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This is a work of fiction. The events portrayed are mostly set
in the United Kingdom with some scenes set in America.

 


This book is written in British English.







Trigger Warning




This book contains some very mature themes of sex, nudity,
violence, abuse, blood, mental health issues, baby death and
nuclear Armageddon. There is also language that some may find
offensive.

 








Chapter 1




‘HELP ME.’

After disappearing from the fight at the Emirates stadium,
Ermie appeared at the Volta. She knelt, sobbing, as she crouched
over Eraaf. He was unconscious and she checked his vitals as he lay
at her feet. His fragility concerned her.

‘Help me,’ she screamed again, and a dozen Xuholos ran over to
help them.

‘What happened?’ a tall, muscular male asked. His expression
emulated others around him, registering confusion and shock. Seeing
any of their number in this position was rare, but it was unheard
of in their leader.

‘We were fighting Morgana and her henchmen. She had a syringe
filled with an unknown substance and injected him with it.’ Ermie
said.

She recognised another dominant male as Ewasaf, a community
elder. He knelt, inspecting Eraaf’s prone body. Finding the
puncture wound from the needle insertion, his hand hovered over it
with a faint glow. But whatever he was trying to do to bring him
around didn’t work. ‘What the hell was in that syringe?’

‘I don’t know,’ Ermie said.

Ewasaf stared at her before turning to the growing crowd. He
pointed at three others. ‘Help me carry him to his
room?’

The Xuholos helped Ewasaf carry their leader’s unconscious
body into the house, and Ewasaf called to Ermie. ‘Find some of the
best healers in the community and bring them to us. We need as much
help as we can get.’

Ermie nodded before she rushed away to comply with her
task.

*

Ten minutes later, Eraaf was in bed and made comfortable. The
small room was furnished with sparse attention to making it homely.
And it seemed even smaller with the presence of Ewesaf’s broad
frame hovering over him. Then by Ermie, who appeared in the middle
of the room with six other Xuholos. The four males and two females
ranged in ages—although it was hard to determine a Xuholos’s age as
most of them were immortal—from a seventy-year-old man to a
ten-year-old girl.

Ewasaf beckoned them over. ‘Quick. We don’t have much time.
His life force is dissipating. I can feel it.’

The six people and Ewasaf stood in a semi-circle facing
Eraaf’s bed. Following Ewesaf’s lead, they held their hands out,
palms facing Eraaf. The energy built with an orange glow emanating
from their hands, the light was absorbed into the tribe leader’s
body.

Ewasaf turned to Ermie, standing behind them. She was looking
on with concern. ‘It’s possible that this won’t work,’ he
said.

Ermie nodded.

‘If it doesn’t, you’ll have to find him. He’s our only
hope.’

‘Please try your hardest. Simon isn’t ready to come
yet.’


Chapter 2




Approx 65 million Years Ago…

 


There wasn’t a cloud in the sky, and the sun shone over a vast
savanna. Faint screeches of Quetzalcoatluses the size of a plane,
filled the sky as they flew around, fighting for supremacy. Life on
the ground was less dangerous. A Triceratops family drank from a
stream, while a herd of Alamosaurus paraded at peace across the
open expanse. They used their long necks to strip vegetation from
the treetops for sustenance. The graceful creatures moved their
tree trunk sized legs, paying attention to their foot placement.
And small theropods including the Bambiraptor scattered as they
played around them.

The savannah was tranquil.

Until a mighty roar pierced the calm. A bipedal stranger
walked amongst them.

A mix of screeching barks and high, piercing caws
followed.

And somebody cursed, ‘For fuck’s sake. Not Again.’

A bearded man came into view. He was clothed in crude fur
taken from the skins of dead animals. Sprinting through the long
grass, he looked behind him.

A dozen Utahraptors were on his tail. They were eight feet
tall, twice as tall as their cousin, the Velociraptor, and with
sharp pointed teeth, equally lethal. Like the Velociraptor, they
resembled giant reptiles with small feathers covering their upper
torso and upper limbs.

The Utahraptors chased him across the savanna as other
dinosaurs fled to get out of the way. They were inches away from
him, snarling, and trying to bite his back.

He made the mistake of looking around and not where he was
going. Stumbling over a bump in the terrain, he crashed onto the
fauna-covered floor.

Landing on his front, Simon rolled, casting his grubby,
bearded face to the blue sky. One of the Utahraptors jumped. It
landed over him blocking out the sun.

Seeing the hooked, razor-sharp claws of the enormous beast
looming at his face, he rolled away with a split second to
spare.

On his back, with his knees bent, he flipped onto his feet and
faced the reptilian monster. He was over two feet taller than
Simon, who craned his neck to see its head.

It would be the prelude to his death if he showed any fear.
Simon was ready to fight. The Utahraptor glared at the human before
releasing an ear-piercing screech and pouncing at Simon
again.

Using its momentum against it, he stepped to the side and
punched the monster forward, following with a roundhouse kick. It
careened into the long grass. The Utahraptor didn’t stay down and
bounced up, staring at him as another of the pack charged
Simon.

He punched the second animal in the throat, and it collapsed
on the floor, fighting for breath.

Sensing a third coming from behind, he turned and grabbed the
strong, scaly arms before it tore him to pieces with its
claws.

Wrestling for control, Simon didn’t see the fourth Utahraptor.
It brought its massive arm down in a swinging motion, using the
huge, hooked claws to gouge a flesh wound the length of the human’s
back.

Screaming with the hot, searing pain, Simon
collapsed.

The pack of Utahraptors saw their chance, growling and
screeching for the kill. They pounced on Simon as he lay on the
floor in a foetal curl.

The world stopped turning as another roar shook the flatlands.
Even the skies fell silent. Two of the Utahraptors looked up, but
it was too late. They were hit by a bigger animal and were thrown
into the air. Two more were sent in the opposite direction, then
five, before the rest of the pack backed off in self-preservation
and looked at the giant newcomer in fear.

Simon used the distraction to heal. He stood, dusting himself
off, and kept his eyes on the dinosaurs. He was confused at the
about-turn and shouted to them. ‘Yeah, pussies. You’d better back
off.’

He was standing in the shade, but the sky was brilliant and
cloudless. He realised it was the giant shadow of something that
hadn’t been there a minute before.

‘Oh shit. Not again.’

The head of a gargantuan T-rex enveloped Simon in its strong
jaws. Though none of the Utahraptors were injured, they sloped
away, and if they were dogs, their tails would have been clamped
between their legs. Nothing to see here, boys. They preferred not
to be the twenty-foot monster’s next meal and scattered.

The T-rex paid them no attention, but his satisfaction with
the unexpected snack was short-lived.

A gurgle came from the beast’s belly that made him stop and
cock his head to the side. He saw something punching and fighting
across his immense stomach scales. Parts of it poked out, in the
way a baby kicks through the belly of a heavily pregnant
woman.

The dinosaur’s stomach swelled, and he roared in pain. There
were more rumbling noises and something like muffled shouting as
the swelling subsided.

The T-rex growled in confusion. The noises continued before
the dinosaur’s stomach extended. Fear spread across its face as it
whimpered in pain.

In a bloodbath reminiscent of the chest-bursting scene
from Alien, it burst open, violently, spewing blood and stomach
juices around the grass at their feet. And a body flew out in the
disgusting gulf stream.

Landing on one knee, and covered in the dinosaur’s insides,
Simon stood up. A tremor akin to a seismic eruption shuddered the
ground under him as the T-rex collapsed behind him. He tutted at
the monster, ‘Didn’t your mamma tell you to be careful what you
eat? Greedy Guts.’

But the dinosaur was too dead to reply.


Chapter 3




Sometime later, Simon arrived at what he called home these
days. It was a simple cave hewn into the side of a hill. He carried
the massive left arm of the T-rex on his back and eased his aching
muscles after dumping it on the dusty floor. He’d cook it on a slow
heat to tenderise it and was looking forward to having it for
dinner.

He was covered in the T-rex’s stomach contents and the smell
was indescribable—though if he had to try, he’d say it was the
odour of rotting beings from the mouth of the underworld that
wouldn’t come into being here until 700BC. But Simon knew all about
hell. With a sigh, he peeled off his rough-sewn clothes. They were
soggy with blood, and he dumped them in a stone trough to soak. The
back of the cave was designated as his bedroom. A stone platform
served as the base of a bed, and he laid grasses and reeds on it
every week for his mattress. He'd furnished the room with seasonal
flora to make it look comfortable—even though it wasn’t, and it got
damned cold in winter. An alcove carved into the wall split the
other side of the room.

Naked, Simon stepped into it. A hollowed-out tree trunk was
suspended in the air, held by four thinner cut-down tree trunks in
each cavity corner. There was a stopper wedged into the trunk, and
he pulled it out, raised his eyes, and released the water to
cascade over him.

Coming from the top of the trunk, a series of pipes made from
bamboo were tied together. They snaked across the cave’s ceiling
and into a hole. The crude plumbing emerged outside the cave where
the bamboo was connected to a hollowed tree stump that functioned
as a reservoir for collected rainwater.

Simon washed using soap he’d made from seashells, seaweed and
animal fat. It didn’t create much of a lather, but slathered all
over him, it did the job. The soap stank like something rotten, but
it got rid of the dinosaur’s insides, and he was happy to
substitute one nauseating smell with a lesser one.

Satisfied that he was clean, and not wanting to waste more
water, he plugged the wedge into the hole to stop the shower. In
the bedroom, he picked up his spare dinosaur-skin outfit from the
side and put it on. He didn’t bother towelling himself on account
of that fact that he didn’t have towels. After his ablutions, he
was the dapper man about the Savannah again.

His only other set of clothing was in the trough. With an
extension of the bamboo piping above it, and a wedge covering the
hole, it made for a serviceable wash tub. He let out the dirt
water, then pulled the wedge for fresh water to fall into the
trough. When the clothes were submerged, he put the plug back in.
He didn’t bother rubbing the clothes to get the mess out, he’d just
had a shower, and would let them soak for now.

Carrying the dinosaur arm, he stopped to peer at some markings
he’d left on one of the walls he’d built. He’d been marking off the
days with chalk since his arrival. A rise in his familiar
depression as he picked up the chalk and drew the 300th line made
him miss home. It was almost a year.

Refusing to dwell on it, he hefted the second dinosaur arm and
carried it to the entrance of a recessed wall blackened with soot.
He’d already laid a bed of dry twigs and wood. After scrapping two
flints together, he had a fire going in his stove and cooked the
dinosaur meat on a spit.

*

When the leg was cooked, Simon wolfed it. He didn’t realise
how hungry he was until the delicious aroma of cooking meat
battered his senses and made his stomach growl. T-rex meat was
tough, which made it chewy, but it had a juicy, salty taste, like
beef jerky. As it was all there was, he’d got used to it after it
made him vomit the first few times, he’d tried it. Spewing had been
preferable to starving in those early days of learning. As he honed
his non-existent survivalist skills, he tried other dinosaur meat
such as the Utahraptor, who were forever hunting and chasing him,
but they tasted like rotten lamb. He came across a dying
Alamosaurus once, and after putting it out of its misery, he tried
to scavenge some of the meat, but it had a funny tang to it and
gave him terrible diarrhoea, he didn’t go there again. He even
tried tiny dinosaurs, like the Bambiraptors, but they were
difficult to trap, quick, cunning little devils. They were a rare
treat and not worth the effort when conserving his energy was
paramount to survival here. They didn’t have much meat, so, unless
he found an easy target, he’d given up on them.

The best food in town offered more reward and low effort to
obtain. The Tyrannosaurus Rex, as with Utahraptors, hunted him.
Like the one on his first day here, he was continually getting
eaten. Finding yourself inside a cavernous stomach several times a
month, was a bore.

The first time was horrific, and he panicked as he swam around
in the T-rex’s sea of bile. He felt the acids burn as he was
digested. As he weakened, his instinct for living kicked in. He
didn’t think about it and launched himself at superspeed up the
oesophagus. To the shock of the dinosaur, it swallowed again to
take him back down. Simon fought in the gut, kicking and punching
until he burst right through the stomach wall like a hysterectomy.
The dinosaur’s shock was temporary, as it collapsed to the floor,
dead.

By the third, or fourth time, Simon learnt that being eaten by
a T-rex and bursting out of its stomach was the easiest way to make
a kill. In a quid-pro-quo- deal he allowed himself to be eaten to
get himself an easy meal. However, today was an accident and came
as a damned shock.

Simon ate sitting on the stone floor, he heard whistling, a
ticking noise that made him look at the open entrance of his cave
where he’d taken his meal. A Bambiraptor watched him.

Simon pulled a chunk of the meat and chucked it to the hungry
dinosaur. ‘Enjoy,’ he said to the little creature.

This Bambiraptor wasn’t like the others. It looked different
and had a scar down one of its scaly sides. His feathers, that
other Bambiraptors displayed along their arms and tops of their
backs, had a shredded look. Once, when Simon was swimming in the
stomach of a T-rex, he shared the space with this little fellow,
who was unhappy with the situation. When Simon escaped, and the
small tag-along followed him, he seemed grateful to the human for
rescuing him.

From that day, they’d shared a wary comradeship. The little
dinosaur, no bigger than a Jack Russel Terrier, would come up to
Simon’s cave when he knew there was food around and would jump for
scraps thrown its way. Simon even taught it to do a backflip as it
caught the meat. Sometimes, he accompanied Simon on his long walks,
and they shared a strange bond. If Simon was truthful, this was the
real reason he didn’t eat Bambiraptor meat. Simon thought of the
dinosaur as a pet. And he’d named it.

‘Well done, Spot.’ He praised the dinosaur as it
landed.

The creature bobbed its head at the human and made its
clicking, whistling noise before it ran out of the cave to wherever
it went when it wasn’t with him. He presumed it joined its
Bambiraptor friends.

‘You’re welcome, Spot.’ Simon smiled at the empty entrance
where the dinosaur had been.


Chapter 4




The next day, after adding another chalk line to the wall,
Simon went for a walk with Spot. His rambles broke the monotony of
the days as he didn’t have any modern appliances to keep him
entertained. He’d kill for a TV, phone, radio—anything. He’d
rationed the battery life on his flip phone for the first two weeks
he was there. But it had been useless to him anyway. There was no
signal.

He threw his phone into the sea after it died. He’d laughed,
conscious that he was in the Cretaceous Period. The ramifications
of an archaeologist finding a fossilised mobile phone while digging
for ancient treasure millions of years from now were hilarious. Let
them get their heads around that one.

Apart from Spot, he was alone. Simon was the only human being
on the planet. And the intensity of missing Vasia and Zack was
something physical and painful. He thought about them every hour of
every day.

Walking helped with the loneliness and anxiety of not knowing
how Vasia was after being shot. She wasn’t alive yet, but when he
thought about that on a deep level, it only made it
worse.

He walked for miles, collecting wood for the fire, berries,
and edible plants. He always went out hoping to see something
new—but there was nothing different here.

In the early days, he explored, walking for miles and flying
too, when the mood took him. That was risky because he was
vulnerable in flight and had to be wary of air attack. But he’d
still circumnavigated the globe a dozen times. He hoped to see
something unique, but the scenery was the same wherever he went.
Flying above the clouds gave him an excellent view. He knew about
the changing landmass from history books but seeing it for himself
was a high-definition experience. The geography was different to
the way we knew it in future. There were only two significant
landmasses, which brought home how far in the past he
was.

He settled in the cave he found. Considering the geography was
different, he didn’t know where he was, but his best guess was
somewhere in North America. He based his assumption on flying over
an area that looked like the Grand Canyon.

His flying time was limited. As well as the predators on the
ground, there were those in the air. The Quetzalcoatlus governed
the skies. They were the size of fighter jets and looked like a
cross between a giraffe and a stork. They had elongated necks and
giant membranous wings with huge claws. But they were just guys
looking for breakfast like everybody else. To Simon, they were
evil, pin-headed, toothy nightmares. These savage hunters were
worse than the T-rex. He often encountered them in the air, and
several would converge on him in a pack. Despite their size, they
were silent and stealthy. They’d fly above him and swoop before he
knew it. If they’d had the decency to announce their arrival, he
could fly away at superspeed. But they often succeeded in shredding
him to pieces. They wouldn’t even try to swallow him, so he
couldn’t use the same tactic he’d perfected with the
T-rex.

Time and experience taught him to be careful venturing into
the sky. Nighttime was best to avoid the Quetzalcoatlus. Or, if he
flew into what he thought of as Europe, the skies were safer from
them, but there were always other species of flying dinosaur bigger
and meaner than him.

At the end of most days, Simon arrived back at his cave with a
bundle of wood on his back, and a heap of berries in a makeshift
bag made from dinosaur skin. A good day brought him
meat.

The first three months were hell. There was nothing to
separate one day from the next and boredom was worse than the
prospect of being killed by dinosaurs. That was before he perfected
using his optic office.

At night, if he wasn’t flying, he passed the time with
exercise and meditation. Sleeping could get him killed, and his
body was attuned to only light slumber.

After being shown how to go inside his body by Arthur, he’d
been practising. It was a skill he was taught out of necessity when
Arthur rescued him from torture, and he spent a lot of time in his
optic office. Here, he used it more for entertainment than
survival, but that played its part, too.

There were no flies on this Homo sapien, and after being
driven mad by the lack of Netflix, he’d found a solution to the
problem. It took a while, but after months of mind-numbing boredom,
he discovered that he could watch every movie he’d ever seen by
accessing his memories. It came in the form of an old-fashioned VHS
cassette, and after finding a flat-screen television and a video
player in his mind, he could watch movies. He found he could access
other memories, him and Vasia, or his dad and mum, and he saw them
play as a movie, too. His mum had passed away in the future, and
seeing her like this, brought him comfort and pain in equal
measure. Being alone, he found that visiting the future was more
depressing.

Using the same ability, he played computer games. Again, they
were from his memories, and dated from the late nineties and early
noughties when he was into gaming. He returned to old favourites
like the original Grand Theft Auto
and Goldeneye. He wished he’d kept up
with advancements in gaming more and wondered why nobody had warned
him he’d be going on a trip sixty-five million years into the past.
He could have paid more attention to these details.

He liked venturing out of the optic office to play hide and
seek with his Vogon lookalike antibodies. Just for shits and
giggles. It gave him something to do.

Spending time in this meditative state was easy, and feeling
the sun coming out and shining through the doorway was the only
thing that pulled him out of it.

To pass the time, he came up with a new experiment and
wondered if he could spend an indefinite amount of time inside
himself.

On day three-hundred-and-two, he tried it. The first time, he
lasted ten days and only came out because he was getting bored of
non-stop video games. He kept track of days passing when he felt
the sun, and he’d mark off another one on a chalkboard in his optic
office.

The second time he went in, he lasted almost a month and came
out when he felt Spot licking him. The little fella seemed
concerned that his human friend wasn’t waking up.

*

 


Time passed.

A lot of time passed.

For the next ten years, Simon used this method to stay sane
and spent months at a time inside.

He discovered he could read all the books he’d ever read.
After going in one day and finding that the optic office was
furnished with wall-to-wall bookcases, Simon spent many hours
browsing the shelves before making himself comfortable on the couch
and reading one of his favourite authors such as
Ashleigh Reverie, or Amanda Sheridan, Laura
Lyndhurst, or even C.A. Deegan.

Occasionally he would venture out of his cave and discovered
that not much had changed, apart from his friend Spot. As the years
passed, he’d found a mate, and had many offspring. Simon discovered
the family when he came out of one of his meditative states,
sitting cross-legged on his bed. Spot had moved in with his mate,
and lots of Bambiraptor babies were running around his
cave.

‘So, you saw me asleep and thought you’d make yourself at
home.’ Simon reprimanded the dinosaur, but he couldn’t stay mad for
long when Spot shone his orange puppy-dog eyes at him.

The next time Simon went inside, he was pulled out days later
by shaking around him and the sound of terrified
screaming.


 Chapter 5

 


Simon’s eyes snapped open. Everything moved as if he was at
the centre of an earthquake. A distant thud caused a repeated
tremor that shook the cave, making dust and stones rain from the
ceiling. There was an explosion, and fire lit up the pre-dawn sky
outside his cave.

The screaming was indescribable as he saw dinosaurs of all
sizes racing past the entrance. They were panicking and were
screaming and growling.

Simon was frozen. ‘A Bomb?’ he asked. He thought about Green
Park and other terrorist attacks.

It couldn’t be. He was the only one there.

There was another thud, closer this time. The cave convulsed,
making Simon stagger and fall to his knees.

Spot bounded into the cave, terrified. ‘What’s going on,
Spot?’ Before he could say anymore, an explosion forced the breath
out of him, and a ball of fire raced past the entrance. It spilled
through the door and would have enveloped Spot if Simon hadn’t
grabbed him and rolled them out of the way.

With Spot under one arm and stroking his head to calm him with
the other, Simon got up. ‘What the hell’s going on out there,
buddy?’ Simon asked.

The Bambiraptor was all clicks, whistles, and screeches. If
Simon could understand the language, he’d still be an incoherent
mess. Panicked, Spot tried to wriggle out of the human’s grip, but
Simon held on to him.

‘Let’s take a look?’ Simon didn’t relish the idea.

Still holding Spot under his arm and stroking his head to
comfort him, he left the cave.

He thought he was in a war zone. A vast grassland expanse led
to a never-ending forest. He could see in the pre-dawn light that
the forest was on fire, sending plumes of black smoke into the air.
A dozen craters patching the grassland were ablaze and the heat was
intense. He looked at the mountain range six miles in the distance,
with an active volcano at its head. Parts of the mountain were
gone, and a hole in the side of the volcano disgorged a monumental
amount of magma. It flowed out of the crater, burning everything in
its wake.

‘Oh shit,’ Simon said. A hole in the volcano was what most
concerned him. It was a few miles away, but the lava was travelling
fast. He’d seen eruptions more than a few times while he’d been
there, but nothing like this.

He climbed up the side of his cave. Standing at the top gave
him a panoramic view of what was happening, and in the opposite
direction to the volcano, more forestry was on fire.

Dinosaurs ran from that direction—from small theropods like
Spot, to large ones like the T-rex. Two ran past his cave. Standing
on the roof, he was still shorter than them. They looked at him,
and a pang of fear made Simon hold his breath. But they didn’t
bother him. They carried on. That was unusual. What scared him, was
the look of mortal fear in their eyes.

Simon saw an Alamosaurus moving fast. Due to their size, they
were slow, docile creatures by nature. But this one was jogging at
a steady pace. With each thud of its gargantuan feet, the ground
shook. The noise it made was phenomenal. As if its footfall
pounding wasn’t bad enough, it made a low-pitched droning noise. He
realised it was screaming in panic. The Alamosaurus passed him, and
he felt heat from above. A flicker of light caught his
eye.

When Simon looked up, he wished he hadn’t.

Huge balls of fire rained out of the clouds. A big one was
flying south. In that direction, the mouth of a vast ocean opened a
couple of miles away.

He watched the trajectory, tracking hundreds of massive
fireballs as they fell from the sky. In a sickening jolt, he knew
what was happening.

Sensing his chance, Spot wriggled out of Simon’s grip and
sprinted away.

Simon broke out of his trance and watched him run. ‘Spot, come
back,’ he shouted.

He chased the little dinosaur but only got a few feet when he
heard a thunderous ringing. He felt heat at the back of his head.
The temperature was rising, and it built around him in every
direction.

A flaming meteorite the size of a house, headed straight for
him.

‘Woah.’ He fell to the floor on his front and covered his head
with his arms.

The meteorite passed by, and when Simon looked up, he saw it
was aiming for his Bambiraptor friend.

‘Spot. No.’

Simon launched into the air at superspeed. He zipped past the
falling house-sized rock, grabbed the dinosaur who hadn’t even
looked back, and zoomed away.

Seconds later, the meteorite landed. The resulting shockwave
licked at Simon’s back. He struggled to stay ahead of it, and as he
landed, he felt the ground at the back of his feet disintegrating.
Screaming, he propelled himself forward until the shockwave
subsided. Feeling safer, he skidded to a stop.

‘Oh my God.’

Everything in a five-mile radius was gone. It was replaced by
a vast, blackened crater.

Simon was lucky that he’d managed to stay out of the blast
zone, but the ground underneath them shook again. A crack snaked
from the crater, passing Simon and Spot as it split the
earth.

‘What now?’

Spot escaped Simon’s grip again. He dropped to the floor and
walked a few paces but this time, he didn’t run.

The ground shuddered. The crack widened.

The Bambiraptor was on the other side of the new canyon and
looked at him in dismay. He was turning his head frantically, and
his nostrils flared. The whistles and clicks he emitted were higher
pitched than usual, as if he was crying.

‘Spot,’ Simon said. He held his palm up in a halt command. ‘I
know you’re scared, but don’t move.’

The ground split again.


Chapter 6


The earth around him was unstable enough to force Simon to his
knees. It ruptured along the Faultline again. As he stumbled to his
feet, there was a sound like paper ripping, but amplified a
thousandfold as the chasm widened and separated. Simon and Spot
looked at each other across the divide as they moved further
apart.

The grassy edges caved into the widening canyon on both sides,
and they had to jump back to firmer ground. They watched as slabs
of earth the size of a house roof broke along the seams.

The heat of live flames was unbearable. Simon made the mistake
of looking into widening chasm. It dropped for miles, but what
terrified him was the glowing well of hot magma. As he stared at
it, it looked as though the level was rising to the
surface.

Simon heard a desperate screech. He looked at Spot. The little
Bambiraptor teetered on the edge of the precipice. He tried to
backpedal to safety, but the ground gave way beneath his
feet.

‘I’m coming. Hold on, Spot.’

The gap was twenty metres wide, but Simon cleared it in a
single bound.

He reached for the dinosaur, but he slid away. Spot hung on
for a second, then fell over the edge and plummeted down—down—down
to meet the rising magma.

Simon jumped into the canyon and chased the screaming
dinosaur. He didn’t realise the walls of the giant crevice were in
a state of flux, constantly moving and falling away into the depths
below. A massive rock dislodged from the wall as he flew over
it.

He was right behind the dinosaur when he saw movement out of
the corner of his eye. He looked, but it was too late. The rock
fell, barrelling into him and knocking him against the wall. He
lost control of his descent as it burnt the length of his torso and
legs. He screamed, cartwheeling and colliding into both sides of
the fissure, sustaining terrible burn damage to his
body.

He fought to right himself and, with no time to lose, headed
for the falling dinosaur again.

He hurtled downwards, focusing on Spot’s sad eyes as the
dinosaur realised his fate. But Simon couldn’t accept defeat. He
never gave up and continued dropping as the magma crawled up the
walls towards him.

Spot landed in the boiling lava.

Simon closed his eyes. He couldn’t look and didn’t want to
watch the only friend he had die.

He’d never forget the screams coming out of the dinosaur. He
halted his dive and hovered. He owed it to his pal to open his
eyes, and he watched in horror as his friend melted into the river
of lava.

He didn’t suffer for long. The screams stopped. The only sound
were the bubbles that plopped to the surface as he displaced the
lava. Spot disappeared into the fiery depths.

Another blood-curdling scream carried on after the dinosaur
disappeared. Simon realised it came from him. Maybe it was him all
along. He stopped, and hovered, choking back his sobs. The
increasing heat as the magma rose forced him to the surface.
Because of his grief, he didn’t notice it closing in until it
licked at his feet. He pulled himself together and shot
upwards.

Clearing the giant fissure that extended as far as the eye
could see, Simon flew for a couple of miles. The cool air aided his
healing from the terrible burns, and he wiped tears from his
dirt-stained face as the meteorites fell around him.

He was above the ocean, and many dinosaurs had conjugated on
the beach, thinking it was safe there. Some, especially the
enormous species, had charged into the surf. He watched an
Alamosaurus swimming out until all that could be seen was his long
neck and head.

Simon landed on the beach among the creatures. He paced along
the shore, past hundreds of dinosaur species gripped in mass
hysteria. There was a family of three triceratops huddled together.
Another family paced in the surf. A couple of T-Rex were in the
water. Simon was sure they were the two that had run past his cave
earlier. They cuddled with their arms around each other, whimpering
with sad eyes. Simon didn’t know these vast beasts could cry, and
that saddened him.

He wrapped his arms around himself for comfort and passed a
family of Bambiraptors. He stared at them wondering if they were
Spot’s family.

He was so absorbed in watching them that he didn’t notice all
the creatures were silent. He frowned, and saw they were looking in
one direction. Simon followed their gaze into the sky.

His eyes widened in fear. His throat locked. He couldn’t
speak. There were no words.

Coming through the clouds was a meteor bigger than anything
that had fallen from the sky so far. There was no escaping
it.

It was so immense that it cast shade over the whole beach as
it continued its course. The meteor was so tremendously gargantuan
that no words in the dictionary could describe this behemoth of
space rock with the respect it deserved.

It was at least ten miles long.

Simon and the dinosaurs tracked the comet’s progress as it
travelled south across the ocean.

It disappeared past the horizon and, moments later, they heard
the massive explosion and a giant mushroom cloud lit up the sky.
Simon’s only reference to big explosions is what he read in history
textbooks and newsreels regarding Hiroshima and Nagasaki during
World War 2. This put them, and any action movie ever made, to
shame.

The horizon was engulfed in the gigantic mushroom cloud. And
the tremors followed.

There was an eerie rustling noise. It took Simon a couple of
seconds to comprehend that the ocean was moving. The tide ebbed in
a continuous wave, but didn’t come back in. It continued receding,
leaving a swathe of land that had been underwater. Fish and sea
creatures flopped on the ground, unable to breathe. The
Alamosaurus, who had gone so far out that you could only see his
neck and head, was uncovered and stood on solid ground.

The tide went out for miles.

The ocean was gone.

Then, Simon saw what was coming over the horizon. He whirled
around to all the dinosaurs and saw they were staring at it without
making a sound.

‘Run,’ he screamed.

He backed up, but the animals ignored him. They were like
statues, staring at the mile-high wall of grey water barrelling
down on them.

It was still a long way from them, but visible—and coming.
Simon heard it roar.

‘God Dammit. You need to save yourselves. Run.’

They didn’t move.

The giant wall was coming fast, extending as far east and west
as he could see.

Simon looked back. It was closer, less than a mile.

Desperate times called for desperate measures. He strode over
to the T-rex couple. He kicked one of them in the foot. He couldn’t
tell if it was male or female.

The T-rex broke its surveillance of the incoming water
mountain to glare at the tiny human.

‘You need to get out of here,’ Simon yelled at the giant
beast.

The T-rex’s furious glare turned sad. It bent its head to
Simon’s level until its left eye, the same size as Simon’s body,
was looking straight at him.

Simon feared being this close to the beast, but he saw
intelligence in that eye. He saw the look of hopelessness. He shook
the fear off. ‘You need to get out of here.’ He pointed to the
tsunami heading their way. ‘That wave is going to kill you all if
you stay here. You need to run. Now.’

The huge beast looked as if it might be contemplating what
Simon had said. It shook its head, and whimpered.

Looking at the wave, it stood up to full height to watch
history in the making.

‘No. Please. It’s not too late. Come with me.’ Simon
begged.

He turned to the other dinosaurs, and ran down the beach,
waving at them. ‘Please. Come with me.’ He was shouting. ‘Get out
of here.’

The gargantuan wall of water was closer. Half a mile. The
sound was thunderous.

He was ignored until he got to the pack of
Utahraptors.

One looked at him as he approached. Its eyes narrowed as if he
recognised the human. Simon stopped when he saw the Utahraptor
staring at him. He was sure it was one that had chased him in the
savanna.

It stalked towards him.

‘That’s it,’ Simon called, delighted. ‘Bring your friends with
you.’

The Utahraptor snarled as it ran at Simon. He backed up,
waving his hands to follow.

The Utahraptor’s mate’s whistling call was audible over the
roar of the water.

Simon’s Utahraptor stopped and looked at its

































cover.jpg
.SIMON_

UPERHERO CONTINUU

Lucas W Mayberry

y Not Your Average Chronicles Book 3





