank and swung my left leg over his top as an anchor point.

“Is he going to be able to carry us down the river?” Keefaye asked as she copied my position.

“If he heard you say that, he’d pout so loudly,” I laughed, and then Jinx jumped up on Grumpy’s back between where Keefaye and I were holding, and I patted the big purussaurus’ top five times.

Gumpy slid into the water like a canoe, and both Keefaye and I gasped a bit when our lower bodies submerged in the cold water once more.

We were hanging on above his back legs, but I could still sense that Grumpy wasn’t swimming with his full range of motion with any of his four limbs. His tail still slithered back and forth urgently as he swam down the river, so we were moving way faster than Keefaye or I could have swam, and it was probably a whole lot safer.

We quickly passed the line of jungle that Keefaye and I had burnt, and then we passed the row of trees where I had poured her blessed syrup-rocket fuel. A minute later we made it to the log that had fallen over the river. It wasn’t burning anymore, but Keefaye, Jinx, and I had to hold our breath and grab on tight when Grumpy fully submerged so he could pass under.

The next part had a bit of rapids, so Grumpy pulled off to the shore, and we cut through about three hundred yards of thick jungle on the west side before we could meet him back in the water.

I wanted to use Bruce to check on the progress of Wyss and his tribemates, but I didn’t think my pteranodon would be able to see the group moving through the thick jungle, and it would also waste a bit of time that I didn’t think I really had. I just focused on making sure Keefaye and Jinx were settled back on Grumpy’s back, and then we set off down the river again.

River tubing wasn’t really a hobby I got to enjoy that much while growing up in Southern California, but letting Grumpy pull us through the water was equal parts relaxing and satisfying. The water could have been a bit warmer, and we could have had a chest full of beer to drink, and we could have not had to worry about dinosaurs or another attacking tribe or all the other bullshit that came along with Dinosaurland, but if I just focused on the positives, this was a really good first date with Keefaye.

“You know,” she said suddenly. “I’m actually having a really good time right now. Is that weird? Floating down the river with you, Jinx, and Grumpy is very relaxing.”

“I was just thinking the same thing.” I smiled at her.

“You were?”

“Yeah,” I said, and then I opened up my mouth to tell her about how we were bonded now that she was on my Eye-Q, but then I realized that I hadn’t actually checked to confirm that, so I quickly blinked my eyes, pulled up the menu, and sure enough, right under Quwaru’s name was Keefaye the Golden.

“Are you checking your Eye-Q?” she asked.

“Yeah. Tell me something. Back when we were hiding, and you talked about how your whole life you’d been worshiped, and you didn’t think you were worthy of me…”

“Yes?” She actually looked a bit nervous.

“Did you feel… different about me then? Like right before you said the words, or around then. Did your feelings about me change?”

“Well…” She paused and then let out a long exhale before smiling at me. “I… Yes. I guess. Is the short answer.”

“How so?” I asked.

“I’ve been attracted to you since I first saw you,” she said. “On the bridge by our cave fort?”

“Yeah, I remember meeting you,” I chuckled.

“You stood so tall, and you just… were… masculine and strong. Confident… Every man I’ve ever met had always bowed before me, and it was… I suppose ‘unattractive’ is the best word to use for them. When you looked at me the first time, my blood felt like it was on fire, and every part of me wanted you to touch me. My horn itched and tingled whenever you stood near me, or talked to me.”

“Does your horn normally tingle?” I asked as I looked at the golden spiral.

“Nope,” she laughed. “I don’t feel anything from it normally, but when you were around. Wooow. Just… all these sensations on my body. I understand it is lust, but I was blinded by it. I just knew you were strong, and virile, and I wanted you to take me. In… every way I knew of.”

Her cheeks were turning red as she spoke, and I could feel my own face heating up.

“But after you said those things to me?” I asked.

“I guess I never thought about who you were. I knew you were nice to everyone, and you are our leader, and we are all supposed to have your babies--”

“That’s just Trel being Trel,” I interrupted. “None of you need to have babies with me if--”

“But we all pretty much do,” Keefaye laughed. “Well, I don’t know about Urka, and Obviously Zoru doesn’t. Ummm Youleena might not be interested, but I think that’s because of Will-Lack.”

“Will-Lack?” I asked as I thought about the gray feathered bird-man who had died defending their tribe. “They were together?”

“Not really.” Keefaye shrugged. “There was something developing for sure, but they weren’t lovers as far as I know. She took it harder than all of us when he died. So… maybe she doesn’t want to mate with you, but then again, I can think of a few times where I have caught her staring at your chest or watching you when no one else is around. I haven’t teased her about it since she could make fun of how obvious my behavior is toward you.”

“But you never thought of me as a person, but then you did?” I asked to circle back to the topic.

“I think…” Keefaye paused and then she waited until Grumpy had passed a large boulder before she continued. “I’m… a bit ashamed to say this, but I’ve never been with a man before, and I just… wanted you to be the one who took my virginity, and I wanted to get pregnant so… I could be part of the group. I guess that was my reason. I’ve felt a bit lost since I got to this world. As I said, I am nothing here. On my old world… I was everything to everyone. It’s been an adjustment.”

“I understand your feelings,” I said. “I don’t think you should be ashamed of them. People have lusted after others for way dumber reasons.”

“Thanks.” She smiled at me. “When you started talking about how I still have worth, I realized that you are really great. Just… amazing. You make me feel incredible about myself. I still want… the physical things from you, but then it clicked in my head. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I would die for you, and I feel like you would do the same for me.”

“I would,” I said. “It doesn’t bother you that I have… other women in my life that I would also die for?”

“No.” She shook her head. “I love everyone in our camp like a sister. I think it is amazing that we get to share time and affection with you. You could get a different woman pregnant two or three times a day, and if I look at our situation as the priestess giving advice, it seems like the strongest male should produce the most offspring. At least until his children need to breed, then they will need to go outside of the tribe.”

“True,” I said.

“I want to find my place in the group, though. I still feel as if I haven’t found my role.”

“You’ve been pushing the blessed water pretty hard,” I said. “That’s to try to--”

“Yes,” she said. “That is why. I feel like I’m not Keefaye the Golden here. You are our leader. Kacerie is great at organizing. Quwaru is good at talking to people about their feelings. Trel is… doing what Trel does. All these roles used to be mine on my world, so I felt useless, but you told me I wasn’t, and you showed me that I wasn’t, so now my heart feels full, and I feel as if I can stand with the other women by your side and contribute to our tribe. You did that for me, and I love you.”

“Wow.” I stared across Grumpy and into her golden eyes, and then I reached across and took her hand in mine. “I… That’s nice of you to say. I’m just a normal guy from my world. Poor and unaccomplished. It seems that everyone in our tribe was of higher social status, or had some special ability. I’m just… a guy named Victor who liked animals.”

“Well… I used to be a priestess, and I used to have people who waited for years to ask for my advice, but now I’m in love with this man named Victor, and I hope he sees himself as my king and not someone who doesn’t deserve me, since he just showed me that I’m worth loving, even without my status.”

“I see that now,” I said, and then I leaned over Grumpy, the clay pot, and Jinx so that I could kiss her again.

It felt like we kissed for only a few seconds, but then Grumpy grumbled, and we pulled our mouths away and looked around. A few minutes must have passed since we had progressed significantly down the river, and the purussaurus was angling to the shore that was directly east of Eiter’s cottage.

We got off Grumpy, shook what water we could out of our clothes and hair, and then filled up the jug with water. Then the four of us moved as quickly as we could through the jungle. We got to the cottage a few minutes later, and I patted Beavis, Butt-Head, and Dwayne as I passed them. Then I told them all to go with Jinx into the trees north of the cottage and listen for Wyss and his crew approaching.

“It’s Victor,” I called out as I knocked on the door, and then I opened it and stepped inside.

“Hello,” Sheela gave me a small kiss on the cheek, and then she nodded at Keefaye. “Glad you both are well.”

“What happened?” Eiter asked.

“After the fire started, we had to swim upstream to keep from getting burned,” Keefaye explained. “Then we encountered Wyss and--”

“Is he coming here?” Oppena interupted.

“Yes,” I said. “That is why I asked you all to stay in the cottage.”

I then explained quickly about what I had seen Wyss do with the allosauruses and the pteranodon. Eiter and Oppena seemed surprised by my story, so I guessed that they might not have known just how powerful Wyss was, but Avern just slowly nodded his head as I spoke.

“My dinosaurs are about a quarter-mile out now, and they don’t hear his group, so we have more time,” I said. “Probably not enough time to set up traps, but if we all fight together, then--”

“We should not fight,” Avern said.

“Uhhh… huh?” I blinked at him.

“It is futile,” the tree-man slowly drawled. “Victor, I can appreciate you helping us, but… Wyss is too powerful. He has offered us sanctuary with his--”

“Not this shit again,” Oppena huffed.

“Violence is never the way,” Avern said. “We must always work toward peace. That eases suffering. We have been giving Wyss and his friends the bounty of my cotton, there is no reason to think he would destroy us. He just wishes to protect us.”

“Uhhh… what?” I glanced at Eiter, and the lilac woman frowned slightly.

“This is easy for you to say, Avern.” Oppena scoffed. “They just want your cotton. They want something else entirely from Heeyuna, Eiter, and I.”

“There is no shame in breeding with men who will protect you,” Avern sighed. “If you think long term--”

“Are you fucking serious right now, dude?” I growled as I stepped toward the tree-man. “Aren’t these women your friends? You are fine with them getting raped?”

“On my world, we do not have such thought processes.” The ent shrugged slowly. “Females are happy to be pollinated by many different males to bear offspring. They enjoy the breeding process.”

“Okay, but they are both telling you that they don’t want to be raped, so you should respect their wishes.” Keefaye seethed.

“But violently resisting?” He shook his head slowly. “It is not my way. I am sorry Victor. I am sorry Eiter and Oppena. My kind never attacks or justifies violence. Surely, if we can meet Wyss’ demands, and be loyal to him, then he will ensure that you are mated with gentle men who will--”

“We’ve had this discussion hundreds of times,” Oppena hissed. “He’s not going to change. He can’t see it from our perspective--”

“And as the leader of our group, I should be allowed to make the decisions that keep all of us safe,” the tree-man said.

“You aren’t our leader,” Eiter stated flatly. “Heeyuna is.”

“But she is not capable of making decisions right now,” Avern drawled. “Therefore, I am our leader.”

“I’ve heard enough,” I growled, and then I realized that both my fists were clenched, and I had to relax them. “I’m taking over as of right now, so Avern, just sit there and don’t fucking talk anymore, or you are going to get a lot of violence from me.”

The tree-man’s mouth opened wide, but then I narrowed my eyes at him, and his mouth closed with a sound similar to a wooden door being slammed.

“The only one of you who has any combat abilities is Heeyuna?” I asked Eiter and Oppena.

Eiter nodded, and Oppena’s shoulders slumped.

“My ability just lets me compress things together. It’s… fucking useless. If I am being honest.”

“You helped make the clothes,” I said, “so it’s plenty useful. Just not for killing assholes that want to rape you.”

Oppena chuckled dryly, and then she shook her head at me. “I like you so far, Victor, but I don’t see how you can get us out of this. Heeyuna was the only person who could scare the shit out of them, and she…”

Everyone looked at the comatose woman on the bed, and I could just barely see her chest rise and fall.

Then I felt Beavis’ alarm, and I knew that Wyss was getting close.

“Let’s see if we can sit her up and get her to drink some blessed water,” I said as my mind frantically spun and tried to figure out some sort of plan that could get us out of this mess.

“I already blessed it,” Keefaye said as she passed me the jug.

Before Oppena or Avern could argue, Sheela moved to prop up the blue-haired woman, and I stepped forward with the jug and placed it on her lips.

Keefaye also climbed on the bed, and then she pressed her fingers to Heeyuna’s lips and opened them slightly.

No one spoke as I tried to gently pour just a few drops down the unconscious woman’s mouth. My first few drops just dribbled down her chin and onto her off-cream blouse, but then Keefaye tilted her head back a bit, and it seemed like some of it went inside.

I could sense my dinosaurs moving around in the jungle so that Wyss didn’t detect them, and my heart began to hammer in my chest when I realized that my only plan was trying to wake Heeyuna up using the blessed water so she could scare these guys away. Hell, I didn’t even know if the blessed water would work as Keefaye thought it would. Maybe all this would do is give the poor woman alcohol poisoning, or make it so that she choked to death on it.

Meanwhile, Wyss was coming closer.

I got a few more drops down her throat, and then Keefaye stoked the other woman’s neck with her golden nails. I really couldn’t tell if this was working at all, but then Heeyuna swallowed slightly, and Keefaye gave out a small cheer.

“She will not wake up--”

“I thought I told you to shut the fuck up?” I growled at Avern. “I will kick your fucking face in if you say another word without me telling you to. Understand?”

The tree-man leaned away from me a bit, and then I focused on trying to pour more blessed water down Heeyuna’s mouth.

“She’s starting to swallow a bit more,” Eiter observed. “Maybe… this will work?”

“I hope so,” I said, but then I felt Jinx’s alarm as Wyss and his group got within a hundred yards of the cottage clearing. It seemed like they were approaching from the north west side of the farm area, so I ordered Dwayne and Grumpy to silently flank the group as best they could.

I was able to pour a bit more down Heeyuna’s throat, and I could really start to see her neck pulse as Keefaye stroked it, but the powerful woman’s eyes were still closed, and her breathing hadn’t really sped up.

“Ohhhhh, Heeyuna!” I heard a male voice call out, and all of us inside of the cottage froze. “Avern? Anyone home? It’s Wyss! Can I come speak with you?”

I handed my jug to Eiter and then gestured for her to keep pouring it into Heeyuna’s mouth, then I picked up the Cricket Bat of Doom from where it was leaning against the wall.

“What are you going to do?” Keefaye whispered as I walked toward the door of the cottage.

“The only thing I can think of,” I whispered back. “Try to scare the fuck out of these guys like Heeyuna did.”

Then I opened the cottage door and stepped outside.
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Chapter 14

“Heeyunaaaa!” Wyss shouted out again as I closed the door to the cottage behind me.

“She’s busy,” I called out into the jungle, and then I looked through Jinx’s eyes.

Wyss and his group were on the other side of the orchard to my northeast, and because the door to the cottage faced south, he couldn’t see me.

“Who speaks?” he shouted. “I don’t recognize your voice.”

“It doesn’t matter who I am,” I said.

“Can we talk?” he asked. “Do I have permission to approach?”

I considered his question for half a second. If I told him to fuck off right now, he might just do that, but then he would probably come back later. I wanted to convince him to stop fucking with Heeyuna and her tribe, and I was going to have to talk to him to get that point across.

I was going to have to act like the most badass of all badass motherfuckers if I wanted this to work.

“I’ll allow it,” I said, and my heart started to race in my chest like it was a horse fleeing a T-Rex.

I watched through Jinx’s eyes as the four of them walked south from the edge of the jungle. They went about twenty yards until they had rounded the clump of trees that obscured us, and then the group paused to look at me. We were about forty yards away, but my enhanced eyes could easily make out where each person was looking and the expressions on their face.

“Greetings,” Wyss said as he crossed his arms, and I noticed his eyes flash to the badge on my belt. “We have not met before?”

“Nope,” I said. “You are Wyss.”

“Yes. This is my woman, Veeraale. My friend Ohkall, and my friend Syson.” Wyss nodded at the ten-foot-tall blade fingers guy for Ohkall and the goat-centaur for Syson. “What is your name?”

“My name doesn’t matter,” I said as I leaned my head to the side and cracked my neck. “Why are you here?”

“I saw a fire and wanted to make sure that my friends to the south were okay.” He smiled wide as he spoke, and I had to admit that the dude came off as pretty charming.

“They are fine,” I stated. “You can leave now.”

“But how can I leave if I haven’t made sure they are okay?” he asked, and I noticed his eyes drift down to my badge.

Actually, all four of them were looking at the shiny golden metal on my belt.

“Because I told you to leave,” I snorted. “Go back to your little cave, Wyss. This is my tribe now, and I don’t fuck around.”

“Your tribe?” He raised an eyebrow. “I wasn’t aware that Heeyuna bowed to another man. Unless you’ve killed her and taken over?”

I took a slow breath and tried to plan my next move. He kind of had control of this conversation because he kept asking the questions, so I decided that the only way I could turn this around is if I went on the offensive and said something a bit crazy.

What would an insane badass say right now? What would I say if I was Aytron, and I knew I could kill anyone I wanted for any reason?

“I haven’t killed her. To be honest, I’m going through some withdrawals. I need to kill every day or so…” I fixed my gaze on the goat dude and let a wide smile come to my face. “Can I have your man there?”

The goat-centaur dude’s eyes opened wide with confusion, and he stepped back half a foot.

“Uhhh, have him?” Wyss cleared his throat.

Good. They didn’t expect that. They were off balance now.

“As I said,” I growled as I cracked my neck the other way. “It’s been a few hours since I’ve killed. I doubt you’d give me your woman to murder, and I imagine Ohkall’s ablity is useful for you to duplicate with your little shadow clone ability, so give me Syson, and I’ll let the other three of you live.”

Their mouths opened in unison, and even the obsidian Ohkall looked surprised by my words. They obviously hadn’t expected to meet me, or to have me say the shit I was saying.

“You fools seem surprised,” I laughed. “Close your damn mouths. You look dumber than you actually are.”

Wyss’ eyes narrowed as his mouth closed, and then he cleared his throat and stepped toward me a bit as he waved one of his hands.

“I think we got off on the wrong foot,” he said. “Let me apologize. Surely there is a way that we can be friends? You seem powerful, and I’m all about making alliances and such to ensure that everyone has the best chance to survive on this world.”

“I’m not interested in making alliances,” I snickered. “The deal I presented to you is Syson in exchange for the lives of the other three of you.”

“Wyss…” Syson actually whined as he looked at his leader.

“Listen…” Wyss’ mouth smiled wider at me. “You don’t know what you are missing by denying us an alliance. I know the lay of this land, I have powers and--”

“Your power is pathetic.” I forced a laugh even though my palms were sweating at the lie. “And your tribe is weak. I am growing bored of this conversation, so unless you give me something useful to--”

“I know about other tribes near us,” Wyss interrupted me. “There is a group south down the river. Do you know of them?”

“Maybe.” I shrugged. “Tell me more.”

“They are led by a man named Aytron,” Wyss continued. “Their camp is right on the beach where the river ends.”

“And?” I raised an eyebrow and actually thought about telling him that I’d already killed Aytron and his whole tribe, but then I worried that Wyss might send one of his shadow minions to investigate. If he did that, then there was a high probability that he’d discover my new camp.

That would be super, super bad. Right now, I knew where his camp was, and he didn’t know where mine was, and I was going to keep it that way for as long as I could.

“They are powerful,” Wyss said. “Very powerful. If we join forces then we can take them out. Then we can control the entire territory. Then you can get your… kills… or murders… whatever you need.”

“What powers does this Aytron have?” I asked, even though I knew damn well what Aytron could do.

“He can control time around him,” Wyss explained. “His other tribemates are very powerful as well. I don’t know what your ability is, but I’ve avoided him because I can’t figure out how to kill him.”

“Why haven’t you made an alliance with him?” I asked. “Does he think you are too weak?”

“He doesn’t know about us,” Wyss said. “I’ve spied on him from afar. He doesn’t seem to do alliances. When survivors show up near by, they either kill them, make them join, or rape them if they are female. My proposal is that you, Heeyuna, and my tribe all work together to kill him. Then the area will be safe for all of us.”

“How many in your tribe?” I asked as I forced a smirk to my face. I was still fucking nervous, and my heart was pounding against my ribs, but these guys seemed convinced that I was a badass that wasn’t scared of them.

“There are eight of us.”

“And what are their powers?” I asked.

Wyss smiled a bit, and then he shook his head. “I don’t think I need to reveal that. You seem to know a lot about us already, but I don’t even know your name, or your power. Sooooo… I think I’ll keep that to myself.”

We stared at each other for a few moments, and I tried to think of what to say. I knew my next string of posturing could set off a battle between us, and I was more than certain that I’d lose that fight. I felt like I was playing poker with a pair of twos, and the guy across the table kept raising.

I’d never been good at poker. The old Victor from Earth was too nice. He hated lying and trying to figure out if the other person was lying.

But I wasn’t that Victor anymore. I was the king of this land, and I had twenty people I had to worry about.

I needed to get really fucking good at poker right now.

“You don’t have eight people in your tribe,” I said as I let a maniacal smile curl at my lips. “You have six. I murdered Rotta and Getro a few hours ago. Now, you’ve got two fucking options, Wyss: Option one is that you answer every single question I ask you like a good little bitch, and you and your three friends can leave. Option two is I fucking kill all four of you in the next three seconds. I’m hoping you pick option two.”

Dwayne and Grumpy slowly inched forward from where they were hiding in the jungle as I stared directly into Wyss’ swirling eyes. No one in his tribe moved for a few long seconds, but they were all looking at him. I knew the gears in his head were turning, and I prayed to whatever overlords brought me to this world that he was thinking exactly what I wanted him to think.

That I had to be either totally fucking insane, or I was incredibly powerful.

“Alright… You want to know what our powers are. Don’t you already know mine?” He scowled.

“Tell me your woman’s,” I ordered.

“I can make ice blades,” Veeraale said, and then held her hand out and a sword made of clear glass instantly appeared in her hand.

“Yours?” I said as I looked at Syson.

“I can… run fast,” the goat-man said, but his eyes flickered from me to Wyss as he spoke.

“Fucking liar,” I sighed as I reached over my shoulder and pulled my Cricket Bat of Doom off my shoulder. “Looks like it’s time for you all to die--”

“No!” Wyss shouted as the four of them took a step back. Even the ten-foot-tall blade-fingered asshole seemed terrified of me, and I was thankful that they didn’t see how bad my arms were shaking.

“No?” I paused with my Cricket Bat of Doom held at my side.

“Syson has misspoken,” Veeraale squeaked. “He can run, yes, but when he is running his body turns invulnerable to damage, and he can plow through pretty much anything.”

“I just need a bit of distance to gain speed,” Syson cleared his throat. “I was… ahhh… about to explain that. Of course.”

“Of course.” I sneered at him. It was an unnatural expression for my face, but Syson’s face seemed to pale a few shades.

“My power is--”

“I know what your pathetic power is, Wyss,” I interrupted him. “I know Ohkall’s blade powers as well. What of Ugral?”

“He… he can create a distracting canopy of sound.” Wyss was trying hard to keep a straight face, but he was obviously flummoxed that I knew the name of his other member.

“And the orange one can see far,” I sighed as I shook my head. “The group of you is pathetic. No wonder you hide in your cave like bugs. Were Rotta and Getro your most powerful members? They did not have a chance to use their abilities before I murdered them.”

“They were strong,” Ohkall said, and his voice was low and gravelly just like I’d expected.

“Not strong enough,” I laughed.

“Let us speak more of an alliance,” Wyss smoothly interjected. “Rotta and Getro were quite strong, so I can only guess at your abilities. You are obviously powerful.”

“Powerful and getting bored,” I sighed. “I’m sure I could destroy this Aytron person and his tribe without your help, but tell me your plan.”

“My plan would require knowing your abilities.” Wyss raised his eyebrow. “Or… at least your name.”

“I’m your king,” I snickered.

“My… king?” I could see his fists clenching, and I saw knots form in his jaw from how hard he tensed.

“Yes,” I said as I stared into his eyes. “King of this world, and king over you, so that is what you will call me.”

We stared into each other’s eyes again, and I realized that my heart wasn’t hammering into my ribs anymore. For some reason I felt totally calm, as if telling someone I was their king was completely natural.

The seconds seemed to stretch on to minutes, but then the man finally nodded.

“If you are my king, does that mean you can provide protection?”

“Kneel,” I commanded.

“What?” he growled, and his calm demeanor broke instantly.

“You fucking heard me!” I shouted. “Get on your fucking knees and say I’m your king. Then I’ll protect you from all the scary things on this world, Wyss.”

Okay. Maybe I was going a bit too far.

Wyss didn’t move, but his fingers began to twitch, and then his arm moved out from his side a few inches.

“If you try it, I’ll kill you before you even see me move,” I hissed. “Now. Get. On. Your. Knees. Bitch.”

Wyss’ pale skin went a bit more white, but then the big Ohkall kneeled and pressed his head to the ground. Syson fell down on all four of his legs an instant later, and then Veeraale kneeled so low that her long white hair spread across the dirt like snow. In less than a second, all of Wyss’ friends had bowed before me, and he glanced around behind him with an expression of equal parts surprise and rage.

I began to walk toward the man, and his head whipped around as his stormy eyes grew as large as dinner plates.

Then he dropped to his knees.

“I swear loyalty to you, my king,” he blurted out.

“I swear loyalty to you, my king,” Veeraale said.

“I swear loyalty to you, my king,” both Syson and Ohkall repeated.

Holy shit.

That had actually worked.

“Get up,” I ordered as I tried not to grin like an idiot, and the four of them quickly got to their feet.

“I bet you are wishing you had stayed in your cave today,” I snickered as I stood nose to nose with Wyss. He was actually an inch or so shorter than me, and he seemed to shrink a bit when I looked into his swirling eyes.

“No…” he hesitated.

“Then I bet you wished you hadn’t sent Rotta and Getro to kidnap Heeyuna, Eiter, Avern, and Oppena.”

Wyss swallowed a large gulp of air, and I could see a bead of sweat roll down his forehead. Then he turned his eyes a bit to his right where Veeraale was standing.

“I’m not going to take your woman,” I said. “I have plenty of my own. Besides, how loyal would you be if you had to listen to me pleasure her every night?”

Veeraale inhaled sharply, but I didn’t even bother to look at her. I just continued to stare into Wyss’ eyes.

“Go back to your camp,” I said. “I’ll visit you in a few days.”

“Do… you have a camp?” he asked. “Should we come with you to--”

“This entire world is my ‘camp,’” I laughed. “I don’t need walls. I don’t need a hole to hide in. I bring fear. I bring pain. I bring death. Aytron? He is nothing. He’ll be dead tomorrow. Then I will come visit you. If you are loyal to me, then you’ll live, and I’ll find others to satisfy my appetite. If you aren’t loyal, well… you can guess what will happen to you. And you. And you. And you.”

I turned to look at each of them as I spoke, and they all nodded at me.

“We understand,” Wyss said.

“Then go,” I said as I nodded north. “Be ready to receive me.”

“Yes… my king.” Wyss nodded and then stepped away from me.

Ohkall nodded, as did Syson, and then the three men turned to walk away.

“Uhhh… bye, my king,” Veeraale said as she gave me a small wave, and then her eyes ran down my chest, fixed on the badge on my belt, and then turned to follow the other three.

“Oh, and Wyss,” I called out, and the four of them seemed to flinch before they turned around.

“Yes?” he asked.

“If I see one of your shadow minions in the air, I’m going to assume you are spying on me. That doesn’t seem like loyalty. Does it?”

“No… my king,” he said.

“Good.” I smiled at him. “You can leave now.”

“Yes.” He nodded again, and then the four of them made it to the jungle.

Jinx was at my feet immediately, and he let out a little squawk.

“Yeah,” I whispered to him. “I’m counting on you, buddy.”

He puffed out his chest, and then he took off like an RC car and tore through the jungle. Ten seconds later he was ninja-ing through the ferns and trees right next to the four of them as they made their way north.

For a few minutes none of them spoke, but they kept looking back over their shoulders as if they expected me to appear at any moment like the bogeyman. Finally, Wyss grunted to get everyone’s attention.

“I hope you all realize that was just to appease him.”

“Was it?” Ohkall grumbled.

“Of course it was,” Wyss hissed. “I need time to figure out what his powers are so we can destroy him.”

“What about the painting?” Veeraale asked.

“What about it?” Wyss scoffed as he turned to her. “It doesn’t matter what--”

“The painting showed a man with a gold metal on his belt. Off-center. Just like the king wore it.” Veeraale tapped her hip where I wore my badge.

“Don’t fucking call him ‘the king,’” Wyss barked at her.

“What the fuck am I supposed to call him?” Veeraale groaned. “‘The powerful man who made us all bow before him?’ I like ‘the king’ better to be honest, or I guess we could call him ‘the man from the cave painting.’”

“I don’t give a fuck about that painting,” Wyss said. “Just a coincidence.”

“Just a coincidence?” Syson scoffed. “Were you part of that same conversation we just had? The man has zero fear. Did you see the rage in his eyes? He wanted to kill me. Just because I was there, Wyss. That’s not something a weak male can pretend. And to call himself the king of the world? He believed every word of it.”

“I’ll show him fear,” Wyss growled. “Don’t worry. We won’t bow to some--”

“But the painting!” Veeraale interrupted. “He’s in the painting! It’s obviously him.”

“So?” Wyss barked at her. “Again, I don’t fucking care about some damn painting in a cave that looks like it’s been there for over a hundred years. That bit of gold on the figure’s belt might not even be the same metal thing that man had. We need to focus on killing him and taking over the cotton tribe… if they are still alive.”

“How are you going to kill him if he has metal?” Ohkall asked.

“I don’t know yet,” Wyss said.

“How does it work?” Syson asked. “With the metal?”

“My minions can’t move within five feet of any metal,” Wyss sighed. “He’s the first person on this world I’ve seen with any. It was very rare on my world, so only the most powerful of men had weapons made of the stuff.”

“And this man wears it on his belt like jewelry,” Veeraale sighed.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say your loyalty is wavering.” Wyss looked at his woman, and even though Jinx couldn’t quite see his face, it was obvious his body was tense.

“We should consider all options,” Ohkall said before Veeraale could respond. “The king seems powerful. If he will bring us into his tribe and protect us, why not?”

“You now?” Wyss growled as he glanced at the ten-foot-tall obsidian man. “He is just one man. We can kill him. We just need to figure out what his power is.”

“Aytron is one man,” Ohkall grumbled. “Yet you have avoided him. You have feared him. Now this new man has come. He calls himself king. He has no fear. You bowed to him just now.”

“It was a tactic to buy us some time,” Wyss scoffed. “I knew Aytron’s power, and I knew we couldn’t beat him. I also knew that--”

“He’d take your woman,” Syson interrupted.

“I am not some possession to be passed around,” Veeraale scoffed.

“And yet I saw you making eyes at the king,” Syson snorted. “Or did you think we wouldn’t notice? Just like a woman, to get wet for the next powerful man in her orbit.”

“That is not true, at all.” Veeraale crossed her arms and glared at the goat-centaur. “I am loyal to Wyss.”

“Let’s speak of how we can learn this king’s power,” Wyss said. “I can’t use a flying minion to spy on him.”

“Haryoud could use his sight,” Veeraale said.

“We should have brought him,” Wyss said. “Then he could have set his vision there.”

“Too bad he can only do that for a day,” Syson sighed.

“We could have him sneak back to their home,” Veeraale said. “Then he can spy on them. However, he’d have to walk all the way back here, and he still wouldn’t be able to hear what they say. He would only be able to watch.”

“It might work.” Wyss shrugged. “I will add it to the list of options.”

“You could minion one of the smaller ground animals,” Syson said. “Then make it crawl near the cottage so you can hear.”

“I like that better,” Wyss said.

“But what if the king catches you?” Veeraale asked, and her voice had a slight tremble to it. “He said if he saw one of your minions in the air he would--”

“He isn’t going to find out,” Wyss scoffed. “The man’s powers are obviously physical in nature.”

“Why do you conclude that?” Ohkall asked.

“Look at his body,” Wyss said.

“It was muscular,” Veeraale sighed, and the other three men looked at her.

“What?” She cleared her throat. “His arms were thick and coiled. His chest was solid. He is obviously a warrior. He held out his weapon when he threatened us.”

“It was a scary-looking weapon,” Syson said. “Did you see the middle part of it? Was dark red. Stained with blood from dozens of enemies.”

“The reason I think his powers are physical is because he said he could kill me before I summoned my minion,” Wyss said. “If I had to guess, he can probably move incredibly fast. Maybe even teleport and strike. It would explain why he wasn’t scared of us, or my powers, or Aytron’s abilities.”

“Huh. That makes sense.” Syson nodded. “Good thinking.”

“There is a reason I am your leader,” Wyss said. “I’m smart. I’m not absolutely positive that is what his ability is, but I’d bet it is something close to that.”

“It is too bad you were unable to copy him with a minion,” Veeraale said. “Then you would have known for sure.”

“He still has the metal on his belt,” Wyss sighed. “I can’t copy him.”

“Wait. I thought that just meant your minions couldn’t approach?” Syson asked.

“It also affects my copy ability,” Wyss said. “I can still… do it… I suppose, but it takes nearly all of my energy, and if I fail, then I won’t be able to use my ability for an hour.”

“It might be worth the risk,” Ohkall muttered.

“What if I can get in close and then take his belt off?” Veeraale asked, and then the other three men turned to look at her.

“You aren’t even trying anymore,” Syson scoffed.

“Trying what?” she hissed.

“To pretend you aren’t interested in taking the king’s cock in all your holes,” Syson said.

“Fuck you,” the woman hissed, and then twin glass-like swords appeared in her hands instantly. She leapt toward the ram-headed dude, and he let out a sheep-like baah before he dodged to the side.

“Stop!” Wyss shouted, but Veeraale made another vertical cut with her right hand, and the tip of her conjured blade sliced through Syson’s side flank.

“Owwww!” he screamed as he sprang backward like a jumping spider. “She cut me!”

“Hold still, and I’ll do more!” she shouted as she sprang after him. She actually moved like an anime-style ninja, and Syson barely got his body behind a tree.

“Stop, Veeraale!” Wyss shouted again, but the woman cut the tree in half like it was made out of bamboo, and Syson let out another sheep-like scream as he tried to dodge away.

“You should let them resolve it,” Ohkall grunted.

“I’m just going to kill him,” Veeraale growled as she flipped sideways around the fallen tree and then launched herself at the goat-man.

“I’m sorry!” Syson finally screamed, and then the warrior woman paused with her swords pointed a few inches from his throat.

“What?” she whispered as Jinx tried to move so he could get a better angle on their faces.

“I’m sorry!” Syson screeched. “Please. Mercy, Veeraale. Please.”

“Fine,” she sighed as she lowered her weapons. “I’ll forgive you… this time. There won’t be a next.”

“Uhhh, okay. Thank you. I’m… sorry again…” Syson gulped, and then Veeraale turned away from him and tossed her swords on the ground. Almost immediately they began to melt, and Jinx moved around a tree so that he could watch them head on as they walked north.

“You better now?” Wyss snarled at Veeraale as she walked back to his side.

“I don’t know, am I?” she growled at him. “I’m starting to think that the king had the right idea by murdering him. He’s obviously dragging us down.”

“No.” Wyss shook his head. “He’s useful to me. I can clone him. He is a useful minion because of his ability.”

“He isn’t useful to me, though, and I’m starting to wonder if you are.” Her red eyes stared into Wyss’, and then the man finally shook his head and looked away from her.

“We should consider not betraying this king,” Ohkall commented.

“I’ll send a minion there,” Wyss said. “I’ll learn his powers, and then I’ll get close, figure out how to get rid of the metal on his belt, copy him, and then kill him. I’m dismayed that you three are ready to kneel before another man so easily.”

“You kneeled after us,” Veeraale scoffed.

“As I said, it was a ruse. I just need time to figure out what his power is.”

“Right.” Veeraale rolled her red eyes at him and then crossed her arms.

“Do you have something to say to me, woman?” Wyss growled. “Do you forget who saved you? Do you forget who has protected you? Do you forget who has fed you?”

“We’ve all worked together,” she replied as she narrowed her eyes at him. “Yes, you are our leader, and yes, your ability is powerful, but if you think this king isn’t smart enough to predict your betrayal, then you are an idiot.”

“She has a point,” Ohkall said. “The king will realize you will come at him.”

“But he won’t know that I’ll use my minions to--”

“He knew exactly what your power was!” Veeraale shouted. “He knew what everyone’s power, but mine and Syson’s, was.”

“He didn’t know Ugral’s,” Ohkall said.

“But he knew his name,” Veeraale groaned. “How does he know these things, Wyss?”

“I’m not sure,” the man admitted.

“So how do you know he isn’t thinking you are going to spy on him?” she asked. “He knows our names and our powers, and he was completely unafraid. How do you explain that?”

“Maybe someone else in his tribe told him?” Wyss shrugged.

“You are grasping,” she groaned.

“I’m not grasping,” he growled. “I’m… considering… I’m thinking. I’ll figure it out. Trust me. I’ve gotten us through some crazy shit. I’m going to grow our tribe. I’m going to get women for everyone. I’m going to--”

“Maybe the king will give us women?” Ohkall shrugged.

“You all can’t think past the tips of your dicks,” Veeraale scoffed, and all three of them glared at her for a few moments. Syson actually looked like he was going to point out that she seemed to have a thing for me again, but then he closed his mouth and just shook his head.

They walked in silence for a few more minutes, and then finally Syson cleared his throat and took his hand away from the cut on his flank. I could see that it had stopped bleeding, and I wondered if the guy had some sort of advanced healing mechanism.

“Sooooo… what is the plan?”

Wyss stopped and then took a deep breath. He stood still for a few moments with his eyes closed, and then he finally exhaled and opened his eyelids. Jinx could see his eyes swirling like an angry tornado.

“I’m going to wait for two days. We’ll set a trap for him if he comes to see us, and if he doesn’t come to see us, we are all going south to Heeyuna’s home. If this king is there, we’ll kill him. If he isn’t, then we’ll kill Heeyuna and her friends. Then we’ll hunt him down.”

“But… why would we kill them?” Veeraale asked.

“Because we are going to be at war,” Wyss said. “War means that we have to destroy the other side’s assets. This king has obviously claimed them.”

“What if he is there?” Ohkall asked. “You still don’t know his power, or how to--”

“I have an ability,” Wyss interrupted. “I haven’t used it in front of any of you yet. I can become like my minions; part of the shadowscape. When I am there, I can’t be hurt by anything, and anything I touch turns into one of my servants. Even if there is metal around.”

“You… haven’t used it yet?” Veeraale’s red eyes opened wide. “Why? That seems incredibly powerful.”

“It is.” He nodded. “However, there is a strong possibility that I won’t be able to come back into my physical form, and then I’ll die after an hour.”

“This seems like a high risk,” Ohkall rumbled. “Why not just… accept this king’s terms? Surely our lives will not be worse with him ruling us.”

“Because,” Wyss hissed at the rock-man. “There is only one king on this world: Me.”
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Chapter 15

The other three of Wyss’ tribemates were silent after he spoke, but then Syson nodded and stepped closer to his boss.

“What kind of traps should we lay in our caves?”

“I was thinking that we can offer to show him the paintings,” Wyss said. “Then… when he is distracted, I can use my power. Maybe after Ugral screams to distract him.”

Syson nodded, but Veeraale frowned, and Ohkall shook his head.

“Or maybe I’ll just use a copy of Ohkall to blade-explode on him.” Wyss shrugged. “I’ll consider my options.”

Veeraale opened her mouth to speak, but then she seemed to reconsider because she closed her mouth and continued to walk north. The other three men glanced at her back, and then Ohkall moved to follow her. Wyss and Syson didn’t walk anymore, and I kept Jinx with them instead of following the white-haired woman and the tall obsidian man.

“I am loyal to you, Wyss,” Syson whispered. “The other two… they seem to doubt. Especially Veeraale. I know she is your woman, but how loyal can she be if she hasn’t borne your child yet? Even then… women are soft things. They are easily distracted by another male if they aren’t continually bred by their mate.”

“Are you saying that this is my fault that she isn’t pregnant yet?” Wyss raised his eyebrow at the other man.

“No, no, nooooo!” Syson waved his hands. “Just… well… you saw the looks she gave that king. I am not surprised.”

“What do you mean that you aren’t surprised?” Wyss narrowed his stormy eyes more.

“This king is powerful, obviously. It attracts women. It is nothing for you to fear, though! Once he is dead, I’m sure Veeraale will not be distracted. I will help you, of course. As I said, I’m loyal to you. It was a good ploy to bow before the man. Best to get time to plan more. I agree with you on this.”

“You are just repeating what I’ve said,” Wyss sighed, “and I’m not worried about Veeraale. She’ll do as I ask.”

“Will she, though?” Syson whispered as he glanced northward to where the other two had walked. “Ohkall as well? It seemed that they were fine bowing to this other man.”

“What is your point, Syson?” Wyss spat. “Are you trying to drive a wedge between all of us?”

“Nooooo,” the goat-man gasped as he waved his hands. “I’m just looking out for you, Wyss. We’ve had fights before, but not with another group. Just… consider that they might decide to change their alliance. Not me! Never me, Wyss. I am loyal to you, of course.”

“This man who calls himself king doesn’t seem like he’d be interested in traitors,” Wyss said as he ran his hand over his jaw.

“Betraying you will not end well for them,” Syson said as he nodded. “When you make your plans… maybe… don’t include them? That might protect us.”

“I’ll think about what you’ve said,” Wyss said. “Go catch up with them and tell me if they say anything.”

“I will,” Syson said, and then he jogged off north through the jungle after Veeraale and Ohkall.

Wyss stood alone for a few seconds, and his jaw clenched as he stared into Syson’s back. Then, when the ram-horned man was out of view, Wyss shook his head and muttered “Fucking idiot” under his breath before he slowly began to follow.

I had Jinx dash forward to catch up to Veeraale and Ohkall. My little pal could ninja through the jungle way quicker than Syson, and he caught up with the pair in the lead before the centaur got there.

“We don’t have a choice,” she was saying.

“There is always a choice,” Ohkall sighed.

“I wish I could see the future,” she muttered.

“I am sure someone on this world has that power,” Ohkall grumbled in a way that almost sounded like a laugh.

“I’m not a traitor,” she sighed. “If he says we are fighting, then we are fighting.”

“I don’t want to die, and neither do you.” Ohkall shrugged his massive shoulders.

“But you don’t care about killing,” she said as she smirked at him.

“I want to win. I want to survive. Not all fights are physical. Wyss is our leader, but who is to say this king won’t be better.”

“Exactly,” she whispered. “There was no proof of anything. No proof of his power. We should not be having this conversation.”

“But we are,” he said. “There was no fear in the man’s eyes, and he knew much about us.”

“Shhh… I hear Syson.” She glanced over her shoulder, and the goat-man pranced up with a wide smile on his face.

“Where is Wyss?” Veeraale asked.

“He wanted some time to himself to think,” Syson whispered, and then he glanced over his shoulder. “I’m a bit worried about him. The king has shaken his confidence. We should talk about what the three of us should do.”

“What do you mean?” Ohkall asked.

“The king is obviously strong,” Syson whispered.

“Obviously strong?” Veerale sneered at him.

“I trust in the instincts of women,” Syson chuckled. “I don’t want to argue about it anymore, but it was obvious from the way you looked at him that you know this is true.”

“Do you want me to cut you again?” she hissed as a blade appeared in her hand. This one was about the size of a shortsword and now that Jinx was a bit closer, I noticed that it was impossible to tell if the weapon was glass or ice from appearance alone.

“Noooo,” he whined as he raised his hands. “I am trying to convey what the three of us know: Wyss should step aside and let this man rule. He won’t, though. He is stubborn, and I think deep down, he worries that this king will make you his woman. It is jealousy and fear.”

“As if I would just abandon him if another powerful man came along,” Veeraale huffed. “That is what angers me. He doesn’t trust me.”

“What do you propose, Syson?” Ohkall asked as he glanced over his shoulder toward Wyss’ direction.

“Well… here is my plan,” the centaur leaned toward the other two, and Jinx wiggled a bit closer in the bushes so he could hear.

But then I heard something thrash in the ferns to my pal’s right.

Before I could register what was going on, Jinx had twisted around and leapt away. I heard a snapping noise that sounded like teeth coming together, and then there was a blast of dark green-blue feathers.

Then Jinx was running.

“Shiiiiit,” I hissed under my breath when my pal looked over his shoulder. There were two pitbull-sized raptors with dark green and brown feathers chasing after him through the forest, and their red eyes glinted like pulsing flashlights when the sunlight poked through the canopy of the jungle.

“Ruuuuuun!” I hissed to Jinx, and even though he couldn’t hear me because we were so far away, my pal sensed what I was thinking, and he ducked his head down low for maximum speed.

The ferns turned from “awesome places to hide” to “corn maze of terror” real quick, and Jinx had to quickly decide if it was quicker to plow through the brush or circle around it. I could feel his little heart race in his chest, and he let out a squeak of surprise when he felt teeth scrape against the tips of his tail feathers.

Jinx banked right, and I saw a high path that went up the side of a rain-eroded rut. It might have been safer for him to squeeze into the small ditch, but I didn’t like the idea of him giving his opponents the high ground, so I told him to shoot up the side. He followed my instructions, and I heard one of the raptors whine and slip on the slope behind him.

Jinx made a hard left and leapt over the rut like a rally car making a jump, and then he slid a hard right and banked deeper into the jungle. It didn’t feel like the bigger raptors were right behind him, so I asked him to quickly glance back over his shoulder. He did so, and I saw that he’d gained about ten feet on his enemies.

From this short race, I could tell that Jinx had these guys beat on corners, but they were going to get him on the straightaways and plowing through the bush. He needed to find some hard obstacles to bank around, but even then, there were two of them, and one of him, so all it would take would be for the raptors to plan an ambush.

Dwayne was already running toward Jinx. I hadn’t even asked him to do anything, but I knew that the big Utahraptor wasn’t going to let one of his family get eaten. The problem was that a good mile of thick jungle separated them, and I didn’t think Jinx would be able to really pick the direction he could bob and weave in. He was just going to have to use the terrain as best he could.

Jinx found a nest of tree roots arching up over the earth like a mutated birdcage, so he dashed under them, looped around to his left, and then shot out the back as the bigger raptors committed to the turn. I could see them slide around on the leaves right as Jinx raced back the way they had just come, and the pair let out a hiss of anger as their clawed feet fought for purchase.

Jinx ducked under another pile of fern leaves, turned hard around a tree trunk, and then put on as much speed as he could when he saw a straight path ahead of him. My pal risked another quick glance over his shoulder, and I saw that his quick thinking had gained him another ten or so feet of space, but the two raptors looked even more pissed off than before.

Unfortunately, Jinx was now running away from Dwayne.

Jinx realized when I did that he was going the wrong way, so he kept looking for a good place to turn. There really wasn’t an obvious tree or hard piece of cover he could bank around, so he risked another glance over his shoulder, and we saw that there was only one raptor following him.

Where the fuck had the other one gone?

He was following either right or left of Jinx’s path, but since my little blue friend couldn’t tell exactly where the fucker was, he couldn’t really make any turns, since the other raptor could be waiting for him if he was close enough.

Shit.

Dwayne was trying his best to get to Jinx, but the Utahraptor had to plow through all the thick brush instead of running around, and I guessed it would be another few minutes before he could be anywhere close to helping his little bro.

It was just Jinx and me against these two. There was no way my little pal could take them head to head, and the chances of him outrunning them seemed to be slipping. If I didn’t have strength, and I didn’t have speed. What did I have?

I had smarts.

Neither of those two raptors had the king of dinosaurs as their navigator, so I was going to have to help Jinx brain his way through this.

Up ahead was a cluster of boulders and rocks that looked to be about ten feet tall. There were several holes at the base of the pile, and Jinx’s gut reaction was to run and hide inside one, but I knew that might be a mistake since we had no way of telling how deep any of them were. Instead, I looked up the slope of the boulders and saw a nearby jungle tree branch that extended almost to the top of the rocks.

It looked just thick enough to hold my pal, but it would probably crack under the greater weight of the larger raptors.

Jinx glanced over his shoulder and saw the single raptor following him was gaining distance. My pal couldn’t see the other guy, though, and I could feel him reach out to me asking how he should approach the climb up the rocks. The path on the left was shorter, and it would be more of a straight shot up the slope to the branch. The right part of the rocks looked a bit harder to climb, and Jinx would have to double back a bit to scale the pyramid.

The obvious choice was to go left, but my gut told me to go right, so Jinx veered that direction.

A dual pair of hisses echoed from his eight o’clock, and I let out my held breath as the second raptor came out of the jungle from that side. I’d made the correct choice, but out of the corner of Jinx’s eyes I saw the second asshole circling around to the other side of the boulders, and I knew Jinx would only have one chance to make this work.

My pal hit the brakes and banked hard left as soon as he’d passed the right side of the rocks. The raptor following him slid past, but it reached out with a long neck and bit the tips of my pal’s tail feathers again. Jinx let out a cluck of surprise, but then he was Q*berting up the rocks like he had a lit firecracker shoved up his ass.

The second raptor was stumbling up the sides of the slope, too, so Jinx had to angle away at the last second and spiral counterclockwise so that he could reach the top. Then he crouched down and made the leap to the distant branch.

I held my breath as Jinx chicken flapped the six or so feet, but then his taloned feet grasped onto the whip-like end of the thin branch, and he raced down the length before he made it to the trunk. As soon as he got there, he jumped up to a thicker branch, and then he turned around and let out a triumphant squawk down at the pitbull-sized raptors.

“Yes!” I shouted as I fist pumped. “Fuck those guys!”

The two raptors let out a guttural hiss up at Jinx, and their red eyes glanced at the branch with a burning rage. For half a moment, I thought they would have tried to make a failed attempt at jumping for it, but then there was a flash of colored movement down at the base of the rocky hill, and I heard a coo-like squawk.

The two raptors froze, and Jinx tried to look at what had moved to distract them.

“What the fuck was that?” I asked, but Jinx’s heart was racing even faster now for some reason, and his body started to tremble when the dark green raptors jumped down and began to sniff around the base of the rocks. There was a small hole there, and the raptors were suddenly shoving their beaks in.

Then they started to screech at each other and clawed at the hole.

Jinx was spinning around on the branch like crazy, but I couldn’t figure out what was bugging him. Was there something in the hole? Why did he care? He’d gotten out alive, and all he had to do was wait a few minutes for Dwayne to show up, and then big bro would rip the shit out of those bullies.

Jinx let out a powerful squawk that shook the leaves around him, and the two raptors paused for a second before they glanced up to him. He let out another battle cry, but the raptors just shook their heads and went back to digging at the hole.

Jinx was in a complete panic now, and for some reason he was telling me that he needed to kill both of these guys.

He didn’t think there was enough time for Dwayne.

“What the fuck, dude?” I hissed under my breath, but he couldn’t hear me. We could just sense each other’s emotions and intentions, and Jinx really really wanted me to tell him how to kill these guys.

It was fucking crazy, but I got the feeling Jinx was going to fight them with or without my help, so I had him move out as far as he could on the thicker branch so that he was above them. He did so, and then he peered over the edge as the two raptors dug at the hole like dogs trying to get under a fence.

They weren’t even paying any attention to Jinx, and he was about twenty-five or so feet above them. In most cases, I would have thought that a cat-sized raptor taking on a pitbull-sized raptor would have been impossible, but as I saw the dark green assholes digging at the hole, I realized that they were leaving the backs of their necks open when they tried to force their beaks in the hole, and a good solid hit there might break their spine, or at least stun them long enough to buy Dwayne some time to get there.

Before I could even give Jinx the order to attack, he was already dive-bombing the raptor positioned more in the back. My pal didn’t even bother to open his wings, he fell like a fucking brick and aimed his talons like spearpoints right at the back of the bigger raptor’s neck.

Then he made contact.

Jinx’s entire body smacked into the bigger raptor hard enough for me to get a third-person toothache from the impact. Jinx didn’t seem to give a fuck, though, and his talons had torn right through the fucker’s flesh and wrapped around the lines of nerves right around the spine.

Then Jinx yanked them out like he was the Predator.

The bigger raptor let out a choking gasp as it tumbled forward, but Jinx was already running back up the mound of rocks as soon as his fallen enemy hit the ground. The second raptor jerked his head away from the hole when the first one fell and blinked at its fallen friend.

Jinx looked down at him as he kept leaping up the boulders, but his foot slipped on a loose rock, and it snapped, crackled, and popped all the way down the slope.

Then the bigger raptor jerked his head up and made eye contact with Jinx. My pal’s heart was already racing in his chest, but it somehow got faster, and he turned his attention away so he could focus on getting up the rocks.

The raptor hissed like ten boiling pots, and I could hear it tear up the rocks behind Jinx.

“Gooooo!” I urged my pal as he leapt and flapped his wings to climb up the hill. He’d already beaten these guys up the hill before, but he’d had a bit of a lead on them, and they probably weren’t as fueled by rage as this one now was.

Jinx wanted to look back and down the slope to see how close the big fucker was, but I made him keep his eyes on the prize, and he leapt toward the branch of the tree like an action hero in a movie jumping to the helicopter from the edge of a high-rise. I held my breath for the agonizing second it took for him to flap-leap across the void, but then his left claw clenched around the branch, and he swung fully around like a kid on a swing before he got his right toes around it.

Then he raced back to the trunk of the tree and jumped to the next higher branch.

“Yeeeees!” I fist pumped, and both Jinx and I shared an equal sensation of elation. I still had no idea why my little blue buddy wanted to kill these guys, but the fact that he’d taken out one of them was fucking amazing.

The dark green raptor hissed and snarled as it circled the tree, but then Jinx’s ears picked up a sound from the hole again, and the larger raptor twisted his head around before he darted to the hole again.

The motherfucker started digging frantically. Like a starving dog who just remembered where he buried a bone. He was actually making good progress, and from Jinx’s eyes, I saw that the hole was almost wide enough for the pitbull-sized raptor to get his whole head in.

There was obviously something in there the bigger raptor wanted to eat, but why did Jinx care?

My pal snuck out to the edge of the branch again, and I aimed his eyes right at the base of the neck where he’d landed on the first fucker. Just as the blue chocobo was about to jump, the green raptor suddenly twisted his head up, made eye contact with Jinx, and hissed like a steam engine.

Jinx froze, and the two of them stared at each other for a few moments.

There was intelligence in the green raptor’s eyes, and he glanced down at his twitching friend before he glanced back up at Jinx as if he was starting to CSI exactly how his pal had gotten bushwhacked. For half a moment, I thought we were going to have to change plans, but then the raptor let out a strange huff before he turned back to digging at the hole.

Jinx instantly threw himself off the branch.

His aim was great the first time, but it was absolutely perfect the second time, and his claws tore right into the spine of the much larger raptor like a paring knife into a head of cabbage. The green raptor instantly stiffened when Jinx’s claws latched onto his spine, and then he let out a croak of anguish and agony when Jinx ripped out the nerves.

Jinx didn’t bother to jump off this time. He rode the asshole to the ground like a surfboard, and then he calmly walked off the bigger dino’s twitching body and toward the hole in the rocks.

The little cave was barely big enough for my pal to walk in, and his eyes instantly adjusted to the darkness. Just five feet back was a coiled bunch of cream and pink feathers. As Jinx stepped into the tunnel, the lump of feathers moved, and a pretty little head popped out and looked at him.

It was a female raptor about the same size as Jinx, and even though I couldn’t use my Eye-Q through his eyes, her neck, wings, and body looked similar enough to my pal that I guessed they were the same species.

“Ohhhh,” I chuckled to myself. Of course, it was a woman. That’s the only reason a guy like me or Jinx would do something so crazy like attacking two dinosaurs eight times his size.

Jinx puffed up his chest and let out a proud coo as he nodded to the door.

The creamy-pink female trembled a bit as she stood, and then she hesitantly walked toward the exit of the hovel she’d been hiding in. She stepped near Jinx to get a look at the dead raptors outside, and he nuzzled her neck with the top of his head. She let out a happy coo when she saw that Jinx had saved her, and then she nuzzled against his chest as her body stopped shaking.

They stood like that for a few seconds, and then Jinx gently clamped his mouth around the back of her neck and moved around so he was standing behind her. She let out what could only be described as a half-purr, half-coo, and then Jinx began to push his hips into her back.

“Yeaaaaahhh, I think I can give him some privacy,” I chuckled to myself as I pulled my vision back into my own body.

I told Dwayne to come back to me, and I figured Jinx would return when he was ready. It had been a good thirty minutes since I’d stepped outside to talk to Wyss and his group, and while I guessed Sheela and Keefaye could sense everything was okay with me, I still figured I owed them an update sooner rather than later.

I walked back to the front steps of the cottage and reached for the door, but before I could open it, the hunk of wood swung forward, and Heeyuna was standing there.

“Victor,” she said, and her voice seemed to crackle like she was speaking through a static radio.

“Looks like you are better,” I said without missing a beat.

“I am.” She nodded. “We should talk.”

“We should,” I said, and then I looked behind her to see Sheela and Keefaye standing with their arms crossed and sour expressions on their faces.

“Alone,” Heeyuna said. “We should talk alone. Just you and me.”



[image: ]



Chapter 16

“Fine.” I nodded south where the orchard of trees were, and then we stepped off the porch together and began to walk.

Heeyuna’s legs moved with surprising confidence, and if I hadn’t seen her comatose on her bed forty-five minutes ago, I wouldn’t have believed she was on death’s door. We finally reached the far end of the orchard about seventy-five yards away from the front door of the cottage, and she turned to me.

“You spoke out of turn to Wyss,” she stated.

“Oh?” I raised an eyebrow and tried not to laugh.

“It is not your place to speak for me or mine.”

I stared at her for a few seconds as I tried to keep my anger at a low boil. It seemed like every fucking shithead tribe leader on this world had a massive chip on their shoulder.

“You seem to be walking fine,” I pointed out as I looked down at her shapely legs. “Keefaye’s blessed water worked to heal you, obviously.”

“Yes.” Heeyuna nodded. “I thanked her for that. Now you all can leave our territory. We will handle Wyss on our own.”

“You will, huh?” I chuckled. “How are you going to do that?”

“It is none of your concern,” she said.

“Oh, I think it is,” I said. “I want to trade you blessed water for your clothes, so I have an interest in keeping your tribe safe.”

“My… tribe… safe?” She blinked her red eyes. They were a few shades lighter than Liahpa’s and almost seemed to have a bit of orange coloring in them.

“Yeah.” I shrugged.

“But when you spoke to Wyss, it seemed as if you were--”

“Wyss needed to be scared off,” I laughed. “I didn’t know if you were going to wake up, so I talked a big game, and it worked.”

“So… you don’t intend to be… our king?” She crossed her arms.

“Look, if you four want to join with my tribe, I’d be fine with it-- well, Avern is a bit of a fuck, but if he makes the materials for your clothes, that’s super useful, but I don’t care if you guys do your own thing up here. Keefaye can make water that seems to help you get enough calories to survive. I’ll trade that to you for clothes. Eiter made it seem like you are perfectly capable of protecting yourself as long as you eat enough food.”

“I… I… am.” Heeyuna nodded. “You… Really don’t intend to conquer us?”

“No,” I said, but I left out how I thought of myself as the king of dinosaurland, so the conversation I had with Wyss wasn’t that far from my own perspective.

“You just want to trade?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, “didn’t Sheela and Keefaye clarify for you?”

“I… I may not have let them explain,” she sighed as she glanced back to the door. “I just heard you speak to Wyss and felt my rage begin to burn. It is not… good… to get me angry. I told them that if they spoke… well… I was not polite to them.”

“I know the feeling. When I get mad, I tend to get really fucking mad. Sooooo… we’re okay?” I held out my hand to her.

“Yes,” she said as she reached her hand out so that we could shake. Her fingers were cool to the touch, and my palm tingled where she touched me there. “I will apologize to your women when we return. I was rude to them.”

“They’d appreciate that,” I said as we finished shaking hands. “Now, I have some bad news. Wyss is waiting for me to visit his cave in a few days. If I go there, then he intends to ambush and kill me.”

“You should not go, then,” she stated plainly.

“I’m not going to,” I chuckled, “but that’s the issue, since I inferred that your tribe was part of mine now, he’s going to come here to try and find me.”

“You should not be here, then.” She shook her head.

“If he doesn’t find me, he’s going to kill you four,” I said.

“How do you know?” she growled, and I could suddenly see small sparks of white electricity flicker down her curly blue hair.

“One of my pets followed them,” I explained. “I can hear through their ears and see through their eyes, so I witnessed Wyss talk about his plan. He can turn himself into a shadow like his minions, and then he can do a lot of damage, or that’s what he told his friends.”

“I can destroy him if he comes close,” she hissed, and her legs started to shake.

“Can you?” I asked. “I don’t know how your powers work. Eiter really didn’t explain--”

“I can kill anyone within fifty yards of me with my Surge,” she said, and her arms started to tremble. “I… warned him that I could kill him if he tried anything with…”

Her red eyes suddenly rolled back in her head, and her body leaned to the side. I moved without thinking and hooked my left arm under her torso and my right arm under her knees. She weighed way less than I had expected, and I gasped when her body began to tremble in my arms.

“I… I…” Her eyes snapped back into focus, and she looked up at me with plain panic on her beautiful face.

“What the fuck?” I whispered. “Are you--”

“Still not… recovered,” she coughed out. “I think I need more of Keefaye’s water.”

“Ahhh,” I sighed as I began to carry her back to the cottage. “So all that talk about you handling Wyss was bullshit?”

“I just need a few more days to recover,” she wheezed. “If I can get one Surge off, that will end him.”

“He has six people in his tribe. Plus whatever shadow minions he can bring. You put on a nice show for me just now pretending you were alright, but are you really going to be able to take out all of his--”

“No,” she interrupted me. “You have said you won’t conquer us. Even if I ask for your help?”

“I won’t conquer you,” I said as I looked down into her red eyes.

“But you will help us?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “That was the whole point of me coming up here with Eiter. I can understand you being wary of me, but I just want what’s best for my tribe, and if you guys want to be left alone to trade, then that’s a good deal for us.”

“Okay, Victor,” she sighed, and then we made it to the door, and Sheela opened it from the inside before I could reach for it.

“She collapsed,” I said as I brought Heeyuna back to her bed.

“She needs more of my water,” Keefaye said.

“I do, thank you.” Heeyuna reached for Keefaye’s jug, and the golden-haired woman helped her drink more.

“Here is what we are up against,” I said and then filled the group in on what Wyss had said to his tribe after they had walked into the jungle.

“You can’t go there, Victor,” Eiter said as she shook her head.

“No shit,” Oppena snorted. “He’s not going to walk into a trap… right?”

“Nope,” I said. “They are going to need to come here. There are a lot of challenges, though. I’m not sure how many people Wyss will bring, or who will actually be loyal to him.”

“It seems as if this man Syson is sowing seeds of discord,” Sheela said.

“He’s playing both sides,” Oppena snorted. “Crafty bastard is just looking out for himself.”

“Men should look out for--”

“Shut the fuck up, Avern,” I cut him off. “No one wants to hear your fucking opinion.”

“Heeyuna, will you allow this man to speak to me like this?” Avern’s voice was a low moan as he looked at the blue-haired woman.

Their leader was still drinking, and she took one more gulp before she gently pushed the jug away. Then she leaned against the headboard of her bed, closed her red eyes, and took a long breath before she spoke.

“You want defense now? You want protection now that you are being personally attacked? The three of us have listened to you beg us to surrender our bodies to our enemies for the last month, and you have made those statements behind the shield of your gender.”

“Violence is not the way of my people,” he said. “We told each other we would respect each other’s--”

“The four of us agreed, yes,” she interrupted. “Victor hasn’t, so you should not speak your mind now. As long as you think we should allow other men to rape us, you are no friend of mine, and I never swore to defend you. As far as I am concerned, you are just the person who gives Oppena the raw material so she can craft clothes.”

“I am not the villain here,” he moaned. “I am your friend. I want what is best for--”

“You should consider stopping,” Keefaye cut him off when she saw my jaw clench. “Unless you have an idea to help Victor, you shouldn’t speak anymore.”

Avern slowly nodded, and then he rested his head on his arms as he sat against the cottage wall.

The tree-man might have been from an alien world, but I’d met plenty of people like him on Earth who thought their opinions mattered just because opinions were supposed to be sacred.

“Can you do a Surge now?” I asked Heeyuna.

“I… Don’t think so… no.” She shook her head. “This drink is helping me tremendously, but I think if I really tried to kill someone with my ability I’d be the only one who died.

“In two days?” I asked. “If we can give you enough of the blessed water and food?”

“I think I could… yes.”

“How many?” I asked.

“How many Surges?”

“Yeah,” I said. “How many can you do in a row, how many people can die from one use. I need to know all about it so I can figure out how to defend your home from Wyss.”

“Ahh…” She closed her eyes and took a deep breath before opening them again. “It spreads out from me. Everyone around will feel a bit of discomfort, but only those I want to kill will die. The most I’ve ever killed was three, and I fell unconscious afterwards. It was when I first got here, and I was attacked by large creatures.”

“How large were they?” I asked.

“About twice the size of you,” she said.

“Does it matter how large they are?” I asked.

“Yes. It’s harder to kill them if they are larger,” she admitted. “And when I do it once, I normally can’t for another day or two.”

“So we are going to get one shot at this,” I said, “and you might be able to take out more than three since Wyss’ tribe weighs less than the three dinosaurs you Surged before.”

“That sounds accurate,” she said.

“And it’s like… electrical?” I asked as I looked at her hair again. “I saw what looked like sparks when you got mad.”

“Yes,” she said.

“What about metal?” I asked. “Will that spread your Surge farther?”

“You have metal?” She blinked, and her mouth opened. “Where?”

“Uhhh… I can get some,” I said. “Does that mean it can work?”

“It’s very rare on my world,” she said.

“Huh,” I said. “Wyss said the same thing. There isn’t a lot of metal on his world, either.”

“Interesting.” She pushed her lips together. “To answer your question, yes, if I use Surge near metal, the power jumps and runs along its surface. It can be very dangerous if someone doesn’t realize there is any metal near them.”

I turned to look at Sheela, and she gave me a nod that indicated she was reading my mind, and then I turned back to Heeyuna.

“I can get copper,” I said. “I think I can get enough to run lengths over your orchards, or at least the ground. Then we can maximize the one surge you have so it hits the most people.”

“What is copper?” she asked as she sat up more. “A metal?”

“Yeah. It’s kind of this color, but a bit more red.” I tapped my badge. “It’s really soft and easy to bend. The hills to our northeast by east are filled with green rocks that contain it. We can mine and convert them to copper.”

“Can you get enough?” Eiter asked.

“And in two days?” Oppena asked.

I thought about how much copper we’d gotten from the load that Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock had carried when Liahpa and I had mined it, and then I mentally measured it against the space of the orchard. The math got a bit fuzzy since I was comparing volume to distance, but I roughly figured that a full three-stego load would probably cover a quarter of the orchard with thin copper wires that we could hide in the grass.

But would it be best to hide them? In an ideal situation, Wyss would be surprised by the copper, and I could trap him and his minions. If I laid the wire all over the orchard, it would kill his pets as soon as they tried to attack us, he’d know something was wrong, and then he’d retreat.

I didn’t have another idea right now, so even though I knew there were holes in my strategy, I figured I’d tweak them over the next day or two, and I’d talk to my other tribemates to see if they had any ideas. The solution to the problem was going to involve getting enough copper to both keep Wyss’ pets fucked up and ensure that Heeyuna’s Surge had extra ass-whooping power.

So we were going to need more copper.

Lots more copper.

“We’ll get as much as we can get in two days,” I said. “I don’t know if it will be enough, but I’m worried about trying to kill Wyss with the other members of my tribe. Apparently he knows someone’s power as soon as he copies them, so I want to make sure that my group stays hidden until we know that--”

“His power does what?” Heeyuna asked as she sat upright more in her bed.

“Yeah,” I said. “Remember what I said I heard? He knows what your ability is after he makes a copy of you.”

“He’s made a copy of me,” Heeyuna sighed. “To show me he could.”

“That was the second time he visited us,” Oppena muttered. “He made a copy of the three of us.”

“I do not recall that,” Eiter said.

“You were out hunting.” The brown-haired woman shrugged.

“But you never told me,” Eiter sighed. “I told Victor I didn’t know what his powers were--”

“It doesn’t matter now,” Heeyuna sighed. “Victor knows of his powers now.”

“I think he has to see you to do it,” I said. “He was upset that he hadn’t brought one of his tribemates with him because he can see far, and Wyss could have just made a copy of him and used the power right there.”

“That gives us an advantage,” Sheela said. “He will only have the powers of his tribe to pull from as he approaches.”

“Yeah, but some of his tribemates are powerful,” I said. “The large one can explode into blades, and the guy with four legs apparently turns into something hard when he runs fast. He might be able to plow right through the cottage.”

I didn’t know if Wyss would do this exact strategy, but it made sense to lob suicide bomber-style attacks if you could just clone the person, rinse, and repeat. I’d really bullshitted that guy earlier when I told him that his power was “pathetic.” It was quite the opposite. If he had enough space and time, he could have made shadow-Aytrons over and over and probably would have eventually killed the man.

Even the group of guys Chrysanthemte had sent, Vacar, Jecall, Laayaz, Wallz, and Yuate, wouldn’t have been able to fight against Wyss if he had a chance to prepare and study them. He would have copied Wallz to open a portal, copied Jecall for his ability to rob senses, then copied Yuate for his Superman-style strength and immunity to damage, stunned him with Jecall’s ability, pushed the original Yuate through the portal, and then smashed the rest of them.

Or at least, that was what I would have done. Being able to make duplicates of any living thing on this world was the ultimate gamer-type power, and while I loved taming my dinosaurs, Wyss’ power seemed to have a much higher ceiling than mine.

But Wyss wasn’t a nerd gamer from Earth, and I was. I knew I could beat him. I’d already scared the shit out of him, and that was a large chunk of the battle.

“You will be leaving to get this copper, then?” Eiter asked me.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Should we come with you?” Oppena asked.

“I don’t see any reason for that,” Heeyuna said.

“How about the reason that you can’t even walk?” Oppena scoffed. “Really, Heeyuna, I care for you. I really do, but whatever pride you are carrying on your shoulders needs to go. You can’t claim to be our leader if you can’t defend us.”

“She can still be your leader without being able to murder assholes,” I said. “Great leaders care for their people mentally and physically.”

“Okay, sure,” Oppena huffed, “but she can’t protect us physically, and that’s doing many things to my mental state, sooooo…”

I glanced at Sheela and Keefaye, and Sheela nodded while Keefaye’s golden eyes opened wide. I could sense her surprise, but I quickly realized it was because she understood my concern through our budding connection. I didn’t want to bring these people to our camp if they weren’t interested in joining.

“I can stay here,” Sheela said.

“Just you?” Oppena glanced up and down Sheela’s body. “You look plenty strong, but--”

“She is much stronger than she looks,” Eiter interpreted. “I can vouch for Sheela’s ability. She easily killed the men who abducted me.”

“I did have some help.” My huntress smiled slightly.

“I want the pachys, Dwayne, and Jinx to stay here with you,” I said. “Dwayne can help you guard the cottage, and Beavis, Butt-Head, and Jinx can scout out the jungle north to ensure that Wyss doesn’t send scouts to the cottage. It won’t be perfect, since I can’t give them direct orders, but they’ve gotten much smarter in the last few weeks. Especially Dwayne. He can help organize everyone.”

I heard Dwayne hoot outside the door, and he sounded extremely happy to get this assignment.

“That sounds like a solid plan.” Sheela nodded. “What about Bruce?”

“I’m going to ask him to fly between Wyss’ camp and ours back on the peninsula,” I said. “I need his eyes in the sky to see if Wyss is making a move or if anything is attacking our home.”

“What about me?” Keefaye asked.

“Your water has really helped Heeyuna,” Oppena said. “You should stay so you can keep making some for her.”

“How much is left in that jug?” I asked Heeyuna.

“About a quarter?” she admitted, and then she took another sip. “I’m starting to feel… very… relaxed, but I have energy at the same time. It really is amazing.”

“Yeah, you are probably getting drunk,” I said as I smirked at Keefaye.

“Most would have been relaxed after drinking just a few glugs from it,” Keefaye chuckled. “I’m glad it is helping you, but I’d prefer to go with Victor. I’m not much of a warrior, and I’d feel safer by his side. I can bless more water for you. If you all will fill up whatever containers you have with water. Including that large one. You can keep that here.”

“I suppose that is more than fair,” Heeyuna said. “You will both be leaving soon, then?”

“Yeah,” I said as I stepped toward the door.

“And you’ll be back when you’ve taken these rocks and turned them into metal?” Oppena asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“How do you do that?” she asked.

“We heat them with an incredibly hot fire,” I explained, “and then we can shape it. A member of my tribe is immune to heat, so she doesn’t mind working with it.”

“Gee?” Eiter asked, and I nodded.

“I might be able to help,” Oppena leaned forward and gave me a shy smile that fit her round face and fangs perfectly.

“How?” I asked.

“My Meld ability lets me press things together and stretch them and such. I can manipulate the shape of objects. As long as they aren’t too brittle. It works well on the fibers that Avern gives me, or on some plants. Even glass I can slowly shape. I’ve done it with metal before on my homeworld. I haven’t tried it here, but my abilities seem stronger since I was abducted here.”

“That’s good to know,” I said as I gave her a smile. “I’m not sure exactly how I’m going to lay out the copper for this trap, but if you can shape it quickly, then I can bring it here. How fast can you work with it?”

“Depends on how ‘springy’ it is,” she said as she wiggled her hands together. “Metal is normally easier than glass. I’m not familiar with this metal you call ‘copper,’ but on my world we have something called ‘gold’ that I can meld, wrap, and tug very quickly. Almost as if it was bread dough.”

“I think they are about the same softness,” I said with a shrug. “I’m not an expert, though. We’ll have to figure it out. I’ll think of how we are going to lay the trap while we mine it.”

I felt Jinx begin to make his way toward us, and I didn’t think there was that much more to talk about with Heeyuna’s tribe, so I motioned for Sheela and Keefaye to step outside with me, and then I gave Heeyuna, Eiter, and Oppena a final nod before I walked out.

I didn’t bother with Avern. Fuck that guy.

The three of us met up with Dwayne, Beavis, Butt-Head, and Grumpy, and then we walked a bit south away from the cottage so we could have a private conversation, but I noticed Oppena and Eiter leave their cottage with the large jug I’d brought and another jug about half the size. They gave us wide smiles before they dashed past us toward the river.

“The supplies on the pachys should get you through the day,” I told Sheela as I patted the saddlebags on Beavis and Butt-Head.

“I can hunt as well.” Sheela nodded. “If Eiter can help guide me, I will probably be able to get plenty of meat for them.”

“Good idea,” I said. “Still, I don’t want you taking any unnecessary risks. If it looks like Wyss is coming here early with his tribe, convince whoever you can to come with you, and return to us.”

“Even Avern?” Keefaye snickered.

“He’s an asshole,” I said, “but harmless. I want us to have more clothes for the upcoming cold season, but it’s not worth it if Sheela is dead, and if they want to hold their position and defend their home before we’re prepared, then that can be their hill to die on.”

“You are working hard to help them,” Sheela said. “Why? I can understand needing clothes, but you are putting a significant amount of effort into going to mine copper, and then coming back here to fight Wyss.”

“Couple of reasons,” I said. “Wyss is probably the strongest guy we’ve come up against. I think he’s way stronger than I am.”

“He is?” Keefaye gasped.

“I do not think so,” Sheela stated as she crossed her arms. “Victor is being humble.”

“I might be,” I chuckled, “but one thing is for sure, the more people he gets in his tribe, the exponentially more powerful he’ll get, since he can make a duplicate copy of everyone. Imagine if he walked around with three copies of Kacerie? He’d kill six of us instantly. Then he could summon more of her. I don’t know the limits of his powers, but if he had access to our tribe, he’d be unstoppable, and every time a survivor comes down in a ray of light for him to recruit, he’s going to get more powerful.”

Both women frowned, and then Sheela sighed. “I see your point.”

“Other reason is I like Eiter, and Oppena seems like she’d also fit in with us. I haven’t decided about Heeyuna yet, but it’s obvious to me that they are going to have trouble surviving on their own. Eventually, they will be like Quwaru’s group and just want to be with us. I don’t want to force that. The three of them have to make that decision, and I know they will eventually if we just be nice to them.”

“That is smart,” Keefaye said as she gave me a sparkling smile.

“You should hurry,” Sheela said as she gave me a hug. “There is little time to waste.”

“I will,” I said, and then I gave her a deep kiss as I bent her athletic body backward.

Sheela purred into my mouth as our tongues danced around each other’s, and then she sighed with contentment when I finally pulled her back upright and ended our kiss. She licked her lips briefly to taste me, and her golden eyes were half-open with heated lust.

“Yes… hurry back,” the beautiful blonde whispered, and then she turned and nodded at Keefaye. “Welcome to our family. I am happy to call you my sister.”

“Ahhh… Family?” Keefaye blushed a bit as she gave me a sideways glance.

“You are bonded with Victor now.” Sheela nodded. “I can feel it, and so can you. Yes?”

“Y-y-yes,” Keefaye stuttered a bit. “Something is different… I do feel… connected. Or something like that. I just don’t know quite how, since we haven’t, uhhh… you know.”

“I’m sure once there is time, Victor will consummate your marriage.” Sheela smiled at both of us, and then she began to unpack some spears from the straps on the pachys.

I felt Jinx run into the clearing around the orchard then, and he let out a proud squawk as he rounded the edge of the cottage and ran toward us. The pretty little cream-pink female was behind him, and as soon as Jinx skidded to a halt at my feet, he let out another proud honk, puffed out his chest, and then gestured with his head to his new girlfriend.

“Oh, my goodness,” I cooed as I got down on one knee. “Jinx, your new girl is just soooo beautiful.”

“She really is so pretty!” Keefaye gushed as she kneeled down. Then she reached a hand out toward the little female, and the pink raptor cautiously pressed her head up against Keefaye’s fingers for scratching.

Jinx let out a squawk aimed right at Sheela, and the beautiful cat-woman turned around, studied Jinx’s girlfriend, and then nodded at him.

“She looks fit and strong. Good choice, warrior. She will bear you many wonderful children.”

Jinx’s chest puffed up even bigger than I thought was possible at Sheela’s praise, and he looked up at me with expectant eyes before letting out a soft coo.

“Hmmm… A name? How about…” I glanced at Keefaye petting Jinx’s new girl, and I thought the two of them seemed to really be enjoying each other’s company.

“Oh, Victor,” Keefaye cooed as she looked at me. “She is so adorable. A delicious sip of blessed water isn’t as wonderful as she is.”

“Let’s call her Soju,” I chuckled. “It’s the name of my mom’s favorite alcohol, which is like your blessed water. So it reminds me of both you and her. What do you think, little one, do you like Soju?”

The creamy-pink dinosaur looked up at me and let out a happy dove-like coo, and then she leaned back into Keefaye’s fingers for more delicious scratching.

“It’s decided then,” I chuckled. “Jinx and Soju, I need you to stay here with Dwayne, Beavis, and Butt-Head. You five will be scouting the perimeter of the jungle around Heeyuna’s camp to make sure the bad guys don’t come down from the caves in the north to mess with anyone.”

Dwayne, Jinx, Soju, Beavis, and Butt-Head all nodded, and I realized that even though I hadn’t actually tried to use my tame on Soju, I could already sense her presence, and my Eye-Q updated to show her as mine.

“Dwayne is going to be in charge of this operation, since he’s led a bunch of scouting missions before, so you all need to follow his orders.”

Dwayne stood up straighter with my praise, and the other four dinosaurs nodded their heads at him.

“But if Sheela needs your help, you guys have to help her,” I said as I nodded to the blonde huntress.

“I trust Dwayne to make good choices,” Sheela said as she patted the horse-sized raptor on his feathered neck. “He is a clever warrior.”

“I’ll be back in a couple of days with reinforcements. Any questions?”

They all shook their heads at me, and then I gave them all a nod before I turned to Keefaye and Grumpy. The big purussaurus let out a rumble as he began to make his way back to the river, and Keefaye and I followed him to the water.

We met Eiter and Oppena on the way back, and Keefaye quickly blessed their water. I really had no idea if it would be enough to fully charge Heeyuna in the next two days, but considering the larger jug had brought her back from a comatose state, I figured she would be fine with the two jugs for that many days.

Once Eiter and Oppena had gone back to the cottage, the golden-horned beauty and I took up similar positions astride Grumpy as soon as he climbed into the river, and we were soon floating downstream toward the ocean. This part of the water was much smoother than the parts up north, so it was an easy late summer float that had me again wishing we had a cooler of beer to enjoy.

“We could drink some of my blessed water,” Keefaye sighed.

“No containers to drink from,” I chuckled as I gestured to Grumpy’s back. “Also, we have a ton of work to do.”

“That is always the case,” she sighed.

“Okay. As soon as we get back to camp, I’m going to take a giant swig out of one of the jugs.”

“You will?” she asked as she gave me a shy smile. “Really?”

“Yep,” I said. “I might get a bit drunk, but I’ll have four or so hours to shake it off as we head over to the copper mines.”

“We are leaving that soon?” she asked.

“Yep,” I said.

“Maybe you should not drink any,” she sighed. “I don’t want you to--”

“Naw. I’ve been putting it off long enough. There is endless work around here, and I do have a reason to celebrate.”

“You do?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said as I looked deeply into her golden eyes. “We both do. Don’t we?”

“Yes… we do, but… we haven’t--”

“We will,” I said. “Also, I’m kind of happy Wyss didn’t call my bluff and kill me. I had Dwayne waiting in the jungle to attack, but there was a good chance that the four of them would have killed me if they thought they could.”

“You presented yourself very strongly.” Keefaye bit her lip as she glanced down at my wet chest. “It was… invigorating. I liked hearing you speak that way.”

“Thanks,” I chuckled.

Suddenly, Grumpy was pulling over to the right, and I startled a bit when I realized we were back home. Keefaye and I left the big caiman on the shore to catch some sun, and we quickly made our way up the “V” trail to our first temporary camp.

Before we got to the main part of the road leading south, we found Liahpa and Emta cutting the last edges of the switchback. Liahpa was using her golden pizza-cutter axe, and the new handle looked a lot studier than her old one.

“Victor!” They both called out at once, and I gave Liahpa a hug and a kiss before I asked them to come back to the camp with me when they asked where Sheela and my other dinos were.

Back at the camp, I was met with the same questions, but I gestured for everyone to sit down around the fire.

“I’ll explain in a second,” I said as I moved to where the extra jugs of Keefaye’s blessed water were sitting. Then I picked one of them up, carried it back to the campfire, and set it down in front of my usual spot. Then I took the lid off the thing, winked at Keefaye, tipped it up, and took a swallow of the liquid that an entire world had worshiped.

And as soon as the blessed water touched my lips. I could understand why they treated Keefaye like a goddess.
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Chapter 17

“Holy… shit…” I gasped after I sucked down a second swallow of the blessed water, and then I turned to Keefaye with my eyes wide.

“Do… you like it?” She bit her bottom lip nervously.

“It’s amazing.”’ I couldn’t help but take another sip, and then I lowered the big clay jug with my eyes closed as I tried to understand what my tongue was tasting.

It was like the first sip of water after finishing mowing the lawn on a hot summer day. It was like a bite of a refrigerated orange after sailing on the ocean for six months. It was the perfect beer after a long day of work, but describing the taste of the drink was a bit harder to pin down. It hit the front of my taste buds with a slight citrus taste, but then the middle was kind of like honey… or vanilla… or… just smooth and the perfect amount of sweetness. The end was light and somewhat spicy like it had a dash of cinnamon or allspice. Then I took another drink, and it tasted more like those expensive winter pears shipped by companies in boxes during Christmas. My parents would always get a few from medical vendors who supported their vet practice, and I used to love eating them.

“You all need to try this,” I said, and then I poured some into Kacerie and Quwaru’s cups before I passed the jug to Liahpa so she could pour more blessed water out for everyone else.

Within a few minutes, everyone who didn’t think they were pregnant was taking generous gulps of Keefaye’s water, and the women who did think they were pregnant were only taking tiny sips. Everyone gave Keefaye compliments about how amazing the water tasted, and the beautiful golden-haired woman wore a wide smile while she accepted everyone’s praise.

“Well, now I feel dumb for not drinking any of this sooner,” Emta grumbled as she took another swig out of the large jug.

“I told you all how amazing Keefaye’s water was,” Trel said as she took a dainty sip from a copper cup.

“You did not,” Liahpa groaned.

“I most certainly did!” Trel gasped. “I’ve always appreciated Keefaye’s ability. It is quite amazing. Now, pour me more, Liahpa.”

“When did you drink some?” Keefaye asked. “I don’t recall you ever--”

“Just now.” Trel cleared her throat, and then shook her cup at Liahpa until the silver-skinned woman finally rolled her eyes and poured Trel more.

“So how’d ya know about how amazing it was if you just had it now?” Urka asked.

“Because I am a genius, of course,” Trel huffed, and then she winked at Urka before taking another small sip.

Urka laughed, and then she shook her head before taking another drink.

“Victor, when are you going to tell us about Eiter’s tribe, and where is Sheela?” Gee held Nomi’s hand as she drank, and she fixed her green eyes on me.

“Sorry,” I chucked. “I got distracted by this blessed water. We’ve got a bit of a problem, but I think--”

“Victor, I’m sorry to interrupt,” Tannin said as she passed me and Keefaye plates of grilled fish. “But I am guessing you both didn’t eat lunch?”

“We didn’t. Thank you.” I smiled at the orange-haired elf as I took the food, and she then sat across the fire from me, next to Galmine.

Then I retold my tribe the events of the day in as much detail as I could recall without going into detail about how Keefaye was now in my Eye-Q. It took about fifteen minutes to get through everything, but part of that was because everyone had a few questions about how the new survivors looked, and I had to draw a rough map of Eiter’s camp in the dirt. When I finally finished, the jug of blessed water had made it back to me, and I took another sip. I wasn’t really drunk, but the plate of food and the handful of swallows I had taken were helping to relax the tension in my shoulders.

“So… I’m going to take the Emeralds, Liahpa, Emta, and Keefaye with me to the copper mines up in the switchbacks to our northeast,” I concluded.

“Good,” Emta said as she stood up and cracked her neck. “I’m ready to work.”

“You’ve been cutting down the jungle with me all day,” Liahpa laughed.

“And now I just took a break. Let’s get back to it.” Emta grinned at me.

“I want to come,” Gee sighed.

“I also think that I could be of assistance with the mining,” Zoru raised his hands.

“I want you both to come, too,” I said, “but Sheela is up north with Dwayne, and I’m going to be taking Liahpa, Emta, and the Emeralds. I think I’m going to leave Grumpy here for backup, but we are running low on tribe members who can fight.”

“Sheela has been teaching us,” Adella sang out.

“I know,” I said as I gave the beautiful redhead a smile. “I still want to make sure that we are covered here.”

“I’m perfectly fine sitting on my ass here and not working,” Urka snickered as she took another sip from her cup. “And… uhhh… drinking. Keefaye, can you bless us some more water before you leave?”

“I think there are two more jugs,” Keefaye laughed.

“Yeah… soooo… can you bless any more before you leave?” Urka asked.

“When will you leave?” Kacerie asked me.

“I want to go now,” I said. “Well, as soon as we can pack up some supplies.”

“Now?” Kacerie frowned. “But it is after lunch. The sun will be setting by the time you get there.”

“You should wait ‘til morning,” Quwaru chimed in. “You won’t be able to do much work in the dark--”

“That is why I’m bringing the Emeralds,” I said. “It’s also why I’m bringing Keefaye. I can use her blessed water to help light torches around the sides of the cliff. We’ll have to work through the night to get enough for MCA, Mike D, and Ad-Rock to carry. Then we’ll bring them back for Youleena and Gee to process. Then we’ll make another trip, and another, and another.”

“Oh, Victor,” Galmine sighed. “You are going to be exhausted.”

“How about you just point me at this boy Wyss, and I’ll whip his idiotic head off his idiotic shoulders,” Gee laughed. “Will be a whole lot easier.”

“I’ve been thinking about that,” I said. “If we got lucky, you, Kacerie, or Sheela could just kill him easily, but what if he sees you first? What if he has some time to prepare.”

“I can kill him before he can make one of these clones of me,” Gee said. “Easy. Or Kacerie can kill him. I’d like to do it, though. Killing those boys to the east got my blood pumping.”

One of the Emeralds shook her head at Gee, and then the other one began to gesture toward the flame dancer as she looked at me.

This Wyss is our strongest opponent yet. If he somehow makes a copy of Nomi, he can neutralize all of us. Then he can copy one of our more powerful members like you, Kacerie, Sheela, or Gee. Imagine if he took away your powers and then tamed all your dinosaurs. Or if he made a Gee and none of us could stop him.

“What’s she saying?” Gee asked.

“She says that, if you go with Nomi through the jungle, he can copy Nomi. Then he’ll copy you. Then we’ll all die,” I translated.

“Bah,” Gee sighed. “My powers don’t work on Nomi. How is this Wyss going to clone her?”

“Maybe he can’t,” I said as I shrugged, “but none of us have really figured out exactly how any of our abilities work. We know that you can’t burn Nomi, and Urka can’t Zap her, but can Kacerie kill Nomi with a Lance? What about Sheela’s Critical Strike? We need to be careful and assume he can make a copy of anyone. This guy is serious. Yeah, if we can get to him before he has a chance to make a copy of any of us, we can kill him, but he’s not stupid. He uses his powers cleverly. We are fortunate that the rest of his tribe is pretty weak. The one protection we have is putting metal around to limit his abilities. Then we know we’ll have a safe place to work from, and we can coordinate our attacks from there.”

“Ya make sense, Victor,” Gee sighed. “But what if our girl Nomi gets to him first, eh? She’s our secret weapon. She’ll take away his powers, and then I’ll scorch him. We just have to get her in a good spot for a surprise.”

“You are the admiral,” I chuckled. “I’m sure you can see that setting up a base around Eiter’s cottage is going to be a good start to defeating this guy.”

“Aye,” Gee sighed again. “Patience is what wins wars on the lava seas. You are right.”

“I am worried about this man,” Nomi whispered, and everyone leaned close to hear her. “What if he can use our powers better than us?”

“Pffft,” Trel raspberried. “How is that even possible? The only man smarter than a woman is Victor, so this Wyss fool will not even know what to do with our powers. Men are just soooo dumb. Ewww. He’ll get Liahpa’s Lift Ball lifting ability and wonder if he can make his testicles heavier. Idiots.”

Everyone laughed at Trel’s statement, but Zoru shook his head. “It is best not to underestimate our enemies. I support Victor’s strategy. I really wish I could help more.”

“You’ll be protecting the tribe here,” I said, but then I got an idea, and I sat forward on my log a bit more. “Actually, Zoru. I saw you Jaunt when you were carrying Eiter, so it works when you are carrying stuff?”

“It does now,” he said. “I didn’t think it could, but it appears I can now.”

“What would you think about running some copper up to Oppena?” I asked. “Once I bring my first batch, that is. We’ll probably have eighty pounds. Do you think you could carry that up north? Then Oppena can start using her Meld to make it into long wire-like lengths that we can use to lay around the camp. You would be the best person to do it since you can just Jaunt back if you run into any danger.”

“I like this plan.” Zoru nodded.

“Victor,” Kacerie said as she placed her hand on my arm. “We have the copper plates and such we made with our first batch. If Oppena can use her ability, maybe she can start with those?”

“Then we’ll not have enough plates or cups anymore.” Tannin frowned. “Although, I supposed she can change them back, or we can remelt them?”

“Figure out what we can spare,” I said, “then give what you can to Zoru. He’ll make a run up there and figure out what Oppena can do. Then when I come back with our first load, we’ll be able to talk and figure out the extent of her power.”

“I can do that,” Tannin said as she gave me a faint smile.

“Should I come with you?” Youleena asked. “I can help you push the copper parts of the malachite all to one part of the rock to ensure that you have a higher purity.”

“Hmmmm,” I said as I started to think about the process and bottlenecks. “How quickly can you do it? Would it be better for me to just bring it back so you can tweak it here before we melt it into copper?”

“It will take me a minute or so for each large chunk,” Youleena said. “But that could mean that you’ll save a trip? I’m unsure of the math.”

“How much of each chuck of malachite is copper?” I asked her, and then I turned to Trel and Gee.

“Around half or so,” Trel answered, and the other two women nodded.

I took a sip of blessed water as I considered the rough math. On one hand, it took eight hours to go there and back. There would also be mining time, and I guessed it would take us another eight hours to dig enough to fill up all three stegos. So the second trip would cost me twelve hours, and Youleena getting us double our production would cost us probably less than the mining time. The real bottleneck was the traveling part, so if it took Youleena eight hours to save us another eight hours of traveling, it was worth it.

“Come with us,” I said to her. “It’s going to be a long night, but if you can ensure that we are hauling malachite that’s mostly copper, then I think we’ll be able to save a trip. What I really need are some extra stegos that can carry more rock.”

“Could Tom, Nicole, and Katie help?” Galmine asked. “I just know how much they love helping you.”

“I’m going to bring them,” I said, “but I don’t think we can build a platform on their backs that can safely carry the rocks. Stegos are perfect because of their back plates, but maybe we’ll encounter another dinosaur on the way there that we can use.”

“I can pack some extra support beam poles,” Liahpa said. “We have some spares in case the ones on Mike D, MCA, or Ad-Rock broke. Since we aren’t going to be carrying any malachite up there, they can handle the poles.”

“Good idea,” I smiled at her. “Okay, so we’ve got a plan. “Galmine and Tannin, can you pack us some water and food for the night and next day? Liahpa and Emta, can you handle packing the dinos? Everyone else can help where they see fit. I’m going to--”

“You should rest,” Quwaru interrupted me. “From your story, you’ve had an exhausting day, and now you are going to go out again and work all night. We can handle packing up your dinos and equipment while you take a nap for an hour or so.”

“I guess I could--”

“Victor, we finished the new hut for you this morning,” Galmine cooed. “It is back in the jungle and will be much quieter since it’s away from the work areas.”

“Yes, you should sleep,” Kacerie said. “We’ll wake you up when everything is ready.”

“Well… okay, then…” I couldn’t help but chuckle as I stood from my seat. I actually didn’t feel that tired, but I knew arguing with Kacerie and Quwaru about resting was a fight I wouldn’t win, so I gave everyone a small wave and then made my way south past the other huts until I came to the last one in the group. The fern-thatch roof was still green, and the clay they had used to cover the walls was still wet in a few spots, but there was a small fire going on the inside, and a padded bedroll was laid out in the corner away from the entrance.

My boots, socks, pants, and underwear were still wet from my Grumpy river ride, so I took them off and hung them on a small rack beside the fire. Then I laid down on the cot naked and pillowed my head with my hands. For a few minutes, I just stared at the ceiling and listened to the fire crackle. I really wanted to get up and get back to work, but I had to admit that laying flat on my back while trying to clear my mind was therapeutic, and I began to feel my eyelids grow heavy.

“Victor?” a voice called out to me, and I blinked my eyes open.

“Wha?” I turned my head a bit.

“Oh! You are naked!” Keefaye had just ducked under the door of my hut, and she quickly turned around and bumped her golden horn into the side of the wall as she tried to get out.

“You can stay,” I chuckled.

“Uhhh… I… can?” she whispered as she pulled away from the door and tried to not look at me. “Quwaru said I should go take a nap with you since… You know… Our day has been long.”

“Yeah,” I chuckled as I realized that Quwaru had probably sensed that Keefaye and I were bonded now. “Take your clothes off and come here.”

“Take… my clothes off?” she half-giggled and half-whispered. “Are you sure?”

“I could take them off for you,” I purred, and then, before she could answer, I jumped up from the bedroll, took the two steps toward her, and wrapped my arms around her small waist.

“Victor…” she sighed as I pulled her into me, and then she let out a tiny moan when she felt my cock press against her ass and the arch her lower back made.

“Just relax,” I whispered in her ear, and then I pulled her golden hair away from the right side of her neck so I could begin to kiss down the delicious slope of skin there.

“Vic… toooorrrr…” she gasped as my lips and tongue slid down to her shoulder. Her body began to rock back into me, and her hips slowly gyrated back and forth so that the shaft of my cock pressed against her ass.

“You taste good,” I whispered as I continued to kiss her neck. “Better than your blessed water. I want to taste more of you.”

“Well… uhhh… you… can… I guess…”

“You guess?” I teased as I brought my hands up from her stomach and began to massage her full breasts. They felt perfect in my hands, and the thin material of her bodysuit allowed me to feel that her nipples were already incredibly hard.

“I’m… not experienced,” she whispered, and then she moaned when I gently pinched her left nipple. “I don’t want to disappoint you.”

“What about your books?” I whispered in her ear before I kissed the lobe.

“I know… all these positions,” she panted as she began to tremble against me. “Ones to bring pleasure… ones to… make it last longer… ones to… make sure… the woman bears a child.”

“Let’s do all of them,” I purred in her ear.

“All of them?” she gulped.

“Yeah,” I chuckled as I brought my hands away from her breasts and traced them up her back ‘til I found the small seam at the nape of her neck that would help me remove her skintight black cycling uniform. “Especially the last one.”

“The… one… for me to bear you a child?” she whimpered.

“Yes,” I said as I began to peel down her suit. “You are my woman, I want you to give me a child. Isn’t that what you want?”

“Y-y-yes…” she stuttered. “I… want that… too…”

“Damn, your skin is so beautiful,” I growled as I peeled more of her suit off her. It was a one hundred percent true statement. Keefaye’s skin looked like pristine cream in a glass. There wasn’t a single mark, blemish, or freckle on her entire back, and her lean muscles pushed out along with her feminine curves as if she was crafted out of marble.

“I’m glad you like me,” she giggled.

“I love you,” I clarified as I pulled her suit down her arms. Then it was just around her hips, and she had to wiggle her delicious ass from side to side so that I could squat down and peel the black garment down past her curves to her long legs.

Then she stepped out of the suit, and she stood completely naked before me. While her back was still turned, I slowly stood as I traced my fingers up her hamstrings, around her ass, up her spine, and then to her shoulders.

Keefaye was trembling like she was freezing to death, but I could feel the heat coming off her body like a furnace, and her breaths were coming out of her mouth with ragged gasps.

“Turn around and kiss me,” I ordered.

“Yes, Victor,” she panted, and then she slowly spun around.

I pulled her naked body against me, and she let out a whine of surrender as her lips met mine. Her trembling began to calm as our tongues danced, but the heat just built between us until it felt like we were trying to devour each other’s tongues. Finally, I couldn’t stand it anymore, and I pulled my lips away from hers.

Her golden eyes were wide as she stared into mine, and her ragged breaths made her breasts swell and press against my chest. She bit her lip with an unabashed hunger as she clung to me, and her hips gently rocked against mine as her body unconsciously tried to angle my cock into her womanhood.

“Lay down on your back,” I whispered to her as I nodded at the bedroll.

Keefaye nodded at my command, and then I let my fingers slide off her smooth skin as she stepped away from me, turned so she wasn’t facing me, squatted down, and then rolled over so she was laying on her back with her legs pointed toward me and her hands shyly covering her nipples and her vagina.

Her golden eyes stayed glued on me as I stepped closer to her toes, and I let my eyes roam over her perfect body as she laid there naked and ready for me. Keefaye’s sleek body was perfectly proportioned, with breasts sitting high on her rib cage before her chest tapered down to her sleek stomach. Her hips perfectly flared out from that slender tummy, and her long legs would have been the envy of any ballet dancer.

“Open your legs and move your hands,” I purred.

“Oh… Kaayyy…” she whispered, and then she slowly pulled her hands away from her nipples and her vagina. Then she spread open her legs so that I could feast my eyes on her pink flower.

“Fuck, you are so beautiful,” I growled as my eyes flickered between her pretty pink nipples and her slick pussy lips. It was more than obvious that she was dripping with arousal, and I couldn’t help but lick my lips as I kneeled on the bedroll between her thighs.

“Are… are… you going to… taste me there?” she whimpered.

“Yes, I am.” I leaned down and forward until my mouth was just inches from her womanhood, and then I glanced up her trembling body to look at her face.

Keefaye’s eyes were half-closed with desire, and she bit her bottom lip so hard that I thought it would start bleeding. I figured I’d teased her enough up until now, so I gave her a quick smile and then gently pushed my tongue up against the pink petals of her perfect flower.

“Ohhhhhhh… myyyy…” she groaned as soon as she felt my tongue lick across her soaked pussy lips, and then she let out another gasp when I pushed the tip of my tongue deep into her tunnel so that I could get a better taste of her.

“Hmmmmm, you taste sooo fucking good,” I growled as my tongue licked and pushed into her most intimate places.

It was the truth. Keefaye’s pussy tasted exactly like her blessed water, and she just seemed to get wetter with each pass of my tongue. Soon her hips were lifting up off the mat as I devoured her, and her voice became a jumble of whines, pants, and moans.

“Victor…” she chanted my name each time my tongue dived deep inside of her, and then she hissed each time I licked up to swirl around her clit.

“That’s it, Keefaye,” I whispered in between licks. “Just relax. Let it come…”

“Ohhh… Please… Victor…” she whined as my licks around her clit became more steady.

“Please, what?” I purred.

“Please… ohhhh… Don’t… stooooop…”

“Not until you climax on my tongue,” I growled, and then I pushed it deeper into her once more as her hips began to tremble.

She was close, so I licked up and down like I was tasting the most delicious ice cream cone ever, and her trembles became shakes that then evolved into thrashing.

“Victor!” she gasped when her climax hit, and I grabbed onto her ass and held her down so that she couldn’t escape the sweet agony that my tongue was giving her.

Keefaye brought her hands up to her mouth to cover her screams, and a gush of her climax met my mouth as she came over and over and over. I licked up all her juices just as eagerly as I drank her blessed water, but as soon as I sensed that she had peaked, I slowed down my tongue and began to give her long gentle licks up and down her dripping slit.

Then her body gave out a last shudder, and I lifted my face up from her pussy so I could look at her face.

Keefaye’s golden orbs had a faraway gaze, as if she was dreaming with her eyes open. Her mouth also hung open, and she took deep, wheezing breaths that made her breasts rise and fall like she had just sprinted a mile. I smiled at her obvious pleasure for a few moments, and then her eyes finally focused on me, and her cheeks turned a bit red as she gave me a shy smile.

“That was… really… nice,” she whispered.

“Nice?” I chuckled.

“Amazing,” she clarified. “For a few moments there, it felt like my mind was floating above my body, and I could see you… uhhh… pleasuring me, while I could see myself enjoying you. It felt… magical. I don’t know how else to describe the sensation. It was the most wonderful thing I’ve ever felt.”

“And we aren’t done yet,” I said as I sat up more.

“No… we aren’t.” Her eyes focused on my erection.

“Do you want to tell me about one of your positions?” I asked as I scooted my knees closer to her hips and angled my cock down toward her pussy. “Orrrr… should I just…”

“I… you… oooohhh…” she moaned when I teased the shaft of my cock along the slippery opening of her pussy, and then she let out a frustrated whimper when my tip pressed against her clit.

“What was that, Priestess?” I chuckled as I rubbed my length up and down her dripping slit. “I couldn’t quite hear you. Aren’t you going to give me some advice? I want to pleasure my woman. I want to give her a baby. Can you tell me how I should fuck her?”

“Ohhhh…” she moaned. “You are… terrible… Victor… Just… I need you…”

“You need me?” I chuckled. “What do you mean?”

“I need you… inside me,” she begged, and her mouth formed a perfect pout.

“But I need some advice,” I teased. “I recall you bragging about all these positions you know…”

“Fuuuucck,” she whined, and she started to lift her hips up each time I slid my tip down to the base of her pussy. She was trying to get me to accidently slide into her, and I had to admit that I really wanted to just give her what she needed.

“Is this one of the positions that will bring you pleasure?” I asked.

“Yeees!” she gasped. “Please… I’ll think of the next one while we… just… be inside me.”

I didn’t say another word, I just nodded, and then we stared into each other’s eyes as I slowly thrust my penis deep inside of Keefaye the Golden.

Her eyes opened wide as soon as I began to penetrate her, and then she let out a cute little gasp as soon as my full length was buried as deep as I could get into her tunnel. We continued to stare at each other for a few moments as we enjoyed finally being connected, but then I slowly bent down so that we could kiss.

Her lips met mine with unabashed hunger, but then I broke off our kiss, trailed my tongue down her throat to her breasts, and then I took her right nipple in my mouth as I slowly began to roll my hips forward.

“Ohhh… Victor,” she whined as she felt my mouth on her nipple while my cock rubbed back and forth in her tunnel.

“Hmmmm,” I purred, and then I switched to her other nipple and began to suck there while I gently increased the tempo of my thrusts.

Keefaye’s arms wrapped around my back, and her nails gently dug into my skin while her hips rolled up to meet my gentle movements. Her pussy was unbelievably tight and wet around my cock, but my angle wasn’t the best with my head bent down to suck on her nipples, so I gave her breasts one final lick before I moved my mouth back to hers.

Our kisses were wet and passionate, and she whined in my mouth as I increased my tempo even more. Then I straightened my legs while she wrapped her thighs around my hips. Our upper bodies pressed completely together in this missionary position, and her nails dug into my scalp as our tongues laced together.

The heat between us began to grow with the urgency of our kisses and our fucking, and the wet sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy accompanied the sound of us kissing like dueting musicians. We only paused our kisses to gasp out each other’s names, and each time she called for me, I could feel her get tighter and wetter around me.

Then Keefaye’s second climax overtook her body, and she began to seize underneath me like she was in agony.

“Victor!” she whined into my mouth while I kissed her, and I just growled in return as her tunnel tightened around my shaft like a vise. Her spasming body actually made her tunnel milk my cock with an urgent need, but I just focused on kissing her beautiful lips instead of the incredible need to let go and fill her up with my sperm.

My willpower almost cracked as her orgasm seemed to swell like a tidal wave, but a moment before I felt I was about to release, her tunnel relaxed its death grip on my shaft, and her legs relaxed as she broke off our kiss.

“Ohhhh… woooooowwww,” Keefaye panted.

“You liked that,” I purred as I brushed the golden hair from her face and let my fingers trace up and down her horn.

“Yeah,” she gasped, and then her eyes rolled back in her head as another aftershock orgasm claimed her body for a few seconds.

I held her still while she enjoyed herself, and as soon as her tremors had passed, I kissed her chin and throat again until I was tracing lines across her clavicle.

“What position next?” I asked.

“I want to ride you,” she whispered. “If… that’s okay with you? I’m not experienced, or--”

“The only way to get experience is to do it,” I chuckled, and then we both let out a moan of disappointment when I pulled my cock out of her hot pussy.

The cooler air kissed my wet shaft and actually made me shiver a bit, but then I rolled on my back and smiled at Keefaye. She gave me a shy little grin in return, and then she swung her left leg over my hips, settled her ass on my lower stomach, and then raised up on her knees. Her position gave me the perfect view of her cute little butthole and her dripping pussy as it rose over my cock. I went to reach for the base of my shaft so that I could guide it into her, but she wrapped her fingers around my cock before I could, and she aimed me into her hungry tunnel before she sat back down.

We both groaned together when she accepted my length again, and I couldn’t help but reach out and wrap my fingers around her hips.

“That feels so good,” Keefaye whined as she began to rock herself back and forth on my cock.

“It feels amazing,” I moaned, and then I used my hands to gently coax her farther back and more forward each time she rolled her hips in that direction.

“Don’t do that…” she panted.

“Do what?” I whispered.

“Pull on my… hips… like that…”

“Oh, sorry… I thought you--”

“I love it,” she purred as she glanced over her shoulder. “But if you keep it up, you’ll climax. The point of this position is for me to control your pleasure at my pace.”

“You control me, huh?” I chuckled, but then she rolled her hips in a small circle, and I felt my breath catch in my throat when the entire length of my shaft rubbed against her velvety tunnel.

“Yeeeesss…” she moaned. “Just… lay there… and… I’ll pleasure you with my body… Victor.”

“Okay,” I choked out as she rolled her hips in the opposite direction, but I wasn’t really one to lay there and let my lover do all the work, so I raised my hands and gently traced my fingers down her golden hair and the creamy-white skin of her back while the horned beauty fucked me.

Keefaye quickly found a rhythm that she seemed to enjoy where she rocked back and forth to rub the tip of my penis deep inside of her, and then she followed that movement up with a slow circular rotation of her hips that made the rest of my shaft rub against her velvety walls. The sensations were exquisite, but Keefaye seemed to sense when I was getting too excited, and she slowed down her movements until I felt the edge of my orgasm begin to relax and fade.

“How… are you so good at this?” I moaned after the fifth or so time that she’d brought me back from the edge.

“You like it?” she sighed as she smiled over her shoulder at me.

“Uhh… can’t you tell?” I chuckled.

“Yeeeessss…” she panted. “You are so hard and deep inside of me. I can feel you throbbing. I feel your… need… to fill me up. It’s this heat building down there, so I adjust my movements so you’ll relax.”

“Damn,” I moaned. “Those books you read to learn how to do this are fucking awesome.”

“Thanks,” she giggled. “When you trace your fingers down my back…”

“Like this?” I asked as I danced my fingers over her spine and then began to massage her ass.

“Yeeessss…” she whined. “Feels… sooooo… good.”

“You are getting tighter around me,” I growled as I squeezed her ass cheeks a bit harder.

“Yes,” she whined.

“You are going to orgasm for me, aren’t you?”

“Ohhh… Victor… Yeeeeees!” Keefaye’s climax seemed to kick her in the stomach suddenly, and she bent forward as her body began to spasm and tremble.

I grabbed her hips to pull her down more on my cock, and then my eyes rolled back in my head when I felt her tunnel squeeze and tug along my entire length. It was as if every part of Keefaye was urging me to release deep inside of her, but I didn’t want our lovemaking session to end quite yet, so I actually bit my tongue, and the pain mixed with the pleasure of her climax to make my consciousness spin around me.

Keefaye seemed to orgasm for a solid minute, and the act of keeping her impaled on my cock actually engaged all my shoulder and arm muscles. Finally, she managed to calm herself, and she let out a ragged breath as she glanced back over her shoulder at me.

“You liked that,” I purred.

“Yes, Victor,” she sighed. “Now… the third position?”

“Yes?” I raised an eyebrow.

“My species has… the womb a bit in front of the end of the vaginal canal,” she said.

“I think mine does, too,” I said.

“So, if my stomach faces the ground, and… you are behind and above me. The tip of your penis should line up with my cervix. Then… when you release, your seed will flood directly into my womb.”

“Tell me where you want me,” I said.

“I’ll lie on the mat,” she said. Then we both gasped when she lifted herself off me, and my cock slipped out of her soaking tunnel with a slick sound.

I moved over a bit on the bedroll, and then Keefaye laid beside me with her belly and breasts pressed against the mat and her legs together. As soon as she was settled, I came up on my knees, threw my left leg over her hips, and then massaged her tight ass until I could open her up enough to see her soaking pussy.

“Like this?” I asked as I pushed the tip of my cock against the entrance to her wet, dripping tunnel.

“Yeeesss,” she whined, and then her whine turned into a gasp when I thrust into her.

“Fuuuuccckk,” I moaned as I went deeper and deeper into her, and then my breath caught in my throat when I felt my tip push against something soft and supple.

“You are so deep inside of me,” Keefaye gasped. “Ohhh, Victor. Yeeeessss…”

“Yeeessss,” I echoed her moan, and then I grabbed her shoulder with my right hand, and her horn with my left and began to thrust as hard as I could into her.

“Oh, oh, oh, ooooh,” Keefaye cried out each time I was as deep as I could get inside her, and her tunnel clenched around me as if she didn’t want to let me go.

“You are so tight,” I panted as I slammed into her.

“I’m yours,” she whined. “My womb is open for you. I am a cup for you to fill. Pour into me, Victor. Fill me to the brim with your life, and I’ll give you a beautiful baby. I am your woman forever. Please… fill me. Bless me with new life… Victor… Please…”

“Fuuuckkk,” I groaned as my head began to spin, and I felt what little willpower I had in my mind crumble just a few moments after she’d finished begging.

My climax ripped through me like an electric shock, and I made a final push as deep as I could as a primal growl exploded out of my throat.

“Yeeeess!” Keefaye screamed as her own body began to spasm, and she reached up with her right hand so she could grab my wrist.

Her tunnel squeezed around me just as I exploded, and we both moaned each other’s names again as we twisted and thrashed against each other. I was so deep inside of her when I climaxed that I swore I must have sprayed directly into her womb, and each time she thrashed under me, her tunnel tightened, and another blast of sperm exploded out of my tip with an euphoric agony.

It felt like I was pouring a bucket into Keefaye, and the heat between us made me feel like I was sitting in a spa. Even when she stopped thrashing under me, my balls kept spasming to force more sperm into her until I felt like every single drop of liquid had been wrung out of my body, and I collapsed on top of her.

We spent the next minute or five catching our breaths, but when my vision finally stopped spinning, I lifted my upper body off of her, pulled her golden hair to the side, and then gently kissed her shoulders and the nape of her neck.

“Wow,” she whispered.

“Yeah,” I chuckled, and then I began to shift away so I could pull out.

“No!” she hissed as she reached back to grab my hip. “Don’t… leave it inside of me. Please.”

“Okay.” I was still hard, so I thrust back into her soaked tunnel, and then adjusted my weight a bit so I could kiss her neck and shoulders more without putting too much weight on her.

“Yeesss,” she sighed. “Stay inside me. It will make your seed drip down into my womb.”

“That in one of your books?” I whispered as I kissed her ear.

“Yes,” she sighed. “My books didn’t tell me how wonderful this would feel, though.”

“Sex is pretty great,” I chuckled.

“Yes, but making love with you is amazing. I love this… I love feeling you on top of me, and your lips on my skin while the warmth of your seed fills my womb, and the hardness of your manhood fills my tunnel. I feel so completely yours right now, and it is wonderful. Victor, I love you so much.”

“I love you, too, Keefaye,” I whispered in her ear.

“You can rest on top of me,” she sighed. “I can take more of your weight. I like it.”

“Like this?” I asked as I leaned a bit of my weight on my left shoulder so that I wasn’t completely on top of her.

“Yes. Perfect.” She nuzzled her cheek against my temple. “Just don’t pull out of me, okay?”

“Okay,” I chucked again. “Eventually I’ll get soft and slip out.”

“Hmmm… I find that hard to believe,” she purred. “You are so hard right now. Even after you’ve filled me. You are so wonderful, Victor. I’m so happy to be your woman now. I hope I will give you a beautiful baby.”

“I hope so, too,” I whispered in her ear, and then I felt my eyelids start to grow heavy.

“I hope he or she will look like you,” she whispered, and her voice had a dreamy quality to it.

“I want a girl,” I muttered. “With hair that looks just like yours, and a cute little horn.”

“I will give you a girl, then,” Keefaye said, and I felt her breathing begin to deepen.

“Victor?” a voice called out, and I startled awake on my mat.

“Huh?” I reached for Keefaye, but the spot next to me on the mat was empty.

“You are all packed and ready to go,” Quwaru said as she stepped inside of my hut.

“Oh,” I sighed, and then I took a deep breath as I went to grab my clothes.

“Did you have an… eventful rest?” the beautiful red-skinned woman asked, and I turned to see she wore a wide smile on her face.

“I think you know I did,” I chuckled.

“I am happy,” Quwaru said. “Another baby on the way.”

“You sound like Trel. There is a chance Keefaye won’t get preg--”

“She went to Galmine as soon as she left your hut,” Quwaru interrupted me as her grin got bigger. “And yes, I suppose I am starting to sound a bit like Trel. ‘Baby fever?’ Is that what you called it?”

“Yep,” I laughed as I finished putting my pants on. “You’ve all got it now.”

“Having a wonderful husband will do that to women, I suppose.” She shrugged.

“And how are you feeling?” I finished putting on my shoes, stood, and wrapped my fingers around her hips so I could pull her against me.

“Still no symptoms,” she giggled as she wiggled into my chest. “At least Kacerie is certain.”

“Yeah,” I said, “but Galmine didn’t do anything with her. We are all hoping that Galmine’s ability works, but--”

“I’m sure it will work,” Quwaru said as she gave me a quick kiss. “Now, you don’t need to worry about me. We are all worrying about you.”

“I’ll be fine,” I said. “I’m following your advice and bringing more people with me.”

“Thank you,” Quwaru said, and then she brought my hand up to her lips so she could kiss my wrist.

We held hands as we walked out of the hut, and a few minutes later I was saying my goodbyes to everyone as Liahpa, Emta, Keefaye, Youleena, and the two Emeralds got situated on their dinosaurs.

“You got the plan?” I asked Zoru as I got up onto Tom’s back next to Keefaye.

“Yes.” he nodded. “By the time you return, I’ll have a better understanding of how Oppena’s power works.”

“Awesome,” I said, and then I turned to the copper mining crew. “Alright team. We’ve got a lot of shit to do and not a lot of time to do it. Let’s move.”
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Chapter 18

My dinos were all getting the hang of swimming across the river, and the dip in the water helped cool off the oppression of the midday heat.

As soon as we crossed, Bruce landed on the beach, and I let him rest his head on my shoulder so I could hug his neck. He understood his assignment, but I felt a cold pressure in my stomach when I realized I was going to be making this trip without him. It had been a long time since I’d traveled without air support, but I worried that Wyss would try to sneak one of his minions south, and this was the best insurance I could think of.

Bruce gave me a honk of approval, and then he hopped off and flew northeast so that he could begin his patrol.

Then we set off east on the beach.

I didn’t have my watch on me anymore, but I guessed from the position of the sun that it was four or five o’clock. The sun would be fully set by the time that we made it to the copper mining spot in the middle of the switchbacks, and I mentally retraced my route a few times in my head to make sure that I was considering all the dangerous spots.

Not having Grumpy, Dwayne, the troodons, or balaurs with us meant we were low on offensive dino power, and we also didn’t have Sheela or Kacerie for offense. Granted, Liahpa and I had taken out a group of Utahraptors with the stegos and Tom, so I wasn’t too worried.

But I was still a bit worried about running into a pack of larger carnivores like T-rexes or allosauruses.

The group was silent as we rode eastward, and we eventually reached the spot on the beach where we had to turn left so that we could head northward up the hill and into the plains that stretched on for a good hour and a half. I normally saw a bunch of herbivore dinosaurs on this slope, so I kept my eyes peeled for any movements as we turned our steeds upward.

“Victor,” Keefaye said from her seat next to me. “You said this would take four hours, but I seem to remember it taking almost a full day when we came here last.”

“You are correct,” I said, “but all our dinos were tired from walking for three days straight, and they were all carrying loads. I kind of forgot to factor in these hill climbs, but I still think we’ll be closer to four hours than we are to a full day. Maybe six hours at the most.”

“That makes sense,” she said as she brushed her hair away from her face and smiled at me.

“Sooo…” I cleared my throat. “You went to speak to Galmine.”

“Oh.” She blushed and then rested her left hand on my right. “I hope that’s okay? I just figured… since… you’d… you know. We had talked about it, and you’d filled me up with your--”

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “It’s fine. Do you feel different?”

“Hmmm,” she signed with contentment as she closed her eyes. “Yes. Very relaxed, and your… warmth is still deep inside of me.”

“Ahh. I like to hear that.” I wrapped my arm around her waist and then gave her a deep kiss.

After I broke the kiss with Keefaye, I noticed Liahpa looking over at us, and she gave us a wink before she rode her stego closer to Emta’s.

“I feel included now,” Keefaye whispered. “Everyone is so nice to me now.”

“They weren’t before?”

“Oh, no, they were!” she blurted. “It’s more… they smile at me in a special way, and… I just feel like one of them now. One of your wives. It feels good. It is a small change, but I feel very connected to them now. Maybe because we are all carrying your children?”

“Could be,” I said with a shrug, but I knew that really wasn’t the case. The bonding thing happened when a woman was added to my Eye-Q, and while I didn’t know exactly why or how it happened, it meant that the woman was completely loyal to me.

It also meant that I could somewhat read their minds, and they could read mine.

“Victor!” Emta called out from her spot in the lead with Liahpa, and I looked up the grassy slope to where the olive-skinned woman pointed.

It was a group of a dozen or so bronto-looking sauropods feasting on trees on the left side. They were a good five hundred yards away, but a quick blink of my Eye-Q revealed that they were Apatosaurus Ajax species. There were eight females and eight males, and I hadn’t noticed four of them because their bodies were positioned in the jungle trees so they could chow down easier. The group of them were practically a jungle themselves, and their long necks stretched unbelievably high into the sky.

“Would one of these work with tame?” Emta shouted at me. “They are big!”

I urged Tom forward a bit quicker to close the distance, and Youleena and the Emeralds steered their dinos nearer so they could all hear me talk.

“I don’t think they will work,” I said.

“But they are huge!” Emta said. “They are four times the size of Bob or Tom.”

“Their backs are too sloped,” I said. “I’m sure Trel could eventually make a saddle or storage if I tamed one, but I think they are too big to get through our base trails. We’d need to widen the paths a bit, and then we’d have to worry about feeding one. They probably eat what all our parasaurolophuses, triceratops, and stegosauruses eat together.”

“They are magnificent, though,” Liahpa said as she looked up at them. “Especially when we are down the slope from them. They seem even larger.”

“Yeah,” I said as I tried to figure out how I could use one of the apatosauruses. It would be pretty badass to sit on a saddle twenty-five feet in the air, and I imagined Trel building a platform or something off the back of the saddle so my tribe could rain down arrows on any assholes we came across. One sweep of the tail from those long-necked dudes would obliterate anything in its path, but I just didn’t think we were ready to feed and maintain a pet that big.

You are imagining the power you could have with a group of these beasts at your command.

“Yeah,” I chuckled to the Emerald who had just gestured at me.

Then claim one, or the entire group, as yours.

The other Emerald gestured up at the long-necked dinos with a savagely beautiful smile on her face.

“We aren’t quite ready yet,” I said. “I think that once we get this bullshit figured out with Wyss, we’ll focus on building up the fort more. I think we can use one of these guys to help with the redwood harvesting. They are big enough to pull a ton of logs behind them, and if we are working in the western jungles, there will be plenty of food for them to eat.”

“I like that idea,” Liahpa said. “But will these ones still be here in a few days?”

“If not, I’ll find more.” I shrugged. “Bruce can survey the area and find them easily. They kind of stick out since they are so tall.”

“Eiter could also find them,” Keefaye said.

“Yeah…” I frowned at her words, and my golden-haired wife rested her hand in mine again.

“Did I say something wrong?”

“No…” I took a deep breath. “I just felt like I was about to have an epiphany, but it got away from me.”

“What is that?” She tilted her head.

“It’s… like a stroke of genius,” I laughed. “I felt like there was a good idea in the conversation. Well, there is, since you told me Eiter could help me find some dinosaurs. I’ll ask her when I see her next.”

“Good.” Keefaye squeezed my hand, and then we both turned our attention back up the slope toward the dinos.

“I want us to try to skirt by to the right of them,” I said. “That’s the biggest group of the largest dinos we’ve seen so far, and I don’t want them to get nervous and trample us.”

“Got it,” Emta said, and then she steered her stego more to the right.

Liahpa got her stego in line behind her, and then Youleena was third on her stego. Both of the Emeralds rode a trike after, and then Keefaye and I brought up the rear on Tom.

As we closed the distance between the herd of sauropods, I felt my heart begin to hammer in my chest, and my palms got sweaty. Tom was a huge example of a triceratops, but even the smallest of these apatosauruses was fifty percent larger. They were spread out more across the grassy path we were taking up the hill, too, and I realized that we were going to have to pass within fifty yards of them on the right to get by.

I didn’t like it.

“Hey!” I called out loud enough to get Emta’s attention, but I tried to keep my voice down so I didn’t startle the long-necked dinos.

Emta turned around to look at me, and I shook my head and held up my hand to stop. She gave me a puzzled look, and then she shrugged her shoulders and pulled on her reins. Mike D stopped instantly, and then MCA and Ad-Rock halted a second after.

I gestured for them all to turn around and come back to me, and a few moments later we were circled up again a good two hundred yards away from the herd.

“I’m not liking this,” I said.

“What aren’t you liking?” Emta asked.

“Something feels weird,” I admitted. “I’m not sure what it is, but I don’t want to get too close to those guys.”

“Soooo… Are we going to wait?” Liahpa asked.

“Ugh,” I sighed as I wiped the sweat off my brow.

“Aren’t we in a hurry?” Emta asked.

“If Victor says it feels weird, it’s weird, and we aren’t going to go.” Liahpa shrugged.

“But we can just skirt right past them, eh?” Emta pointed. “There is plenty of space on the right.”

“Yeah… I know.” I looked back up to the distant apatosauruses again. “I just don’t want to risk it right--”

Suddenly, the group of massive dinos all flinched, and three of them sprang to the side as if someone had dropped a water balloon right next to them. Had we been standing there, we would have gotten plowed over, but before I could do more than connect those dots, a sudden movement from the jungle to the left of the brontos got my attention.

“Victor!” Keefaye screamed, and she grabbed my arm just as four massive T-rexes tumbled out of the jungle.

The apatosauruses let out a combined bellow of fear, and it rang down to us like ten ships firing their foghorns all at once.

Then the ones who could run, started running.

Straight toward us.

“Shit! Shit! Shiiiiiit!” I spun my head around to the sides in search of a place in the jungle for us to hide, but this part of the slope had super-thick foliage on each side.

“Victor!” Liahpa screamed as MCA started to buck and spin around.

I knew my pal was scared, but he had the right idea.

“Run down the slope!” I shouted to the group, and the order was mostly for the dinosaurs, since my pets were beyond terrified now.

The trikes and stegos all spun to point back south down the slope toward the ocean, and they started running as fast as they could. The angle was uncomfortably steep for how fast we were going, though, and I looked over my shoulder just in time to see one of the lead apatosauruses stumble and go down like a bowling pin.

Then it started rolling down the hill like the boulder in the Indiana Jones movie.

“Shiiiiiit!” I screamed again, and I weighed the risks of telling my crew to run faster, and potentially trip just like the apatosaurus had, or to get crushed by the approaching stampede.

I told them all to run faster.

“Go! Go! Goooooo!” I shouted into the wind, and then I saw a nook in the jungle ahead to our left. I couldn’t really tell if it was deep enough to conceal us from the stampede or the T-rexes, but from my approach angle, it looked like it would give us a bit of cover.

Could a stampeding apatosauruses knock down a banyan tree?

The little tree cover was a good three hundred yards away, so I glanced over my shoulder again and saw that the rushing apatosauruses were probably an equal distance away. The guy who had fallen had caused two of the beasts to tumble over him and crash like a cyclist bailing at the front of the peloton during the Tour de France, and I saw a T-rex jump on top of the thrashing group with its massive jaws open.

I saw a good dozen T-rexs running down the slope.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

There were even more T-rexes than apatosauruses.

Even if we got out of the way of the stampede, there was a good chance we’d have to fight a bunch of these hungry assholes right after. I couldn’t quite worry about that now, though.

The stegos were way slower than the trikes, and Mike D stumbled a bit as he tried to keep up. His front lurched down lower than his rear end, and I saw Emta’s mouth open wide with terror. Before my pal could turn into a spinning blue hedgehog, I ordered him to force his front feet forward and his tail straight back to balance himself. He did so instantly, and his momentum carried him forward in a quick sprint for a few paces.

The fucking apatosauruses were about two hundred yards away, and the jungle-cove spot didn’t seem to be getting any closer.

I slowed Tom’s run a bit so that I fell to the rear of our pack, and I twisted around so that I could reach out to the lead apatosauruses. I wasn’t trying to tame the guy, but I figured I could try to use my ability to move him over a bit so that we had more space. I’d done something like this a few times before, but I wasn’t quite certain exactly how to limit my power while also delivering it with enough force to command the dino to do what I wanted. This was also the largest dino I have ever tried to connect with, and I could sense the mighty beast’s terror as soon as I thought about connecting with him.

The poor guy’s fear was all consuming, but it was also mixed with sadness because the pack being destroyed was his family. I knew if I’d been able to control the entire group of apatosauruses I would have been able to use them strategically to fight against the T-rexes, but that moment had passed, and there was no way I could take care of a dozen of the massive apatosauruses with my current setup.

Still, the empathy I felt connecting with the big fella seemed to strengthen my order, and the guy adjusted his path slightly to his right. The other apatosauruses running behind him followed the leader, and it appeared that we had a good fifty-yard gap to our side just in case the stampede caught up to us.

The chasing T-rexes behind the apatosauruses were a whole different problem. The one in the lead actually had a mohawk of red feathers going down his neck like he was a punk rocker. He was a good two hundred yards away from me, but when I tried to reach out to him all I got was hunger, and his red eyes focused on me with a rage-filled intensity.

Uh-oh.

I twisted back around in Tom’s saddle and saw Katie and Nicole make a sharp left into the cove of trees. Ad-Rock, MCA, and Mike D twisted in right after, and then Keefaye and I brought up the rear.

Then the first of the apatosauruses rushed past us.

The open space of grass inside the cove only went back seventy yards, which was more than enough space for us all to hide, but the back end of the spot was walled off with a thick jungle, and there was no way that any of my dinos could push their way through without endless hours of branch clearing with our stone axes.

“Trikes back in front!” I called out, and the Emeralds rode Katie and Nicole to stand side by side with Tom as he faced the opening of the cove. There was still space on the sides that a T-rex could flank around, so I had Mike D and MCA take those positions, while Youleena stayed behind us on Ad-Rock.

“Jump off and get with Youleena,” I hissed to Keefaye.

“But I--”

“Hurry!” I ordered, and Keefaye spun on the saddle, rolled rearward, and then slid down Tom’s tail. My golden-horned lover then sprinted back toward Ad-Rock, and Youleena held her arm down to help pull Keefaye up.

Once both of them were safe on Ad-Rock’s back, I turned back toward the opening to our cove just in time to see the first T-rexs skid to a halt in front of us.

There were five of them, and the dark-scaled rex with the red-feathered mohawk seemed to be their leader. He glanced to his right down the slope to where the apatosauruses had stampeded, and then he glanced back at us. My eyes met his giant red ones, and for half a moment I thought he was going to keep running after the sauropods, but then he stepped into our little jungle cove, and the other four T-rexes followed him inside.

“And I’m all out of bubblegum,” I growled as I yanked one of the spears off my saddle.

Tom stomped his front feet in agreement.

The entrance to our little jungle bubble was narrower at the opening, but it was still about forty yards across. It wasn’t the perfect bottleneck, but if the T-rexes stepped another ten yards in, they would have an extra twenty yards or so to flank us, so I decided to limit their movement as much as I could.

“Charge!” I shouted, and Tom, Katie, and Nicole surged forward like fearless Roman charioteers while the two stegos ran a bit behind to create a flying V.

Mohawk the T-rex’s eyes got large when they saw us sprinting toward his group. The fucker had obviously never seen trikes this aggressive before, so he took a step back, bumped into the T-rex right behind him, and then he twisted around.

The dude might have screeched out a command, but I couldn’t hear it over the rumble of Tom, Katie, and Nicole’s feet pounding on the dirt.

Just before we plowed into the group, the rexes stumbled back as a mob of twisting legs and tiny flapping arms. We smacked into them like baseball bats into pillows, and three of the big fucks let out screeches as horns pierced their flesh.

Mohawk had somehow avoided Tom’s horns when he stumbled away, but the fucker next to him took the full hit, and he bent forward against the agony and tried to snap his jaws at me. The fucker’s aim was a bit off, and his teeth clamped a few feet to my left with a sound akin to a shotgun blast that blew air back in my face. I took the opportunity to slam my spear forward, and the wooden tip dug right into the T-rex’s cheek below his left eye.

Tom, Nicole, and Katie surged forward like three sumo wrestlers trying to push a group of skinny salarymen off the wrestling circle, and the group of T-rexes just screeched when we threw their asses out of our barrier of jungle trees. Both of the Emeralds stood on the back of their trikes so they could jab with their spears to help keep the T-rexes from biting at them, but some of the rexes had actually dodged to the side a bit, and the stegos had to deal with them.

I caught Liahpa smacking one of the T-rexes in the snout with her improved pizza-cutter axe from where she stood, and then MCA shoulder-checked the dude to knock him back with his friends. I glanced over at Emta to see the tusked woman throw her spear twenty feet right into a fucker’s eyeball, and the beast screamed as it twisted and thrashed away from Mike D.

“Back!” I commanded, and the trikes immediately dropped their heads and jerked their muscular bodies rearward. The T-rexes were already collectively trying to shuffle away from the charge, so the trikes were able to easily pull their horns out and fall back with the two stegos.

I commanded the group to shuffle backward another twenty yards to where we were before, and then I glanced at the Emeralds, Liahpa, and Emta to make sure they were okay. Liahpa looked totally fine, and she shook her arm to toss some of the blood from her axe across MCA’s plates.

The two Emeralds smiled maniacally, and each of their spears and arms were covered with T-rex gore. They both licked their lips when they caught me looking at them, and then they nodded and turned their predatory white eyes back to our attackers.

Emta had already grabbed another spear from her saddle, and she stood forward on Mike D’s shoulders so that she could stretch back her arm without hitting his plates.

“I think we fucked them up,” I said loud enough for the four of them to hear. “I don’t think that they will try--”

The screech of Mohawk T-rex interrupted me, and as I watched, five more T-rexes skidded to a halt at the entrance to our cove beside their friends. Of the five that had first faced us, three were thrashing on the ground with the injuries we’d given them, but Mohawk and another were still looking undamaged, and the five new arrivals somehow looked even more pissed.

“Well, fuck,” I sighed.

“You got another plan?” Emta shouted.

“Let’s try it again!” I replied, but then Mohawk gurgled something at the five newcomers, and they all glared at me with pure malevolence.

“They don’t like you at all,” Liahpa snickered.

“They won’t feel anything after they’re dead,” I growled. “Come on, you overgrown chickens! Come and get us!”

Mohawk growled like a hundred rottweilers, and he took a step forward into the bottleneck with two other rexes guarding his flanks. Then the three of them took another step toward us, but it wasn’t the usual sprint forward I was expecting.

“They are trying to lure us out!” I said. “We’ll let them get a bit closer and… Now! Charge!”

The trikes and stegos surged forward, but almost instantaneously, the three rexes danced back. I had somewhat expected this, so I commanded all my dinos to halt, and the five massive beasts skidded to a stop before I made them backpedal.

One of the T-rexes to the side of Mohawk screeched with obvious annoyance, and he surged forward past their line. Mohawk barked what sounded like a warning to the attacking carnivore, but the dude didn’t listen. Instead, he beelined right toward me.

Tom set his horns to receive the charge, but then the rex’s legs coiled beneath him as he ran, and I realized the dude was going to jump.

Tom coiled his own legs and then sprang back just as he brought his horns up with Nicole and Katie, and the T-rex let out a scream of surprise when the nine horns tore into him like a voodoo doll. The carnivore lurched forward in death and almost fell on top of Tom’s back, but my pal was already shuffling rearward, so the face of the T-rex smacked right into big trike’s top crest like a kid chin-planting into the edge of a table after falling off a chair. I could actually feel the crunch of the rex’s jaw as his mouth and teeth broke, and then Tom shrugged the massive corpse off him with a casual toss of his big head.

Then Tom stepped forward, bellowed at the group of T-rexes, and smashed his front foot down on the skull of the dude who had just attacked us. The head blew up like a watermelon that just met Gallagher’s hammer, and a good two hundred pounds of brain and bloody skull bits exploded all over my big trike’s underside.

Yeah. Don’t fuck with Tom.

Of course, the male trike’s demonstration pissed off the T-rexes, and the group of six screeched at us. Then three of them charged into our cove while the one with the red mohawk barked at them to stop.

“Forward!” I shouted, and my five dinos charged ahead.

The giant carnivores were too mad to be smart, and they met the three tikes head-on. Tom, Katie, and Nicole knew this drill, and they angled down their necks so that their horns aimed right for the T-rexes’ stomachs. The impact made every bone in my body rattle, and even though I was ready, I actually tumbled back in my saddle.

It was a good thing I did, since the T-rex that Tom hit bent like a C and used his dying breath to try and bite me from off the trike’s shoulders. The teeth snapped shut just a few inches from the bottom of my boots, but then the Emerald on my right lunged forward and drove her spear into the side of the beast’s neck.

MCA and Mike D also got in on this charge, and they both twisted their bodies and swung their tails over Katie and Nicole’s backs so that the spiked tips smacked the T-rexes right in their faces. It was a one-two punch against the two rexes on the sides, and they flopped backwards off the trikes’ horns like they’d just got punched by a giant Mike Tyson.

“Back! Back! Back!” I ordered as I swung up into my seat, and my five dinos backpedaled once more so that we were standing twenty yards deeper into the cove.

“Everyone okay?” I asked.

“Fuck yeah!” Emta shouted.

“Good so far,” Liahpa confirmed.

We are excellent.

Both of the Emeralds nodded at me.

I glanced back at Mohawk and his two friends, and the red-feathered T-rex was stomping his feet like a toddler who couldn’t have a cookie. It would have been comical if the beast wasn’t like fifteen feet high with teeth as long as my arm.

“I want to tame that guy,” I growled, and then I reached out to him with my will.

I felt a bit of a connection between us, and the big T-rex stopped stomping his feet so he could stare at me. Our eyes met for a few moments, and I could feel his rage start to simmer.

Then he shook his head, ducked his head low to scream at me, turned around, and sprinted up the slope.

The other two T-rexes glanced at each other, and then they looked back up the slope, for half a second they looked like they were going to run after Mohawk, but then they turned back toward us and began to slowly step into the cove.

“Alright,” I growled. “Just these two and--”

Suddenly, Mohawk was back, and he had five more T-rexes with him. One of the beasts also had a long strip of red feathers down his skull, but this one was a good twenty percent larger than the other one, and his black-brown scales were covered with white tigerstripe scars.

The dude had gotten his fucking dad.

“Hey, I’m not the bully here!” I shouted at them, but then the bigger version of Mohawk bellowed loud enough to make my eyeballs vibrate in my skull, and the entire group charged into our cove.

“Goooooo!” I ordered, and my group of dinos charged forward once more.

I was a bit late reacting to the T-rexes’ surge forward, so we collided with them just as they were almost out of the slight bottleneck. I was more than ready for the impact, though, and I lunged forward just as Tom smashed into the giant carnivore and buried my spear into the fucker’s neck just as Tom did the same with his horns into the asshole’s stomach.

Teeth snapped at me from my left side, but I twisted my body out of the way a fraction of a second before the jaws could close on me, and I pulled my Cricket Bat of Doom off my back and brought it down on the fucker’s nose just as he tried to bite at me again. My blade cut a two foot deep gouge in the T-rex’s snout, and then the Emerald on that side smashed her stone axe into the beast’s massive eye.

Tom, Nicole, and Katie pushed forward, and the wall of rexes tumbled backward. A T-rex tried to claw at me with his gimpy arm, but a swing from my weapon removed it from his body, and blood sprayed all over Tom and me like someone had just poured a paint can on us.

I spared a quick glance to my left and saw that Emerald hack at a T-rex’s neck with her stone axe while she hung onto a spear that was embedded in its chest. Past her, Liahpa jumped into the air like she was on a trampoline while she swung her pizza-cutter baseball bat style. The golden circle blade hit a T-rex right in the mouth, and it effortlessly cut through its jaw and teeth like the beast was made out of styrofoam.

To my other side, the other Emerald poked her spear through the nostril of her T-rex, but the beast was still pressing forward against the trike’s crest, and the green-haired empress was about to get tossed off her saddle.

I lunged to my right side and braced my feet against Tom’s flank so I could jump the gap between our trikes, but before I could do so, Emta threw her second spear and impaled Emerald’s attacking T-rex in the side of the throat. The attack caused the massive carnivore to twist its head away from the damage, and I was able to swing out with my Cricket Bat of Doom and slice into the right side of the fucker’s face.

“Fuck yeah!” Emta shouted as Emerald’s attacker stumbled back and away from us, but before the snake-haired woman could grab another spear from her saddle, the rex on her side came at her with a vicious bite.

“Nooooo!” I shouted as soon as I saw the carnivore’s massive teeth sink into her torso.

Then the beast twisted its head away, and Emta was thrown like a rag doll.

She screamed with raw terror, and I twisted my head up to follow her trajectory over us. A massive trail of blood followed in her wake, and I realized that the T-rex had ripped both her legs off with his bite.

“Got heeeeeeer!” Liahpa shouted, and I saw the silver-skinned woman leap a good thirty feet off MCA’s back and catch Emta in midair. They both spun around like a helicopter blade as soon as they connected, and MCA smashed another T-rex in the face with his tail before he shuffled left.

The women landed right on his back between his plates, but I couldn’t really look in that direction anymore because Mohawk’s dad had jumped on Tom’s side.

I smelled the fresh blood and death from the massive T-rex’s mouth as he snapped his jaws at me, and Tom let out a bellow of annoyance as the giant carnivore dug his claws into my pal’s sides.

I fell to my left as Mohawk’s dad tried to bite at me again, and I realized that these fuckers were specifically targeting Tom and me in this melee. It was like they knew I was the pack leader, and I guessed that made a lot of sense considering that the dinosaurs on this world seemed to be highly intelligent.

I raked the edge of my Cricket Bat of Doom across the big T-rex’s face, but he just twisted his head around again and snapped at me. I had somewhat expected his movement and was already twisting away, but I was reaching the end of Tom’s back, and would slide off the rear end of my big trike in just a few more steps.

Tom was doing his best to try and buck the fucker off, but my pal’s horns were impaled in the chest of another T-rex, so he couldn’t really toss his head and shoulders up with enough gusto to shake Mohawk’s dad off.

So it was up to me.

“Fuck off, asshole!” I screamed as I baseball-batted the big black carnivore in the side of his face. I was nowhere near as strong as Liahpa or Sheela, but the hit still spun his phone booth-sized face away from me, and it bought me enough space to try and rip a spare spear from Tom’s saddle.

I lifted up the new pike with my left hand while I carried my Cricket Bat of Doom in my right, and then I stabbed forward with my left arm just as the big asshole swung his face back toward me. The tip of the spear caught him right under his right eye, and I pushed forward on Tom’s back to drive my weapon in deeper while I raised my other weapon over my head.

“Fuck! Off! And! Die!” I punctuated each word with a smash of my cricket bat, and the fourth hit tore the beast’s giant eye out of its socket.

Mohawk’s dad screamed like a braking train as he tried to get away from me, but my spear was too deep in his skull, and the only way he could retreat was by rolling directly to his left. He did just that to escape my beatings, but his movement tore the other dead rex from Tom’s horns, and my big pal let out a joyful bellow before he lurched forward and dug his gore-covered face right into the side of the red-feathered T-rex dad.

Mohawk’s dad screeched, but Tom seemed to delight in the asshole’s wail of agony, and the big trike sumo-plowed forward until the carnivore tipped over.

“Yeeeaaahhhh!” I screamed as Tom stepped on the T-rex’s legs, and then my pal jerked his horns up, and the giant carnivore ripped into two pieces like a torn orange.

Blood and ichor sprayed through the air like we were on some sort of macabre amusement park water ride, but as soon as Tom finished pushing through the wall of meat, I saw that Mohawk was turning around to run from us.

“No, you don’t!” I shouted as I urged Tom forward, but the last T-rex was already on the move, and he’d banked left to tear ass down the slope after the fleeing apatosauruses. The bottleneck of our little cove was now partially obstructed with the corpses of T-rexes, so I had to weave around two hill-sized bodies before I made it to the edge of our hiding spot.

I glanced to the right up the slope real quick to see what the status was of the other T-rexes who had first attacked the group of apatosauruses, but I didn’t see any of the massive carnivores feasting on the even more massive herbivores’ bodies. Then I glanced to my left and saw that Mowhawk had already made it a good five hundred yards down the slope toward the beach. I couldn’t even see the apatosauruses who had fled anymore, and I realized that my group had killed pretty much all of the T-rexes except for that one fuck who looked like he was going to get away.

But we’d taken some serious damage.

I didn’t think we were going to get attacked by anything else, so I spun Tom around and raced back into our cove. The other dinos were gathered around MCA, and I saw Liahpa, one Emerald, Keefaye, and Youleena kneeling down on the grass around Emta. The other Emerald still sat on top of Nicole, and she gestured with her bloody arm and gore-covered spear toward the entrance of our cove to indicate to me that she would keep an eye on the opening.

Tom skidded to a halt as close as he could get to Emta, and I jumped off his saddle, cut around MCA, and then moved to kneel at her side. Liahpa and Keefaye were already talking, and I caught the last bit of Keefaye’s words.

“...If I pour some water on her injury, it will keep it from getting infected.”

“Not going to work,” Emta hissed, and then I made it into their circle and was able to assess the damage.

The woman’s olive-colored skin actually looked as white as Youleena’s, and blood gushed from where her legs used to be. The T-rex had bit it right in the middle of her thigh on her right leg, and taken the entire limb off at her left hip, and the flesh was torn and gushing blood like a drinking fountain.

“Victor,” Emta groaned when she saw me. “I’m… I’m going to die. I’m sorry.”
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Chapter 19

“No, you aren’t,” I hissed at Emta. “Not today.”

“But… I’m--” she started to say, but I interrupted her.

“Liahpa, clamp your hands here.” I pointed to Emta’s thigh. “Stop the blood from flowing.”

“Got it,” the silver-skinned athlete said, and then she grabbed the woman’s leg above the injury.

“Fuuuuuck!” Emta whined.

“Harder,” I growled when the blood didn’t stop flowing.

“Okay,” Liahpa whispered, and I saw her fingers flex more around her friend’s leg.

The blood stopped flowing out of that limb almost immediately, but it was still gushing out of the other socket.

Yeah. This didn’t look good.

“Victor…” Emta hissed through her agony. “I… I fucked up.”

“You are going to be alright,” I said. “You can just heal your--”

“I can’t heal this,” she whimpered, and tears started to drip out of her eyes. “It’s… too much. I’ve gotten cut really bad before. It takes a few days to heal. I even healed from my arm getting torn off when that flying fucker attacked us, but no one has ever recovered from having two legs torn off, and… my spine. The teeth punctured there. It’s really hard to breathe or feel anything…”

“Well, you are going to be the first one,” I growled. “Heal yourself.”

“I can’t!” Emta groaned. “Victor… It hurts so fucking bad. Please…”

“No!” I shouted as I grabbed onto her bloody face. “You aren’t going to fucking die here. Not like this. Not to those fucking T-rex assholes.”

“I’m really… tired… Victor…” Emta whimpered. “It hurts…”

“Aren’t you a warrior?” I growled as I moved my face down closer to hers. “You can beat this.”

“I’ve never been hurt… this bad. We can’t heal… this many limbs at once, and there is… damage on my spine. Half my body is fucking… gone.”

“Look at me,” I ordered, and I tried to keep my own despair out of my voice. “You are going to be the first one to do it. Okay? You are going to fucking heal those legs, and you are going to do it right fucking now. Got it?”

“I… I… Can’t…” she whispered.

“Fucking do it!” I screamed. “Heal yourself, Emta. Damn it! Fucking heal yourself.”

Emta’s eyes narrowed at me with her usual anger, and then I heard her teeth grind together as she bit down. I held her gaze for a few moments, and her neck and shoulders began to tense.

“You can do it, Emta,” Keefaye whispered. “Please… keep trying.”

“You are so strong,” Liahpa said as her arms began to tremble. “You can take this pain. You will pass this test. You will be victorious.”

“I… I… don’t think anything is happening,” Emta gurgled. “It’s--”

“Imagine it happening,” I said. “Visualize your legs back and healed, that you are just as strong as you were before.”

“I’m trying… I don’t know if…”

“Look at me,” I growled as I noticed her eyes start to drift closed. “Look into my eyes. You’ve got this, Emta. You are a badass bitch. You fucking killed two T-rexes with a goddamn wooden spear. You aren’t going to let them win. Fuck that.”

“Fuck that,” she repeated as her eyes focused on mine. “Fuck them.”

“Yeah, fuck them,” I hissed.

“Fuck them!” she growled as she started to tremble with either rage or death throes.

“So heal yourself,” I ordered. “Rebuild your legs and your spine. Say you are going to heal.”

“I’m going to heal!” she hissed. “I’m going to fucking heal!”

“Do it!” I said as I grabbed her shoulder. “Heal yourself!”

Emta started taking deep breaths, and each one ended in a painful swallow that made me almost wince. Then her breathing became faster, and faster, until she was hyperventilating. We stared into each other’s eyes the entire time, mostly because I felt that doing so was helping her focus, but partially because I didn’t want to look at her lower half and see it not healing.

Suddenly Emta’s breath hitched, and she choked out a raspy cry.

Then her body shuddered still as her eyes closed.

“No…” I whispered as my entire body went cold. “No… Emta. Fuck.”

“Victor…” Keefaye whispered.

“Damn it,” I growled as I closed my own eyes. “Fucking goddamn it. I should have brought more people, or I should have had Bruce, I should have--”

“Victor!” Liapha grunted, and then I felt her elbow me in the side.

I blinked my eyes open and turned to look at the silver-skinned woman, and I almost did a double take when I saw she had a shit-eating grin on her face.

Then I glanced down at Emta’s stumps.

But there were legs there

The skin was a paler shade of her usual olive skin tone, especially on the thigh where she’d healed past the knee, and the muscle tone looked a bit looser than I remembered her toned legs being before, but it there were definitely two new legs.

And then Emta shuddered a ripping breath.

“Yes! Yes! Yeeeeess!” I jumped up, pulled Liahpa and Keefaye with me, and spun them around. Then I was hugging Youleena and one of the Emeralds, and the five of us jumped up and down as we laughed.

“Hey. Don’t I get a hug?” Emta coughed, and the rest of us stopped dancing so we could kneel down next to her and rest our hands on her bloody body.

“How are you feeling?” I asked.

“Like absolute shit,” she snickered. “But I’m sure as fuck not dead now, am I?”

“Nope,” I chuckled.

“Look at your new legs,” Keefaye said, and then Emta raised up her head so she could see her toes wiggle.

“Look at that,” the tusked woman whispered. “That’s never happened in the history of my people.”

“Did you gain a level in your Eye-Q?” Keefaye asked.

“Let me check,” Emta blinked her eyes, and then her smile spread even wider. “Level two.”

“Fuck, yeah!” I fist-pumped. “That’s awesome. Great job, Emta.”

“Naaaaw,” she sighed. “It wasn’t all me. I couldn’t have done it without you, Victor.”

“Sure you could have,” I said as I rubbed her shoulder.

“No.” Her eyes fixed on mine again, and she took a deep breath. “I was going to give up. I would have. I just wanted the pain to go away, and I didn’t think I could heal myself. But here the fuck I am, and it’s all because I believed what you were saying.”

“It was still you who used your ability,” I said as I gave her a smile. “We are all proud of you.”

“Equal parts proud and grateful,” Youleena said. “None of us want to lose you.”

“Yeah, and I don’t want to die,” Emta said as she slowly sat up. “Sorry I lost… my way… I just… it hurt, and I didn’t think I’d make it. And… What if I had lived, and I didn’t have my legs. I’d be so fucking usless.”

“No, you wouldn’t be useless.” Keefaye shook her head. “Absolutely not.”

“I’m just muscle around here.” Emta frowned, and then she winked at Liahpa. “Not even the biggest muscle here.”

“You would be missed,” Liahpa sighed, “and you’d be plenty strong. Even without your legs. We’d figure out a way to get you moving around the camp.”

“We are more than just what we can offer the tribe. All of us have our stories and our experiences. All of us can help in little ways that can add up. I’ve… just learned that recently, too.” Keefaye gave me a small smile after she finished speaking, and I reached out to squeeze her fingers.

“Alright,” Emta groaned as she tried to stand up. “Enough sitting around. We’ve got copper to mine.”

“I think we should head back,” I said. “This had to take a lot out of you, and--”

“Nope. We are going. I’m going. I’m fine.” Emta’s face twisted as she stood, and then she kicked out with her new legs a few times before she flexed her feet. “See? I’m fine. Good as new.”

I stared at her for a few moments, and she raised an eyebrow as she met my gaze.

“Look--” I started, but then she waved her hand.

“You look. I’m not going to cause us to lose a bunch of time because I was stupid enough to get my legs ripped off.”

“But aren’t you tired?” Keefaye asked.

“Give me some of that water of yours.” Emta held out her hand. “Booze makes everything better, right?”

“Oh, that might actually help--”

“You are just going to drink and hope you get energy back from that?” I shook my head and sighed.

“Hey, it worked for that Heeyuna bitch you just talked about.” Emta shrugged. “Come on, gold-girl. Give me some of your yummy stuff.”

“Fuck it,” I laughed and then looked to Keefaye. “Let’s let her get drunk.”

“Fuck yeah,” Emta snickered. “Also, I’ll drink while we are riding. Bless that water, beautiful.”

“You got it,” Keefaye giggled, and then she went to Tom and grabbed one of the smaller water jugs from his back.

A few minutes later we were riding our dinos back up the slope, but it wasn’t easy going because of the many giant corpses in our path. We had to zigzag through bloody mounds of apatosauruses and slip across rivers of bloody grass. We eventually made it up to the top of the ridge where the savannah area of our trip was, and then we paused to glance back at the long stretch of slope and the endless ocean that stretched out from the beach.

“I don’t know if we can take this way back,” I said. “There is so much meat on the grass here that--”

“That reminds me,” Liahpa interrupted me, and then she jumped down from MCA, ran to the nearest apatosaurus corpse, and began to hack at it with her pizza-cutter axe.

A few minutes later, the beautiful athlete returned carrying a hunk of meat as big as her body over her shoulder. All of us were pretty much covered with blood from the T-rex battle anyway, so we all just gave her a smile when she climbed back on MCA.

“I know it’s not the same species of dino we ate the other day,” she said as we started our journey again, “but the body type was the same, and the meat looks the same dark red color.”

“Anything is better than fish,” I said.

“I’m so fucking tired of fish,” Emta groaned, and then she took a long swallow of her blessed water.

“How is that treating you?” I asked as she tilted back the jug again.

“It’s fucking awesome,” Emta burped, and then she wiggled her jug at Keefaye. “Can I get a refill?”

“Uhhh…” Keefaye turned to look at me, and I nodded, so she grabbed another jug, held it in her hands for a few moments, and then passed it down to Emta when she steered Mike D close to Tom’s side.

“Tom has a few cuts,” Keefaye said after she’d leaned over the side.

“Oh, shit.” I suddenly recalled that Mohawk’s dad had jumped on my big trusty trike. I hadn’t felt any distress or pain from Tom, so I’d forgotten about the injuries.

I leaned over the saddle on each side and saw that Tom had two long gashes on each of his front shoulders. They weren’t quite gushing blood, but the outsides of his front legs were super slick with red. Well, most of him was covered with blood, but these two spots were still wet, so I knew it was him bleeding.

“Should we stop and tend to him?” Youleena asked.

“He’s not really complaining,” I said as I looked across the seemingly endless prairie-savannah where the massive quetzalcoatluses had attacked us a week or so ago.

Had it only been a week ago? It felt like a lifetime ago.

“Victor?” Keefaye asked.

“Sorry.” I glanced up into the air and then circled my eyes around the plains and trees. “I want to keep going. As soon as we get to the start of the switchbacks when it turns back into jungle, we’ll take a moment to wash him off. I think some of your blessed water would help.”

“You do?” she asked.

“Can you make it a bit stronger than your normal drink?” I asked. “Not quite the stuff you used to set the trees on fire, but something twice as strong as your normal drink. If we wash his legs with that, it will keep the bacteria and infections out.”

“I think I can do it.” She nodded. “I feel like I can do anything with my Blessed Water now. Thanks to you.”

“I didn’t do much,” I chuckled. “I just tried to think of new ways to do it. We don’t know the limit of everyone’s powers.”

“Now I know I can heal my legs if they get cut off,” Emta chuckled. “Also healed the damage to my spine. What else can I heal? My head?”

“Maybe don’t cut your head off,” Youleena chuckled.

“But maybe I’d just grow a new body,” Emta cackled. “Then my body would grow a new head. There would be two of me, just like Emerald. Eh?”

The Emeralds smiled and nodded at Emta in approval.

“Maybe you could try to heal Tannin?” I asked.

“Ehhh… I don’t think I can heal anyone else.” Emta’s shoulders slumped. “I’d gladly lose my powers if it meant I could, though.”

“You would?” Keefaye gasped.

“Sure.” Emta shrugged. “You’ve seen her, eh? Such a shy, gentle thing. Breaks my heart when I think about… what… you know…”

“Yeah,” I sighed.

“Anyway. She smiles when she cooks for us, and that makes me happy, but sometimes I see her looking up at the birds and the other creatures flying up in the sky. I think to myself that if I could just give her my power so she could heal herself. I gladly would. Of course, I thought it wouldn’t heal that kind of damage. Now I know it can. My power is getting pretty badass, eh?”

“Yeah.” I smiled at Emta and recalled how grouchy and crass she had been when we’d first met. Just like all my tribe members, the orc-like beauty had many layers to her, and it warmed my heart to know how much she cared about everyone in our family.

“You should try when we get back,” Youleena said.

“I doubt it will work,” Emta sighed, “but yeah. I’ll try. Couldn’t hurt.”

“You didn’t think you could grow your legs back.” I winked at her.

“Very true,” she laughed, and then she raised her jug to me and took a sip. “I’m going to be thanking you for the rest of my life, Victor.”

“No, you aren’t,” I chuckled. “We are good. No more thanks needed. We all care for each other.”

“Yeah…” Emta looked down at her new legs, then she looked back at me and bit her lip a bit. “We care for each other. You and me.”

“Yep.” I met her gaze. “All of us care for each other, but you know how I feel about you.”

“I… think I do. Yeah.” Her olive cheeks reddened a bit, and then she glanced back down at her jug before she took another swallow.

“Our adventure sure has gotten off to a rocky start,” Liahpa said, “but one of my coaches used to say ‘the good thing about having a shitty first quarter is that it can’t get any worse,’ and I kind of like that thinking.”

“Then did your coach go tell you to lift that fucking ball?” Emta snorted. “That’s the question Trel would ask.”

“Don’t fucking tell Trel,” Liahpa groaned, “but that’s exactly what she’d say.”

“Ha!” Emta laughed hard from her stomach, and then she slapped her thigh.

“Have you decided what you are going to name her baby?” Keefaye asked.

“Ohhhh, yes.” Liahpa smiled in an uncharacteristically mischievous way.

“Are you going to tell us?” Youleena asked.

“Nope. It’s a secret until she is born. I don’t trust anyone not to tell her.”

“Awwww,” Keefaye pouted. “I wouldn’t tell her.”

“Nor would I,” Youleena said as she scrunched up her nose.

“I fucking wouldn’t,” Emta said.

“I know you all wouldn’t want to tell her,” Liahpa said, “but you know how Trel is. When you get back, she’s going to get each of you alone and ask you if you know what the name is. If you know, you’ll have to lie.”

“Trel can smell a lie like shit on a boot.” Emta nodded. “I see why you are wary.”

“Exactly,” Liahpa laughed. “If you don’t know, then you can’t lie, and if she thinks you do know, she’s going to make your life miserable. She’s already making my life rather… annoying.”

“Oh?” I asked.

“She came to visit us four times while we were cutting the V path,” Emta laughed. “Each time she asked Liahpa if she could tell her what the name was. Each time she got a bit more… angry that Liahpa wouldn’t confess.”

“I finally had to tell her that I was going to make the name uglier if she didn’t leave me alone,” Liahpa giggled.

“Poor Trel,” Keefaye chuckled.

“Poor Trel?” Emta scoffed, and then she looked at me. “Serves her right for getting us to… with… Victor… Uhh…”

“I know she can be a bit difficult,” I chuckled. “She means well.”

“I know,” Emta said. “I just wish she’d pester me less about fucking you.”

“She doesn’t bother me about it,” Youleena said.

“She just bugged you about it this morning!” Emta hissed.

“Oh.” Youleena tapped her chin as she glanced up to the clouds. “You are right. She did tell me it was my turn tomorrow. I just smiled at her and then talked about building a new wall or something to distract her.”

“Hmmmm…” Emta took a gulp of her blessed water. “Maybe I should just distract her with talk of building more fort stuff. I bet that will work next time she tries to explain to me how I need to start making Victor’s baby.”

“Orrrr… You could just fuck Victor and get pregnant,” Liahpa snickered.

“Wha?” Emta choked on her blessed water, and then she sputtered and gasped for a few dozen seconds while the other women all laughed at her.

“Time to join the team.” Liahpa winked at Emta and then bit her lip a bit as she glanced in my direction. “It’s great playing with Victor.”

“Yes, it is,” Keefaye agreed.

“You too?” Emta groaned at the golden-haired woman.

“Yes,” Keefaye giggled, and then she smiled at me with absolute adoration.

“What about you?” Emta glanced at Youleena.

“No need to change the subject,” Youleena laughed, but then we both glanced at each other, and the Stone Melding woman’s cheeks turned a bit pink before she turned away.

“Yeeeeahhh,” Emta drawled. “Your face is turning the color of a sunset, Youleena.”

“Is not,” the other woman laughed, and then she urged Ad-Rock to the front of our group so that she wasn’t looking in my direction.

“Trel is going to get to everyone, eventually,” Liahpa said.

“It’s not Trel,” Keefaye cooed as she leaned her head on my shoulder. “It’s Victor. Emta, you must admit that you have feelings for--”

“Let’s change the subject,” I interrupted. “No need to put Emta on the spot. She’s had a rough day so far.”

“Damn right I have,” Emta snorted, and then she took another drink.

The conversation died down after that, and we all occupied ourselves by studying the grasslands for movement, or checking the sky for any large flying predators. The evening air became cool, and a slight breeze picked up that carried the soft smell of the ocean up the slope and to our noses. It almost overpowered the stench of blood and gore that coated my chest and Tom’s shoulders, and it was a bit hard to believe that we’d just had a crazy epic battle with more than a dozen T-rexes less than an hour ago.

I had to remind myself again that taming dinosaurs, killing T-rexes, and having sex with a bunch of beautiful alien women wasn’t quite the direction I’d thought my life would go.

This life was pretty crazy, but at this point all I could do was enjoy the various victories I’d experienced in the last few months since coming to this place. I was the guy who called himself king of this world. So, that meant I killed T-rexes or any other fuckers who got in my way, and yeah, I guess I had a harem of beautiful women who all loved me and wanted my babies. Who was I to not return their love and give them what they wanted.

It was the kingly thing to do, and that’s who I was now.

It was tough to say exactly how long we were on the savannah for, but I guessed an hour and a half of travel, and I soon saw the beginnings of the jungle foothills that would switch back up to our mines.

Then I saw a bit of movement at the entrance to the trails that we had always used, and I ordered my dinos to halt.

“What is it?” Liahpa said as she held her hand over her eyes like a visor.

“Hard to tell from this distance,” I said as I looked over at the low-hanging sun. I guessed we only had an hour or so of daylight, and the early twilight shadows always played tricks with my eyes. It was my least favorite time to drive back in Los Angeles, and the way the shadows fell from the trees were creating pockets of darkness.

We slowed our ride a bit, and we all grabbed our spears as we eyed the last half-mile between us and the edge of the savannah. As we got closer, the shadows seemed to stop shifting around the base of the trees, and once we were within three hundred yards, I realized they were dinosaurs.

There were three of them laying in the early evening shade provided by the jungle, and it had been a bit hard to see their true shapes because they were relatively low to the ground for how wide they were.

They were also covered with spikes and plates all over their backs, and as we rode closer, the one in the front of the trio casually flicked his tail to the side, and I saw it had a massive stone-ball-like nub at the end.

“Ohhh, hell, yeah,” I gasped as soon as I realized what the three dinos were.

“What are they, Victor?” Keefaye asked.

“They are one of the most badass dinos ever,” I said, and I tried not to sound as excited as I was. “They are ankylosauruses, and I’m totally going to tame them.”
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Chapter 20

The three ankylosauruses didn’t seem that interested in us. Even after we got within a hundred yards, they just seemed more than happy to chill in the shade, and the only hint I had that they were even alive was when one of them casually flicked their massive beating-club tail through the air. The three armored dinos were laying on the ground like lounging house cats, so it was a bit hard to guess at how tall they were at the shoulder, but I guessed they were a good twenty feet long, so just about the length and width of each of my trikes.

The outer ridges of the ankylosaurus’ tops were all laced with rose-thorn style spikes that curved upward like beckoning fingers. The upper portion of their shells were covered in a random array of smooth to rough shaped armored plates that looked strong enough to stop any T-rex tooth or claw from penetrating.

Their heads were all a rough triangle shape with armored plates on the top and ear-like horns on the side that sat a little farther back on their heads than what I would have thought looked natural. They had a unique ugliness that just made them adorable, and I couldn’t help but think about the awesome big dude, Sloth, from the movie Goonies.

The ankylosauruses’ tails were probably the most impressive part. They were roughly the size of small beach balls, and massive stone-looking plates armored each side of the weapon like some kind of badass barbarian mace. Each of their tails were colored a dark brown, but their colors shifted a bit on their torsos and heads. The one in front was a darker color than the other two, and his chest, back, and head were pretty much black.

The one in the middle was almost a goldish color, and the armored plates on top of his back were significantly smoother than his two pals. The last one in the group had side-spikes that were more twisted than the other two, so instead of pointing slightly up, they seemed to curl in every single direction like a vine of thorns. He also had a bit of a red-like hue to his brown body, and I had to admit that he looked like the most badass of the bunch.

We were now about fifty yards from the three ankylosauruses, and I took a deep breath as I planned my next move. I almost wanted to try and tame them from the top of my saddle like I’d done with Bevis and Butt-Head, but these ankylosauruses probably weighed ten times more than the pachys did, so I figured my skill would probably work better if I approached them.

Then the black-headed guy in the front casually smacked into a jungle tree with the armored beach ball on his tail, and the sound of it split the air like a thunderclap.

The tree bent sideways and then began to tumble over.

“Holy shit,” I breathed as I looked at the spot where the front guy had hit the fifteen-foot-tall banyan. His tail hadn’t even cut through the wood, the hit had just turned the whole side of the trunk into shreds and splinters, and I could actually see a bit of smoke coming up from the impact.

One hit from that tail, and I’d be Victor mist.

“Are you really going to tame them?” Liahpa whispered as my friends all steered their mounts close to me.

“Look at how fucking strong that one in the front is!” Emta hissed under her breath. “I don’t even think Tom could smack a tree down like that.”

Tom gave a loud grunt, and then he shook his head.

“No offense,” Emta cleared her throat. “You are a big guy, and… uhhh… really strong. Seems like you are better at plowing over assholes than taking down trees is all I’m saying.”

Tom huffed and seemed to shrug his massive shoulders.

“Does he forgive me?” Emta whispered to me as she pointed down at Tom.

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “And yes, I’m going to tame these guys.”

I started to slide off Tom’s saddle, but Keefaye grabbed my arm, and I could feel her nails digging into my skin.

“Can’t you do it from up here?” she asked, but it was more like a plea.

“I don’t know if I can,” I said.

“You should try first,” Liahpa said as she crossed her arms. “Not that I don’t think you can do it up close, but…”

“You can’t use your penis if you are dead,” Emta laughed.

“That’s a good point,” I said, and then I reached out to the trio of ankylosauruses.

I could feel their presences very easily, but as soon as I tried to connect with them the same way I had with my other dinos, it felt like it slipped away, as if I was trying to grab onto a slippery fish. The guy in the front glanced at me with a bit of interest, but the other two were scratching the sides of their small heads on the ground like cats would use the grass to get scratches on the sides of their chins. Then the guy in the front looked away from me, and I felt what little connection I had dissipate.

“I have to get closer,” I said as I slipped off the side of Tom’s saddle. As soon as I hit the ground I started walking toward the three tank-like dinos, but as soon as I had made it halfway there I realized that I was covered in T-rex blood and gore.

Probably not the best first impression.

“Hey guys,” I said as I approached them. “How’s it going?”

The three of them glanced over to me, but then they went back to rubbing their heads against the grass, so I continued forward until I was about thirty feet from the lead guy with the black head. Then I cleared my throat again and tried to get his attention.

“My name is Victor. How are you three guys doing today?”

The one in the back with the curly spikes looked in my direction, and then he raised the armored ball of his tail and wagged it in my direction.

Was that a wave, or was he telling me to fuck off?

I took a step closer.

“My friends and I are going up the path there into the canyons,” I explained as I pointed to the path they were lounging next to. “We are going to mine some copper. Well, it’s these green rocks we are mining, and then we’ll turn those into copper. We have to use the metal to fight some bad guys.”

The one in the middle with the smooth plates huffed at me, but it didn’t seem like he was angry, more like he was bored.

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” I chuckled. “You three are badass dudes. How could anyone mess with you? All that armor on your body is pretty great.”

The one in the rear was actually looking at me now, and I started to feel beads of sweat drip down my back.

I took a few steps closer.

“So, I was wondering if you three wanted to come with me,” I said with as much confidence as I could. “I could use your help. Being that you are badass dudes who can wreck trees with a single swipe of your tail.”

They didn’t answer, but the one in front was looking at me now.

“I can promise you some excite--”

The one in the front suddenly brought his tail down on the dirt, and the ground shuddered all the way up to my knees.

Fuck.

“Excitement,” I finished. “I can see the allure of chilling in the shade, but you three seem bored. What is life if you are bor-- ahhh!”

I let out a gasp as the one in the front suddenly stood, and his face rose a good foot above mine. I took a step back with his sudden movement, and it was a good thing I did, since his teeth clamped shut right where my face had been a moment before.

“Hey, man,” I started to say, but then the smooth-plated guy in the middle got up and took a few steps toward me.

Both of these guys stood taller than I had thought, and I guessed that their legs were about five feet high while the tops of their backs were eight or so feet. They were really fucking big. Not as big as Tom or Bob, but they easily outweighed Mike D, Ad-Rock, and MCA, even if the armored dinos’ backs didn’t arch as high as the stegos.

The smooth-backed gold ankylosaurus shoulder-checked the black-headed one as he moved toward me. It seemed like he was actually going to headbutt me, but before he could get close enough, the one he’d just shoulder-checked returned the favor, and the gold ankylosaurus stumbled a few steps to the side.

The black guy let out an angry honk at the gold guy, and the gold guy pressed his face up against his pal so that they were nose to nose. Then the third guy with the twisted spikes got up, and he honked with annoyance at his friends.

“What… the fuck?” I took a step away, but my movement caught black-headed dude’s attention, and he suddenly arched his back and twisted his ass around.

I dropped to the grass on my belly instantly, and I felt the weight of his massive tail part the wind like the gravitational pull of a big rig truck screaming past at eighty miles an hour. I immediately heard a smacking sound, and that was quickly followed by an angry honk.

I jumped back up to my feet and saw the gold ankylosaurus pushing his head into the black ankylosaurus’ neck. Gold dude’s smooth armored plates had a red mark on them, and I realized that his pal must have accidently smacked him with his tail when he’d tried to hit me.

The ankylosaurus with the twisted spikes tried to push in between his two friends, but the gold dino with the smooth plates thrashed out with his tail toward the black guy, and I cringed when I saw the heavy weighted ball hit the ankylosaurus with the twisted spikes right in the fucking nose on accident.

The third ankylosaurus stumbled to the side after he got tail whipped, but he somehow didn’t go down. Instead, he tossed his head to the side as if he was shaking off a circle of tweeting birds hovering over his skull, and then he aimed a tail strike at Goldie.

The black dino picked that precise moment to shoulder check the gold one, though, and instead of the thorny one’s tail hitting Goldie, the meaty end smacked right into Black’s ass with the sound of a shotgun being fired. The first ankylosaurus let out a yelp as he sprang into the air, and then he twisted around and tried to swing his tail at the one with the spikes, but he swung clockwise instead of counterclockwise and hit Goldie right in the face, who as I recalled, was the guy he’d meant to hit in the first place a few seconds ago.

Goldie actually spun around with the impact, and his tail lashed out with the momentum and clipped the black ankylosaurus right in the side.

“Uhhh… what the fuck?” I whispered under my breath as I took another step back. “These guys are complete idiots.”

As I watched the tail-slapping antics unfold, I couldn’t help but wonder if these dinos were dumb because their heads were armored so much that there wasn’t any room for their brains, or if they had just gotten smacked around so many times by each other’s tails that any brain cells they developed just got concussed loose. Either way, these three were starting to beat on each other really hard, and other than a few annoyed honks, they didn’t seem to really feel each other’s attacks.

The one with the smooth plates was now pounding the spiked guy’s side with his tail, but then the black-headed one hit both of them with a tail swipe, and they forgot about each other and started trying to headbutt their friend, then the gold one accidently hit the spiked one’s side with his tail, and they went back to smacking each other around. The trio seemed to have completely forgotten about me, and I looked back to my friends and gave them an exaggerated shrug.

“Uhh… I’m not quite sure what to do,” I called back.

“You’ve gotta get in there and beat their heads in!” Emta was slurring her words a bit.

“Yeaaaahhhh… naw,” I chuckled.

“Sure, you do!” Emta took another swig of her drink. “It’s what I would do. Go show them who their fucking king is!”

“You sound a little drunk right now,” I sighed.

“Nope,” she scoffed. “I’m really, really drunk right now. So, go beat their asses!”

“That doesn’t seem like a good idea to me,” Keefaye said.

“Me either,” Youleena agreed.

“Do it!” Emta hollered. “Go show those thick skulls how big your dick is, Victor.”

“How big my dick is?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Yeaaahhh.” Emta hiccuped. “You got a big dick. I… uhhhh. Heard. Anyway. Go show them who their king is.”

“You are really drunk, aren’t you,” Liahpa sighed.

“I just told you I was!”

“Alright,” I said as I turned away from the women. I didn’t know if Emta’s strategy was sound, but she kind of had a point that these guys weren’t going to come with me if they were too busy smacking each other around. They only seemed to be paying attention to the last guy that hit them, so I needed to be that guy.

Or something like that.

“Hey!” I shouted as I stepped close to them. “Guys! Hello!”

Goldie was ignoring me, or he seemed to be, but then I saw his ass twitch, and I fell to my stomach again just in time to duck under another swing from his massive tail. The hit ricocheted off the black one’s side, and I didn’t get up until the heavy ball had passed back the other way over my body.

“Hey!” I shouted again as I sprang up on my feet, and then I moved right in between their shoulders so that I could grab onto the horns of both the gold and black one.

This was probably one of the stupidest things I’ve ever done.

“Listen up!” I shouted as loud as I could as I pulled on their horns, and I was a bit surprised when each of them twisted their necks around to face me. “You three idiots are coming with me, you got it?”

The black one let out an annoyed honk, and he pushed his face forward to bite my shoulder, but I elbow smashed him in the side of the face as hard as I could, and he flinched back as if I’d actually hit him with my own armored tail ball.

“No, you don’t,” I said, and then I elbowed the smooth-armored one right in the fucking nose as I held onto his horn.

He let out a honk when I bopped him, and then I reached back over to the first guy, grabbed his horn, and then squeezed their faces together. Both of their eyes were wide open as they looked at me, and there was actually a bit of fear in them.

“Stop messing around and get in line!” I growled at them, and then I shoved them both away from me.

The third ankylosaurus with the twisted spikes butted shoulders with his pals as he came forward to try and turtle-chomp me, but I wound my arm back and socked him right in the soft spot of his nose. He honked out a surprised beep that sounded like a bus, and then I grabbed both of his horns and kneed him in the chin a few times. I didn’t go full power, but it was enough to make him panic a bit, and he backpedaled a few steps until I pushed his head away.

“Anyone else have something to say?” I barked.

The three armored dinos glanced at each other, and then I saw the edges of my vision flash. I blinked open my Eye-Q and saw that I’d tamed the three Ankylosaurus magniventris.

“Then get in line,” I gestured to the back of the pack, and the three big armored dudes let out happy-sounding honks as they wiggled past me.

Just as the last one with the twisted spikes walked by, I grabbed onto his side horns and swung myself up and onto his side. Then I grabbed another jutting armor piece and pulled my body the rest of the way up so that I was standing on top of his back.

“Hell yeah!” I raised my fist into the air as the armored behemoths moved to the back of the line behind Ad-Rock, and the other women gave me wide smiles as soon as the Ankylosauruses were in place.

“I told you so!” Emta cackled, and then she raised her jug to her lips.

“You did,” I admitted. “It was a good plan.”

“See? I‘ve got good ideas.”

“I never said you didn’t,” I chuckled. “You were the one who said you would be useless without your legs. Remember?”

“Yeah…” she sighed.

“But then you told me how to tame these guys, so you have beauty, brawn, and brains.”

Emta pursed her lips at me, and then she shook her head and cleared her throat. “Soooo… uhhhh… I like these guys. You have names for them?”

“Yep,” I said. “The one with the brown tail and black head is named Moe. The gold one with the smooth armored plates is Curly, and the one I’m riding right now is named Larry.”

“But shouldn’t the one with the curly spikes on his side be named Curly?” Keefaye tilted her head so that her golden mane fell over her shoulder.

“You’d think so,” I chuckled, “but these were famous comedians in my world that these three remind me of, and Curly was the guy with the shaved head. Larry had long curly hair, so it kinda works out.”

“That makes sense.” Keefaye smiled at me.

“I like the names,” Emta said. “Comedians, you said? They made people laugh with jokes?”

“Yep.”

“What kind of jokes?” she asked.

“Physical comedy,” I said. “They’d accidentally hit each other, get mad, and hit each other back. It sounds kind of dumb when I describe it that way, but it was supposed to be a simple kind of slapstick.”

“That sounds like my kind of comedy,” Emta laughed. “I like it.”

I carefully climbed off Larry’s back so I didn’t accidentally get impaled by his thorns, and then I made my way back over to Tom. A few moments later I was sitting back with Keefaye, and our caravan was moving up to the mouth of the jungle mountain trail.

“I was worried about you,” Keefaye whispered as she leaned in close to wrap her arms around me. “Those dinosaurs were mean looking.”

“They are more gentle than the T-rexes we just fought,” I chuckled as I wrapped my right arm over her slender shoulders.

“Yeah, but you were on Tom’s back then, and you have Liahpa, Emta, and Emerald to protect your sides. With Larry, Moe, and Curly, you were all alone.”

“I’m good at taming these dinosaurs,” I said with a shrug. “Sometimes I just have to figure out how to connect with them. These three thick-skulls obviously need someone to smack them around a bit, just like I had to do with Dwayne.”

“It was impressive,” she whispered in my ear, and then she gently licked my earlobe, and a shiver of pleasure ran down my spine.

“Ohhh, my,” I purred. “My dear priestess. How did you learn to do that? Was that in one of your books?”

“Maybe,” she whispered in my ear, and her breath was hot and steamy. “I’ll show you more if we can get some alone time.”

“Might be hard to do until we get back,” I said. “We have to focus on mining this copper. I’m glad those T-rexes didn’t set us back much time.”

“Can you use Larry, Moe, and Curly to carry the rocks?” Keefaye asked as she glanced back over her shoulder at our new friends.

“I don’t think so,” I said. “Their--”

“What are you talking about?” Liahpa asked as she slowed MCA so she could ride next to us. “Carrying the copper on the new dinosaurs?”

“Yeah.” I smiled at her as I thought about how cool it was that we had this mental connection.

“Could we build storage bins for each of them?” Liahpa asked.

“I don’t think so,” I said. “Their tops are convex, so anything I designed would be fighting against the natural shape of their bodies.”

“I bet Trel could think of a way,” Keefaye said. “Maybe when we return she could do something for our second trip.”

“Yeah,” I said, but then I turned back to watch the new trio trudge up the hill behind us. As soon as I paid attention to them, I noticed their waddle became a bit more purposeful and smooth. The shift looked really obvious, so I glanced away from them for a minute before I quickly turned around to look at them. Sure enough, their lumbering gait improved dramatically as soon as I was watching them, and my mind mulled over my observations as I turned back around.

“Victor?” Liahpa asked.

“Hmmm?”

“You seem deep in thought,” she said. “I even made a joke about Trel, and you didn’t laugh.”

“It was rather funny,” Keefaye giggled.

“I bet it was…” I said, and then I turned back to the ankylosauruses and watched them. Once again, I noticed that they quickly got more balanced with their stride, so I thought about them all matching their footfalls as if they were in a marching band.

Larry stuttered his back left foot for half a moment, and then the trio was suddenly walking in step as if they were horses trained to be in a parade.

“Liahpa and Keefaye,” I whispered, “watch Larry, Moe, and Curly’s legs. See how they are all in step?”

“Yes,” Keefaye answered.

“Tell me what happens when I turn around,” I said, and then I twisted my shoulders back to the front so I was watching both the Emeralds on Nicole and Katie.

“They… they are out of step now,” Liahpa said. “Took them a few seconds, but then they fell out.”

“Okay,” I said, and then I thought about them all walking in step again.

“They are back in step!” Keefaye said.

“How about now?” I asked.

“Out,” Liahpa said.

“So this is interesting.” I took a deep breath. “When I think about them, or I look at them, they seem to walk smoother and with better footfalls. When I turn away or don’t think about them, they kind of lumber around like they are half-drunk.”

“What’s this about being drunk now?” Emta called out.

“Nothing,” I laughed.

“What does it mean?” Liahpa asked.

“I don’t know if this is unique to just the ankylosauruses, but it seems like… I dunno… they seem to get smarter when I’m watching them?”

“Hmmm…” Liahpa tapped her chin and then glanced back at the three new dinos. “It’s either that, or they are getting stupider when you aren’t paying attention to them.”

“That could be,” I chuckled, “but I feel like their clumsy lumbering walk is their normal gait, but is that just them, or do all of my dinosaurs get smarter when I’m around them?”

“If you’ll recall, it was only a few weeks or so ago that you left the group alone with them. When you and I went to get malachite the first time. We left a lot of your pets at the camp.” Liahpa motioned with her arms like she was mining as she spoke, and I was distracted for a few seconds by the tone of her arms and the bob of her breasts when she made the picking motions.

“Yeah, and my dinos seemed to help around the camp just fine when I was gone,” I said. “I’m not sure how to test this with the other dinos, it might just be more obvious with Moe, Larry, and Curly because they aren’t the… smartest of my pals.”

“What if it is your presence that makes them smarter?” Keefaye asked.

“Do they stay smarter the longer you are around them?” Liahpa asked. “If I think about Hope and Bob, and Sonny and Cher, they seem really smart, but I don’t think they were that smart when you first tamed them.”

“I don’t know.” I shrugged.

“ I think they are getting smarter,” Keefaye said. “The other morning, when both of you were with Sheela looking at the redwoods, Galmine asked Sonny really nicely if he could knock down one of the trees so she could set up the hut, and he did it and then rolled over on his side so that she could scratch his belly. I don’t think he would have done that when we first joined the tribe. Sonny was nice then, but Victor always had to be around to tell them what to do.”

“Hmmm…” I said. “This is interesting, but maybe it has more to do with the level of my Tame instead of the amount of time I spend with them?”

“I’d say that’s true if we just considered Dwayne,” Liahpa said, “but you say that Larry, Moe, and Curly aren’t--”

“Yeah,” I interrupted her. “That makes me think that it’s not my ability level that’s affecting their intelligence. Dwayne could have just been smart to start off with, but maybe he’ll get smarter the longer he hangs out with me? I guess we can look at Jinx. Is he smarter now than when I first got him? I know you both weren’t around when I came to this world, but he’s the first dino that I tamed, so would that mean he’s become the smartest?”

“Jinx does seem as if he’s your smartest pet,” Keefaye said as she nodded her head. “He’s so clever, and he seems to have a sense of humor.”

“That he does,” Liahpa said. “I feel like sometimes he’s laughing along with our jokes.”

“Shit, really?” I asked. “I haven’t noticed that.”

“I’ll pay more attention to him,” Liahpa said, “but I think that when I caught Trel with our bet, and everyone was laughing, Jinx was rolling around the ground squawking, too. Almost as if he was laughing the hardest out of all of us, but I was pretty caught up in my victory, so I wasn’t paying close attention to him.”

“Hmmm…” I scratched at my beard as I thought about Liahpa’s observations. “So all this discussion has given me a bit of an idea, but it might not work, and we might end up wasting some time.”

“Or it might work, and I’m thinking it’s going to save us a ton of time,” Liahpa laughed as she leaned over in her saddle so she could hear us better.

“I don’t think we can make something to support malachite on one of the ankylosauruses,” I began. “I was considering a pull cart for each of them, but it is going to be too complicated and time consuming to cut trees for wheels, shape them so they are perfectly round, and then figure out how to do the axles. I imagine there also would need to be some sort of suspension or the weight of all the rock will probably break the axles. Then we’d also have to make three more. It just seems like something we’d need metal for, and Trel to help design it.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Liahpa said, “but I can tell you have another idea.”

“If we could make a large, raft-like platform anchored between all or two of them while they walk in step we could load the rock up on it to give us more hauling capacity. The issue is figuring out how to build it, and then building it, all while we are up against a deadline for mining, but I know it’s going to be easier to do than trying to incorporate wheels and an axle in the design.”

“If we can get it done, we can probably carry twice the load we could with the stegos,” Liahpa said. “Then we’d only have to make one trip.”

“Especially if Youleena makes the copper inside each chunk of malachite purer,” I said. “I think the bottleneck with this whole operation is travel time, so anything we can do to bring the biggest load back without adding too much time is going to be a good idea.”

“Did I hear my name?” Youleena called out from behind us, and we gestured for her to ride up a bit so we could explain the idea of building a platform.

“It might work,” she said with a shug, “but do you want me working on the rocks, building the platform, or mining?”

“You’ve got to work with the rocks,” I said. “Liahpa and--”

“I want to dig!” Emta shouted.

“Liahpa and Emta will mine. The Emeralds will transport the rock from the mining site to you before they load it on the stegos, and Keefaye and I will figure out how to make the platform for the ankylosauruses. We’ve got some extra poles on Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock that we can use to build on Larry, Moe, and Curly. We just have to figure out how to tie them up with cordage, so--”

“Kacerie packed a lot of cordage for us,” Youleena said as she pointed down to where she rode on Ad-Rock. “A few hundred feet at least. She thought we might need it for various jobs.”

“She’s a genius,” I said, and then I looked up ahead on the trail. It was beginning to get steeper now, and I knew we were about an hour away from hitting the first of the mining spots.

I suddenly got an odd feeling from Bruce, and my breath caught in my throat.

“What if we can’t figure out how to build the platform?” Keefaye asked.

“Then we’ll have to hope that the single load we bring on the stegos will be enough,” I said. “I really don’t think we’ll have time to make another. Bruce is upset about something, and I think it’s because Wyss and his tribe are on the move.”
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Chapter 21

“Where are they going?” Keefaye asked.

“I have to look.” I took a deep breath. “Bruce is pretty far away from me now, but I think I can still see through his eyes. I’m going to sit here for a few moments while I look.”

I let my body relax against Keefaye’s as I pushed my vision to Bruce. It took me a few seconds to finally see out of his eyes, but I quickly figured out that my buddy was circling east of the anthill mound where Wyss and his tribe members lived.

Wyss, the obsidian dude Ohkall, and the woman Veeraale were standing on the shore of the river beside their compound, and it looked like Veeraale and Wyss were arguing. Ohkall had his arms crossed and stood a few feet away from them, but Wyss kept shaking his head while Veeraale pointed at him and then south down the river.

Bruce was too far away to hear what they were saying, so I reached out to Jinx, Soju, and Dwayne to see where they were. Unfortunately, Jinx and his new mate were west about a mile on the edge of the jungle looking at the south side of the mound, and Dwayne was farther south closer to the cottage. I guessed it would take ten minutes for them to get to my enemies, so I quickly decided to have Soju and Jinx start making their way there just in case the trio argued for that long.

As Wyss and Veeraale had their heated argument, Ohkall moved closer to the river, and then he waddled in knee-deep and stared into the current. The big man stayed as still as a statue while his two companions talked, but after a few minutes, the heated discussion between Wyss and Veeraale seemed to die down, and they both stood with their arms crossed as they watched their friend.

Jinx and Soju were about halfway there now, but then Ohkall suddenly moved, and he speared his fingers into the water. When he came up, I saw a three-foot-long alligator-looking creature twisting against his grip, and it was bleeding from the many puncture holes his fingers had given the beast.

Wyss immediately began to summon a portal on the ground, and the small shadow alligator emerged a few seconds later. The beast then scurried into the water, and Ohkall threw his dying catch back in.

“Shiiiit,” I sighed. “Wyss is sending a small spy down the river. It’s like a three-foot-long version of Grumpy that can swim and move on the land.”

“It will go to the cottage?” Liahpa asked, but her voice was faint in my mind.

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s what I would do. Wyss will want to see what’s going on in the cottage and whether I’m still there. He was arguing with Veeraale. Probably because she didn’t want to risk getting caught.”

“What are you going to do?” Keefaye asked.

“Bruce has lost track of it in the current,” I said as my flying pal tried to circle south to follow the river. “I’m going to have Dwayne patrol the shore right to the east of the cottage where the trail is, but the shadow clone could get off anywhere and sneak through the jungle. It’s really small.”

Dwayne was already moving southeast through the jungle so that he could try and find Wyss’ shadow minion, and I gave Jinx and Soju orders to do the same, but I changed their destination so they were a bit more north up the river than Dwayne was. Since they were already moving in that direction, they were only five minutes or so away, but I realized that if the shadow beast got out of the water soon and made its way toward the camp from that northeast direction, it might slip between where Dwayne was patrolling and where Jinx and Soju were running.

I changed my strategy and told my two little raptors to angle more southward, and then I had them split up by about twenty five yards and hide. I still kept Dwayne in his position in the jungle just north of the trail leading from the river directly to the cottage, but I was a bit worried that Wyss’ thing could slip through one of the many cracks between my three pets.

Then Bruce saw movement in the river, and I almost cheered when I saw the small alligator get out of the river.

Sure enough, the guy was about a hundred yards north of Dwayne, and there would have been no way my big Utahraptor would have seen it if the minion just made a direct line to the cottage. Now that Bruce had spied him, I knew where to send Dwayne, Jinx, and Soju, and I tightened my defensive perimeter around the area where I thought the alligator was going to pass.

Bruce wasn’t going to be able to help the team track the shadow creature through the jungle’s canopy, so I told him to circle back up north to where Wyss, Ohkall, and Veeraale were standing, and then I focused down on Dwayne.

My big utah was carefully hiding behind a big banyan, and his hunter instincts were causing his long tail to slowly sway back and forth with excitement. A small alligator wasn’t exactly an exciting catch for my big friend, but he knew he was helping to protect his family, and he trembled with a joy-filled eagerness.

I moved over to Jinx and Soju, and they both had found ninja-ambush spots in large ferns. I didn’t think either of them could take out an alligator by themselves, but as soon as they saw the trespasser, Dwayne would know where it was, and then the game would be over.

The jungle suddenly grew silent, and the only sound was the slight breeze parting the leaves. I could smell the wet dirt through Jinx’s nose, I could feel Soju’s little heart snare drumroll in her chest, and I could taste Dwayne’s hunger on his tongue as he opened his mouth to breathe.

Then Jinx heard a dragging-slithering sound to his east, and the plodding footsteps that followed convinced all of us that it was our prey.

Wyss’ minion was making a straight line between Jinx and Dwayne, so the big raptor moved slowly north through the thick trees while Jinx moved south. Soju came to her mate’s side as they stalked silently through the ferns, and then the three of them met at a small path cutting east and west.

Jinx and Soju crouched down more as the alligator got within ten feet of them, and as it passed, Jinx let out a loud squawk. The shadow minion immediately twisted its body in the direction of where the little raptors were hiding, but that was just the opening Dwayne needed.

The Utahraptor pounced forward like a jungle cat and tore his teeth into the neck of the smaller alligator. It instantly turned to spraying ash, but Dwayne still thrashed his massive neck to the side like a dog with its favorite chew toy for good measure.

The task was done, and my pals had successfully defended their positions.

I bounced back to Bruce a second later, and it was just in time to catch Wyss stomp his foot with frustration. Veeraale raised her hands and mouthed a question to him, but Wyss just shook his head.

The white-haired warrior woman with the teal skin did not look happy.

She smacked him in the shoulder and gestured to the south. She was obviously yelling at Wyss, but I had no idea what she was saying because of Bruce’s distance.

Wyss tried to turn away from her, but she grabbed him by the shoulder, then I let out a gasp when he spun around and punched her right in the face.

Veeraale spun away from the force of the blow, but she quickly turned around and raised a trembling hand to her face. Ohkall quickly stepped between the two of them, and he raised his bladed fingers hesitantly.

The woman’s nose was bleeding from the hit, and she started yelling and pointing at Wyss again. The man tried to step toward her, but Ohkall put his massive chest in the way while he shook his head and waved his fingers emphatically.

Veeraale finally finished her last insult to Wyss, and then she spun on her heels and power walked up the slope toward their anthill-like caves. Wyss called after her, but she just shook her head and kept walking. Then the shadow-summoning man pushed Ohkall away. I was actually a bit surprised that the big obsidian man moved from the force of Wyss’ shove, but then he just stepped back around to block his leader from going after Veeraale. When she finally made it to the caves, Ohkall stepped aside, and Wyss shot him a glare before he stomped up after his mate.

I figured this was the end of the drama, so I pulled my sight back to my own body, and I blinked a few times as the rays of the setting sun punching through the jungle canopy laced into my vision.

“Trouble in paradise,” I snickered, and then I updated everyone on what I’d just seen go down with the two ex-lovers, or at least, I assumed they were over after Wyss had hit Veeraale.

“This is good news!” Keefaye gushed. “They are falling apart.”

“Yep,” I said.

“We should still be careful,” Youleena chimed in. “On my world, wars are often lost when the family who is getting the worst of the fighting attempts desperate measures. It is often unexpected and can sway the battle. It is best to treat this Wyss as more dangerous than he was before since he has looked foolish in the eyes of his woman. The only way he can prove himself now is to bring her Victor’s head.”

“That’s a good point,” I said. “I forgot how much experience you have with battle.”

“I don’t have any, really.” Youleena shrugged. “I was kept far from all battle, but I was often present in war rooms, and I heard of past wars. I’m sure Emerald has the most experience in our little group.”

We all turned to the two Emeralds, and they began to gesture.

I agree with Youleena.

The war isn’t over until Wyss is dead.

He has been put off balance. He may think that you know he tried to spy on him, so you must use that to your advantage.

Yes. He is already afraid of you, but you told him not to spy on you, and now he thinks he has been discovered.

If you could drive a wedge between him and his followers, now would be the time to do it. Unfortunately, you are here working on collecting copper.

This is an important task as well.

Great leaders are often needed in all the places at once.

I updated the group on what Emerald had said, and they all nodded. We might have continued the discussion for a bit longer, but then the first wall of green appeared on our right side, and I slowed all our mounts down a bit.

“I think we should go into the cave where we’ve camped a few times,” I said. “I’d feel a bit safer if we had a spot for Youleena to work that was defensible.”

Everyone nodded, and we continued on for another quarter of a mile or so until we came to the familiar cave where Emerald and I had gotten attacked by the massive centipede.

“Emerald, can one of you come with me to check on the centipede corpse?” I asked. “The rest of you can unpack stuff and start prepping to mine. Keefaye, we’ll need torches. The plan is to use your blessed water for fuel.”

“I’ll do it,” she said as she slid off Tom.

“Be back in a second.” I pulled my Cricket Bat of Doom off my shoulder and walked with one of the Emeralds deeper into the cave.

She carried a spear in her hands, but the real reason I wanted her with me was because of the purple light that came from her forehead. Emerald had told me that she commanded her people with pulses of light, so she didn’t have any vocal cords. The light was super useful in times like this, so we easily made our way down into the back lower level of the cave, and I was relieved to find that the corpse of the centipede was still there.

“On one hand, it’s gross that it’s still here,” I said. “On the other hand, it probably means that the rest of the cave is clear. It’s only been… what… a few days since we were here last?”

Emerald nodded, and then she gestured to the wall where the iron ore was.

“I can’t wait to get to that, either,” I said. “We’ll be able to make some badass weapons. But we know how to extract copper easily now, and I don’t quite know how to get iron or centaur from the rocks, so we’ll focus on the malachite now. There is plenty of it on the walls outside the cave.”

Emerald nodded, and we made our way back up to the main part of the cave where everyone was unpacking our equipment.

I was actually surprised at how much progress the rest of the team had made in just a few short minutes. Emta had unpacked all the various pick tools for digging out the malachite, the other Emerald and Liahpa had lifted all the spare poles and rope from the stegos and laid it beside the ankylosauruses, Youleena had started the fire in the pit that our group had used last time we passed through here, and Keefaye was already dipping some five feet lengths of branches into pots of her blessed water.

“Great job, everyone,” I said.

“Thanks!” Keefaye took one of her dipped poles, passed it over Youleena’s flame, and then raised it as soon as it caught fire. “Do you want me to put this near the wall on our right or left as we exit?”

“Put it on the right wall,” I said. “We’ll keep the left path open in case we have to escape. I want to go downhill back toward home if we have to get the fuck out of here in a hurry.”

“Makes sense,” Keefaye said, and then she walked out of the corner and around the path.

Liahpa and Emta followed after her a few moments later with their antler and stone picks, and the Emeralds moved to help Youleena set up a cooking spit. By the time I’d finished sorting through the various extra poles to make the ankylosaurus platform, Youleena was roasting our meat over the fire, Keefaye had set up her torches around the trail outside the cave, and I could hear Emta and Liahpa hammering away at the rock wall.

“How can I help?” Keefaye asked once she’d returned from her task.

“Let’s measure this longest pole against their backs,” I said, and then she grabbed one end of the arm-thick piece of wood I was inspecting and helped me carry it out of the cave so that I could lay it across Moe and Curly’s backs. The piece was long enough to span the width of both the armored dinos, but that was only if they were standing shoulder to shoulder.

“It looks like it fits,” she said.

“Almost,” I said. “We need about five more feet just so they have some room to move their legs. I could probably focus on coordinating their walking like a three-legged sack race, but I’m guessing that would be hard for me to focus on for the entire trip back.

“Three-legged sack race?” She tilted her head.

“Yeah,” I chuckled, and then I stood next to her so that our shoulders touched. “Imagine if your right leg and my left leg were inside of a sack, or tied together, and we had to race people across a field.”

“That sounds ridiculously fun,” she laughed.

“It is, but most people end up falling over.”

“So we need to find a longer pole,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said as I looked up into the darkening jungle. “But that might be hard to do.”

“Especially at night,” Keefaye sighed.

“And on the edge of a ravine,” I said as I pointed down the steep edges of the switchback. “The good news is that trees are growing up along the cliffs here. We just have to be careful when we cut them down so we don’t fall. I don’t think we are the best people for this job. Let’s go talk to the group.”

We went back to where Emta and Liahpa were working and found that they’d already picked out a good three wheelbarrows full of green rock onto the trail. The Emeralds were picking up armfuls of the rock and moving it back to Youleena, but I told everyone to stop for a second so we could change the plans.

“Liahpa, I need you to get me four or five poles about this thick but five feet longer,” I said as I held the pole upright.

“Soooo… about twenty feet long?” she guessed as she looked up at the length.

“Yep,” I said. “You’ll have to look up at the high branches on the edges of the switchback. Since you can float and have the pizza-cutter, I don’t have to worry about you falling. I need one of the Emeralds to go with you so she can light the way. Keefaye and I will take over here. I’ll pick while Keefaye hauls the rock.”

“Got it,” the beautiful athlete said, and then we went about our new tasks.

For the next hour, our crew worked at a consistent pace picking rocks out of the wall, hauling them over to Youleena, or finding branches. Keefaye and Emerald ended up using their arms for the first few loads, but then they realized we had extra bedrolls, so they laid the mats on the ground for us to stack the rocks on before they both dragged the mat inside the cave to Youleena.

The air got cooler as soon as the sun fully set, and I guessed it was actually in the high sixties. It was quite a change from the endlessly hot nights I’d felt when I was first brought to Dinosaurland, but I was still working hard with my various picks, so sweat was streaming down my back like a waterfall.

“Hey, Victor,” Emta said when we decided to take a short water break. “Have you gotten… uhhh… bigger?”

“Bigger?”

“Yeah… your chest… and arms… They look… well… A few days ago, you were all skinny and lean from when you were running from Aytron. They look a lot bigger. Your chest and arms, that is.”

“Huh,” I said as I raised my arms. “I guess I do look a bit bigger. Probably because we’ve been working.”

“Has your strength gone up?” she asked.

I blinked my Eye-Q open to check:

Strength: 6

Stamina: 6

Movement: 4

Special Skill: Tamer -- Level 6

Special Skill: Empathetic Precognition -- Level 1

“Whoa!” I gasped. “Yeah. My strength was five a few days ago. It’s six now.”

“I guessed as much.” Emta nodded as her eyes roamed over my chest. “You are looking… solid.”

“Well, thanks for the compliment.” I winked at her.

“Just saying the truth.” She cleared her throat and then took another sip of her water as her eyes lingered on me.

“Maybe it’s something in the water,” I chuckled as I took another drink, but then I paused and wondered if there actually was something in Keefaye’s blessed water that had helped me get bigger. I didn’t think it was possible because I’d just had some only a half a day ago, but if the magical liquid could bring Heeyuna back from the brink of starvation, maybe it could improve the development of my muscle mass?

Once I had a chance to breathe, and I didn’t have a mini war with another tribe, I’d have to experiment.

“Victor, we’ve got some poles!” Liahpa shouted, and I turned to see her and Emerald put the last long branch down in a pile.

“Awesome,” I said as I gestured for Keefaye to walk over with me, and then I turned back to Liahpa and that Emerald. “Was it a lot of work?”

“Nope.” Liahpa shook her head. “Just took us a bit to find the ones we needed in the dark. We are ready to take your places while you and Keefaye work on the rig. I know you said you needed four or five, but the last tree had a bunch that could work, so I got you eight.”

“Great,” I said, and then Keefaye and I went to work moving the long branches between the ankylosauruses.

The eight branches that Liahpa and Emerald had found were the perfect length, but I quickly realized that my plan of stacking a trellis-like frame on top of the backs of the armored dinosaurs wasn’t going to work because of the way their turtle-like backs humped up. The solution to the problem was obvious, and I was glad that Liahpa thought of getting eight poles.

“Okay, a bit of a change of plan,” I said to Keefaye. “We are going to stack four of these poles in the front on top of each other like a horizontal wall, and then we are going to stack four in the back by their asses.”

“How will they stay on, though?” she asked. “A crosspiece?”

“Yeah,” I said as I thought of a bed’s box spring. “On Moe’s right side, and Curly’s left, we’ll do a vertical stack of smaller poles. These will be tied to each horizontal wall we put on the front and rear. When the whole thing is done, it will be just as high as the top parts of their backs, and we’ll lay another flat foundation platform on top of them.”

“I understand.” She nodded. “But do we have enough poles?”

“Nope,” I chuckled, “but we don’t need super long pieces to build that platform. We should be able to cut what we need from the trees near us without needing Liahpa’s help.”

“Let’s get started, then.” She gave me a golden smile, and then bent down to lift up one end of a long pole.

“There is just one problem…” I sighed. “And it’s kind of a big one.”

“Uh-oh.”

“Yeah,” I said as I gestured to the dark switchback trail. “Can you see?”

“Not past my torches, no,” she giggled again.

“I don’t mean that,” I laughed. “That’s easy to fix.”

“Hmmm…” Keefaye hummed as she looked at the ankylosauruses and the trail. “I feel like Kacerie or Trel would… Wait! I see!”

“What?” I smiled at her.

“Yeah…” she sighed. “I see…”

“And?”

“The trail isn’t wide enough for two of them to walk side by side.”

“Yep,” I said. “Sooooo what do you think we should do?”

“I feel like you are testing me?” She crossed her arms.

“It’s a test I know you’ll pass,” I said. “I just want you to know you can pass.”

“We… There has to be a way to do this?” Keefaye looked around at our dinosaurs, and her golden hair flashed and glittered in the torchlight.

“The only way I can think of isn’t that efficient,” I said with a shrug.

“We are going to have to figure out how to set it up, take it apart, and then put the platform together back on the savannah?” She bit her lip as she asked the question.

“That’s my solution, too,” I said. “We’ll still save a lot of time with our process, but it’s not going to be as awesome as just doing it all here.”

“I suppose it’s the best we can do,” she agreed.

“Dinner!” Youleena called out, and we turned toward the entrance to the cave.

“Breaktime!” I shouted, and the other four women stopped their various mining jobs so that we could all go inside.

Youleena had cut the sauropod meat into ten large chunks, impaled them on the skewer, and spit roasted them on the fire while she worked with the pieces of malachite that the Emeralds had brought her. There were two Dwayne-size piles beside her work station, one darker green, and one more of a dull-gray color, and the firelight flickered off the first pile like the stones were made of tiny emerald gems.

“That’s the copper?” I nodded to the green pile.

“Yes.” Youleena confirmed as she passed me a clay plate with a fist-sized chunk of juicy red meat on it. “I’m making good time, actually. I think this is almost half of what a stego could carry, so we have six or so hours before they are fully loaded. What do you think?”

“Seems like it to me,” I said as I turned to Liapha, and the silver-skinned goddess nodded as she took a bite of her meat.

As soon as she tasted the food, her red eyes rolled back into her head as if she was climaxing, and she let out a primal moan that I’d heard her make many times while I was deep inside of her.

“That good, huh?” I chuckled as I took a bite of my own meat, and then I also had to moan as my taste buds were massaged by the juicy wagyu-bacon-like flavor of the cooked flank.

I had a lot of work to do, and I wasn’t trying to get aroused, but the incredibly sexy moans that each of the women let out after they took a bite of food were making my head spin with erotic thoughts that the delicious food wasn’t helping me ignore. I had to shift on my rock stool a few times so that my erection wasn’t obvious, but then I realized that the women were completely distracted by their meals, so I just stopped caring and just enjoyed every bite.

Keefaye passed around a jug of her blessed water, but I only took enough gulps to get relaxed. Emta drank almost the whole jug, but then she, Liahpa, and Youleena were slurring their words at the end of our feast, and I suspected that the mix of alcohol and delicious meat was bringing them to a stupor.

It was nothing a bunch of manual labor couldn’t fix.

“Alright, everyone,” I cleared my throat. “Let’s review the game plan: Keefaye and I are going to spend the next two hours figuring out how to make the platform on the ankylosauruses. I think we’ll be able to carry at least two stego-loads on the platform, and since Youleena is making our haul twice as effective, this will mean that we’ll be coming back with five stegos full of double ore, which would have been ten or so ‘normal’ loads. That’s about what I thought we were going to need to do to get enough copper to defend the cottage. I thought that would take us three trips, but it will only take us like one and a quarter or one and a half times longer than a single trip. Soooo… this is good. Thanks, Youleena.”

“Happy to help.” Youleena smiled at me.

“One of the issues I talked to Keefaye about is that we can’t construct the platform for the ankylosauruses up here, since there isn’t enough room for them to walk side by side down the switchbacks.”

“Ahhh, fuck,” Emta groaned.

“It’s not that big of a deal,” I said. “All we’ll do is have our first two stego loads go down the switchbacks, and then we’ll load up the ankylos on the savannah while we load up the stegos. We’ll do all that last since there is enough room in the cave to keep all the rocks. At most it will cost us a few hours. I’m super happy that we don’t have to do three trips. It just increases the risk, and…”

I paused and then took a sudden breath as Jinx shot me a warning emotion.

“What’s wrong?” Liahpa asked.

“It’s Jinx,” I sighed. “Wyss is on the move again. I think he’s trying to sneak through the jungle to spy on the cottage himself.”
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Chapter 22

“Ahhhh, shit,” Emta grunted.

“Ahhh, shit, indeed,” I sighed. “But… maybe if I can work it right, Dwayne can take care of this fuck before we have to.”

I moved my mind over to Jinx, and saw that he and Soju were sneaking behind Wyss and the orange-furred fox dude with the spider face. I recalled that his name was Haryoud, and he had an ability to throw his vision somehow. The pair were sneaking through the dark jungle as quietly as they could, but they had just entered the tree line to the south of their anthill camp, so it would probably take them another two hours to make it to the cottage at the pace they were taking.

“It’s really dark,” Haryoud whispered.

“Isn’t vision your thing?” Wyss hissed. “Can’t you see?”

“Well, yeah,” the fox-spider man said. “I’m surprised you can.”

“I can’t really,” Wyss hissed. “That’s why you are here. Can you see any animals?”

“No,” Haryoud grumbled. “ Just birds nesting in the trees and two little ones behind us.”

Jinx and Soju paused, and my heart jumped in my chest. Was Haryoud talking about them? Jinx hadn’t seen him glance in their direction, but even if he had, they were a good ten yards behind the two men, it was really fucking dark, and the two tiny raptors were hiding under some ferns.

Did Haryoud have some sort of thermal vision?

“There is enough light from the moons and stars to see,” Wyss whispered. “Just follow my orders.”

“As you wish.”

“Are you being sarcastic?” Wyss growled.

“No, but I have to ask again why we aren’t bringing anyone else with us.”

“It’s a special mission. Just you and me.” Wyss moved a branch out of the way and then cringed when it made a bunch of noise swinging back around.

“Is that why no one is talking to each other anymore?” Haryoud asked.

“You are imagining things,” Wyss said.

“Hmmm…”

“If you have something to say, then fucking say it.” Wyss turned to glare at the other man.

“I haven’t always agreed with your plans,” the orange man sighed, “but you’ve helped us survive this long. Now, Veeraale and Ohkall haven’t even looked at you in the last four hours, and even Syson seems on edge. Rolta and Getro haven’t come back, so we can assume they are dead, but--”

“All I need you to do is watch this cottage,” Wyss interrupted. “I’m doing the best I can for you all, and a little faith in my power would be appreciated.”

“Like you’ve had faith in my talents?” Haryoud scoffed.

“Why do you speak like that?” Wyss asked. “I have never dismissed your talents.”

“That’s not what Syson has said,” the other man sighed.

“You should not listen to Syson,” Wyss scoffed. “He is a spineless idiot. Your ability doesn’t work well with mine, but that doesn’t mean you are useless. That’s why I’m taking you with me now.”

“To spy on this ‘king’ person?”

“To see what is really going on in that cottage,” Wyss stated.

“I’m surprised you didn’t send me alone.”

“Too much risk.” Wyss shrugged his shoulders.

“That I’d leave?” Haryoud scoffed. “Where would I go? As I said, you and I have had our disagreements, but you’ve gotten us this far.”

“And I’ll get us farther,” Wyss said. “My plan is still working. I need survivors to draw shadow minions from. Men need women, so I need women to ensure you all are happy.”

“I said before I don’t care about that,” Haryoud sighed. “I just want to have a safe place to sleep and a warm meal every day.”

“And I have delivered that,” Wyss said. “Once I can make my moves against this ‘king’, we’ll be able to kidnap Heeyuna and the others. I need her power.”

“How are you going to keep one like that tamed?” Haryoud asked. “She can just kill any of--”

“Women become loyal to the men who impregnate them,” Wyss interpreted. “One of us just needs to put a baby in her womb, and then she’ll be submissive. I think her power uses a lot of her energy, but that’s fine for my minions. They don’t suffer from the same limitations. As soon as I can make four copies of her, I’ll kill this ‘king’ and then move on to take out Aytron. Then we’ll own this part of the world, and every survivor who comes down in the light pillars will obey me.”

“Females on my world do not act as the ones on yours do,” Haryoud said. “So your logic makes no sense to me. If you just rape Heeyuna, it might cause her to become more angry.”

“Heeyuna is like the women on my world,” Wyss said. “Arrogant and prideful. Once they are impregnated, their personalities change significantly. I am positive we will see the same happen with her. Trust me on this.”

“No one has told me exactly what this king said to you,” Haryoud changed the subject.

“It doesn’t matter what he said,” Wyss spat. “He plans on visiting us in a few days, but by then, I’ll know what his power is. We’ll lay a trap for him, kill him, and--”

“Why not just join him?” Haryoud asked.

“I thought you didn’t know about the conversation?” Wyss grunted as he looked over at the other man.

“I’ve overheard a bit of conversation,” the orange spider-faced man said.

“I’m the only ruler in this world,” Wyss said. “I’m not afraid to get my hands dirty. I provide for my people. This is just one of the many challenges I’ll overcome as I’m building my empire. Now, are you going to be part of that, or are you going to question all of my decisions?”

“I am here with you right now, aren’t I?” Haryoud answered. “I just don’t approve of raping a woman. It’s… it feels wrong to me.”

“Then you don’t have to put your dick in her,” Wyss scoffed. “The other men in the tribe will perform the task.”

“Veeraale won’t complain about you trying to impregnate Heeyuna?”

“Veeraale knows her place,” Wyss grunted. “She does what I say. She is grateful for my protection. You should all be grateful that I’m your leader and am providing this way of life.”

The two men stopped talking for a few moments, and I told Dwayne to begin making his way north through the jungle to intercept them. I didn’t like the idea of Haryoud being able to see creatures in the dark jungle because it would mean we’d lose any possible surprise advantage, but I didn’t know how else to scare these two away without getting him involved.

It would be a problem if Wyss could summon a shadow clone of Dwayne before my Utahraptor could kill him. From the brief conversation Wyss had with Haryoud, it seemed like Wyss’ minions were stronger than the originals, or they could function without the same energy limitations. He didn’t seem to think Heeyuna’s limitations were a factor with his clones, but that also could have been because he could just summon a new minion when the first one became exhausted.

I brought my vision back to my own body and updated Liahpa, Emta, Youleena, Keefaye, and the Emeralds about what was going on, and then I asked them if they could continue their work while I tried to figure out how to use Dwayne in the best manner. They all went back to mining, and I sat up against the wall by the fire, took a deep breath, and then I returned to Jinx’s eyes to see what was going on.

“You aren’t seeing any monsters?” Wyss asked.

“Still no,” Haryoud said. “Just those two little ones behind us.”

“They are still behind us?” Wyss asked.

“They are a bit larger than my foot,” Haryoud whispered. “They aren’t a threat.”

“It is strange they are still following us.” Wyss turned over his shoulder, but he looked in a completely different direction than where Jinx and Soju were hiding in the bushes.

“They probably think we’ll kill something they can pick the scraps off,” Haryoud said.

“Probably…” Wyss agreed as he turned his head back around.

Dwayne was about ten minutes away from meeting with them, and I considered exactly what I should do. There was a real risk that Haryoud could see my Utahraptor coming, and then both the men could climb a tree. Then Wyss could use his ability to make a Dwayne copy.

That would be bad, but what if I could scare them without being seen?

The men were moving silently again, and Dwayne was getting closer, so I tested out a theory and had the big Utahraptor let out the loudest “I’m a badass motherfucker” screech that he could.

Dwayne’s roar almost rivaled that of a T-rex’s, and both Wyss and Haryoud paused midstep.

“What the fuck was that?” Wyss hissed.

“I can’t see anything,” Haryoud whispered.

“It sounded close.”

“It did.” The orange dude took a step back.

“You can’t see it?” Wyss growled under his breath.

“No!”

Dwayne let out another roar, and the two men jumped back.

“We should get the fuck out of here,” Haryoud said.

“But I can make a shadow minion of it if I could just see it!” Wyss replied.

“But I can’t see it!”

“Let’s climb a tree,” Wyss pointed at the tall one next to him. “Then I can copy it if it comes near.”

“But what if it doesn’t come near?” Haryoud asked.

“Then we’ll climb down and continue, idiot,” Wyss growled.

Dwayne let out another ear-splitting roar, and the two men jumped.

Then they scurried up the tree like monkeys.

I had Dwayne stop moving toward them. He was about two hundred yards away, and while it was hard for Jinx to hear the two men, I could make out Wyss demanding to know if Haryoud had seen anything yet.

“Okay,” I laughed. “This will work.”

“What has happened?” Youleena asked me, and I blinked open my eyes.

“Wyss and his friend are stuck up in a tree,” I snorted.

“Stuck up in a tree?” Youleena blinked her black eyes.

“Yeah. Dwayne scared them with some roars, so they climbed up into a tree in the hope of seeing him walk down below. Then Wyss was going to make a shadow copy of him. However, Dwayne isn’t going to get close, so those dumbasses are just going to set up in a tree until they decide to go back home.”

“You don’t think they’ll try to move forward?” she asked.

“They might.” I shrugged. “Dwayne will just roar again. Then Jinx will get my attention. I’m going to get back to work--”

“You should consider taking a short break.” She smiled at me. “I’m reminding everyone to take one so we stay as fresh as possible.”

“I’ll have to take a break when I’m done,” I chuckled, “but--”

“Just sit back and close your eyes for a few moments,” she argued. “This process can only move as fast as I can convert the stone, so there is no need to go any faster.”

“Victor, you should take a break!” Keefaye called over.

“Okay,” I said and then I leaned against the wall of the cave, closed my eyes, and thought about the work we were doing and the best way to accomplish our tasks. The break actually helped a ton, and I was able to think clearly about all the malachite processing steps a bit better now that we’d started them.

I didn’t know quite how long I’d been meditating, but I guessed a good thirty minutes had passed, and then Jinx sent me an emotional alert.

“Looks like Wyss is on the move,” I said to Youleena.

“Hopefully he will be abandoning his pursuit,” she said.

“I’ll check.” I bounced my vision back to my blue-feathered friend just in time to see Wyss and Haryoud climbing down from their tree.

“We’ll try again in the daylight,” Wyss grumbled as they began to walk north toward their camp.

“It’s a smart decision,” Haryoud said.

“I just didn’t want to sit in the fucking tree all night,” Wyss groaned. “It’s obvious the thing making that noise is mating or something. It’s not going to come to us, and if we stumble into its territory, I might not have enough time to summon a--”

“You don’t have to justify your reasoning,” Haryoud said. “I agree with the decision.”

“Fine,” Wyss grunted. “Everything was going fucking fine until this king showed up. I just need to kill him, and then…”

Their voices faded as they walked far enough away past Jinx and Soju, and I asked the pair to follow at a distance so that Haryoud didn’t think it was weird that both he and Wyss were getting tailed by the dinos in both directions.

“Okay,” I said as I came back to my body. “We are good. Wyss and his friend are going back to their camp.”

“Excellent.” Youleena nodded as she reached for another piece of malachite.

“How are you doing?” I asked as I stood.

“I’m happy to do this work,” she said as she gave me a smile. “I am a bit tired since I was working on the wall and pipes for Trel’s new water pump most of the day, but I understand how important this is for the safety of the tribe. One day soon, there will be no work for me, and then I will take a break.”

“You’ve got a good attitude,” I said.

“We all need to work together to survive,” Youleena said. “I’ll do my part, and you’ll do yours.”

“Speaking of that, I need to get back to figuring out how to build these platforms on the ankylos.” I gave Youleena a nod, and then I went over to help Keefaye wrap the long branches with cordage.

My beautiful golden-haired lover had made great progress on the setup, and I gave her plenty of compliments as we moved the first tied pieces onto the backs of Moe and Curly. Keefaye had measured the crosspieces perfectly, and the front and side pieces slotted into place perfectly so that it looked like a sideways H with two shorter pieces connecting the braces between the two ankylos.

“I think it would help if we make L-shaped hook-ends on the ends of each side,” I made the shape with one hand while I pointed to the bottom two twenty-foot poles. “This will help keep them from sliding off.”

“That’s a good idea,” Keefaye said as she held up some thinner, foot-long branches. “I also thought we could use these smaller branches here to make the sidewalls on the platform.”

“Perfect,” I said. “I think this will be done in another two hours.”

Keefaye pulled the poles off the ankylos and then went back to work on the raft-stretcher-ore-hauling contraption. When we had finished our pole setup and confirmed that it all fit on the ankylos, I checked on the rest of the crew.

Emta and Liahpa were still cutting malachite out of the wall with as much intensity as when they had first started, but they’d moved up the trail a good forty yards to mine some easier-to-get chunks of malachite.

The Emeralds had done a great job of moving the green rock over to Youleena, and they’d also taken the scrap rocks that were no longer green and tossed them over the side of the ravine so that our stone melder didn’t have to worry about them being in her space.

“How’s progress?” I asked Youleena after I had given each of the Emeralds a hug.

“We’ve got enough for two stegos,” she declared proudly as she gestured to the massive hill of green rocks filling up the cave behind her.

“Awesome,” I said. “We are almost halfway there, and I’m thinking it’s only been four or so hours.”

“That is my guess, too,” Youleena said, but she never stopped moving her hands over the stones as she spoke to me.

“I don’t want the dinos to deal with the weight any longer than they need to,” I said, “but we are done with the platform for the ankylos, so I’m going to take them down to the bottom of the switchbacks and get the platform set up. I’ll load the poles on MCA and take him with me.”

“What should I do?” Keefaye asked.

“Hmmm…” I said as I started thinking through the logistics of getting all this refined malachite down the switchbacks with the added ankylo platform. For a few moments, I wasn’t quite sure what the most efficient way to do this was, but then the answer resonated in my head with the drum-like hits of Emta and Liahpa’s pickaxes against the wall.

“Start loading up the pure rock onto one of the other stegos,” I said.

“If you can get one half-loaded, then I’ll help you get the other half and the other stego. The bottleneck of this whole operation is Youleena processing the rock, and it looks like she’s going just as fast as Emta and Liahpa.”

“That’s correct,” Youleena said as she nodded. “I can’t go much faster than this.”

“So the best way to do this is to have the ankylos already loaded and ready to go, and then all the stegos loaded up as we get the rock ready for them. That way, as soon as Youleena processes the last rock, we can throw it on the last stego and get a move on.”

“That does seem like the best way to do it,” Youleena said.

“It just means that Keefaye and I are going to be traveling back and forth a bit,” I said.

“Still easier than the job Liahpa and Emta have,” Keefaye laughed.

“Let’s get started, then,” I said.

Keefaye helped me load the ankylos’ platform poles onto MCA, and then she gave me four torches so I’d have some light to work with. As soon as I was set up, I took MCA, Moe, Larry, and Curly down the switchbacks to the savannah. Then I set up the blessed water covered torches around the ankylos and started moving the poles over.

It was unusual being out alone without one of my women near me, but it gave me a chance to chat with my dinos while I worked, and the billions of stars in the night sky gave me a great canopy to work under. I’d taken apart and put back together the platform in its various prototypes half a dozen times so far, so the finished build went up easily enough, and after an hour, I left Larry there with Moe and Curly to protect them while I rode MCA back up the switchbacks.

Keefaye had most of the pure malachite stacked up on Mike D when I got back, and I helped her load the rest onto him before we started to load up MCA. This added another hour or so of time onto the clock, and I saw that Youleena had pretty much another stego’s worth of rock ready to go.

“How is everyone doing?” I called out as soon as Keefaye and I had finished loading up MCA.

“Good!” Liahpa called out from up the switchbacks.

“Just fine!” Emta shouted.

Both of the Emeralds were carrying a load of rock to Youleena, and they both smiled at me.

“We are on the last bit,” Youleena said. “We should be done in three hours. Just as the sun begins to rise.”

“Great,” I said. “Keefaye and I are going to take Mike D and MCA down to the ankylos so we can load them up. Then we’ll come back and load them with the last of the malachite. Then we’ll head home.”

“I have to admit that I was a bit skeptical we could get this much done this quickly,” Youleena said.

“Me, too,” Keefaye laughed. “My arms and back are tired, but I also feel energized because we are getting it done.”

“We’ll have plenty of time to rest once Wyss is dead,” I said, and then I gestured for Keefaye to jump on Mike D. She did so, and then I rode MCA down the switchbacks with her.

“The platform looks great!” she said as soon as we made it down to the savannah where the ankylos were waiting.

“You helped build it,” I chuckled.

“Yeah,” she laughed. “I guess I did. I studied books on engineering, but I never got to build anything myself, or do this kind of work. Lifting rocks and such. It’s a nice change, although I wouldn’t mind letting the stronger women in the tribe do most of it moving forward.”

“You have a great attitude,” I said. “I really find it… sexy.”

“Ohhh?” She raised an eyebrow and gave me a shy smile. “Why is that?”

“You could have gotten to this world and just been… I dunno… depressed. You were practically a goddess on your planet. You said that here you felt--”

“Well…” she cut me off with a gentle raise of her hand. “I know I said that I was having problems finding my place here on this world, and that this was an adjustment, but if I’m completely honest, I was incredibly lonely on my world.”

“You were?”

“Yes,” she let out a long breath and then slid off Mike D’s back. Then she started grabbing the green rocks. “I was… worshiped, I guess, but I didn’t have… anyone really to talk to. There were women who were my servants, and a council of elders I could talk to, but everyone just treated me… like I was a treasure. People washed me, people dressed me, people just… did everything for me. I had no friends, no family, no… lover.”

“Ahhh…” I said as I started to transfer the rocks with her.

“I’m happy here. I’m happy with my new sisters and my new… husband?”

“Yeah,” I said. “If that’s okay with you. I’d like to call you my wife. I don’t know if your people have any kind of ceremony or--”

“We do.” she nodded. “Would you want to do that with me?”

“Of course,” I said, and then I dumped my load of malachite onto the ankylos’ platform and caught her in my arms before she could walk over and get more rocks. “I’m going to do a ceremony with all of my wives. Whatever makes you happy.”

“I’m… very… happy.” Her golden eyes seemed to sparkle with the light from the torches and the stars in the night sky.

“Good,” I purred, and then I leaned down so that I could kiss her full lips.

Keefaye moaned into my mouth as she kissed me back, and I ran my hands down her back until I reached her pert ass. Then I gave her cheeks a squeeze, and she gasped.

“I… love… kissing… you,” she whisper-moaned when I broke my kiss with her lips so that I could lick and nibble down her chin and neck.

“I love it, too,” I growled as I worked my way down to her shoulders. I bit her gently through her clothes, and she shivered in my arms.

“We… have to finish unloading this, don’t we?” she whispered as her nails dug into my hair.

“We do,” I purred as I reached behind her neck to pull down the zipper on her suit. “But we can spare fifteen minutes. I want to make love to you under the stars.”
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Chapter 23

“Ohhh, Victor,” she moaned, and then I pulled her zipper down her back.

I slid my hands up her front, lingered on her breasts to gently tease her nipples through the material of her suit, and then moved up to her collarbone so I could start to peel her garment off.

Keefaye helped me by pulling her arms out of her sleeves, and then I dropped kisses back down her chest until I could suck on her right nipple.

“Ohhh!” she whined as she dug her nails into my scalp, and then she pulled my face harder against her breast so that I could suck more of her nipple into my mouth.

I tasted every inch of Keefaye’s delicious skin in the next five minutes, and after I’d sucked on her left nipple until she began to shake, I traced my tongue down her lean tummy until I had to pull her suit down around her hips so I could go lower.

“I love how you lick and taste me,” she whispered as she shimmied her hips to the side so she could wiggle her suit off her lower half, “but I want to taste you.”

“Hmmm…” I licked and kissed down to her pussy as I came down to one knee, and then I slowly ran my tongue over her slit until she let out a quiet squeal.

“My turn,” she giggled as she gently pushed me away from her pussy, and then she kneeled down on the grass before me and reached up to unhitch my belt.

A moment later she’d gotten my pants and underwear down around my ankles, and she was holding my rock-hard cock in her hands. She studied my erection like she could hardly wait to taste me, and she bit her lip as she struggled to control her breathing.

“It’s so pretty,” she whispered as she traced her fingers up the sides of my shaft. “I love the way it feels in my hands. And… how it smells.”

“How it smells?” I cleared my throat.

“Yeeees,” she leaned forward ‘til her nose touched my shaft, and then she took a deep breath as she closed her golden eyes. “It smells like you. Manly and powerful. Hmmmmm…”

Then I let out a gasp as she slowly ran the tip of her tongue from the base all the way to the tip.

“Daaaaamn,” I sighed, and then my breath caught in my throat when she slowly swirled her tongue over my tip.

Then I almost fainted when Keefaye took the tip entirely in her mouth and began to slide down my shaft.

My tongue was actually hanging out of my mouth like I was a panting dog, so I forced my mouth closed while I tried to keep my legs from shaking. Keefaye seemed to know exactly what to do with her mouth to bring me pleasure, and she let out the sexiest sounds of enjoyment as she licked, sucked, and tasted every part of my penis.

Then she held my cock to my side and began to suck on my balls, and it felt like my mind was leaving my body.

“Did… your… books teach you how to do this?” I could barely talk through the pleasure she was giving me.

“Ummmhmmm,” she hummed as she lathered my balls with her tongue, and then she worked her way back up to my tip so she could take my entire length down her throat.

“Woooowaaa,” I groaned when I felt myself rub against every part of her mouth.

“You taste so good,” she moaned as she popped off my dick, and then she took my entire length again. She had to move her head to the side a bit so that her horn didn’t press into my stomach, but she accentuated her movements by cupping and massaging my balls while she bobbed down my length.

“I’m going to… cum…” I groaned.

“Hmmm…” she hummed with pleasure as she began to suck me faster.

“I want to climax inside of you,” I groaned, and then I gasped when she slid her mouth off my cock.

“Oh,” she giggled. “I’d like that, too.”

“Lay on your back,” I said, and she immediately spread herself on the ground before me like a golden cornucopia.

My eyes devoured Keefaye as I knelt between her spread thighs. The light from the torches and the glittering stars cast a golden glow over her even more golden hair, and her pale skin seemed to sparkle against the dark grass of the savannah. Every part of her was creamy and delicious, and I couldn’t help but kiss up between her thighs so that I could taste how wet her pussy was.

And she was gushing like a river.

“Viccctoooorr,” she moaned after I began to lick and suck on her clit. “Pleaaaase.”

“You don’t like this?” I growled between licks.

“I sooo dooo,” she panted. “But I need you inside me. Nooow…”

“But you taste so fucking good. I’m addicted to the taste of your pussy. I’m starting to get drunk off you.”

“Ohhhh,” Keefaye moaned, and then her body suddenly tensed, and I held her hips down and pushed my tongue into her spasming tunnel so that I could taste her climax.

Her pleasure caused her back to arch against the grass, and she covered her mouth with her left hand to help muffle her scream. Her right hand grabbed onto my hair, and she held me in place while I fucked her deeply with my tongue until she slowly sank back down to the grass. Her climax had lasted a good fifteen seconds, and she let out a little squeak of pleasure when I finally pulled my tongue out of her.

Then I grabbed her hips and pulled her slowly toward the tip of my cock.

“Look me in the eyes while I slide inside of you.”

“Yes, Victor,” she whispered, but then her mouth opened as soon as the tip of my cock began to spread her pussy lips apart, and she moaned when my full length filled her.

Then I was deep inside of Keefaye, and our lips met again so that we could passionately kiss.

I slowly began to thrust in and out of her as we made out, but we had to stop kissing as my speed increased. Then I was pounding deep into the beautiful horned woman, and the night air was filled with the slick sounds of her body accepting mine, and us softly moaning each other’s names.

I held Keefaye’s perfect body tightly against my chest as I fucked her, and I gently bit her neck or sucked on her shoulder every other time I bottomed out inside of her tunnel. The tightness of her walls slowly began to increase as her hips bucked up to meet my thrusts, and I kissed her once again when her second climax hit her.

Her tunnel squeezed and milked my cock with a maddening intensity, but I managed to keep my release at bay, and then I switched positions so that I could enter her from behind while we both laid in the spoon position.

Keefaye was beyond soaking wet now, so I was able to get incredibly deep into her as long as I tugged her hips back into me. The amazing sensations caused us both to lose our minds for a good ten minutes, but when I felt her tunnel begin to squeeze me again, I knew I couldn’t last any longer.

“I’m going to fill you up,” I growled in her ear as I reached around with my hand so I could squeeze and fondle her breasts while I plowed into her.

“Y-y-yeeees,” she stuttered as I fucked her. “Deep in me. Fill me up. Pour your blessed seed into me, Victor.”

Her words were all it took, and both of us spasmed as I bucked my hips hard against her. Her tunnel squeezed me just as my balls tensed, and we both cried out each other’s name as I erupted like a geyser inside her velvet embrace.

“Victoooor,” she cooed as she pushed back against me, and the movement caused us both to spasm again as another round of climaxes rolled through us.

We peaked and descended together, and then we laid panting on the grass as I cradled her against my chest. I didn’t know how long we relaxed there together like that, but my cock refused to soften, and her slick pussy still seemed to have a firm grip on my length after a good ten minutes.

“I love you,” she suddenly whispered.

“I love you, too,” I whispered back as I pulled her tighter against my chest.

“I love how hard and deep you stay inside me,” she purred. “I can’t wait to feel your baby growing inside my womb.”

“Me either,” I said, and then I kissed the side of her neck.

“I guess we need to get back to work,” she sighed.

“I was just going to say that,” I chuckled. “This was a nice break.”

“It was the perfect break,” she laughed. “I feel energized again. Let’s move some copper rock, Husband.”

“Let’s get some work done, Wife.”

We both sighed when I pulled out of her, and then we quickly dressed and got to work on the malachite. The lovemaking session had lasted a lot longer than I’d expected it to, but I figured we had only lost thirty or forty minutes, and since the bottleneck on the process was how fast Youleena could convert the rocks into more efficient pieces, I didn’t think it would actually add any time to our trip.

Keefaye did seem to have more energy now, and she practically skipped across the grass with her arms full of the green rock. When she caught me watching her, she gave me an adorable smile, and I couldn’t help but fall in love with her all over again.

Once the ankylos were loaded up, we left them at the bottom of the switchbacks pretty much right where I’d tamed them and rode the unloaded stegos back up the trail. By the time we made it up to the cave, it looked like the sky in the east was starting to get a bit lighter, but I could have been imagining it since it was hard to see the horizon in that direction.

“We are back!” I called out once we’d parked the stegos in front of the cave.

“We are almost done,” Youleena said as she gestured to the pile of green rocks behind her.

“Awesome,” I said, but when I stepped out of the way of the Emeralds I realized both of them looked exhausted.

“Take a break,” I said as I rested my hands on their shoulders. “Maybe drink a bit of Keefaye’s blessed water. I’ll move the rocks over for a bit.”

The green-skinned supermodels gave me matching nods, which confirmed how tired they truly were, and then they sat by the fire across from Youleena. Keefaye quickly gave them a jug of blessed water, and I grabbed the rug they’d been using to haul the rocks and dragged it back to Emta and Liahpa.

“How’s it going, ladies?” I asked when I made it up the trail to them.

“Good,” Emta grunted, but I could see her hits weren’t as accurate as they were at the start of the night.

“Almost done,” Liahpa said, but unlike Emta, the silver-skinned athlete’s strikes were as on point as when she’d first started. I guessed that my strong lover could do this for three days straight without resting, but I was glad that we had Youleena to make our haul more efficient.

I was ready to be done with this task.

I loaded up the freshly picked rocks and then dragged them back to Youleena. Then I did that another ten times until the Emeralds were looking fresher. I thought that they could use a bit of a break from this particular task, though, so I asked them to start loading up the stegos with Keefaye. My rough math had Youleena finishing in the next hour and a half, and that would put us all in the same spot if we got the other two stegos loaded.

Then, as abruptly as we’d started this mining mission, we were done, and both Liahpa and Emta were helping load Ad-Rock with the last bits of dark green stone. We took a quick break to eat some of the leftover meat, drink some water, and relieve ourselves up the trail, and then we were riding back down the switchbacks.

Just as the sun was turning the night into dawn.

Everyone was yawning by the time we reached the savannah, but I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw the Three Stooges waiting. Of course, I knew that I’d sense if there was a problem with them, but I was still getting used to these mental connection powers I had with my women and dinosaurs, so I couldn’t help but jump off Tom and pet my new pals once I saw them again.

“Sorry about the wait, friends,” I said as I patted Larry on the head. Then I moved onto Moe and Curly. “We just have to walk about half a day and then we’ll be home. You are going to love our place. Plenty of nice shade to lay in, and lots of grass to eat.”

The three ankylos seemed to like my words, and they gave happy honks as they started to move. I kept my eyes on them to make sure that Moe and Curly’s gaits were smooth enough to support the stack of malachite they bore on the support bed on their backs, but once it looked like they had the movement down, I just kept it in the back of my mind as I moved back to Tom.

“Ahhh, shit,” I sighed as I patted the big trike on his flank. “I forgot about your cuts, dude.”

“I actually did that,” Keefaye said.

“You did?”

“Yes,” she chuckled. “I made some of my blessed water a little more potent like you asked. Then I poured it over his cuts. This was when you were taking the ankylos down to the savannah. Tom didn’t seem to mind the liquid, and I can’t even see the gashes on his shoulders anymore.”

“You are right, you can’t,” I said as I moved to inspect Tom’s shoulders. I could clearly see the cleaner parts of his body from where Keefaye had poured her blessed water over Tom’s thick skin, but there was no trace of the cut or blood.

There wasn’t even a scar.

“We are going to have to play around with your blessed water a lot more,” I said as I climbed back up into Tom’s saddle. “I think we are just starting to scratch the surface of what it can do.”

“What else do you think it can do?” she asked.

“I’m not sure…” I paused as I thought about gasoline, jet engines, and nitroglycerin. I really had no idea how to build anything more complicated than a fort, but Trel would probably be able to figure it out. The one thing I could probably do with just a bit of metal was build a simple black powder rifle. The cave we had just stayed in had a back room filled with bats and their poop, and I knew that was one of the major components to making explosives.

But maybe Keefaye’s water could help there, too.

There was so much to do and so little time. Getting the group a bunch of simple rifles would make us extremely powerful. From my casual study of historic warfare, I knew that battles changed dramatically once crossbows, and later black powder rifles, were invented since it reduced the amount of time it took to train a deadly soldier. Even someone like Galmine could aim a rifle, and black powder technology would be the equivalent of turning everyone in our camp into a Kacerie-style killing machine.

We were moving through the savannah at a pretty good pace now, and my dinosaurs all seemed to be in good spirits. Ad-Rock, MCA, and Mike D were feeling the weight of the stones on their backs, but they’d traveled a much longer distance with this much weight on their backs before, and they didn’t mind this trip since it was a closer distance. My ankylosauruses didn’t even seem to notice the weight at all, but Larry’s tail sometimes accidentally smacked into Moe and Curly’s noses when I wasn’t paying attention, so I focused on ensuring that he was walking at the point position of our caravan.

The sun rose over the horizon to the east, and the golden light illuminated the endless grass of the savannah like the grass was Keefaye’s hair. The new light seemed to raise everyone’s energy level, and even Emta had a wide smile on her face as we pushed onward.

Then we saw the circling pteranodons to our south.

And there must have been thousands of them.

“Victor!” Liahpa called out a moment after I saw them, and my friends all rode close to Tom so we could talk about the potential threat.

“I’m going to guess it’s just them picking over the bodies,” I said, “I was worried we couldn’t go back this way, but it’s only been half a day, so I didn’t think there would be this much activity.”

“Are there going to be any large predators there?” Emta asked as she glanced down at her legs.

“Could be,” I said as I studied the flying dinosaurs circling up in the distance. “I wish I had Bruce to take a look.”

Or Bexcee. She is fast and could scout ahead and then return easily.

“Yeah,” I chuckled to the Emerald who had gestured. “I don’t think we are going to see Bexcee anymore.”

“The woman who got caught in the gold ropes?” Emta snorted. “She didn’t even say thank you after you saved her ass. Rude.”

“That’s why I don’t think we are going to see her again. She seems like a free spirit who doesn’t want to join a tribe.”

She will come around. Females seek to be dominated and bred by the most powerful male. Your scent is in her nose, and she will return to you when she is fertile and ready to be claimed by you.

“What did Emerald say?” Youleena asked.

“Uhhh… she… said that she hopes to see Bexcee again because she liked her and thinks she’d be useful to the tribe.”

Both Emeralds nodded at me, but the one on Nicole licked her lips as if she was hungry.

“Awww. Emerald is such a sweetheart,” Keefaye cooed.

“Yes she is,” I cleared my throat. “Back to the challenge ahead. I’m going to send Larry a bit ahead of us to the top edge of the slope to see what’s going on.”

They all nodded, and we continued onward toward the pteranodon-filled sky. Even though there were a ton of the flying dinos in the air, and they ranged from Great Dane to horse-sized, I didn’t think there was that much danger from them since they had easy meat to go after.

I was more worried about larger carnivores looking to get an easy meal.

When we got about a quarter-mile away from the edge of the savannah, I halted everyone but Larry. The ankylo moved forward to the edge of the slope, and I sent my vision forward so I could look out through his eyes.

“Well…” I took a deep breath. “The good news is that I don’t see any big carnivores.”

“The bad news?” Emta asked.

“There are a lot-- and I mean a lot-- of these flying ones,” I sighed as I tried to make sense of the chaos through Larry’s eyes. It was like flies on a dead fish, or vultures on a cow, but even more savage. The pteranodons were going to town on the massive sauropod and T-rex corpses, and where there wasn’t thrashing dinosaurs tearing into the corpses or fighting each other for morsels, there was blood and guts spraying into the air. The scene was next-level macabre, and I felt my stomach twist into a few nauseated knots.

“Can we make it through?” Liahpa asked.

“Uhhh…” I took a deep breath as I tried to fight against my spinning stomach. “I think we can. They seem more obsessed with their meal, but they are in a frenzy, so one of the larger ones might try to attack us as we go through. Keep your weapons out and ready, and stay low on your saddles.”

They all nodded, and I readied my Cricket Bat of Doom while Keefaye grabbed a spear.

The noise of the feast got louder as we approached, and my stomach continued to turn to ice.

Larry waited for us at the crest of the slope, and my friends all let out a gasp when they looked down at the very Hitchcockian scene below us. There did seem to be a path around the corpses that looked safe, but even as I traced our route with my eyes, dozens of pteranodons jumped between the gaps as they gorged themselves on the tons of free meat.

The air smelled like blood and death, and the screams of the dino birds made it hard to think.

“Ankylos in the front!” I called out. “Then MCA, Nicole, Mike D, Ad-Rock, Katie, and Tom!”

The dinosaurs quickly moved into their positions and began to descend the carnage-covered slope.

The first group of apatosaurus corpses were a few hundred feet down, and Larry moved near the group first. The pteranodons seemed to shy away from the big ankylo, but then two big Bruce-sized ones jumped into the air with angry screeches and began to chase after each other. I saw that the one in the lead had a me-sized lump of apatosaurus in his claws, but he dropped it when the other one tried to tear it out of his grasp. Then the aggressor dived back down, but she was a bit too slow, and the hunk of meat bounced off Larry’s back like an underinflated basketball hitting the concrete.

Larry didn’t seem to give a shit. He just kept pushing forward.

Despite the rising bile in my stomach, the two flying pteradons gave me a fucking awesome idea, and I sat up in my seat as I looked at the carnage with new eyes.

“I need to tame some!” I shouted, and the women in the line turned around to give me surprised looks.

“Right fucking now?” Emta shouted.

“Just keep pushing forward!” I shouted, and then Keefaye and I ducked as a blood-splattered pteranodon the size of a motorcycle, hopped on Tom’s back.

“Go away!” Keefaye smacked his ass with the side of her spear, and the winged dino let out a surprised honk as he slipped away in a bloody trail off Tom’s back.

Then there was a loud crunch as Tom smashed the pteranodon’s skull with his rear foot.

Tom gave zero fucks.

“Keep an eye out for ones that look like Bruce!” I shouted, but then Keefaye and I had to duck our heads as a smaller one buzzed right by our heads.

“Just reach your hand out and grab one!” Emta shouted, and as if on cue, a bloody pteranodon jumped on the pile of Mike D’s malachite. The winged dino snapped at Emta, but she shoved her spear through his open maw and then tossed him off the side.

Another one jumped on Nicole’s back, and the Emerald riding there whacked it off with her spear like a kid playing t-ball.

Then we were fully in the mix, and my vision up ahead was obscured by dozens of gorging pteranodons trying to flitter between the corpses.

“Shit, shit, shit,” I said as two wings smacked into me, and I pulled Keefaye down lower in the saddle next to me so that we were smaller targets.

“Keep an eye on Youleena!” I shouted, since she was the only other non-warrior woman in our group, and she was riding alone on Ad-Rock, but I could barely hear my own voice over the sound of the screeching dinos.

It was chaos.

All I could see was red and flapping wings.

All I could hear was the tearing of meat and hundreds of pteranodons screaming like high school girls at a Justin Bieber concert.

All I could smell was blood and shit.

All I could taste was my twisting stomach trying to make me puke.

All I could feel was Tom’s back and wings beating around me.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck! Fuck off!” I screamed. “Stop!”

Just as I shouted the words, the thrashing and screaming stopped.

“What the fuck?” I whispered as I sat up in my saddle and saw that every single pteranodon within a four hundred-yard radius was staring silently at me.
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Chapter 24

“Victor,” Keefaye whispered as she clutched my arm. “What… what did you do?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered back as I spun around to look on the other side of Tom and then back up the hill.

The pteranodons stood still as they Hitchcock-stared at me. I would have actually thought they were statues, except I’d just seen them all thrashing around a dozen seconds earlier, and every once in a while one of them would blink or move their wings slightly to get more comfortable.

“Victor…” Liahpa called out, and I looked over to the front of our procession to see my friends all looking back at me as their dinos continued to move.

“I… I don’t know what I did,” I whisper-hissed. “I just shouted at them to stop, and--”

“They fucking stopped, alright,” Emta chuckled.

“Those two over there are still moving.” Youleena pointed off to our right about two hundred yards down the slope, and I saw two horse-sized pteranodons fighting over a five hundred-pound hunk of meat.

None of the other dinos moved as we traveled down the slope, but as I got closer to the two quarreling, I saw that they were both female. One was night black with bright blue eyes, and the other one was a tan brown with green eyes. They each had one side of the meat hunk in their clawed legs, and they kept tug-of-warring with equal effort as they hissed and honked at each other. Even the pteranodons standing right next to them, or on the same apatosaurus corpse, were still staring at me, but these two were so involved in their struggle that they didn’t give a single fuck about what was going on around them.

“Hey!” I shouted as soon as we’d ridden right next to them, and the two females flinched as they spun around toward me.

I stopped Tom so I could stare at them both for a few dozen seconds. Then I slid off the trike’s back, walked over to them, raised my Cricket Bat of Doom, and then brought the weapon down on the hunk of meat. My movement cut the meal equally in two, and then I rested my weapon back over my shoulder on its loop before reaching out to the two flying females.

They both ducked their heads lower so that I could scratch under their chins, and then I patted the sides of their necks.

“Eat,” I said.

They both let out shy honks, and then they bent down and began to nibble on their meat. Their movements before I’d tamed them had been jerky and aggressive, but now they moved like debutants having dinner with the cameras rolling.

I walked back over to Tom and climbed back up into the saddle. Keefaye looked like she wanted to ask me a hundred questions, but I just shook my head and commanded my dinos to keep walking.

A few minutes later, we’d made it down past the cove where we had slaughtered the T-rexes. There were stacks of silent pteranodons picking over these corpses, too, but just like the flying dinos up the slope, they just silently watched me as we rode past.

I heard wings behind me, and everyone turned around to see the black and tan females flapping down the slope. They landed next to us with the similar frog-hop style that Bruce normally did, and then they looked up Tom’s back at me and let out happy honks.

“Welcome to the family, ladies,” I said.

“What are you going to name them?” Keefaye asked.

“The black one is Selina and the tan one is Talia,” I said. “I think Bruce is really going to like them, but that was only part of the reason I tamed them. I figured I need more eyes in the sky, but I also thought of a way to take the fight to Wyss if we needed.”

“How?” Liahpa asked.

“If we can make nets out of copper. Or maybe just copper beads on normal cordage, we can have one of the pteranodons drop it on him, or his minions. That would neutralize his power without having to lure him into a trap around the cottage.”

“That’s a great idea,” Youleena said.

“Thanks,” I laughed. “I just thought of it when I saw all those guys fighting over meat. Oh, that reminds me.”

I turned back to the hundreds of pteranodons on the slope above me, and then I took a deep breath and held my hands out to my mouth like a megaphone.

“You can continue feasting!”

As soon as the words left my mouth, the scene erupted into chaos again, and the screeches filled the air like a hundred police sirens going off all at once. I actually wasn’t prepared for the sound, so I had to shake my head a bit as my eardrums shook hard enough to make my teeth ache.

“Let’s get the fuck out of here,” I said to my friends, and then I issued the command for my dinos to start moving.

The ocean was straight ahead of us like an endless field of blue, and I saw smaller, dog-sized raptors creeping past us up the slope toward the corpses. I doubted they’d be able to get any meat with all those aggressive pteranodons, but I wished them luck.

Soon enough, we were at the beach, and I was able to scout ahead with Selina and Talia. The sandy shore looked devoid of predators, but I did see a herd of massive turtles behind us to the east. I didn’t really have much use for giant turtles, besides using the opportunity to name them after Italian Renaissance artists, so I didn’t want to bother turning around to tame them.

As Selina floated toward our base, I saw movement down at Aytron’s old camp, and my breath caught in my throat for a few seconds until I saw Urka’s bright blue hair. Then I made out Trel, Nomi, Adella, Gee, and Quwaru. They were moving cut pieces of wood into the center fire pit of the dilapidated camp with an unusual intensity. Even Trel was moving wood, and Nomi and Gee lifted together while they held each other’s hands.

“The others are setting up at Aytron’s old camp,” I said as I came back to my eyes. “I think they are planning on doing the malachite processing there.”

“That’s smart,” Youleena said. “Less chance of them burning down our own camp.”

“Or creating a fire that will lead right back to us,” Liahpa said.

“Yeah. It’s a great idea.” I smiled proudly at how incredible my new family was. I knew I came up with a lot of ideas to improve the camp and our lives, but it always made me feel awesome when my friends could contribute. I recalled us talking about using Aytron’s camp a bit ago when we first came to our new spot since we worried about the stegos swimming across the water, but I hadn’t actually teed that up before I’d left.

We were on the homestretch now, and my dinosaurs all picked up the pace and began to canter across the sand.

By the time we made it to Aytron’s old campsite, the fire was already burning, and I was met with hugs from Trel, Quwaru, Adella, Nomi, and Gee.

“Who thought of setting up the copper processing here?” I asked.

“That was Urka’s brilliant idea,” Trel proclaimed.

“Thank you, Trel.” Urka nodded at the other woman. “I especially enjoy compliments from you.”

“Of course you do. I’m an amazing complimenter. Anyway, we were all discussing how much we missed our wonderful husband, and what we could do to facilitate your mission to destroy these complete idiots up to the north, when Urka said--”

“Why don’t we melt the green rocks down in the other camp so Victor doesn’t have to worry about his dinos swimming across the water and climbing up here,” the little four-eyed woman chimed in.

“The plan seemed even smarter when we factored in Adella,” Gee said as she pointed to the redheaded songstress. “She can pull some of that water over there into the fire to help us cool down the metal after, or in case things with the burning get out of hand.”

“Did you get new dinosaurs, Victor?” Nomi asked as she gestured to Larry, Moe, and Curly.

“Yes!” I said, and then I updated everyone about our travels as we unpacked the rocks. The women who didn’t come with me had a few questions about the T-rex battle, Emta healing herself, the status of the cave, how hard it was to do the work on the mining process, and our trip through the feasting pteranodons, but we eventually reached the end of the tale around the time we finished unpacking all the rocks.

“Alright,” I said when the last hunk of pure malachite was on the ground beside the flame. “Now we just need to get all this melted and--”

“We are going to do that,” Trel said as she wiggled her fingers at her crew.

“You seven are going to go back to camp, eat some delicious food that Tannin and Galmine have made, and then sleep.” Quwaru smiled at us as she gave her order, and I had to admit I kind of liked her take-charge personality.

“You got it, boss,” I chuckled at her. “I’m going to leave all my dinos but Nicole and Katie here to help guard. Okay?”

“That sounds like a good compromise,” Quwaru said.

“Compromise?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Well…” She gave me a half-smile as she stepped forward and wrapped her arms around my waist. “I half-expected you to argue with me and demand to stay.”

“I’m trying to get better at that.” I winked. “You are teaching me things.”

“Good.” She gave me a soft kiss and then gently bit my lip. “Go eat and sleep, my king. We’ll take care of all of this.”

“Okay-- wait,” I paused midturn. “Did Zoru talk to Oppena? Is she going to be able to--”

“He left early this morning,” Quwaru said. “It’s not even lunchtime yet, so he should get back soon. We told him of our plan to set up at this camp, so he might return here, but we’ll send him to you once he returns.”

“Awesome,” I said, and then I went to turn around, but paused before spinning back to face them. “Oh, and one more thing: I want to make nets.”

“Nets?” Gee asked.

“Out of copper,” I said. “Either beads or whatever with rope through them, or just thin copper lines we can use as a net. The idea is that Bruce, Selina, and Talia can drop them on Wyss or his minions.

“We’d need to put weights on the ends,” Gee said.

“Those don’t need to be made out of copper, though,” Trel continued. “It would just be to help them fall on target.”

“But if we have enough copper, why the fuck not?” Urka chuckled. “Let’s go full-on sparkle with this!”

“Victor, our genius minds will figure out a solution to this problem,” Trel said. “Do not worry. We will have nets made for you and your amazing flying dinosaurs by the time you wake up from your nap.”

“Alright,” I said, and then we all transferred our various weapons and gear off Tom and onto Katie and Nicole.

I decided to walk the last stretch to the river, but everyone else rode on the two trikes. The swim across the river was refreshing, and I spent a minute or two scrubbing off the blood and gunk from my arms and chest before I came up on the western shore.

Then it was just a short walk through the new “V” switchback and up the slope to our camp.

Kacerie, Galmine, and Tannin met us at the camp, and the three of them fussed over us while we retold our adventures. Brunch was smoked fish, and even though the malachite mining crew had all said we were tired of fish just a few hours ago, we still devoured the meal as if we were starving. We even had a few sips of Keefaye’s blessed water to wash it all down.

Once we were done eating, the Emeralds, Liahpa, and I walked back to my hut, but then I paused when Keefaye didn’t come with us, and I turned around to find her walking into the other hut.

“Keefaye,” I called out to her, and then I gestured for her to come with us.

“Ohhh.” She smiled shyly. “I didn’t realize that…”

Her words trailed off, but one of the Emeralds took her hand, and then the five of us walked into my hut. The fire was already going inside, and we all quickly found a comfortable place on the sleeping mats to curl up. I exchanged a deep kiss with each of my women, but I saved Keefaye for last and stroked the long locks of her hair while I stared into her eyes.

“I never want you far from me,” I whispered to her.

“I’ll remember,” she whispered back, and then she laid her head on my chest.

My eyes closed slowly afterward, and the sound of my lovers breathing lulled me into a deep sleep.

As soon as I closed my eyes, I felt like I opened them because I heard laughter outside coming from the direction of the cooking fires. It was dark outside, but my eyes were adjusted from sleeping, and I could see distant flickers of people beyond the trees around the campfire.

“Hmmm… Victor,” Galmine muttered in my ear, and I realized that the beautiful gray-skinned woman was laying half on top of me.

I laid still for a few seconds, and then I felt her body slowly rock against me.

“You are so hard inside of me… Victor… yeeeesss… I’m going to climax… Ohhhh…”

I realized a moment later that my lover was actually dreaming about having sex with me, but her body didn’t seem to realize it, and she actually began to whine and shake as she climaxed in her dreams.

“Damn,” I whispered as I turned slightly. Sure enough, her eyes were closed, but she bit her lip as she trembled, and her hips pushed and rubbed a wet spot into the thigh of my pants as she came while dreaming about me.

It was crazy sexy.

I seriously considered rolling her flat on her back and fucking her brains out, but then I sighed as I glanced out of my hut entrance again. If it was early at night, then I’d already slept too long, and if it was morning, then I had slept way, way, way too long.

I was going to have to pleasure Galmine later. After I finished killing the bad guys.

I carefully unwound myself from my beautiful white-haired wife, and then I put my socks and boots on before I grabbed my Cricket Bat of Doom and walked out to the campfire.

Quwaru, Nomi, Gee, Tannin, Kacerie, and Keefaye were sitting by the fire chatting while they ate, and they all greeted me with happy cheers when I stepped into the firelight.

“What time is it?” I said as I looked up to the stars. “Early evening?”

“Yes,” Kacerie said.

“Here, Victor,” Tannin handed me a plate of food with her usual smile, and I sat down and took a bite of the fish as I glanced at everyone with my eyebrows raised.

“We figured you needed a longer rest,” Quwaru said.

“And Nomi and I needed dinner,” Gee said. “I was going to head back down to the other camp in a bit. We would have woken you up before we left.”

“Everyone else is down there?” I asked around a mouthful of fish.

“Yes,” Kacerie said, “but…”

“Zoru ended up bringing Oppena back with him,” Nomi whispered. “I know you were worried about her finding out about the location of our camp, but--”

“She’s just been down there,” Gee said. “Girlie hasn’t seen exactly where we live. We walked this way, so she might guess, but she’s also busy doing her thing with the bending and stretching of copper. She’s really good at it, and when we took a break to get some food, the team was almost done with three nets for you.”

“They’ve finished all three nets?” I asked, and when Gee and Nomi nodded, I couldn’t help but smile.

“Is she doing anything else with the copper?” I asked.

“The Emeralds, Trel, Zoru, and Liahpa are thinking of ways to use the metal,” Nomi whispered. “Bringing Oppena here really helped because she knows the terrain around her cottage, so she’s crafting these fine wires that can be planted in the ground.”

“Good idea,” I said as I looked at the group of women around the fire. Then I looked up at the night sky and thought about my next moves.

Wyss was expecting me the day after tomorrow, but he did send a spy to try and watch the cottage. That was in violation of what I told him, and he might be expecting me to punish him sooner.

Maybe I should meet his expectations?

“I’m going to go check on the progress,” I said as I set my empty plate down and stood. “If things are moving along, I might attack Wyss tonight.”

“Tonight?” Tannin squeaked, and I couldn’t help but smile at her.

“Yeah. I think Wyss doesn’t have any night vision, so some of us can hide in the jungle to the south of their base. He won’t be able to see Bruce, Selina, and Talia in the air, and that will be even better when they try to drop the copper nets on him.”

“But how are you going to attack him?” Gee asked. “Just… call him out of his fort?”

“Maybe,” I chuckled. “I for sure don’t want to fight him in his base. If I can get him to come out far enough from his cave fort, Sheela or Kacerie could hit him before he sees them.”

“How far away is the entrance to his caves from the edge of the jungle?” Kacerie asked.

“Hmmm… I think two or three hundred yards.”

“I won’t be able to Lance that far.”

“I can try to lure him farther south,” I said.

“Bring me, Victor,” Gee purred. “I can make that run in a second and then whip his stupid head off his stupid shoulders.”

“I’ll bring you and Nomi,” I said. “If you both want to come, but I really don’t think it’s going to be smart for you to run toward him. He’ll be able to make a shadow minion from you.”

“Unless we are wearing copper,” Nomi whispered.

“Yep,” I laughed. “That’s all part of the plan, so let’s see how they are progressing.”

“I will stay here with Tannin and Galmine,” Quwaru said as she wrapped her arms around my neck, and then she gave me a lingering kiss on my cheek before she whispered. “Come back to us safe, please.”

“I will,” I said before I turned and kissed her on her lips.

“Can… I come?” Keefaye asked.

“Of course,” I said. “I don’t think I want you fighting, but you can probably go to the cottage and bless more water for Heeyuna.”

“Good.” She nodded, and then the rest of us stood and said our goodbyes to Tannin and Quwaru before we walked down the trail toward the river.

Swimming across the rushing water was never fun at night, but both the white and red moon were out, so there was enough light to see that there was nothing dangerous looking in the water. Grumpy was actually waiting for us on the other side, and he let out a grumble before he swam across. Then we all clung to him as he ferried us to the other side.

The fire burning in Aytron’s old camp was a lot smaller than I’d expected, but it quickly became apparent that was because the copper-smelting crew had converted all the malachite into the beautiful metal, and there was a pile the size of one of the ankylos glittering in the light of the fire and both of the moons. It must have been a few thousand pounds, and I knew we weren’t going to have to worry about Wyss’ bullshit power.

Or so I hoped.

“Victor!” Trel leapt into my arms and showered my face with kisses that she punctuated with each word. “I… Missed… You… So… Much!”

“You saw him earlier today,” Emta groaned.

“Exactly,” Trel huffed. “Far too many hours. You will understand soon, Emta. Once Victor has filled your womb with his incredibly powerful seed, all you will be able to think about is--”

“Let’s talk about the copper,” I said as I walked over to where Liahpa, Zoru, and Emta were bringing the metal over to Oppena. “How are things?”

“Hey, Victor,” the brunette gave me a charming, fanged smile. “Quite a tribe you’ve got here. Eiter told me you all were fun to talk to, but I must say I’ve had a great time working with everyone.”

“Eiter said that?” Gee snickered. “I’m surprised that girl knows what fun is.”

“She isn’t very easy to read,” Oppena chuckled as she grabbed a fist-sized chunk of copper, and then I gasped as she stretched it out like a piece of Play-Doh. Then she twirled the lengths around ‘til she had three twisted strands.

“Whoa. That’s crazy.” I crouched down next to where she sat so I could see her hands work.

It really didn’t seem like Oppena was putting any effort into her movements, and she soon had a braided length of copper a little less thick than my belt but just about the same length. She held it up to inspect it, and then she nodded and passed the length to me.

“Put this on under your belt,” she said. “I can make you another one for around your neck if you want? Wyss might see it, though. I’m not sure what your exact strategy is.”

“A necklace might be good,” I said as I took the belt from her. Then I took off my old belt and threaded the new copper braid under the leather and put them both through the hoops on my faithful Dickies pants.

“I’ll make one,” she said.

“I’ll also need necklaces and belts for ten people. And whatever extra stuff you are making to protect. I heard you made the nets?”

“They are over here, Victor,” Zoru called out from his spot off to the side beside one of the old huts, and I stepped over so I could see them.

The nets were a mesh of one-inch-diameter copper beads threaded with our usual fern-crafted cordage. Each net was about twelve-feet square, but the spaces between the squares of cord were about four inches. Each end was weighted down with a fist-sized stone wrapped in copper bands. The stones had these long holes in them to thread the cordage and wires through, and I figured that Youleena had assisted in making them for this project. The nets seemed perfectly made to snare a man, so as long as Wyss didn’t make a copy of a giant dinosaur, we’d be all set.

“Wow,” I said as I looked over the three nets. “This is awesome. It must have taken a lot of work.”

“It was incredibly simple,” Trel laughed. “Once Oppena molded the copper bits, all we had to do was thread them on and knot the net and… pfffft. Done!”

“Trel, you did the whole--” Liahpa started to say.

“It was nothing!” Trel interrupted her. “Definitely nothing that a genius like me had to worry about. Anyways, Victor, look at these pieces over here.”

I gave Liahpa a puzzled look, but she just shrugged, so I turned to look where Trel was pointing.

“This is much more interesting,” Trel cooed as she showed me a strange-shaped piece of copper. It actually looked a bit like a hurdle that a track runner would jump over. The device was about three feet long, but it bent near the end.

“What does it do?” I asked.

“It’s pure genius, if I do say so myself,” Trel purred, and then she gestured to Emta.

“Yeah, I’ll show you how it works.” She walked forward, stepped on the slightly raised bent part, and then the device sprang up and smacked her lightly in the thigh. “Anybody who runs into this will trip.”

“Ohhh…” I laughed as I looked over at the stack of similar looking loops. “That is genius. How many did you make?”

“We’ve got twenty so far,” Oppena said. “I know the best places to put them around my camp. I don’t really think we need any more, because I made a bunch of other bands and such we can use.”

I looked over to some baskets and saw that they were all filled with copper wires of various lengths. It would be easy to lay it all in the grass to create another net-like flooring, and we had plenty to cover most of the area around the cottage.

“Looks like we have plenty of copper left,” I said as I looked back over to the unused pile by Oppena.

“I can make more nets or necklaces for you all to wear,” she said.

“Plates, cups, forks, and spoons would be wonderful to have,” Adella sang. “If that’s okay with Victor?”

“We can make enough for both camps,” I said.

“Even mine?” Oppena opened her rainbow-swirling eyes wide.

“Sure,” I chuckled, “but let’s get the necklaces and belts made, and we can worry about the plates and such tomorrow. How soon can you do them?”

“Hmmm… Fifteen minutes,” she said, and then I realized she was already done with a necklace. It was about as thick as my pointer finger, and I took it from her and slipped it over my neck.

“It’s not too heavy?” she asked.

“Nope. It’s fine.” I said as I lifted it off my chest. It looked really cleanly braided, and without my shirt on and surrounded by all these beautiful women, I imagined I was in a rap music video flashing bling. “Youleena, Trel, Adella, and Urka, you are going to stay here and help the pteranodons load up the nets when they drop in. Zoru, Nomi, Kacerie, Gee, Liahpa, Emta, Keefaye, and the Emeralds, get ready to go.”

“Now?” Liahpa and Emta asked together.

“As soon as Oppena is done making your necklaces and belts, so grab whatever weapons you need. Grumpy is the only dinosaur we are going to be taking, and the Emeralds are going to light the way through the jungle.”

“I thought Wyss wasn’t expecting you to visit until the day after tomorrow?” Oppena asked.

“Yeah.” I grinned. “That’s why we are going to kill him now.”

Her rainbow swirling eyes got big, and then she slowly smiled.

“You don’t fuck around, do you, Victor?”

“Nope, and I’ll kill anyone who comes after my friends.”
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Chapter 25

It did take Oppena only fifteen more minutes to make enough copper belts and necklaces for ten people, and we were packed up and ready for battle by then. Liahpa easily carried two of the baskets filled with copper wire, Emta carried one, and Zoru carried the other. Then the rest of us carried the small copper hurdles. With the help of Grumpy and the light from the Emeralds’ gems, we got up river to the cottage about an hour later, and even though it was dark, and everyone was soaking wet, my friends all wore “we came here to fuck shit up” expressions on their faces as we approached the cottage.

“You all are really fucking badass,” Oppena said for the tenth or twelfth time once we reached the clearing of her home. “Even little Nomi is so fierce.”

“Looks can be deceiving,” I chuckled. “Nomi is the scariest one in my tribe.”

“She is?” Oppena gasped, but then everyone else in our group nodded, and the beautiful, rainbow-eyed woman glanced back at Nomi and gulped. “Uhhh… what is your ability?”

“I can make it so you can’t use yours,” Nomi whispered.

“Well… shit. That is scary. Glad we are friends. We are friends, right?”

“Yes, we are friends,” Nomi let out a soft laugh.

“Thank the creator,” Oppena sighed as she tapped on her chest between her breasts.

“Victor?” Sheela called out from the cottage, and I saw that my huntress had opened the door and wore a happy smile on her usual stoic face.

“Hello, Darling,” I said as I wrapped my arms around her narrow waist and kissed her sweet lips. She moaned softly in my mouth when she tasted me, but then we parted so I could look in the cottage.

“You’ve returned.” Heeyuna nodded.

“You look… less dead.” I smiled at her.

“Yes,” she chuckled. “That blessed water Keefaye made me is quite a drink. Speaking of which…”

“I’ll bless you some more,” Keefaye stepped inside.

“I just filled these pots with water,” Eiter said as she gestured to the ones on the table.

“Hi, Eiter,” I said.

“Hello… Victor.” The beautiful lilac-haired woman nodded at me. “I am glad to see you return. You all have copper wrapped around your necks.”

“Yeah,” I said, and then I pulled a belt and necklace out of my pocket. “Put these on. You are coming with us.”

“I… am?” She timidly took the jewelry from me.

“Yeah. I need to know exactly where Wyss is. Can you do that?”

“Of course.” She nodded at me and actually smiled. “I am happy to be of use.”

“Victor--”

“Shut the fuck up, Avern,” I growled at him. “If I want to hear you talk, I’ll ask you something.”

“Okay.” His shoulders slumped, and I would have felt a bit bad for being so rude to him if I hadn’t heard him talk about his philosophy on rape in regards to his female friends.

Seriously. Fuck that guy.

“Can you use your power?” I asked Heeyuna.

“I think I could do it once,” she said.

“Okay,” I said as I stepped out of the cottage more. “Everyone, gather around so I can go over the plan.”

Keefaye handed Heeyuna a jug of blessed water, and then Eiter joined them.

“Oppena, Heeyuna, and Keefaye, you are going to stay here and lay the copper wire in these two baskets around the clearing.”

“We’ll do a great job.” Keefaye smiled at me.

“Eiter, Sheela, Zoru, Nomi, Gee, Kaceri, Liahpa, Emta, and the Emeralds are coming with me north. I’m also taking Dwayne, Bruce, Jinx, and Soju. When we get to the edge of the jungle right below Wyss’ caves, we are going to lay some copper wire down there. Then we are going to sneak into the clearing a bit and lay some more around the grass a hundred or so yards up. That’s where I’m going to stand and tell Wyss to come face me.”

“Uhh… You are just going to challenge him to a duel?” Emta asked. “Can’t he just make a shadow minion clone-thingy of you?”

“I don’t think he can when I have all this copper on,” I said as I tapped the necklace. “He can copy one of his allies, but we are going to lay the copper between the entrance to the cave and where I’ll stand and shout for him, so his only other option will be to hide in his cave.”

“What happens if he does that?” Liahpa asked.

“Then…” I paused and looked at Keefaye. Then we both smiled together.

“I’ll make a big jug of my very potent blessed water,” Keefaye said.

“Ohhhh, shiiiit,” Emta drawled. “You’ll fucking roast them all inside of their cave.”

“I don’t want to kill all of them,” I said with a shrug, “but Wyss is too dangerous to keep alive.”

“Who will take this jug of highly flammable blessed water into the burning hole to burn all them boys alive?” Gee asked. “Please say it will be me.”

“It will be you,” I chuckled.

“Yeeeeees,” she purred with a very Grinch stealing Christmas smile.

“Keefaye, can you give Sheela your copper necklace and belt?” I asked.

“Of course.” Keefaye quickly slipped off her jewelry and handed it to Sheela.

What if Wyss uses his more powerful ability on you?

Will the copper you are wearing be able to protect you?

The Emeralds looked concerned as they motioned to my jewlery.

“That’s what I’m counting on,” I chuckled. “If Wyss does his strange shadow move where he turns into something like his minions, I’m just going to run south toward Nomi as quickly as I can.”

“Nomi will be able to help you?” Heeyuna asked as she gave a confused look to the small woman in the gray muumuu.

“Yeah, she can,” Oppena chuckled.

“I will do my best,” Nomi whispered, “but I’m worried that you won’t be able to get to me in time… If we are all hiding in the jungle while you are in the clearing.”

“Yeah,” I said as I thought through her concern.

“Perhaps I can help?” Zoru asked as he raised his hand slightly. “I can sprint very quickly.”

“Good idea,” I chuckled. “I also think I can have Dwayne hiding east by the river. The land slopes down there a bit, so he can crouch down and not be seen. If Wyss uses his ability and turns into a shadow, I can start running south toward you, Zoru, and then Dwayne can also run to meet me. If you get to me first, then that’s fine.”

“I will.” He nodded. “You are my friend and my king. I won’t let you die.”

“Well, I appreciate that.” I laughed. “Can anyone else think of a better plan? I don’t want Wyss to see anyone but me, and I want to lure him into using his shadow ability on himself so we can have Nomi mess him up.”

“What would you have the group waiting in the jungle do?” Kacerie asked.

“You all are there in case my plan doesn’t work,” I said. “If Wyss gets close enough to Lance, then take the shot. Same with you, Sheela.”

“I will.” The blonde huntress nodded.

“I have faith that you will all know what to do when the time comes,” I said.

“I’m not completely in love with this plan,” Kacerie sighed. “It seems like you are using yourself as bait to get him to come out.”

“It’s the only thing that will work,” I said. “Well… other than just throwing Keefaye’s blessed water in their caves and burning all of them, but from what I’ve observed while watching them, Veeraale, Ohkall, and Haryoud aren’t evil people. They are with Wyss because they happened to fall in with him, but I think they would be fine with me being in charge if I could promise them safety and food.”

“Even Veeraale?” Heeyuna raised an eyebrow.

“I don’t think they are lovers anymore.” I shrugged. “Either way, I’d like to give them the choice instead of just murdering them. Also, she talked about this painting in their cave. I want to see it, and burning the place down will probably ruin whatever it is.”

No one said anything for a few moments, and I gave each of them a proud smile. Yeah, I was worried about all the things I couldn’t predict, but we’d done our best to prepare for Wyss. He was arguably the most powerful person we’d faced so far, but being able to plan out our attack helped me feel a lot more confident. I also realized that my trash-talk and aggressive positioning as “king” had helped erode confidence within his tribe. I had never quite understood why professional boxers and mixed martial arts dudes talked so much trash before their matches, but now I could really see how it was helpful.

“Keefaye, once we get that powerful blessed water from you, we’ll get going.”

She nodded, and then we spent the next few minutes dividing up the copper wire and hurdles between the group that was staying and the group that was attacking. Sheela insisted that we bring some hurdles with us, so that I could have an extra layer of protection, and she carried these over her shoulder while Liahpa and Emta carried the baskets. We were able to store some of our extra spears and axes on Dwayne’s saddle, and my big Utahraptor trembled with excitement when he thought about kicking some ass.

As my ambush group snuck through the jungle, I commanded Grumpy to swim up the river and wait on the shore near Wyss’ camp. Then I switched to Bruce’s eyes to make sure there weren’t any big dinosaurs in the clearing between the jungle and the caves before I asked Jinx and Soju to run across.

My two little dinos didn’t see any guards on the hill, but we had a bit of time before my group made it to the edge of the jungle, so I made them carefully patrol all angles of the hill and cave entrances to make double sure that there wasn’t anyone watching. They both went to work doing their surveillance, and I returned my vision back to my body.

“You can walk while you visit your dinosaurs?” Liahpa asked.

“Oh, yeah, I guess I can.” I shook my head and realized that I had done exactly what Liahpa had just said, even though I normally had to sit or stand still somewhere while I looked through one of my dino’s eyes. The jungle was dark, and even though both of the Emeralds were lighting the way, there were tons of roots and bushes for me to trip over.

Yet I hadn’t.

“You are getting very powerful,” she whispered.

“Just doing my best.” I shrugged. “That reminds me, what were you talking about with Trel and the nets?”

“Oh,” she chuckled. “Trel…”

“What did she do?” I asked.

“She did the nets,” Zoru chuckled.

“What do you mean?”

“She made all three of those nets,” Liahpa laughed. “The fastest I’d ever seen her work.”

“Her fingers were like blurs of motion,” Zoru confirmed. “She was going to teach us how to do it, but then she said ‘I can just do them the fastest, and it needs to be done before Victor wakes up, so I will teach you all how to do it later.’”

“She had them all made in an hour or so,” Emta said. “Urka and I helped a bit by arranging the beads so she could grab them faster, but yeah, she made those nets herself.”

“I wonder why she didn’t want to take credit for it?” I asked.

“It’s Trel.” Liahpa shrugged. “She’s gonna… Trel?”

“Probably thinks knitting isn’t fit for a duchess or something,” Emta chuckled. “Could have been embarrassed about it.”

“She’s come a long way since I got here,” Kacerie chimed in. “She seemed to be trying to give everyone credit.”

“Yeah, and that’s weird for her,” Emta said.

“All these babies coming are making her more… maternal.” Nomi whispered. “I have noticed the change.”

“Could be,” Emta said.

“We are approaching the edge of the jungle,” I said loud enough for the group to hear me. “Emeralds, turn off the lights.”

Yes, Victor.

We were suddenly in darkness, but the group had moved to the edge of the jungle now, and everyone crouched down near me so we could whisper.

“Jinx and Soju have looked all over the hill and peeked into the various cave entrances,” I said as I reached over and patted Dwayne’s feathery neck. “They don’t have anyone standing guard.”

“Fucking idiots,” Gee groaned. “They deserve to die.”

“Sheela did kill two of them,” I said. “They are low on members, and they don’t think I’m coming ‘til the day after tomorrow.”

“Who do you want setting up the copper traps?” Kacerie asked.

“Sheela, Zoru, Liahpa, Emta, and the Emeralds,” I said, “but before we get on that, Eiter, can you tell if Wyss is in there?”

“Hmm…” she hummed as she glanced northward to the tree line. “I have never used it to find a person… I will try.”

The lilac-haired woman closed her eyes for a few seconds, and then she opened them and pointed north toward the caves. “He’s that way. Three hundred yards and a bit down.”

“Awesome,” I said. “Can you do the other members of his tribe?”

“Oh, that is smart.” She nodded and then closed her eyes again. This time it was for about half a minute. “Yes, Victor. They are all in there. My ability is saying it is roughly the same four-minute walk to get to them.”

“That confirms what Jinx and Soju are saying,” I told the group. “They are all deep in their caves. Everyone I just listed on copper duty, let’s go.”

Sheela, Zoru, Liahpa, Emta, and the Emeralds all ran with me into the clearing, but I left Dwayne behind in the treeline to protect the team there. Once I had found a location about halfway between the jungle and the caves, I gestured to stop, and everyone set their baskets down.

Sheela and an Emerald set up the hurdles between where I would be standing and the cave entrance while Zoru, Liahpa, Emta, the other Emerald, and I laid the copper wire on the ground in a half-spiral half-spiderweb pattern. The first few minutes were a bit confusing as everyone tried to figure out how to do the task without speaking to each other, but we soon figured out a role within the work so that no one was stepping on each other.

While we worked, I ordered Bruce, Selina, and Talia to head back to Aytron’s old camp so they could pick up the nets. Trel, Urka, Youleena, and Adella were ready for them, and the pteranodons were able to make the pick up and get back into the air over Wyss’ base by the time we were done laying all the wire some thirty minutes later.

Once we were done laying all the wire and setting up the hurdles, we ran back to the edge of the jungle to review the next part of the plan.

“Any movement from inside the caves?” Zoru asked as soon as we got back.

“Nope,” I said. “They don’t know what we did.”

“Can’t we hide up on top of that hill there?” Gee asked. “Then when they come out, I can just jump down and burn them all.”

“The problem is Haryoud,” I said. “I’m not sure exactly how his sight ability works, but he can see much more than we can. I think he can actually see through solid objects. He saw Jinx and Soju tracking him and Wyss when they tried to get to the cottage.”

“Will he see us hiding here in the jungle?” Eiter asked.

“I’m not sure,” I said. “I know he didn’t see Dwayne when he was two hundred yards away. I might have you guys move back ten or so yards deeper into the trees so there is a bit more solid material between you and the clearing. It seemed like he couldn’t see super far when they tried earlier in the night. I kept Dwayne a few hundred yards away in the jungle, and Haryoud couldn’t see him.”

“What if he can see us?” Kacerie asked.

“Then…” I took a deep breath. “Wyss probably won’t come out, and then we’ll have to do plan B. Which is--”

“Me burning them boys to ash,” Gee purred.

“Yeah,” I said. “Either way, Wyss isn’t going to live through the night. Everyone ready?”

Everyone nodded, but then Sheela frowned, and I looked at her.

“How will you get Wyss to come out?” she asked.

“I’m going to shout for him,” I laughed, “but before I go… Let’s say goodbye.”

I gave Sheela, Kacerie, Liahpa, and the Emeralds a quick kiss, and then I hugged my other friends. Even Eiter gave me a tight embrace, and she sighed when we parted.

“Good luck, Victor,” Nomi whispered, and everyone else nodded.

“I don’t need luck,” I chuckled. “I have all of you. I also have Dwayne, let’s go, buddy.”

The big utahraptor let out a soft hoot, and then he stepped with me out of the jungle.

I jumped up into his saddle and rode around the copper setup so that we didn’t accidentally step on anything. Then we dashed up the side of the hill toward the cave entrance that I’d seen them use yesterday. It was also the one that Jinx and Soju were hiding on top of, so I knew that no one was close to the entrance.

Then Dwayne stepped halfway into the cave, took a deep breath, and bellowed like a thousand lions grumbling.

I heard a shout down in the tunnels after Dwayne finished his trumpet, and I knew it was my turn.

“Wyss!” I shouted down the tunnel. “You have betrayed your king! Come out and face me, or I will kill you and all of your followers, too!”

As soon as I bellowed the words, Dwayne spun around and shot down the hill, and he took me back around the east side of the copper wire. I jumped off his back when he’d slowed down enough, and then he continued on toward the river while I positioned myself in the center of the copper protected area.

They weren’t out of the cave yet, so I pushed my eyes and ears to Jinx.

“I’m not going out there!” Wyss hissed.

“He knows you tried to fuck him over,” Veeraale screeched. “Now he’s going to kill all of us.”

“He doesn’t know that I sent a minion to--”

“He killed your minion!” she interrupted. “I fucking told you this would happen! I warned you, Wyss. I told you that--”

“What do we do?” Syson whined. “Wyss, you have to go out there.”

“I’m not going to do that,” Wyss scoffed. “That’s exactly what he wants me to do. No. I’ve laid the trap in here, and--”

“He said he would kill all of us if you didn’t face him,” Ohkall said. “Aren’t you our leader? You should go face him.”

Jinx couldn’t hear anything for a few moments, but then I heard a long sigh from Wyss.

“Fine. I’ll kill this ‘king’ now, but you all need to come so that I can make shadow minions.”

“Can’t you use your special ability?” Syson asked. “Just do that and kill this man.”

“I might not be able to change back from my shadow form, so I don’t want to do that unless I have no other choice,” Wyss said. “Haryoud, what can you see out there?”

“I need to get a bit closer to the entrance of the cave.”

“Then fucking do it!” Wyss growled. “Do I have to tell each of you exactly what to do every fucking second?”

No one spoke for another ten or so seconds, but Jinx and Soju could hear steps getting closer to the cave entrance.

“I just see him standing out there alone,” Haryoud said.

“Alone? Just him?” Wyss’ voice was full of disbelief. “Look in the jungle.”

“I’m looking…” Haryoud paused for a few seconds as Jinx heard him pause at the edge of the cave entrance. “No… Nothing…”

“Wyss!” I called out in the most badass voice I could force my throat to make. “I’m growing impatient, stop yelling at Haryoud and come out. I am alone. Face me, or die as a coward.”

“How the fuck did he know that?” Syson whined. “How did he know you were yelling at Haryoud?”

“Fuuuuck,” Wyss groaned, and it was getting hard to disguise the panic in his voice. “Okay… Everyone… come out with me. I’ll deal with him, and you can all watch.”

Jinx heard footsteps, but I returned most of my focus to my own body as the group came to stand at the entrance of their cave. I could see the crazy-looking dude with his face in his chest was standing in the back holding a single torch, and it backlit Wyss, Veeraale, Ohkall, Syson, and Haryoud.

“I’m here,” Wyss growled.

“You sent one of your minions to spy on the cottage,” I growled. “I told you not to. I don’t want to accidentally kill my other subjects standing next to you; come down and kneel before me so I can execute you properly.”

I knew for certain that there was no way he’d actually follow my order, but I figured it was important to maintain my kingly setup in front of his followers.

“No,” He growled, “I don’t think I need to bother coming down to you. I’ll just kill you from--”

“I didn’t say you could talk,” I interrupted him, and then I looked at the rest of his tribemates and smirked. “Veerale, Ohkall, and Haryuod. I know you are loyal to me. Move away from Wyss so I don’t accidentally kill you.”

In reality, I didn’t want them to accidentally get hit with the nets that Bruce, Selina, and Talia were going to drop, but if they thought I had some sort of awesome area of effect damage ability worth fearing, that was fine with me, too.

Veeraale and Ohkall’s eyes opened wide after I finished speaking, and Haryoud tensed like someone had just smacked him on the ass.

“What?” Wyss spun to look at them. “What the shit? Do you three have--”

“We haven’t spoken to the king since--” Veeraale started to say, but Wyss was already spinning back toward me and twisting his fingers against the ground.

“I’ll just kill him right now!”

“Oooh, noooo,” I groaned sarcastically. “Don’t use your stupid power on me. Whatever shall I do?”

The portal opened up before Wyss a few moments later, and a shadow copy of Syson emerged. Before anyone could say anything else, the figure charged down the slope toward me. As it gained speed, the shadow skin seemed to shimmer a bit, and the figure lowered its ram-horned head as it aimed at me.

My heart was racing in my chest, and even though the night was cool, I could feel the sweat rolling down my back as I forced the sneer to stay on my face.

Fuck. I hoped this copper shit worked.

I couldn’t really tell how fast the shadow clone of Syson was moving, but I guessed it was going at least thirty miles an hour when it hit the edge of the copper wire some ten yards from me.

Then the shadow beast instantly evaporated into smoke.

No one said anything for a few moments, but Wyss looked more shocked than the rest of his tribe, and his mouth hung wide open like he’d just gotten kicked in the balls by a nun.

Veeraale turned away from Wyss and walked down the slope toward the southwest so she wasn’t in the way of our combat line. Ohkall did the same a few moments after. Then Haryoud threw his hands up in the air and followed them.

“How dare you?” Wyss hissed at the backs of his ex-tribemates. “I did everything for you! I protected you! I cared for you! I--”

“You’ve been a huge asshole!” Haryoud shouted over his shoulder, and then he gestured with his hand in a way that probably meant “Fuck you” on his world.

“Veeraale?” Wyss growled. “Turn around. Come back to my si--”

“You punched me!” She spun and pointed up at him. “I’m with the king now. He’s shown us more respect in the last minute than you have the entire time we’ve been with you.”

“You’ll regret those words, woman,” Wyss growled, and then he began to wiggle his fingers against the ground.

“Veeraale, Ohkall, and Haryoud, run into the jungle!” I ordered as it became apparent that Wyss was summoning a shadow clone version of Ohkall.

And I wasn’t quite sure who he was going to explode the minion on.

The three started running as soon as I yelled at them, and I stepped toward Wyss with my Cricket Bat of Doom in my hand as he continued to glare at their retreating backs. Then he seemed to realize that, if he sent the minion after them, I’d charge up the slope toward him, so he twisted his gaze back to me.

Then the Ohkall minion copy started lumbering down the hill toward me.

“Shit,” I hissed to myself. “I should have brought a shield.”

I began to backpedal until I was almost out of the circle of copper. I had seen Ohkall’s power work once when Wyss used it against the group of allosauruses, and the spray of shrapnel had traveled at least fifteen-feet in all directions. If Wyss triggered the explosion right before the minion reached my first line of copper, then there was a good chance the shards would tear right through me.

And I didn’t know if the copper belt or necklace I was wearing would help keep me from getting torn into pieces.

I called up to the three pteranodons patrolling and asked one of them to drop the net. I didn’t really want to play my hand now and show Wyss I had these nets, but as the shadow minion continued to jog toward me, I realized I didn’t have much of a choice.

Talia began her dive, but I still figured the safest bet was to gain some distance, so I stepped out of the circle and jogged as fast as I could backward. Wyss’ plan was predictable, and the minion crouched down right before it reached the line of my copper.

Shit. Talia was still up in the air, and there was no way she could land the net on him, so I did the only thing I could think of and dove to the grass bellyflop-style while I ordered her to swoop up so she wouldn’t get torn to shreds.

The explosion sounded like a gunshot, and I heard the air part a dozen times over my head as I tried to make myself as small as I could against the ground. Something smacked into the bottom of my boot, but I didn’t feel any pain shooting up my leg, and I was able to spring back up to my feet as soon as the danger was past.

Talia was okay, so I calmly walked back into the circle of copper and picked up my Cricket Bat of Doom.

“Anything else you want to try?” I growled up at him.

“Syson!” Wyss hissed. “Charge him!”

“Me?” the ram-headed goat fuck gasped, “but--”

“He’s going to kill all of us!” Wyss shouted. “You, too, Ugral! Scream at him!”

“I don’t think that--” Syson started to say, but then the creepy dude with the face in the middle of his chest began to screech like a bunch of nails scraping down a chalkboard.

The sound was unbelievably annoying, and I could feel the hairs inside my nose stand on end, but I wasn’t in any actual pain. Wyss and Syson were both covering their ears, though, and the dark-haired man was actually bending over a bit as his face went white. I guessed I wasn’t feeling the same effects because we were out in the open, and I was about seventy or so yards away from them.

Wyss seemed to be shouting at Ugral, but Syson just shook his head like a bee was in his ear, and then he began to charge down the slope of the hill toward me.

It was at that point that I realized the major hole in my plan.

I hadn’t thought that Syson would directly use his ability on me.

The copper wasn’t going to do anything to this guy, and as he started to gain speed, his flesh turned a silvery color that reminded me of Liahpa.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

I spun around to look for Dwayne, but my Utahraptor was a good hundred yards away, and Syson was probably fifty or forty now, and he was just gaining speed with every step.

I twisted to face the goat-man, and I met his eyes as he plowed toward me. His eyes possessed the insane quality of someone who was backed into a corner, and I couldn’t help but think of Emerald’s warning about not taking this risk too lightly.

Syson had his life to lose, so he might as well give it all to try and kill me.

I held the Cricket Bat of Doom out to my side with trembling hands and forced my lungs to breathe in and out. The fucker was making a straight line toward me, and time seemed to slow down as my life flashed before my eyes.

Damn it.

I should have foreseen this happening. Wasn’t that what I was good at? How could I have not guessed that this fuck would try to take me out himself? I’d focused so much on dealing with Wyss that I’d ignored the other threats in his tribe.

And now I was going to pay the ultimate price for my failure.

I raised my weapon over my head just as Syson lowered his ram horns. My only chance was to jump to the side at the last second, but even then, this guy was invulnerable to hits when he was running, so I’d have to come up with another plan before he came back around and tried to kill me.

And it would just buy Wyss more time to figure out how to attack me.

Suddenly Talia let out a screech as she dropped her net. I hadn’t given her the order, but I was happy she had thought to do it.

The net landed right in front of the charging goat-man, and my heart leapt into my chest when I realized that my new dinosaur had missed her attack, but then time seemed to stop as Syson glanced upward with confusion on his face.

Then he plowed into the copper circle, and I saw one of the hurdles that Sheela and Emerald had planted spring up.

The top part of the copper bar caught Syson right in the knee because he wasn’t paying attention, and then his back leg became entangled with the rest of the L-shaped piece of metal as he stumbled forward. He instantly turned into a spinning tumbleweed of horns and goat hooves, and then I winced when his face smacked into the earth with enough force to cause the rest of his body to bend back like a U behind him. He had enough speed to continue to slip and slide forward on his teeth for another good fifteen feet, and the silver-like sheen to his skin faded as soon as his kinetic energy finally gave up.

Right at my feet.

“Help…” he whimpered through shattered teeth, and it looked like his neck may have also been broken from the strange angle it pushed against the ground.

“That was unlucky… for you,” I said.

Then I brought my Cricket Bat of Doom down on his neck and cut the fucker’s head off.

“Stop screaming!” Wyss’ voice suddenly cut through the silent air when Ugral shut up, and I turned back up to see the long-haired man staring down at me with storm-raging eyes.

“You are so used to having minions, you don’t know how to take care of problems on your own,” I laughed at him. “Pathetic. And to think you wanted to be king of this world.”

“You have metal on you,” he growled. “You think that will stop me?”

“I know that will stop you.” As soon as I finished speaking, Bruce made his perfect drop, and the net of copper beads fell twenty feet and landed square on top of Wyss’ head.

The man immediately fell to his knees as he screamed, but I couldn’t tell if it was the weight of the net or the feeling of the metal on his skin that was causing him so much agony.

“Metal… net?” he shouted at me. “How?”

“I know you can’t use your power through metal,” I said as I took a step toward him. “Now it’s over.”

“You don’t know about thiiiiiisssss!” His voice contorted into a scream with his final word, and his skin began to turn a bright glowing white as if he was a character in an anime powering up. Then, just as soon as he’d glowed, his entire body turned to shadow.

But it was more like a formless shadow cloud with small sparks of lightning inside of it, and the cloud passed easily through Bruce’s net.

Uh-oh.

I started running south as fast as my feet could carry me.

I risked a glance back over my shoulder after I had sprinted for a few seconds and saw the angry cloud was gaining on me. In fact, it had covered half the distance between us already, and the jungle to my south somehow seemed even farther away than when I’d started running.

Selina dropped her net when I took a second glance over my shoulder, and even though her aim was perfect, it just passed right through the angry Wyss cloud and bounced off the grassy field.

“Shiiiiit,” I huffed as I pumped my legs as fast as I could, and I dropped my Cricket Bat of Doom so that I could throw my arms even harder into each step.

My lungs burned, and my legs screamed. I thought I heard someone scream my name, and I felt Dwayne running toward me, but I knew he was too far away from me.

I glanced back over my shoulder, and the cloud was pretty much right on top of me.

I didn’t have breath to scream as I turned back around, but then I saw Zoru sprinting toward me, and we each jumped toward each other like we were a pair of skydivers with only one parachute.

I could feel coldness flash behind me like someone had just opened a freezer door, but then my hands touched Zoru’s outstretched fingers, and my entire body jerked through the air as if someone had yanked on the rubber band of my soul. I was suddenly sitting in the jungle next to my friends, and I let out a gasp as my stomach and brain caught up with the movement of the Jaunt.

“Now!” I heard Sheela yell.

Then Nomi screamed.

The shadowy jungle suddenly turned white, and we all groaned as the weight of our bodies pushed us hard into the soft dirt where we hid. Nomi’s now-white hair floated up over her head like she was Liahpa, and the small doll-like woman pointed a single black finger into the clearing.

I slowly turned my head to where she pointed and saw Wyss in his usual body thrashing on the ground like a fish. The guy looked like he was in pure agony, but most everyone did when Nomi used Eclipse on them.

“Almost… Almost…” Kacerie gasped next to me, and I saw her raise her hand toward the man like she had a twenty-pound weight wrapped around her arm.

Then a black pulse of energy emerged from her palm, streaked across the white plain of grass, and hit Wyss right in the chest. His body immediately stopped moving as half of it disintegrated, and Nomi turned off her power the second after.

Wyss was dead.
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Chapter 26

None of us spoke for a few minutes. We all just laid on the ground and caught our breaths.

“Damn, Nomi,” Emta finally coughed. “I forgot how much I hate being around you when you use that.”

“Sorry,” Nomi sighed.

“Don’t be sorry,” Emta laughed. “You helped us kill that fucker real good.”

“Yeah,” I coughed as I stood. “Looks like we did it. Good job, team. Thanks Zoru, Nomi, and Kacerie.”

“It was no problem, Victor.” Zoru bowed slightly to me. “Although, I must admit that the cloud of dark energy Wyss turned himself into was quite intimidating.”

“It looked like a skull.” Liahpa shuddered.

“Really? I wasn’t paying that close attention because I was running so fast.”

“With lightning and energy inside of it,” Nomi added. “It was terrifying.”

“Says the girlie who took all of it away from him,” Gee chuckled.

“That was incredible,” Eiter spoke up. “I… You all had a plan… I can not believe it worked. Well… I do not mean to say that I doubted you, but…”

“We understand,” Kacerie said as she patted the other woman on the shoulder. “You’ll get more used to it the longer you stay with us.”

“Ohhh,” Eiter said. “I would like that. I am happy with how this has turned out. You have all saved my friends and I from… well… I do not wish to think about what would have happened.”

“We protect our friends,” I said as I walked out into the clearing. “Speaking of that… Veeraale, Ohkall, and Haryoud! Come over here.”

“Do you want them to see us?” Liahpa asked.

“Yeah,” I said as I gestured for everyone to follow me into the clearing. “They might as well know who we are, since they are joining our tribe.”

My friends all stepped into the clearing, and then we waited half a minute for the white-haired warrior woman, tall stone-man, and spider-faced fox-dude to approach us.

“Wyss is dead,” I said before they could speak. “You are in my tribe now.”

“Yes, King,” Veeraale said as she bowed her head.

“Yes, King,” Ohkall repeated.

“Yes, King,” Haryoud said as he bowed to me, and then he nodded to my friends. “I guessed they were your people.”

“You saw them when you stood at the cave entrance?” I asked.

“Yes,” he admitted. “I knew Wyss was dead then. But honestly, he wasn’t a fitting leader. He--”

“You don’t need to explain his shortcomings to me,” I interrupted. “You three will treat everyone in this tribe with respect, and they will return that respect to you. Understand?”

The three of them nodded, and I could tell from the expression on Veeraale’s face that she was happy I said those words.

“I’ll introduce you to everyone in a bit,” I said to them, and then I turned to Veeraale. “Show me this painting on the cave wall.”

“You know of the painting?” she raised her eyebrows with surprise.

“I know a lot,” I chuckled. “Take me there.”

“Yes, King.” She pointed back to the caves. “It’s on the bottom floor of the passages. I’ll show you all now.”

“Good,” I said, and then the group followed Veeraale, Ohkall, and Haryoud as they led us back north through the field and up the hill to their caverns. On the way there, Sheela grabbed my Cricket Bat of Doom from the ground, and I slung it over my shoulder after she handed it to me.

“You have a powerful tribe,” Ohkall said to me as he glanced at the group.

“I don’t have them,” I corrected. “We have each other.”

“It… is… mostly women?” Veeraale asked as her red eyes darted around the group.

“Yes,” I said. “What was the trap that Wyss set for me?”

“There is a room where he put in a pitfall,” Haryoud said. “He meant to lure you in there.”

“We disagreed with the idea, and told him that--”

“I know you disagreed with him,” I interrupted Veeraale. “You three do not have to worry about proving yourselves to me, but you will have to prove your loyalty to my tribe. Yes, they are mostly women, but they are fiercely loyal to me, so---”

“We’ll fucking kill you if we think you are going to betray our king,” Emta hissed.

I was surprised the words had come from Emta, but I kept my poker face as we continued to walk.

“Yes, of course,” Haryoud cleared his throat. “We are fine taking orders from someone who will protect us. There is safety in numbers. Especially when a group works together. To be honest, I just want a bed, a meal, and satisfying work to do so that I feel like I’m useful.”

“We’ll give that to you,” Kacerie said.

“Thank you.” the orange fox-spider said, and Veeraale and Ohkall both nodded gratefully.

As we approached the entrance to the cave, Ugral started to scream again, and then he ran to his left up the slope to the north. Zoru and Eiter covered their ears as he ran from us, and my eyes briefly followed the light his torch made in the night.

“Do I want him in my tribe?” I asked Veerale.

“Uhhh…” she paused and then looked at her other two friends. “No. We never liked having him around, but Wyss wanted more… potential for his minions.”

“Gee, kill him.”

“That screamy bitch boy won’t get far…” the flame dancer laughed as she let go of Nomi’s hand, and then her skin erupted into fire as she skipped up the rocky slope.

“Woooow,” Ohkall muttered. “She is made of fire?”

“Yes,” I said, and then we made it to the mouth of the cave.

“It’s this way,” Veeraale said as she gestured for us to follow her inside.

The cave was only wide enough for two people to stand shoulder to shoulder, so Veeraale led the way, Ohkall and Haryoud followed behind her, and then Sheela walked next to me. Liahpa and Emta followed behind us, and then the rest of my group filed in line. The first part of the cave was dark, but after we’d walked about ten yards, there was a corner, and small torches lit the rest of the way.

“What do you use to keep the torches burning?” Emta asked.

“One of the caves goes deep down to a tar pit,” Ohkall explained. “It is useful for burning, but we got sick when we cooked with it, so we only use wood for that now.”

“Ahhh,” Emta said, and I was half-surprised she didn’t call them stupid for trying to cook with a toxic oil.

“This is our main room,” Veeraale said as we came to an opening.

The space was maybe forty feet wide by fifty feet long and had a fifteen-foot-high ceiling, with a few crudely carved wooden stools and two tables placed around a cooking fire. There were dirty plates stacked on the side of the room, rolled up sleeping mats in another corner, and various clay mugs stacked randomly. The living situation wasn’t exactly gross, but it was obvious that no one in the tribe was responsible for maintaining sanitation.

“Uhhh… will we be staying with you at your camp?” Veeraale cleared her throat.

“Yes,” I answered. “We have a better living situation, but we’ll have to make huts for each of you. It won’t be a problem, and you can help with the work if you wish.”

“We’d like that.” Ohkall nodded as he ducked under a low part of the tunnel.

“Where is your tribe located?” Haryoud asked.

“I killed Aytron a week ago and took his territory,” I said nonchalantly, and they froze as they stared at me.

“You… killed… Aytron?” Veeraale whispered.

“Show me this painting,” I said as I stared into her red eyes.

“Oh, sorry!” she spun around and then walked to another passage leading out of the common room.

A few minutes later we reached a dark part of the cave tunnels, and Veeraale, Ohkall, and Haryoud grabbed torches so that they could light the path.

“We don’t normally go down here,” Veeraale explained as we walked. “It’s… a bit strange.”

“It is just a painting on a wall?” I asked.

“Well… yes… but… You’ll see. We are almost there.”

We turned another corner, and then the tunnel opened up into another room. This space was similar in size to the common room, but the ceiling was a good thirty feet up, and the light from the torches couldn’t really make it that far.

“This wall here.” Veeraale gestured to the farthest spot. We found it when we first explored the tunnels. There was a desiccated body, and various dried up painting supplies, but we removed them and--”

“What the fuck?” I gasped as the light from the torches began to illuminate the art on the wall.

Then the Emeralds turned on their gem lights so that all of us could see the entire mural.

There was a central figure in the painting who was obviously male. His face wasn’t detailed enough to see any kind of distinctive features, but his hair was black, he wore no shirt, and his belt had what looked like a gold-colored badge off-center on his belt. Just like I wore mine. His shoulders were wide, his abs had a few chisels in them to give the impression of muscles, and he stood with his hand up in the air as if he was waving to someone in the distance.

Besides him on the left, a woman wearing a white dress with lilac-colored hair pointed off in that direction. On his other side, a woman with horns and red skin stood next to a woman with green skin. Behind the man was a figure with blonde hair and spots on her shoulders.

“This… what?” Kacerie gasped as she pointed to a figure with hair the same color as hers standing behind the lead figure. “Is this supposed to be us?”

“That could be me?” Liahpa said as she waved her axe at a floating silver-colored woman in the group.

“That for sure looks like Quwaru and Emerald,” Emta said, “and it looks like I’m in the back there? See how she has skin the same color as mine and wavy hair? It kinda looks like the artist did my tusks…”

“This mural looks so old,” Kacerie whispered with complete awe. “The paint is flaking in some places, and any detail that might have once been there is long gone.”

“The body was pretty much a mummy when we found it,” Veeraale said. “The paint… well… I assumed it was paint because the bowls were colored, and there were a bunch of brushes.”

“How fucking long has this been going on?” Liahpa growled. “How long have these asshole overlords been taking people off their worlds and putting them here? What the fuck is going on? Why are they doing this?”

“I don’t know,” I sighed as I studied the picture. I saw a figure that could have been Zoru off to the side. Then I saw a figure with golden hair and what looked like a horn, and a dark-haired figure with six dark legs coming out of her back. The longer I stared at the detailed painting, the more of my tribe I saw there, but I also saw figures I didn’t recognize, and I couldn’t help but wonder if the guy who had painted this mural had an ability to tell the future.

What did this painting mean?

“Vic-- uhhh, King?” Eiter said as she touched my arm, and I blinked away from the painting so I could look at her.

“Yeah?”

“Is… is that me?” she asked me as she pointed to the lilac-haired woman standing next to me in the mural.

“It has to be you,” Nomi whispered. “It is your hair color.”

“But why?” she asked as she bit her lip. “I’m… I just met you all a few days ago, and… my ability isn’t very useful at all.”

“I don’t know…” I stared at Eiter’s figure on the mural, but my eyes kept moving to the hand that was pointing.

Why did the artist draw her pointing?

Then realization hit me, and my stomach dropped down to my feet.

“Eiter…” I whispered as I turned to her, and something in the tone of my voice must have made everyone else stop talking, since the room suddenly got pin-drop quiet.

“Yes?” Her orange eyes actually looked terrified.

“Use your ability to tell me how far away Chrysanthemte’s camp is,” I whispered.

“Chrysanthemte? I don’t know who that is, though.”

“Just try.” My words came out through my teeth as the room started to spin.

“Okay,” she said, and then she closed her orange eyes for a few moments that then turned into half a minute. Then she opened her eyes again and pointed. “Twenty-eight days travel in that direction.”

“Besides my camp and yours, which is the next closest camp of survivors?” I asked.

“Hmmm…” she closed her orange eyes again, and then she pointed in a different direction. “Two days walk that way.”

None of us said anything as we stared at her.

“Did… Did I do okay?” She bit her lip.

“You did awesome,” I said as I pulled her into a hug. “Eiter, you have one of the most amazing powers on this world.”

“I… do?” she whispered.

“You do for me,” I said.

“Does… does this mean what I think it means?” Emta cleared her throat, “’cause what I think it means is that--”

“We can conquer this world,” I said. “We’ll destroy every evil asshole tribe until this planet is safe for those who want peace. We’ll know exactly where their camp is, and they won’t know we are coming for them.”

 

End of Book 8

 


End Notes
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Thanks for reading Tamer: King of Dinosaurs Book 8! Book 9 will be on Kickstarter by the end of 2022. Make sure you join my newsletter on my website for updates! You can also support my Tamer visual novel by helping me out on Patreon.

 

If you are looking for a place to hang out and talk with fellow fans of my books, my Facebook fan club is quite popular. Check it out here!

 

For more information about me, visit my site:

www.michaelscottearle.com
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