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  Amity Pike did not have time to deal with dinosaur mischief today. Her megaraptor bucked and reared against his reins as she tried to mount the saddle on his back. The sun was low and lighting up the reddish sands at an angle that made them look like molten copper, reminding her that the hour was late. 
“Fangor, if you don’t behave, I swear to the gods—” She planted one foot, making a show of her dinoleather riding boots as if to say, Keep this up and your hide is next. 
The megaraptor snorted once but settled down. 
“That’s it …” Amity patted his scaly rump. She got her foot back into the stirrup, swung her leg over, and nudged the raptor with her heels.
With her light brown hair whipping around her shoulders, she rode across the wildlands between sandstone buttes until she spotted Sauraptor Flats on the horizon, with corrals along the outskirts leading up to rows of wooden buildings.
Amity arrived at the meetinghouse during the first hymn of the sunset sermon. The music came through the window glass as she hitched Fangor, words muddled with the bellowing chords of the pump organ.


O gods whose bounty we possess,
Let us bear your holy brand.
Mark us with the iron no less,
That we may be deserving of this land.


Ye have refined us on our path,
And made us toil to bitter ends.
We know it not to be of wrath,
For only in the fire can we be cleansed.


Amity’s father, the pastor, wouldn’t be pleased when he saw her go in late wearing riding trousers and a dusty blouse, but at least she was here. That would lessen the severity of the inevitable reprimand by half. 
For now, Pastor Pike allowed a moment of reflection before launching into his sermon, casting a scornful glare at Amity as she slipped into a pew at the back.
“I would like to discuss the advent of this ‘sky rock,’” he told the congregation, “which Magnus Kane and other great dinocattle barons have imported to many settlements from the southern continent. Some say it is divine, that our Three Lords have cast down the rocks from the heavens. Others would call it ‘science,’ and say it is the debris of celestial bodies outside our world. I say unto you that this strange matter that affects the reptiles is a similitude of the faith we have brought from the lands of our heritage. As the rock has the power to help tame reptilian beasts, the faith in our Lords is how we put right the wild natures of the uncivilized peoples.”
Amity clenched her jaw. The way her father put Magnus Kane on a pedestal was bad enough—that man as good as owned Sauraptor Flats and never let anyone forget it—but mention of the “uncivilized” made her fingers twitch against the revolver in her holster. 
If her father only knew who she’d been with earlier.
“Our own people are in peril as well,” he went on. “The vices we face in our day and age are a plague upon humankind.”
He was, of course, referring to the gambling hall on the dusty strip, and also to the Crimson Crest, a parlor for a more “carnal” sort of entertainment.
Fixating on the wood grain of the pew in front of her, Amity could only think how she’d rarely heard of a plague that humankind hadn’t made worse. It made her think maybe the “plagues” weren’t the problem. After all, it was people who were hunting dromaeosaurs to near extinction, which had caused an overpopulation of the horned toads that the dromaeosaurs preyed upon. It was people who were depleting local water resources with irrigation to force alfalfa growth in this barren place. And it was people who were polluting so much of what little water was left in an effort to extract gold from Pamparaptor Peak. Whenever nature decided to take its revenge, Amity would hardly blame it for doing so.
As for vices, well, that was a matter of opinion, wasn’t it? The pastor talked of “wicked behavior,” but pride was wickedness too. And it sure took a lot of pride for one group of people to try to force their language and their customs on another, all for the sake of “civilization”—which was also a matter of opinion.
Then a screeching roar wrenched her from her thoughts.
She jerked her gaze to the window, where a baryonyx widened its jaws behind the glass. 
The spinosaurian features were evident—the elongated snout, the extensive arms and claws—although it was probably one-third of a spinosaur’s weight and had no spines down its back at all.
The baryonyx rammed its head forward and shattered the glass. The congregation shrieked, scrambling into corners and ducking behind pews.
An arrow sank into the back of the dinosaur’s skull.
Amity’s heart skipped a beat.
Four black microraptor feathers comprised the arrow’s fletching—shield cut, attached close to the nock. A signature of the Scaleskin tribe. The rough Anglon translation of the tribe’s name alluded to its people’s hardiness but didn’t capture the scope of their precision.
She darted to the window where the baryonyx still thrashed, its irises blood red. The arrow jutted up like a slim, feather-tipped horn but seemed to have done no serious damage.
Outside, two dark-skinned young men rode up on green megaraptors, wielding compact wooden bows. Brothers. Their chests were bare, and they wore tanned dinoleather pants.
Amity ducked as the baryonyx snapped its jaws.
“Get away from there!” her father demanded.
She obeyed, but only to bolt for the doors, drawing her revolver.
Rounding the side of the building, she aimed at the dinosaur’s temple and fired.
Her bullet pierced the scales, splattering blood.
The baryonyx only flinched, then roared with all its might and turned on Amity, charging her with dripping fangs.
“Amity!” shouted the younger of the two brothers.
Talon’s familiar voice gave Amity the strength to hold her hand steady as she raised the revolver and fired again.
And again.
And again.
She exhausted all six rounds, but the baryonyx didn’t stop. Putting all her energy into her legs, Amity sprinted down the dusty strip, where oil lamps flickered from inside the other buildings and cast an orange glow under her feet.
Talon and his brother, Red Fang, pursued the baryonyx on raptorback, footfalls thundering behind. They launched arrow after arrow, obsidian points sinking into reptilian flesh.
Townsfolk abandoned their carts and carriages to scurry along the boardwalks, seeking shelter.
The baryonyx veered toward a group of gunslingers who had drawn their revolvers and begun to shoot.
Amity skidded to a stop, hands on her knees. Why won’t it die?
She glanced around at the carts full of wares and supplies that littered the street. There were sacks of flour and sugar, jarred preserves, hay bales, bolts of cloth, and—
Dynamite.
One of the miners must have left it.
She pried open a crate marked HIGH EXPLOSIVES - DANGEROUS and grabbed a bundle of the rust-red sticks.
Talon rode up to her, panting, his muscled arms gripping the reins of his megaraptor. He reached down and pulled her up onto its back behind him. 
When the gunslingers ran out of ammo, the baryonyx charged them, catching one man between its teeth and chomping down. The man cried out as blood spurted from his shoulders.
Red Fang shot several more arrows to distract the monster, but they may as well have been hornet stings for all the good they did.
The sheriff arrived on the scene and threw a lasso, roping the creature by the neck. Her deputy did the same, which inspired a couple of dinocowboys to pitch in, too, with all four now working to control its raw strength and senseless rage.
Talon looked to the few townsfolk who dared to watch from behind barrels or posts. “Matches!” he demanded. “I need matches!”
A man in a bowler hat stepped out and tossed a pack from his waistcoat pocket.
Talon caught it in one hand. 
Amity drew a knife from Talon’s belt, tore a dynamite stick free from the bundle, and cut down the long fuse that was ideal for setting up a mining blast but would cost precious seconds at a time like this. She passed the stick to Talon, who struck a match, lit the fuse, and rode right up to the baryonyx while the authorities’ and the dinocowboys’ ropes kept it at bay.
The ropes frayed as the baryonyx snapped its teeth at them, grazing the fibers each time. 
The dynamite fuse sparked and hissed. 
Talon flung the dynamite into the dinosaur’s open mouth. The roaring went silent—and then a violent blast rocked the street.
The dinosaur’s head burst into a mess of fiery brains and blood and chunks of bone. 
Talon’s megaraptor staggered and squealed beneath the wave of heat and energy, but Talon and Amity managed to stay upright on its back.
As if in slow motion, the large, headless body of the baryonyx collapsed, forcing a cloud of dust up from under it.
Amity held tight to Talon’s waist, her cheek pressed against his back as the street went quiet and the townsfolk emerged from hiding. Talon clutched her forearm.
A splatter of dark gore painted the street.
The silence quickly turned to a clamor, with dozens of new people coming to the blast site, including some of the meetinghouse congregation.
When Pastor Pike came forward, Amity dismounted, then cast a woeful glance up at Talon. 
“What vile thing have you brought upon us?” the pastor accused the young Scaleskin man.
Red Fang rode up next to his brother and raised his chin, daring Amity’s father to elaborate. 
“This is one of Magnus Kane’s reptiles,” Talon told him. “Check what’s left of its flesh for the brand if you don’t believe me. It came to our village and slaughtered six people—consumed their entrails and fled. We followed its tracks into town and caught up just in time. Seems like it was drawn to the lights.”
“Looks like some type of mania,” said a miner.
“That describes the behavior,” said Amity, “but it doesn’t explain why we couldn’t kill it before. Between all of us, we must have shot that thing damn near fifty times.”
“It’s because it was already dead,” said Red Fang.
An older man frowned. “And how do you figure that, son? You’ve got a lotta nerve coming ‘round here with your Indigenous soothsaying. I wouldn’t be surprised if your people were somehow involved in—”
“The reptiles were fine before Anglons came spreading disease,” Talon said. “First the bluetongue, then the swine fevers and the therovirus. Whatever possessed that baryonyx had nothing to do with us. It’s like something destroyed its soul … and left this shell of a monster to terrorize everything in its path.”
“You all saw its eyes,” Amity reminded them. “They were red like blood. It wasn’t … natural.”
“Our medicine woman,” Red Fang added, “says she sensed no spirit in the body. We’ve never seen sickness like this.”
Amity wondered if Magnus Kane’s large herds and varied dinosaur species had somehow encouraged new sickness in their numbers, with their rapid breeding and close quarters. And he was tough on them, so much that his ranch hands often quit within weeks of employment, insisting that the man knew nothing about reptiles and had no business owning them, let alone owning the majority of those in the region. That’s why he’d been shipping in sky rock—abundant meteorites from an ancient meteor fall on the southern continent—because for whatever reason, those rocks caused some internal sensation that the reptiles would do anything to avoid.
“We don’t believe there’s such a thing as ‘undead,’” said Amity’s father. “Our Lords would not permit an abomination like that.”
The saloonkeeper scratched his chin. “Now wait a minute. I think the native boy’s onto somethin’. I heard tell of another dinosaur the other day, from the likes of a snake oil salesman or some such. He’d had a lot of whiskey, so I didn’t think much of it, but he said he stopped by an outpost that’d been attacked by two velociraptors with blood-red eyes—just like this here baryonyx had—and the boss took off the little dinos’ heads with a butcher blade. But here’s the kicker: The heads kept right on movin’ … snappin’ them jaws like they didn’t know they’d been severed clean. Finally the boss poured kerosene on ’em and lit ’em up. That was the only thing that finally stopped ’em.”
For only in the fire can we be cleansed. 
“Tall tales,” said Pastor Pike. 
“Believe what you wish,” said Talon. “This likely won’t be the last of it.”
The sheriff and her deputy looked over the damage.
“Well, let’s get this mess cleaned up for now,” said the sheriff. “Everybody ought to shelter in place until we have more information.”
The deputy turned to Amity and Talon. “My mega’s had the therovirus for about a week now. Do you think I ought to be concerned for her?”
“Therovirus is harmless,” Amity reminded him. “Mainly digestive issues. Chills if it gets bad. Make sure she gets plenty of water—and feed her some garlic to ease the symptoms. Whatever happened to the baryonyx, it’s not related. It can’t be.”
“What about the foot warts?” The deputy gestured to the soles of the dinosaur’s feet, which were covered in tiny bumps. “That baryonyx had therovirus. No mistaking it.”
The deputy wasn’t wrong, but every other dinosaur seemed to be going through a bout of therovirus, and in about fourteen days it was over. Although maybe somehow the virus made dinosaurs more susceptible to … whatever this was. 
As Amity wiped a drop of baryonyx blood off her face, another screeching roar in the distance set her back at attention. 
Overlapping reptilian cries rang out.
The deputy aimed his ear toward the sound. “That’s got to be at least two more. Maybe three.”
It seemed there would be no spare moment to try and solve the mystery.
“All who are willing to fight,” said the sheriff, “come stand over here. We’ll divide into teams, and everyone gets a bundle of dynamite.” She looked to the miner, who nodded vigorously. If incendiary power was the only way, there could be no objection. “The rest of you, get somewhere safe for the night—and no lights.”
Townsfolk murmured among themselves until they’d all figured out places to stay—above storehouses or filling up the spare rooms at the inn. All mounts went to whichever livery was closest.
Pastor Pike refused to stay at the inn so close to the saloon and the Crimson Crest, so the owner of the general store agreed to host him.
The pastor seemed to assume Amity would go with him, but her firm stance beside the Scaleskin brothers turned his confident expression to a scornful one.
“Your soul is in grave danger, Amity Pike.”
“So’s your body, Pa. We can’t all hide and hope the gods have mercy on us. Maybe our good Lords want to know we can do something for ourselves once in a while.”
He tried to argue, but the storekeeper ushered him inside as the distant sounds of roaring reptiles and human screams grew louder.
Soon only twenty people remained on the dusty strip: Amity, Talon, Red Fang, the sheriff and deputy, a lone gunslinger, the two dinocowboys who had helped rope the baryonyx, and several townsfolk.
Among the townsfolk, Amity spotted Cailey Westbrook, a girl with whom she’d attended the schoolhouse. Cailey had gone on to work at the Crimson Crest, wearing a dinobone-corseted dress with ruffles that bared most of her legs.
“What’s she doin’ here?” asked a wrangler named Korbin Mackley. He was a ranch hand for Magnus Kane now, or so Amity had heard from one of the members of her father’s congregation last month.
Cailey raised her skirt to reveal a garter holster around her thigh, which secured a small revolver. “I’m used to defending myself against ravenous reptiles—even if most of ’em are so-called ‘men.’ Don’t let the lace fool you; I’m not gonna let monsters of any kind destroy my town.”
Korbin scoffed. “Ain’t you have eyes, sweetheart? Guns don’t do no good.”
“Who says it’s for a dinosaur?” Cailey asked. 
Amity smiled.
“All right,” said the sheriff. “We’ll break into teams of five. Everyone covers a different zone.”
Somehow Amity ended up with both Cailey and Korbin, but, to her relief, Talon and Red Fang too. The sheriff stationed them at the Saurian, the saloon that also housed the town theater; its big windows and upper landing would provide a clear view of the street. The team could remain indoors for safety while also keeping watch over everything that went on below.
Other teams got set up at the schoolhouse, the town square, the train station, and the water tower.
Inside the saloon, Amity gazed up at the high ceiling of the main floor, where an enormous iron chandelier hung with its oil lamps extinguished. By now, the chandelier should have been fully lit, its glow spilling onto the small stage while saloon girls danced.
Half-empty glasses and piles of playing cards cluttered the round wooden tables throughout the space. Several stools at the bar were overturned, along with a bottle of whiskey whose contents streamed along the bar’s surface and dripped onto the floor.
Scents of cigar smoke, perfume, and alcohol lingered in the air.
A staircase led up to a gallery balcony that wrapped around the room and was just about level vertically with the chandelier.
Amity and the rest of the team strolled that landing.
Korbin brandished a sort of dinocattle goad, although instead of a metal point at the end it held a stone.
“You really think that’s going to protect you?” Cailey asked.
The wrangler chuckled. “You haven’t seen the sky rock in action at Kane Ranch. Really keeps the little devils in line.”
“You wouldn’t need it if you’d treat and train the reptiles right,” Amity told him. “Constant punishment is no way to handle living things.”
“It’s effective,” he argued. “That’s what matters.”
“It’s lazy,” Amity said.
Korbin took an aggressive step forward. Amity drew and cocked her revolver—which she had just reloaded since her encounter with the baryonyx outside the meetinghouse—but Talon came between them.
The wrangler flared his nostrils. “You don’t know what you’re talking about. With that amount of dinocattle, it’s the only way. The southern continent has sworn by it for centuries.” He seemed to observe the silent dynamic between Amity and Talon, then added, “What’s with you two, anyway? Why are you protecting her?”
“You just worry about protecting yourself,” Talon said.
The group kept a couple of lamps burning dimly but otherwise remained in darkness as they went on to spread out on different levels. Amity sat with Cailey, while Korbin polished off some of the abandoned whiskey glasses, and the Scaleskin brothers kept watch at the upper windows.
Distant gunshots, screams, and screeches sounded periodically over the next half hour, growing louder. Dynamite blasts shook the town. There was nothing happening along the dusty strip, however, that the group could see.
A while later, Talon caught Amity’s eye, then disappeared backstage.
“I’ll be right back,” Amity told Cailey.
Cailey winked. “Sure, sugar.” 
Amity glanced around to ensure that nobody else was looking, then slipped behind the red wool curtains. Without sufficient light, she stumbled right into Talon.
He caught her by the elbows and steadied her.
How good it was to feel his touch in private. But despite wanting to relish it, her eyes welled. She said his name in his own language. “I’m so sorry. Your village … ”
The hitch in Talon’s breath was audible. 
The village had some five hundred natives in it, but this dinosaur attack was only the tip of all the destruction his land and people had suffered. Dinosaurs going maniacal on them was salt in an already-festering wound.
He thumbed away a tear that had broken loose onto her cheek, then pressed his lips gently to hers. 
For an instant, alone with him, she felt peace.
“I’m glad you’re all right, Wild Fire,” he said.
Amity brushed her fingers up his dark bare chest but stopped at the string of dinosaur teeth that hung around his neck. Similar teeth had come so close to piercing him before he’d thrown that stick of dynamite.
“We have to find out what’s causing the dinosaurs to go feral,” she told him.
“Your father might say it’s punishment from the Lords for all the sins in this town, or that it’s demons my people have set upon yours.”
Amity’s hands curled into fists at such ridiculous accusations. It wasn’t anything she hadn’t heard before—but that was the problem, wasn’t it? She’d heard it too often. Some part of her hoped this was a punishment, for enmity like that. But, of course, it couldn’t be; the baryonyx didn’t seem to have had any sense of purpose in its attacks. Anyone and everyone was a target.
“Do you think the effect is something … supernatural?” Amity knew Scaleskins believed in spirits, good and bad. She wasn’t sure what she thought about all that, no matter what sort of faith it came from, but Talon’s opinion mattered to her.
“If the circumstances were different,” he said, “I might say yes. But after what I’ve seen …”
She knew he’d seen too many Anglons sprawl across the west like a storm of locusts, disrupting the rest of nature in new and terrible ways. Amity’s blood felt like sludge in her veins, reminding her of her heritage, that she was a locust too.
From the front of the saloon, Korbin shouted, “We’ve got a situation!”
A burst of gunfire busted one of the windows.
Amity and Talon rushed out onto the stage.
A carnotaurus appeared in the jagged window frame, while several men with shotguns—and one with a rifle—approached it from outside. 
It reared its two-horned head, eyes red, fangs dripping with blood and saliva, and twisted its near-armless body before lunging at one of the men and clamping its jaws down on him.
Korbin grimaced.
“Those aren’t any of our recruits,” Cailey said.
“No, they’re not,” Amity agreed. Those men must have tracked the carnotaurus from the outskirts. Even without lights, affected dinosaurs might still be drawn to town because of storehouse food or from so many bodies gathered in one place. 
Spurred by the sight of their mutilated friend, the men continued to shoot, shattering the rest of the windows when their buckshot pellets went wide.
Two of the men dashed into the saloon for cover, shooting behind them as they ran.
The carnotaurus roared.
“Everybody get up high!” Amity shouted as the dinosaur turned on the saloon.
Korbin, mere feet from the chaos, ignored her, waving his goad, but the sky rock seemed to have no effect on the undead carnotaurus. Amity shook her head. If bullets and arrows caused no pain, the sky rock wouldn’t either. Korbin grunted, then followed as the team spread out along the upstairs landing, each taking a stick of dynamite and a pack of matches with them.
In seconds, the carnotaurus got its jaws around another one of the men on the main floor, while the man’s companions rushed in, guns blazing.
Already halfway across the saloon and overturning tables, the carnotaurus chomped down, and the man screamed his final breaths.
Korbin struck a match.
“No!” said Amity. “There are three more guys down there!”
The wrangler held his flame an inch from the dynamite’s fuse. “We’ll all be dead if we don’t blow that thing right now!”
Cailey hesitated with her own match ready to strike.
The Scaleskin brothers exchanged a glance but held back. Of all people, they had a right to want to make that sacrifice.
Amity looked up at the chandelier, its heavy iron frame dangling from four chains connected to a hook bolted into the support beam.
Directly below it, the carnotaurus finished its work and roared out bloody spittle. It stretched toward another man, who worked his lever-action rifle. The man flicked the lever forward and back. Click, click, BOOM! Click, click, BOOM! He cried out amid the noise, smoke curling around his face, spent cases clattering around his boots.
Drawing her revolver, Amity aimed at the chandelier hook and fired.
The beam splintered around the hook.
She fired again.
Chunks of wood spewed over the carnotaurus. The men scrambled up onto the stage.
She fired a third time and—
The chandelier crashed.
Its harsh, iron edges cracked and split the dinosaur’s skull down the middle and blunt-cut its body.
Everyone above froze at the sight. 
The men below cowered as the dust settled, then slowly rose to take it in.
Cailey clutched the pendant on her choker.
“What in the gods’ names …” Korbin whispered.
Amity gaped at the dinosaur, which, despite its mortal wounds, began to twitch. But that wasn’t what kept her gaze fixed downward. 
The exposed brain was black as night, slick with dark fluid … as though something had consumed it bit by bit and replaced it with this murk.
“You were right,” Amity said to Talon. “Whatever this creature was before … it’s gone now.”
The brain controlled the body, Amity recalled. Doc Beauregard had explained it at the schoolhouse once when Miss Millie had invited him to speak to the class and show his medical diagrams.
If you wanted to move your arm, your brain sent a message to it—like a telegraph system—to flex and make it so. There was consciousness, too, and rational thought, but that tended to get tangled up with spirituality, and even centuries of philosophy still couldn’t figure out all of that. 
But the point was, whatever had killed this dinosaur’s rational thought, maybe even its natural instincts, seemed to still be able to control the mechanics of the body—like pushing buttons or pulling levers on a soulless machine.
Amity eased down the stairs.
Talon caught up and grasped her by the wrist as she approached the heap under the fallen chandelier. She didn’t take another step forward, but she also didn’t shy away from what she saw.
The carnotaurus twitched again, muscles contracting in a wave along its hindquarters. 
Sure enough, Magnus Kane’s brand was burned into the hip.
Its jaws parted. A gurgle erupted from its throat. 
The black brain matter shone in the tiny flicker of a dim—but still lit—oil lamp on the bar.
For only in the fire can we be cleansed.
Amity grabbed the lamp and smashed it on the dinosaur’s head.
The glass shattered and the oil spilled and the whole carcass went up in flames.
An odd sound, like a million infinitesimally small and distant cries of anguish were lost among the sizzle. And then finally, as the baryonyx had done, the carnotaurus, too, went still—and silent but for the crackling fire that consumed its flesh.

      [image: ]When the sheriff had determined that all immediate dinosaur threats had been extinguished—for now—and that it was safe to go home, Amity found Fangor lapping water from a trough in the livery. The Scaleskins’ mounts were there, too, and so was Korbin’s.
Korbin kept a tight fist around the sky-rock goad, waving it at his own megaraptor, who snarled in response. “Don’t test my patience. Not after the night I’ve had.”
His raptor bore Magnus Kane’s brand, which came as no surprise to Amity. A loyal wrangler would be expected to ride something from the boss’s collection—for the advertising.
Amity stepped back, drawing Fangor away with her. Talon met her with his own mount, taking her hand.
Korbin scowled at her. “What’s your trouble now?”
“Your raptor’s got therovirus.” Amity nodded at the warts visible between the megaraptor’s toe-claws.
“And?”
It reared its head. 
Korbin struck it with his goad.
A growl rumbled in the raptor’s chest.
Amity’s heart pounded. “How long have you been carrying that thing?”
“A few days.” Korbin held up the goad again in a warning move, but the raptor stood still, staring him down. He narrowed his eyes, then looked at the sky rock. “What the hell?”
“You told us sky rock was effective,” said Talon.
“It was. I should hope the reptiles don’t adapt to it. Mister Kane just shipped in a hundred crates of the stuff.”
A hundred crates? 
All that dinocattle, all those mounts, and all that sky rock … together on one ranch … with therovirus running rampant.
People here barely knew what a virus was, and only because Doc Beauregard had brought his big-city science from the east. Viruses weren’t living things, the doc had said, but they could infiltrate the smallest parts of living things and run them like a bandit driving a stolen stagecoach.
But could a virus turn from a petty thief to a full-on killer? 
Perhaps under the right influence …
Korbin shoved the sky rock up against the megaraptor’s snout. “One way or another, this beast is gonna listen—”
The megaraptor snapped its jaws over the wrangler’s arm, goad and all.
Amity covered her mouth.
Korbin shrieked like a horde of tortured souls in the pits of damnation.
The raptor gnawed twice before it ripped Korbin’s arm from the shoulder.
Talon dragged Amity backward.
As fluids gushed down Korbin’s side, Amity squinched her eyes shut.
This nightmare wasn’t over. Of course it wasn’t.
It was like that old folk ballad her mama used to sing before she’d died: “The Dust Won’t Settle ’Til the Bones Do.” It was a lamentation of war, of the way men would never stop fighting until they were all dead, how greed and vengeance went bones deep—but tonight the words took on new meaning.
What would it take to settle the bones of all these vicious dinosaurs, now that they kept on moving even after death?
When Amity finally had the courage to look again, the megaraptor lunged at her.
And its eyes were red as blood.
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