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65 million years into the prehistoric, Bronto, Trex, Celia, Agnes, Quinn, and other dinosaurs lived in a fertile valley called Saurotopia. There, they faced many challenges with predator-prey affairs.

65 million years into the future, the same dinosaurs were reborn into an advanced, dinosaur-only civilization. Life isn’t any easier as their dependence on technology and Dinobot clones leads to political tension.

The faraway planet called Dinosphere is native to the Revival Orb. By mixing it with droplets of dinosaur blood that were preserved on “Cryoflowers” (grown by the velociraptor, Vex, in the last moments of his primordial life), the Revival Orb brought forth BioGen Plasma, which transformed into the bodies of many dinosaur species– bodies that looked identical to the dinosaurs that once walked the earth...except that the four-legged dinosaurs are now on two legs with dexterous hands and feet. 

Even more, each revived body inherited the spirits of the same dinosaurs who had been alive during the prehistoric.

Thus, humans revived the many preexisting dinosaurs and relocated them to planet Dinosphere, where they lived alongside the dinosaurs in a civilization dominated by advanced technology. 

One day, two T. Rexes ate the most powerful and iconic humans on the planet. In response, the humans released a biological weapon called the Wipeout Cloud. It was only meant to kill carnivorous dinosaurs; however, the Wipeout Cloud incidentally wiped out all of humanity instead, leaving their advanced civilization behind for the revived dinosaurs. 

For the next thousands of years, the dinosaurs continued to live in the advanced civilization. However, the Wipeout Cloud remained a threat– the dinosaurs have only been able to counter it with highly-advanced Dinobots. 

And while the Wipeout Cloud has been an ongoing danger, an even greater threat has arisen within the dinosaur’s Dinobot technology. A deadly computer virus– known as the Mu Virus– has been causing Dinobots to trap the dinosaurs in Cyberspace. 

Political tensions grow high among dinosaurs who are in favor of Upgrading Dinobots to counter the issue, and those who are in favor of getting rid of Dinobots and all of technology altogether. Even worse, the turmoil over the Dinobots have caused many dinosaurs to become delusional about reality and consciousness. 

Meanwhile, Bronto, Trex, Celia, Quinn, and Agnes have been receiving dreams about their former lives in the primordial eras. The memories they unlock about their lives in the prehistoric will be the one of the most valuable tools in their aim to overcome their technology’s controversial challenges. 

NOTE: Each entry takes place after the preceding one, but all entries can be read alone and in any order.

Additionally, be aware that the ending is already set: the dinosaurs all end up back in Eternal Saurotopia as their authentically purified selves, dwelling with the Power Beyond Nature just as they were “before” they were reborn into this world.  

These entries are therefore meant to be a series of events that capture special moments, lighthearted moments, heavy moments, themes, or character dynamics, rather than tell a single narrative.
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Soon, she was pushing open a bathroom door. There it was— the necklace with the pendant shaped like an arched raptor-claw. Celia gave a blank look at the shining accessory. Then she drew her arm to it. 

As her hand contacted the necklace, a purple mist emitted from the arched-claw pendant. Celia inhaled it and began to feel dizzy. 

The lavender Parasaurolophus collapsed, her vision going black.

When she opened her eyes, she found herself back in the familiar fertile land, without clothing. The dinos around her also had no clothing.
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BRONTO STOPPED HIS car beside Dinotropolis High, heaving a sigh. He turned to Duke, Lillian, and Isolde in the backseat. “Welp, tomorrow I resume an earlier work schedule again. You kiddos will have to ride the bus for the rest of the year.”

“That's fine!” Said Duke. He grabbed his backpack and skateboard, then hopped out of the car. “Jed and Rex will also be riding the bus this year!”

Lillian smiled. “Thank you for driving us, dad.” She grabbed an apple she planned to give her teacher.

“Of course!” Said Bronto. He turned to Isolde and raised an eyebrow.

Isolde was still sitting in her seat, frowning as she used a sharpie to draw a Velociraptor skull on her forearm. Bronto had to admit, it went along well with the heavy mascara she wore, in addition to the black lipstick, black outfit, and black wristbands she wore.

But he couldn't help having flashbacks of the times she would use raptor-claw accessories to carve her skin.

“Heyyyyy Isolde?” Said Bronto in a careful tone. “Ehhhhhhhh......your mother told you not to make any more markings on yourself.”

Isolde rolled her eyes and grumbled something under her breath. She threw her sharpie aside and grabbed her black backpack, causing the many keychains of raptor claws and Flesheater teeth to jingle. She slammed the door behind her and stomped past her siblings without looking back.

Bronto watched her go with a look of concern. “Gahaaaaaa... welp.”  

After Bronto said his good-byes to Duke and Lillian, the bell rang. A flood of dinosaur children flooded into various doors of the school building. Bronto saw Celia approach the student crowd that included Duke, Lillian, and Isolde. 

Celia looked up, noticing Bronto in his car. The lavender Parasaurolophus gave him her warm, tender smile and waved at him. 

Bronto waved back, feeling excited to see that she was still their language arts teacher this year.  

Moments later, Bronto was in his cubicle of Dinozone Development—the greatest architectural company on the planet.  

Bronto was sitting at his desk, typing at his computer. He paused at various moments, his head giving occasional dips and his eyes closing and opening. 

The orange, long-necked Brontosaurus shook his head and gave a huff. He grabbed his coffee cup and poured the last few drips into his mouth. He sighed and set the cup down. “Agh. Dino-droppings. Should've ordered an extra large.”

He stared at his screen, giving a determined smile. Alriiiiiiight, time to finish designing this building! 

Bronto resumed typing— nothing happened. His computer was frozen. “Huh?” He poked his finger at a key, then poked it hard multiple times.

A window popped up on his screen. An error message. 

Then a bunch of windows flooded every portion of his screen. 

Bronto widened his eyes. “Gwahaaaaa—what?!”

A distant cackle rang around the room— or was it only in his ears?

Bronto gazed around, looking confused. “Flying dino-droppings... am I finally going crazy? Have I been that bored lately?”

He stretched his long neck to look over the other cubicles— some dinos were working on their laptops, some had fallen asleep, some were on their phones, watching video clips of Trex's latest basketball game, or listening to Angie's latest album. 

Bronto was oblivious to a shadowy figure of a Velociraptor standing on the cubicle wall behind him. The figure was completely black, though its mouth was slightly open in a wide grin, revealing its numerous sharp teeth. 

It leapt at him from behind— at the sudden impact, Bronto opened his eyes and shot his head up. 

He looked around, realizing he had fallen asleep on the keyboard of his laptop. 
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CELIA HUGGED THE LAST group of her students before watching them run out the door. “Goodnight, my sweethearts!” She said in her soft, whimsy voice.

She maintained her dreamy smile as she made her way to the dark, shadowy parking lot. “Family Fun Night is such a wonderful time for families to bond....” She murmured to herself. “The school must fund more of these soul-nourishing events!”

As Celia pressed the unlock button on her car-keys, she heard a distant, eerie laughter echoing around her. Celia raised her eyebrows. “Hmm?” She gazed around the dark area.

The shadowy form of a Velociraptor dashed from beneath her car— Celia whirled around but saw nothing. 

When she turned to look over her shoulder, she gasped as she saw a white-coated Velociraptor standing beside a streetlight pole. He was staring forward with a vacant look in his wide, expressionless eyes. 

Vex? Thought Celia. I thought he had a surgery to perform at the hospital... what is he doing all the way here?

She took a step forward. “Hey... Vex?”

The Velociraptor shifted his gaze to see her from the corner of his eyes. Then he looked away and dashed forward, disappearing into the shadows. 

“Hey....wait!” Celia hurried after the raptor. But as soon as she took a few steps forward, the ground collapsed. 

Celia let out a quick scream as everything around her became blurry black. She felt herself fall through space for a moment, before landing on a grassy land. 

Somehow, she wasn't hurt. 

When she lifted her head, she found herself in a fertile land, a land that felt too familiar. She saw Bronto, Trex, Agnes, and Quinn beside a pool of water— they were laughing....they were without clothes. 

And Bronto and Agnes were standing on four legs. 

Celia noticed a lavender Parasaurolophus was among them— she realized she was gazing at herself, an unclothed version of herself. Oh goodness....

Celia turned to her reflection on a nearby puddle, relieved to notice she was still in the blouse and makeup she wore from Family Fun Night. 

A rustle sounded beside her. 

She turned and noticed Vex was standing on the tree branch beside her. He was still wearing his white coat and professional attire beneath it, but his expressionless gaze was fixed on an unclothed version of himself, standing beside a group of other unclothed Velociraptors. 

While they sniggered and hissed among one another, the unclothed version of Vex was standing still, staring with his vacant, stoic eyes at some fronds. He was occasionally bending over to nose at them.

Celia turned to the version of Vex beside her. “Vex... I'm dreaming, aren't I?”

Vex's unblinking stare remained on the unclothed version of himself. He took a moment before responding in his robotic voice. “Yes. We. Both. Are.”

As Celia gazed at him, she began to hear that faint but wild, eerie laughter again. She caught a glimpse of a dark-green blur flash between her and the white-coated Vex. Celia stepped back with a gasp, and soon, her vision was blurring again. The wild cackling grew louder and louder, until Celia felt like her eardrums would explode. 

Celia's head shot up— she found herself sitting up on her bed, panting. 

After taking a moment to process where she was, she turned to her husband sleeping beside her. “Calvert....” She murmured, her face mixed with shock and exhaustion. 

Calvert shifted. “Hmm?” He slowly opened his eyes and squinted at her. “Babe? Everything alright?”

Celia was silent for a moment, staring forward with a distant look. Then she spoke with a distant voice. “What was I doing before I got home?”

Calvert blinked heavily and sat up. “You....you were at Dinotropolis High for Family Fun Night....”

Celia let out a sigh of relief. “Okay....good....”

She spent the rest of that night lying on her bed, staring up at the ceiling. 

By the time morning came, she was still lying there, eyes wide open. 

After she and Calvert shared a kiss before he left for work, Celia remained sitting on her bed, feeling surreal. She turned to the dark-green Velociraptor figurine on the nightstand beside her. One of her students had given it to her as a gift for Teachers' Appreciation Week.  

Celia spent a long moment, gazing at the figurine with her dreamy eyes looking dreamier and more distant than usual. 

“Mom?!” A young girl’s voice called in the distance.  

Celia broke out of her trance at the sound of one of her daughters. 

“Mommy! Zeke won't share the syrup again!”

Celia gave a soft laugh. Their nanny must've already made breakfast— bless her soul. Celia was still feeling too disoriented to cook a proper breakfast....she hadn't had a dream that heavy in a while.

“I'll be down soon, Nancy!” Celia called. She slipped off her bed and headed toward her door. She took one more look over her shoulder to give a distant look at the Velociraptor figurine, then turned and left her room. 
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BRONTO GAZED AT HIS primordial self, watching as he spent his days with Zara in the fertile land. 

By his side was a purple Stegosaurus dressed in a tight-black suit. Bronto and the Stegosaurus were the only ones who were clothed in the land. 

Bronto watched his four-legged, unclothed version of himself going on night-walks with the four-legged, unclothed version of Zara. 

He watched them going on night walks together. 

Raising Duke, Lillian, and Isolde. 

Addressing all the drama that had happened with the Flesheaters. 

Going on Rescue Missions. 

When Bronto woke up the next morning, he was relieved to see that Loralee had already left for work. 

He never felt more at ease to be alone in his bed. 
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CELIA FINISHED APPLYING her lipstick. The Parasaurolophus took one more look at herself in the mirror. Her shiny-violet dress went well with her lavender skin. She grabbed her purse and was out the door. 

Soon, Celia was standing in front of her lawn, her hands clasped by her cheeks. A dreamy smile formed on her face as she stared up at the clouds. “Tonight will be...an interesting night.”

After a few moments passed, her husband Calvert had arrived home and was at her side. He was gazing at her with a raised expression. “Hun, you sure you wanna go?” 

Celia gave him a reassured smile. “I'm sure. She was very clear in the dream... which is something that doesn't happen very often.”

“Fifth floor in Barto's mansion?”

Celia nodded. “Yep...”

Celia began to hear music thundering in the distance. A shiny-golden sports car was pulling up to her sidewalk. Barto stepped out from the driver's seat, wearing his sunglasses along with his expensive shiny-orange leather jacket, a glimmering Rolex, and glossy-bright suit and slacks. 

The shiny-orange Parasaurolophus was casting Celia a smug smile. “Oooh, so you did go with the violet one!” He lowered his sunglasses to gaze at her dress, a wild thrill in his eyes. “Oh my, I really wish you weren't my sister right now!”

Celia gave a soft laugh while Calvert rolled his eyes. He turned to his mate. “Have fun, dear,” there was amusement in his tone. 

Celia winked at him. “I’ll try.” 

They shared a kiss.   

Then Celia was sitting beside Barto as he zoomed his car through the city. 

It wasn't long before Celia felt like she would have sensory overload— it had been a long time since she had been this close to her brother, and the fruity-sugary cologne he often wore, along with the luxury-brand whiteblossom ointment he applied, was making her both elated and almost nauseous. 

And to top it off, the loud music blasting in his car was not suited to her taste. 

However, as Celia opened the door to step out, the music was even louder. The lawn in front of Barto's mansion full of many flashing lights and loud, partying bellows.

Celia gave a sigh as she shut the car door behind her. “Barto....you sure ought to— huh?” She looked to her side to see Barto already bounding into the crowd.

The glossy-skinned Parasaurolophus was laughing and shouting with exhilaration with a myriad of other dinosaurs he had invited. 

“Of course...” murmured Celia. 

She made her way through the crowd, careful not to trip over her long dress in her high heels. 
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BRONTO SHUT HIS LAPTOP down. Finally. The day was over. 

He put his laptop in his backpack and got up to leave. As he walked toward the elevator, he passed by Penelope's office. 

His boss was still typing away. Her pink glasses somehow made her look much sterner than she really was. 

Bronto approached her office. “Ahem... Penelope? I'm taking off for the day. I'll be in extra early tomorrow to finish up the design on the northern boardwalk.”

Penelope gazed up from her computer. “Go for it. See you tomorrow.” She had a youthful sounding voice, despite the bluntness in her tone. 

Bronto nodded. “Have a good evening, Penelope!” He turned to walk away. 

“Bronto...”

The orange Brontosaurus looked over his shoulder at the small-framed, hot-pink Parasaurolophus. She was still facing her computer, typing. Then she stopped and gave a quiet huff. She rubbed her eyes beneath her glasses and turned to meet Bronto's gaze. There was a hint of grimness in her expression. “Tell me,” she said. “When you’ve been having those dreams about our primordial lives, what has Velina been doing?”

“Buaha!” Bronto stiffened. “H-how did you know I've been having dreams about—”

“Barto told me,” Penelope crossed her arms and gazed at the floor with a sideways look. “How did he know? His sister Celia told him. She said you, her, Judge Agnes, Trex, and that software engineer from the tech building across the street were the only dinos who have been having dreams about your past lives during the primordial era.”

Bronto stared at her for a moment. “Ehhhhhh Celia and Trex were the only two dinos I've discussed these dreams with. But others have been having them too?!” He paused and thought for a moment. “Hmmmmmm...a commonality Celia, Trex, and I share is that Velina, Vex, or Old Herman are accompanying us when we watch our primordial lives in these dreams. Have Agnes and Quinn also had the same experience?”

“Yes,” said Penelope. “And you all remember everything about your primordial lives after glimpsing just one snapshot of a moment, right?”

Bronto nodded. 

Penelope gave Bronto a wry smile, then resumed a serious gaze. “Anyway, back to my question. What has Velina been doing in your dreams?”

Bronto was silent for another moment. Then he sighed. “Gah. Hard to say. Oftentimes, it's just me in some strange dark space, trying to navigate my way through while she randomly appears out of nowhere, laughing. Or I'm watching my previous primordial life play out before me, watching her in that previous life too.”

“Has she been seen with Ebenezer's past self?”

Bronto raised his eyebrows. “Ebenezer? That politician who tried to run for last year's election? I haven't seen him in any of my dreams...”
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AGNES STOMPED HER WAY to the train station and waited for the Triceratops Metro to come. Her face was scrunched up in its usual scowl. Ugh... those darn Flesheaters. Why can't they just keep their claws to themselves?! It's like they WANT me to keep them on trial!

She stood on her two legs and took out the phone from her coatpocket. There were a bunch of motivational text messages from Celia. 

When Agnes slipped her phone back in her pocket, she looked up and noticed a Flesheater from the corner of her eye. She shifted her eyes to see a Deinonychus staring at her from the bench several yards behind her, to her left. 

Agnes clenched her teeth and narrowed her eyes even more. The Deinonychus continued to stare at her until the Triceratops Metro pulled up. She walked inside. 

As she took her seat, she looked out her window, noticing the Deinonychus turn its head to watch the Metro leave.
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THREE DEINONYCHUSES stood on the grassy lawn, dressed in black suits and black sunglasses. 

A helicopter hovered over them. 

It landed, and two of the Deinonychuses opened the doors, allowing a ramp to extend to the ground. 

A dark-green, elder Velociraptor stepped onto the ramp—she wore transparent stockings and high black boots stepped onto the ramp. At the tip of the boot was a square hole where an arched toe-claw stuck out. 

The Velociraptor was also dressed in an expensive, green-furred coat that hung to her shins, along with several platinum necklaces and large, loopy earrings. 

Dark shades covered her eyes as she gazed across the lawn with a grin. 

She removed her shades, revealing her raised lower eyelids as her face curved into a wild, smirking grin. She spoke in a raspy, amused voice. “My...it appears we're a bit late.”

Her devious smile widened. She gave a rough chortle as she noticed Barto fast-walking up to her, his face full of excitement. “Vel—oh!” Barto flinched as he noticed the black-suited Deinonychuses standing nearby. Barto turned back to the Velociraptor and spoke with a steadier tone. “I mean... good afternoon, Madam V. I sent the transfer over to you. Is the V Estate registered now?”

“Of course, Fancyscales,” she winked at him. “Did you lock all your bathroom doors?”

Barto widened his eyes. “Oh, shoot!”
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AS CELIA SIFTED THROUGH the crowd of partying dinosaurs, she found herself giving warm smiles and hugging many friends and acquaintances she passed. 

At last, Celia made her way into Barto's mansion. It was even louder and wilder in here. She stopped as she smelled a sweet, fruity-sugary scent—the aroma from the whiteblossom lotion, along with the cologne imported from the East Hemisphere. 

She saw that Barto was sitting on a glossy-white sofa with his arms around two female Parasaurolophuses dressed in tanktops and short dresses. The orange, shiny-skinned Parasaurolophus was laughing with elation, holding a bottle of Fermifruit Vodka in one hand. 

As Barto noticed Celia, he called out to her in his upbeat voice, gesturing for her to come over. Celia gave him her calm, tender smile and held up her index finger. Then she turned and made her way around the crowd, heading toward the stairs.

Fifth floor on Barto's mansion... thought Celia. She said the necklace would be right in the bathroom on the fifth floor...

The noise died down as Celia ventured farther up the stairs. When she reached the fifth floor, she made her way down the halls, trying not to get distracted by all the beautiful dino portraits and statues around her. 

Soon, she was pushing open a bathroom door. There it was— the necklace with the pendant shaped like an arched raptor-claw. Celia gave a blank look at the shining accessory. Then she drew her arm to it. 

As her hand contacted the necklace, a purple mist emitted from the arched-claw pendant. Celia inhaled it and began to feel dizzy. 

The lavender Parasaurolophus collapsed, her vision going black.

When she opened her eyes, she found herself back in the familiar fertile land, without clothing. The dinos around her also had no clothing. She was by a pond, and many dinosaurs here were partying. They were also without clothes. Many were holding strange fruits, which smelled like alcohol. The atmosphere had a similar feel to Barto's partying atmosphere. 

And then she realized why. 

She saw Barto among the partying dinosaurs— he was without clothes like everyone else. He looked as glossy-skinned as she had ever seen him....almost even more so, without the shine of his expensive clothing to stand out. 

Celia felt a strange, woozy feeling as she gazed at him bounding around. And it wasn't because of the smell of his sugary-flowery whiteblossom ointment. Nor was it because the smell of the alcoholic scent emanating from the fruits many dinos were holding. 

Then she saw Barto hissing like a Velociraptor. 

He was engaging in alternating lunges and evasions with the dark-green Velociraptor—the same one who had told her to fetch the necklace. The raptor wore her familiar crazed grin as she darted around. 

Then Celia saw Barto and the raptor engaging in the same game with Angie—that skinny celebrity singer and former gymnast Barto often invited to his parties. 

It was also strange to see her without clothing. 

But not as strange as seeing Barto. 

Celia gazed at the orange, glossy-skinned dino. Then she saw him maneuver himself around Celia herself—the version of herself without clothing. 

“Come on, babe!” Primordial Barto was pulling primordial Celia toward him. “This predator-prey game is about to get SICK!”

As Celia watched Barto and her former self, the sounds and images began to grow faint.
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ISOLDE SLAMMED THE door of her room and tossed her backpack aside. She flashed a scowling glance at her black lipstick, messy, smeared mascara, and dark blouse, skirt, and stockings. 

“Ugh!” Isolde kicked aside one of her dark jeans she had left on the floor. “I don't care what you say, mom...”

The gothic-clothed Sauropod gritted her teeth, scowling at the family picture she had thrown on the ground: Bronto and Loralee. Duke, Lillian, and herself. 

She glared at Loralee. 

Isolde had drawn X-marks over Loralee's eyes and a bunch of pointy harpoon-like figures around her head. She spoke at the image of Loralee in a spiteful voice. “I'm going to that concert. And you can't stop me.”

That night, Isolde was holding onto the back of a juvenile Pachycephalosaurus with wristbands covered in Flesheater teeth. He rode his motorcycle toward a noisy space where Isolde's favorite band played. 

Isolde hopped off. “Thanks, dude,” she muttered.

The Pachycephalosaurus grabbed her arm. 

Isolde gave a gasp. The Pachycephalosaurus was sneering at her. “Ya think I brought ya here just to let you go, eh?”  

Isolde grunted and tried to yank her arm out of his grip. She stiffened as more Pachycephalosauruses and a few juvenile Flesheaters surrounded her. 

But before anyone could make a move, there was a flurry of dark green. 

Loud yowls and bellows sounded, and Isolde found herself ducking as numerous bodies around her began crashing amongst each other. 

When the noise died down, Isolde lifted her head to see the scrawny figure of an elder Velociraptor, staring at the groaning, bloody bodies of the Pachycephalosauruses and Flesheaters. 

The Velociraptor was wearing a tight-black suit and a black band that wrapped around her eyes. Her eyes peered through the eye slits, looking crazed as she wore her intensified grin.

“Victoria?!” Gasped Isolde. This is the mate of Ulgamar’s top hitman!

The elder raptor turned to her. She was grinning with bloody teeth. “Please, darling,” she rasped, her wild, devious eyes gleaming through the slits of her headband. “Call me Velina. 
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CELIA WOKE UP ON BARTO'S shiny couch. She turned and saw her brother lying on the floor on his face, with an arm outstretched beside a bottle of Fermifruit Beer. 

His entire mansion was a mess— though it was now devoid of any dinosaurs. 

“Ugh...” Celia held her head and sat up. “Barto...” she nudged him with her foot. 

“Huh?!” Barto instantly shot up to his feet, his eyes wide with fright. “Oh crap! Celia!” Barto grabbed her shoulders, looking around with panic. “Please don't tell me you saw her! She couldn't have come back while we were passed out!”

“Barto... what are you talking about?” Murmured Celia in her soft voice. 

“Celia, the necklace! It belonged to Velina! You touched it, didn’t you?”

Celia gasped. “Yes...the raptor I've been dreaming about told me to fetch it here. Velina....it was Velina?”

“Irk...” Barto released her shoulders. He dropped onto the couch beside her. The shiny-suited Parasaurolophus hung his head back, looking at the ceiling with a desperate look in his eyes. “Celia...did the raptor in your dreams have a crazy grin?”

“Like a psycho. She reminded me of Madam V or the wife of one of Ulgamar’s Velociraptor-hitmen,” Celia blinked slowly. “Yet...somehow, I didn't feel very unsettled around her. It was like....she was dangerous...but not a bad dinosaur.”

Barto swallowed, gazing up at the ceiling. “So you've been having those dreams too.”

Celia flinched and gazed at Barto with widened eyes. “Oh dear....have you also been dreaming about our former lives during the primordial era?”

“Oh, heck no!” Barto instantly sat up, grabbing his cheeks. “Oof...I've already been having enough nightmares about that night the Faceless Ones attacked! Nah, I’ve only heard about those dreams cuz Trex was talking to Gordon about them.”

Celia gasped. “So far, I’ve only talked to Bronto...he’s the only other dino I know has been having these dreams about our primordial lives....”

“Hey,” Barto gazed at her with a playful smile. “Did you see me in my primordial life? Did I still look this gorgeous?”

Celia gave a soft chuckle. “Everyone looked exactly the same as they do now... except some were on four legs. And all were without clothing.”

“Oh my!” Barto clasped his hands. “I wanna have these dreams!”

Celia gave him a teasing smile. She was about to shoot him a motherly remark about how he shouldn’t overindulge himself with fleeting pleasures, but her head began to throb. 

Celia murmured something that she was unable to comprehend, and without thinking, raced to the nearest bathroom.
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EBENEZER SHUT THE DOOR behind him, wishing he could also shut out the feeling of anxiety that coursed through him. 

He turned an agonized face down to the elder Velociraptor before him. She was sneering at him, adjusting her sharp-edged, emerald glasses. “My, my darling,” she rasped, widening her smirk. “What inner conflicts are troubling that fragile little heart of yours now?”

Ebenezer forced himself to stand prim. He spoke in an uppish tone. “Dr. Vyvelle, I'll have you know that I only requested an appointment with you, as I have—”

“Oh come now, dearie! There is no hidden spyware here,” the raptor hopped on the tall table in front of the Pterosaur, leaning toward him with a crazed, mischievous smile. “Just call me by my real name.”

Ebenezer blinked, then gave a slow nod. “Right. Velina... I wanted to see you because I've been having some strange dizzy spells ever since I ran out of those pills you last gave me.”

“Ah! So you've been taking the meds, even after your alleged slaughter!” Velina gave a quick cackle. “No wonder you've been able to hold yourself together whenever you’re in the secret lairs of the V Estate!”

Ebenezer rubbed his eyes. “Look, can you just prescribe them to me again? I already feel like I'm...” he tilted forward. 

Velina leapt out of the way as the Quetzalcoatlus collapsed on the tall table. She skidded aside on some shelves, knocking a few textbooks on psychiatry and behavioral health. 

Velina fixed Ebenezer with an amused sneer and threw a dart at him. As it zipped past his neck, the Pterosaur shot up to his feet, outstretching his wings and breaking some nearby shelves. 

“Well done, Twinkle-Talons,” rasped Velina. “Clean my office and I'll give you your meds.”

Ebenezer held his head and stood. “Oh, thank you...” Thank goodness she knows how to prescribe some of these things off-label...
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CELIA WATCHED WITH a look of sympathy as she watched Barto gaze at his messages with distress. 

“I’m sorry, Barto...” She reached out and put an arm on his shoulder. As Celia touched his smooth skin, however, she felt a strange, electrical surge. She drew her hand back with a gasp. 

Barto instantly looked behind himself, staring wide-eyed at Celia. They held each other's gazes for a moment. 

“Celia,” said Barto. “We were not siblings in our primordial lives, were we?”

Celia was slowly shaking her head, gazing at the glossy-skinned Parasaurolophus with a distant gaze. “No... we weren't related at all.”

“Oh my,” Barto faced forward and grabbed his cheeks. “Celia, I promise, I did not do anything to you when you were passed out. When I found you lying on the floor of my bathroom, I freaked out and yelled at everyone to leave. One of the female bartenders I invited got angry with me and threw a bottle at my head, so I passed out beside the couch as you saw me.”

“Hey, calm down,” Celia gave a gentle smile and rested her hand on Barto’s shoulder again. “You and I were not mates in our primordial lives either. You were still mates with Penelope, and I was still mates with Calvert.” She gazed at the ground with a fond smile. “And... I was still special friends with Maxwell.”

Barto's shoulders seemed to relax. “Oof, thank goodness.” He shot up to his feet and stomped toward the island counter, grabbing a half-filled bottle of vodka. He quickly turned around, facing Celia with a smirk. “Hey, let's forget everything and just dance, baby. We have this entire mansion to ourselves!”

Celia gave him an amused smile, then her smile faltered. “Barto... when you found me passed out on your bathroom, was I holding the Mu Necklace?”

Barto's excited smirk morphed into a look of fright again. 

Images flashed through his head as he entertained the hazy memory of last night:  

Both his yard and his mansion were louder with more partying dinos than before. 

Barto was racing up his stairs with a look of fright. He heard Velina's cackling in the distance, as the sound of snarls and tearing flesh sounded. 

“Please Velina...” muttered Barto, his tone full of urgency. “Please stop them. I know you can...”

Barto flung the doors of his bathroom open. 

His heart skipped a beat as he saw Celia's body on the floor. 

There was no sign of the necklace.

Velina (dressed in her Madam V outfit) landed on the closed toilet lid, blood splattering from her bloody boots. She turned to Barto with a psychotic grin. “Darling, the smell of your fear-scent is wonderful and all, but tone it down! Your dear sister will be fine— just get her out of this place until the air clears!”

Velina whisked past him, her maniacal cackling sounding again and growing fainter. 

Barto found himself carrying Celia's unconscious body down the stairs. 

Barto broke out of the memory, panting. He whipped around, grabbed Celia's hand, and pulled her with him. “Come on! We need to get to the V Estate!”

The next moments were a blur. 

Soon, Celia found herself gazing through tall gates. Behind the gates were several mansions spread across a huge array of grassy land, luxurious fountains, and several river basins with shining Velociraptor statues. 

All the mansions were bigger and fancier than Barto's. 

Celia spoke in a breathless voice. “I don't understand...this is the V Estate....up there is Madam V's mansion. So....Velina is Madam V?! Velina’s been alive this whole time?!”

Barto laughed nervously and flashed Celia a quick, constrained smile. “She went by many names after her alleged ‘death,’ which actually never happened. Now come on— I'm the only Leafeater who has the key to her place!”

Celia and Barto made their way toward the gates. 
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ISOLDE SHOVED HER PE clothes into her locker room, grumbling under her breath. PE was the dumbest subject ever. 

Actually, all classes suck, thought Isolde.

Isolde eyed the numerous stickers of black-scaled dinos with heavy eyeliner and black hoods. She scowled at the small mirror displaying her own face with heavy eyeliner— some of it was smeared down her cheek since she hadn't bothered to wash off her face after sweating on the field. 

The young Brontosaurus rolled her eyes and slammed her locker door shut. She turned and walked down the halls, avoiding eye contact with any student she passed. 

Then Isolde stopped in her tracks. Ahead of her were four raptors— a Pyroraptor, a Lanheraptor, and two Velociraptors. 

The Pyroraptor and Lanheraptor were wearing baggy pants that sagged— there were also holes that allowed their tails to stick out. 

The Lanheraptor and one of the Velociraptors wore a backwards hat, and the Lanheraptor carried a skateboard. 

Isolde recognized the Pyroraptor and Lanheraptor were juniors. 

And the Velociraptor with the hat was her best friend, Stabitha, a second-year like her.

But the fourth Velociraptor...

Isolde gave a gasp. At first, she was intrigued to see the Velociraptor dressed in the black short-skirt, high-rise black tank-top, and dark stockings. She also admired the nose piercings and black polishings on the tips of the Velociraptor’s finger and toe-claws. And the raptor’s eyeliner was even heavier than her own.

As soon as the Velociraptor gave a crazed laugh, Isolde recognized her in an instant. “Velina!” What on Dinosphere was she doing here?!

The three other raptors parted ways with her. Velina shifted her crazed, dark-lined eyes to Isolde, who was now walking over to her. Her raspy voice was full of amusement. “Hello, dollface.”

Isolde gazed at her in silence. Velina's maniacal grin looked even more sinister and prominent from all the makeup. 

“Velina, what are you—”

“Ah, ah, ah,” Velina held her black-tipped finger-claw at Isolde's face. “Right now, I go by the name Viola.”

Isolde blinked. She shifted her eyes to the camera at the corner— the lack of beeping buttons indicated that it was turned off. Then Isolde turned to gaze at the hunched-back janitor who was whispering something to the heavyset lunch lady. 

Isolde's mind flashed back to the other night when she had seen them huddled behind a computer screen in the computer lab. She turned to Velina with a humored smile. “How many identities have you taken on to spy on Mu Virus hackers?”

Velina gave a rough chortle as the two of them walked down the halls. “I lost track, darling. You'll have to ask Sceptimore or Archie.”

Sceptimore and Archie, the respective son and husband of Madam V.

Isolde felt a chill run through her spine as she recognized their names. 
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AGNES WATCHED THE HOLOGRAPHIC images of Tridenton play out before her on the evening news. He was speaking with the other leaders of the Dinosphere Continents: 

Boris, president of the North Hemisphere, where she resided. 

Clovius, president of the East Hemisphere. 

Zephyr, president of the West Hemisphere. 

Agnes fixed her eyes on Tridenton— her father, and president of Leafeaters of the South Hemisphere. 

He was beside Dianna, president of South Hemisphere’s Flesheaters. It had been several decades since Tridenton decided to gather an army of his Dinobot clones to drive away the Flesheaters from the continent—Dianna, however, had fought back with her own Dinobot clones and managed to secure various locations on the South Hemisphere for the Flesheaters to dwell. 

The two sides, however, continued to have constant battles between Flesheater and Leafeater Dinobots, as Tridenton wanted to claim the entire hemisphere for Leafeaters only, while Dianna wanted the same for Flesheaters. 

And it was thanks to Ulgamar—a Flesheater mafia leader from the North Hemisphere—that Dianna was able to generate enough advanced Dinobots to fight against Tridenton’s.

Agnes gazed at the holographic recording, though she was unable to focus on whatever Tridenton was discussing with the other Hemisphere leaders. Her mind kept drifting to the dreams she had been having—dreams where she would witness herself living during the primordial era. She replayed those moments when her father was just as hostile and stubborn as he was now, especially during that Era of Saurus Battle Days. 

After a few more failed attempts to break out of such thoughts, Agnes shut down her device. That was enough breaking news for today. 

She gazed around her courtroom, thankful that she was the only one here.
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ISOLDE WIDENED HER eyes as she watched the screen before her, recording the scene at the Supreme Court. 

Chief Justice Zara was speaking to President Boris in her loud voice. Isolde turned to Velina— who asked to be called Madam V at the moment. 

The elder raptor was giving a devious grin at the screen. She was dressed in a professional black blouse, akin to the outfits many other politicians wore.  

“I don't understand,” said Isolde in a distant voice. “Wh-why didn't anyone ever tell me, Duke, or Lillian that Chief Justice Zara... is our mother?”

Velina shifted her eyes to the Sauropod. She had shades resting on her forehead, so Isolde was able to gaze into her cunning eyes. “Take a look at the old recording next to you, darling. I've already set it up for you.”

Isolde turned to the recording on the smaller computer beside the one she was watching. Zara and Bronto were facing each other in a small room. Zara was frowning with frustration and Bronto had a look of agony on his face. 

Bronto lifted his head to meet Zara's gaze. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

Zara huffed and spoke in her loud voice. “It's for their own safety. The Reversers will do whatever it takes to spread the Mu Virus and target any Advancer.” She gave a derisive snort. “I'm already a strong target, obviously. But you, as an Undecided, would be able to protect our children if you make it look like you are married to a Reverser.” Zara grabbed documents beside her and handed them to Bronto. “I've already got the fake documents. And my best friend, Loralee, is more than willing to help us in this. She is willing to be your fake wife.”

Bronto gave a quick, dry laugh. “Bahahaaa. As a strong Advancer, how could you be best friends with a Reverser?”

“Hah!” Zara gave Bronto a hearty nudge. “It's much more efficient to run the world with both Advancers and Reversers. It’s why I love working with your father!”

Bronto gave her a fond smile. His voice grew more serious. “Sometimes it helps to fight against the Wipeout Cloud with limited technology, as the Reversers prefer. But there’s no denying the moments when we need to create Dinobots to fight the Wipeout Cloud for us, for our own safety.”

“Precisely.”

Bronto and the dark-brown Brontosaurus gazed into each other's eyes. They gave each other affectionate nudges with their snouts.

Isolde bit her lip, trying to hold back tears as she gazed at the screen. She hung her head. No wonder there was always a void between dad and... Loralee. They got along just fine, but there was always something off about their dynamic.

Isolde turned to Velina again. “Why are you showing all of this to me?”

Velina gave a raspy chortle and strutted around the juvenile Sauropod. “Why not, dearie? You already hate your so-called 'mother' for restricting you so much. Why not give you another reason to hate her?”

There was an edge of sarcasm in the raptor's voice. Isolde almost wanted to laugh, despite her lingering shock. 
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A BLOODY ALBERTOSAURUS fell to the ground, covered in gashes. A Gigantosaurus stood by its side, panting. Both wore nothing but the steel collars around their necks. 

Auldwin walked up to the side of the Gigantosaurus, his arms crossed and head held high. He fixed his narrowed, expectant gaze on the Pachycephalosaurus before him, who was frowning at the fallen Albertosaurus. 

“Agh!” Said the Pachycephalosaurus opponent. “I knew I should've gotten the T. Rex.” 

The Pachycephalosaurus opponent took out his digicoin device, punched a couple buttons, and transferred a huge sum to an icon displaying Auldwin's scornful-looking headshot. 

The images began to fade. 

Barto was standing in front of his family portrait on the wall, a look of melancholy in his eyes. 

He stared at his parents. 

Then his gaze shifted to three children in front of them— Celia, Auldwin, and himself. 

Celia was smiling her dreamy smile. 

Barto was looking excited and unable to sit still for the portrait. 

And Auldwin was looking stiff and prim.

Celia approached Barto with a look of sympathy. She put a hand on his shoulder. 

Barto stared at Auldwin and spoke in a distant voice. “It was awful, seeing how he abused those Flesheaters. Almost as worse as it was when they later killed him..."

Celia slowly nodded. “I wasn't there to witness it like you were. I can't say I wish I was...”

Barto turned to Celia. “How was Auldwin like in the primordial days?”

A look of alarm flickered in Celia's eyes. She gazed at him, looking like she wanted to say something. But she held his gaze, unable to get any words out. Old Herman said one unlocked memory of our past lives will reopen up all other memories of the primordial days—just like what happened to me, Bronto, Trex, Quinn, and Agnes, she thought. If I tell Barto just one small moment of his primordial life... it will reopen him to all the memories of his past life...

Barto held Celia’s gaze for another silent moment. Then his voice grew quieter. “Was he still our brother?”

“He was your brother. Remember....you and I were not of the same kin in our primordial lives.” 

“Oh yeah... right..." 

Celia sighed. She gazed up at the portrait with a somber gaze. “Barto, do you still wish we could've all grown up together?” She felt a lump in her throat after asking. When they were just eggs, their parents were afflicted with a terrible illness that caused them to spend the majority of their days under hospital surveillance. 

Since their mother was a Reverser and their father was an Advancer, they agreed to have one egg raised by their relatives who were Reversers, one egg raised by relatives who were Advancers, and one egg who was raised by a relative who was Undecided. 

Auldwin was hatched to the Reverser caretaker and had embraced the ideology. 

Barto was hatched to the Advancer caretaker and wasn't sure if he embraced the ideology or not. Much like Celia, who was raised by the Undecided relative, Barto himself had always been undecided about whether to identify as a Reverser or an Advancer. 

Barto tensed before responding to Celia’s question. “I do. Why? Did Auldwin and I grow up together during our primordial days?”

Celia’s voice was careful. “Yes. I... I know I used to say that I also wish we could've all grown up together. But... now I'm not so sure.”

Barto gave her a playful grimace. “Was it really that bad, growing up with a prick like him?”

Barto's slightly playful smile faltered as he noticed the grimness in Celia's eyes. Celia spoke in a solemn tone. “Barto... if you really want to know, I can ask Old Herman, Velina, and Vex to invite you into a shared dream with us.”

“Shared dream?”  

“Yes. The three of them—along with me, Bronto, Trex, Agnes, and Quinn—are the only dinosaurs whose spirits are capable of having dreams replaying the primordial days on our own....all other dinos must be accompanied by one of us if they are to have a dream replaying the days of the past. And only Old Herman, Velina, and Vex—when asleep— can draw the spirits of other dinos to be in a shared dream with us.” She paused, then added, “And just so you know....witnessing just one moment of something that you experienced in your primordial life is enough to reopen all memories of your primordial experience.”

Barto blinked, looking dumbfounded. Then he gave a slight nod. “I’m in.” 
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BRONTO AND TREX WALKED into the McDinold's building. 

Trex was shaking his head in disbelief. “After that dream of the primordial days.....oh boy, I gotta scarf down some nuggets to clear my head!”

Trex ordered his Ankylosaurus-shaped nuggets and Bronto ordered a milkshake.

Garganto stuck his head out of the kitchen. “Ayyyy Brontooo! Treeeex!” Garganto jumped with excitement, causing the place to shake. Some of the small dinos in the place appeared startled. “So good to see ya'll! It's been a while since I've had a Leafeater visit me here!” He gave a loud sigh. “Man, if only I was still workin’ in the McDinold’s back in the Western Continent.” He scowled. “Dangit, President Tridenton....HOW DARE HE KICK US OUT?!” Garganto let out a grunt and kicked the wall— thankfully, it was made of steel. 

Trex huffed. “A majority of Triceratops have always harbored a sense of species superiority, which makes it easy for them to be hostile around all Flesheater species.”

Bronto turned to watch a family of Allosauruses eating burgers with patties shaped like Stegosauruses. “Blahahahaaa,” said Bronto, shifting his feet. “Even though the meat supply on all parts of this planet comes from lab-grown dino bodies that are already dead the moment they are synthesized, the Triceratops always find something to complain about!”
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QUINN WATCHED HIS PRIMORDIAL self soaring over Saurotopia with Avonlea at his side. 

The images faded. 

Quinn was now watching the Avonlea Dinobot. He watched her type on Avonlea's computer and tinker with the gadgets that surrounded it. 

Memories flashed in Quinn's head. 

He saw himself soaring with Avonlea over Northern Dinotropolis. Laughing together. Chatting together. Stopping at their favorite small restaurant together. 

Then the images flashed. 

Quinn was beside Avonlea's bed in the Northern Dinotropolis Hospital. 

His expression was grim as he held her fragile wing and clasped her hand. 

Quinn broke out of the memory, a tear forming at the corner of his eye. He looked away from the Avonlea Dinobot. 

The real Avonlea was gone— she had inhaled too many Wipeout Toxins. No one could replace her. Not even the best-programmed Dinobot. 

Perhaps I should've taken the risk... Quinn thought. He began rubbing his chin as he gazed at the floor. Perhaps if I had listened to Uncle Ebenezer at the time, and risked brainloading her into a Dinobot or into the Mu Cyberspace, she would've been safe from the Wipeout Toxins...

Quinn gasped, gazing up to see the Dinobots of Seymour, Odette, and Edgar soaring over him. Their eyes were vacant and unblinking as they stared ahead. Seymour and Odette appeared to be mumbling to each other, letting out occasional, empty laughs. 

Quinn clenched his teeth. Then again... things wouldn't be any better if she had been Mu-infected and killed in the Mu Cyberspace.
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TREX NARROWED HIS EYES at Lizbeth. “I was NOT eying you with hunger! I was trying to make sure the necklace you wore wasn't a Mu-infected Dinobot in disguise!”

“Ugh! Excuses!” Lizbeth held up her chin, keeping her hands on her hips. “You were eying me for predatory reasons as well as twisted hybrid-sexual reasons. And now it sounds like you were also trying to steal an expensive belonging of mine!” She turned and stomped away, her head high. “I'm talking to Agnes. She'll convict you for sure.

Trex saw the back of Lizbeth’s necklace blink a red color. But she shut the door behind her before he could react. 

As Lizbeth put on her makeup in front of a mirror, a wire emerged from the pendant of her necklace and linked to her head. Lizbeth screamed and wriggled— then she fell unconscious. The necklace detached from her neck and transformed into a Dinobot clone of Lizbeth. 

A computer screen nearby showed Lizbeth's form materializing in a dark space— the Mu Cyberspace. 

Trex crashed in the room, roaring at the Mu-infected Dinobot clone of Lizbeth. He aimed his metallic wristband at the Dinobot, destroying it and dissolving it. 

Lizbeth's real body regained consciousness— as she gazed around at the mess in the room and Trex's growling face, she screamed.

“Help! Help! Predator!”
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BARTO LAUGHED WITH a drunken look in his eyes as he took another selfie of himself and a Velociraptor prostitute crouching on his shoulder. 

She was dressed in weblike stockings and a lingerie, grinning a maniacal grin. 

The next few moments were a blur as Barto dashed and danced around with the raptor, alternating between calling her Velina and her pseudoname, Valerie. 

Then Barto was with four giggling female Parasaurolophuses holding bottles and wine glasses. His voice was full of drunken elation. “Ah yes, this one is— whoaaaa!” Barto noticed an email notification—it had the blinking icon of an orange Parasaurolophus that looked just like him. 

“Oooh Barto, that looks like you!” Said one of the female Parasaurolophuses. She squealed and tapped the icon. 

Barto's phone screen became populated with the blobs, blackening the entire screen. Then the screen was filled with numerous rows displaying the letters: "MUMUMUMUMU". 

“Ohhhhh shiiiiz!” Barto let out a sloppy laugh. 

“AHHH GET THAT AWAY!” Another female Parasaurolophus snatched his phone and threw it aside. Barto's phone landed on a nearby counter. 

The next few moments were a blur as they all laughed and danced down the halls, heading down the stairs. 

Meanwhile, Barto's phone was transforming into a Dinobot clone of himself. The Barto-cloned Dinobot gazed around, then transformed into a necklace with an arched toe-claw of a raptor. 

Barto broke out of the memory, his hand over his eyes as he shook his head. “I'm so sorry, Celia! I am such a fool!”

Celia was beside him, giving him a sympathetic look as she gave him gentle pats on the back. “Hey....no one was hurt, and I recovered just fine. The important thing is that we'll destroy that Dinobot— and all other Dinobots— as many times as we need to.”
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EBENEZER GAZED AT HIMSELF in the mirror, his eyes wide as he muttered indecipherable words. 

One moment, his own reflection was staring back at him. 

The next moment, a Dinobot that looked just like him was gazing into his eyes. 

Ebenezer felt a chill run down his spine as he stared back at the Dinobot's dull, emotionless look. It spoke in a voice identical to his own, but with an off-sounding tone. “Do not be afraid, Ebenezer. You and I are the same.” The Dinobot in the reflection blinked its eyes. “Our bodies may have a different blueprint, but our souls are the same nonetheless.”

Without realizing it, Ebenezer was narrowing his eyes and seething at the image. “Shut up!” He yowled. “You liar! You don't even know what you're talking about!”

“Surrender your life, Ebenezer. You will live on in me. Because I am you.”

“SHUT UP!” Ebenezer punched at the mirror. 

As soon as it shattered into pieces, the space around Ebenezer began to clear up. 

Ebenezer gasped, realizing he was still in a room, in the middle of his appointment with Dr. Vyvelle.

Or rather, Velina. 

She was sneering at him, adjusting her wide, sharp-edged glasses. “My, my, Twinkle-talons. Looks like those pills haven't been working on you. Shall we try something else?”

“Velina!” Ebenezer clenched his teeth and faced the raptor with a constrained glare. “Are you really helping me here?! Or are you just taking pleasure in watching me flail?” He grabbed his head. “How many of my poor decisions have been due to your manipulative tactics?!”

Velina gave a wry laugh. “Oh darling, is it my fault that you chose to help Seymour, Odette, and Edgar program this Mu Virus?” She tilted her head, smiling. “Is it my fault that you suffered trauma from your own decisions...and made the rest of the planet suffer from the outbreak of such brain-hacking Dinobots?”

Ebenezer clenched his fists, seething at the cackling raptor. At least this was staving off his hallucinations. 

​​
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