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Chapter 1

 


Twin Creeks Cattle Ranch had never hosted a
Hollywood film production company, but there was a first time for
everything. Not far from the front porch of the old ranch house a
long, shed-like trailer had been pulled up and parked. Inside, Kit
Daniels sat at a lightbulb-encircled mirror while the film
company’s makeup artist, Guye Flambeau, touched up her lipstick
with a fine-tipped liner brush.

“Look who’s a little nervous about her first film
shoot,” Guye said.

“How can you tell?” Kit asked.

“You keep biting your lip and getting lipstick on
your teeth. Bite any harder and it’ll be blood. Now, stop that!
Smile so I can clean those teeth—again.” He daubed away the red
with a tissue. “You’ve got to calm down, Girly. You’re making a
mess out of my best efforts.”

Kit frowned at her own reflection in the mirror as
Guye retouched her lips. The cowgirl in her rankled at the face
powder, eyeliner, lip liner, blush, blonde highlights in her sandy
colored hair, and she forgot what all else after several hours in
front of the mirror.

Kit’s friend Maddy Meyer looked over her shoulder,
gushing, “I can’t believe my besty is going to be a TV star!”

Kit gave an eye-rolling, exasperated sigh.

“You’re not helping,” Guye wagged his liner brush at
Maddy’s reflection in the mirror. “You’re just making her more
nervous.”

Kit frowned, “Wouldn’t you be nervous, Maddy?”

“Not really. I’d be like, ‘Hey everybody, look at me!
I’m the famous Kit Daniels who saved the world from laser-blasting
dinosaurs from outer space. How are you today?’”

Flambeau finished his lip-lining, then stepped back
and looked Kit over. “That’s got it! Everything’s just right. How
do you like yourself, Star Girl?”

Kit pouted her lips, inspected them closely in the
mirror, and then frowned some more. “I think that shade of lipstick
is too dark.”

“If the Director says that’s the shade, then that’s
the shade it’s gonna be.”

“What do you think, Maddy?”

“I think it’s pretty.”

“It’s pretty dramatic, I’d say. Too dramatic.”

“Drama!” Flambeau flourished his delicate hands.
“That’s what Hollywood is all about, Honey. Kit Daniels, Dinosaur
Girl! Such a great name for a TV series. You and a different
dinosaur every week.”

“You’re going to be famous!” Maddy said. “I just know
you are.”

Kit was un-swayed. She stood up and went to a
full-length light-lined mirror. “I’m not so sure I like the way I’m
dressed—or undressed.” Her costume, also mandated by the Director,
was little more than a pair of blue, skintight short shorts, cowboy
boots, and a skimpy bra top of leopard-spotted fabric that would
have suited a major league football cheerleader.

Maddy giggled. “Not your usual cattle-driving outfit,
is it?”

“That’s not funny. I’m not used to putting so much of
me out there to be stared at.”

“Relax Kit,” Maddy took on a mischievous grin. “You
look great. If I had a body like yours, I’d show it off too. You’re
trim, fit, and—with those bare legs and midriff—you’re gonna get
a lot of attention from the boys.”

“If you’ve got it, flaunt it, Honey!” Guye said.

“Thanks for the compliments, guys, but I’d feel a lot
more comfortable in my good old blue jeans and western shirt. I’m
only doing this because Richard Stanley insisted the outfit was
part of the contract I signed—right down to the bright lipstick and
heavy eyeliner.”

Guye clucked his tongue. “There’s nothing wrong with
emphasizing your natural feminine beauty.”

“Get with the program,” Maddy said. “Put on some
‘sexy’ and have fun with it!”

Kit’s expression lightened as she glanced again at
the mirror. “I suppose it might be fun.”

“Roll with it, Honey,” said Guye. “Pretty soon
they’ll be saying Kit Daniels is the sexiest paleontologist in the
world!”

“It isn’t some kind of competition.”

“You’d win, hands down,” Maddy said. “Besides, I hear
you’ve got a multimillion-dollar deal!”

“Never mind how much.”

“But I’m right. Aren’t I?”

Kit couldn’t suppress a giggle. “I couldn’t tell them
no, could I?”

“For that kind of money,” Maddy said, “the daughter
of a poor old cattle rancher can show a lot of skin. Don’t you want
to feel attractive? Be the center of attention? Make other women
jealous of you? Make every man wish he could date you?”

“No!” Kit said firmly. “The only guy I want to date
is Chase Armstrong.”

Maddy shrugged. “Chase is a nice guy and all, but
you’ve got a golden opportunity here. A star is someone everybody
wants to know—including movie stars, rich and powerful men, sports
heroes.”

“Maybe an Arab oil sheik!” Guye tossed in. “That’d be
my choice.”

“Doesn’t that appeal to you at all?” Maddy asked. “I
know I’d jump at the chance.”

“But if I’m the girl who saved the world from
laser-blasting dinosaurs from outer space, then Chase is the man
who was right there with me. That makes him famous enough for
me.”

“Me too,” Guye said. “He’s one tall drink of water. I
wouldn’t mind a sip or two.”

Maddy sighed. “Kit, you’re a hopeless romantic.”

Kit smiled and touched her friend’s arm. “I get your
point, Maddy. Putting on a little ‘sexy’ might be more fun than I
think.”

“That’s the spirit, Kit! Be adventurous! Be the girl
everybody loves! Be Kit Daniels—Dinosaur Girl!”

“The Dinosaur Diva!” Guye said. “You’re gonna rock
the cameras, Honey. I just know it!”

 


When Kit and Maddy descended the steps of the
trailer, it was mid-morning on a fine Montana spring day. High
overhead, two huge pterodactyls flew in a northerly direction,
completing their migratory flight from their overwintering grounds
in Texas. The pair called to each other placidly as they flew on
long, deep, powerful wing strokes. Their rumbling gr-r-rock!
gr-r-rock! sounds resonated in the warm air.

Not far from the house, two Hollywood film trucks
were parked side-by-side in the pasture. One of them, a large,
white, moving-van-like vehicle with block lettering on its sides
proclaiming it the property of Prehistoric Productions LLC, sported
a satellite dish on top. The other, a smaller, box-shaped food van
was painted brightly with images of burritos, enchiladas, churros,
and tall chilled soft drinks in cardboard cups, with Dick’s
Drive-By Tacos emblazoned on each side. The production truck had
towed a flatbed trailer, from which a four-wheeled crane-topped
cherry picker had been unloaded onto the open grassy area between
the trucks and the house. Three camera crews were setting up for
the day’s filming, two on the ground and one on a camera platform
twenty feet high on the long cherry picker boom. Each ground crew
had a camera operator and another person holding a microphone at
the end of a long hand-held boom. One ground camera was
shoulder-carried, and one was set on a tripod. A third video camera
mounted on a railing-enclosed platform atop the cherry picker was
also manned by a two-person crew, one of whom handled the crane’s
positioning controls while the other operated the camera.

Near one of the teams on the ground stood Richard
Stanley, a young and ambitious Hollywood director. He was dressed
in a loud, flowered Hawaiian shirt and shorts. A lime green sun
visor topped his head of curly black hair. When he saw Kit come out
of the Make-Up trailer, he waved her to him. She hurried in his
direction.

 


A half-dozen support crew were bustling to
and from the trucks and camera setups, assisting the film
operation. Off to one side, out of the way of the busy production
people and well outside the range of the cameras, but close enough
to observe what was going on, stood a group of three local
onlookers.

The members of this group were a study in contrasts.
One was Chase Armstrong. The handsome wildlife biologist hadn’t
dressed for the cameras. He wore his usual Yellowstone Park ranger
outfit—tan shirt, dark green shorts, hiking boots and green ball
cap. Tall and straight, he was talking with a much shorter and
rounder man, Professor David Ogilvey of Montana State University.
Dr. O was dressed as usual, too, in a field paleontologist’s safari
shirt, khaki shorts, and a dusty canvas safari hat. Dr. O was
shaped somewhat like an owl, with a plump belly, skinny legs, large
hiking boots, and thick, eye-magnifying glasses.

The gray-bearded professor held an apple and used a
pocketknife to cut bits off. He fed those bits to the third member
of this unlikely trio, a creature that stood beside him eagerly
anticipating each tidbit. The animal was about the size of a small
donkey but was shaped nothing like one. Three stubby horns studded
its face. Those horns, together with a parrot-like beak, a frill at
the back of its head, and a long fur-tufted reptilian tail,
identified it as a young ceratopsian dinosaur.

“Who would have suspected a triceratops would have
such a taste for apples?” Dr. O said, feeding it another bit.
“Topsy is obsessed with apples, despite the fact that no such fruit
existed in his times.”

“These are his times now,” Chase said.
“Weren’t there any fruits in the Mesozoic Era?”

“Oh, yes,” Ogilvey said. “By all means, there were.
In fact, now that the Kra have brought dinosaurs back to earth,
they’ve brought literally hundreds of species of fruit trees and
bushes that existed in Mesozoic times. You see, fructivory was an
extremely important dietary factor for dinosaurs.”

“Fructivory…” Chase mulled the word.

“Yes. Fructivory, the habit of eating fruit, was
widespread among dinosaurs.”

“Among plant-eaters, you mean?”

“Yes indeed, but among meat eaters as well—just as
coyotes, wolves, and bears add fruits and berries to their diets of
meat.”

“Makes sense, Doc.”

“Eminently. But what was unknown to modern
science—human science, anyway, until the return of the Kra—was just
how much fruit was consumed by creatures of the Mesozoic. The giant
size of many herbivores was due to the vast quantities of fruit
they consumed.”

“I thought the Mesozoic was a time when fruit hadn’t
even evolved yet.”

“On the contrary, Chase. The dinosaurs’ world was
bursting with fruit, much more than today. That’s why the Kra have
been planting all the major fruit-bearing plants of their
times—cycads, ginkgoes, podocarps, palms…”

Ogilvey had absentmindedly continued cutting off and
feeding bits of apple to Topsy, who snapped up each morsel more
eagerly than the last.

“Watch out for that beak, Doc. It looks razor
sharp.”

Dr. O reflexively drew his hand back to his round
belly. “Yes, it is rather formidable, isn’t it? The better to nip
fruit off cycad shrubs.”

“Or nip off a finger.”

Dr. O appraised the eager ceratopsian’s beak through
his goggling glasses. “Yes, yes. I suppose it might at that.”

“He’d probably like a little meat in his diet,” said
Chase.

“I’ll have to ask Gar about that.” Ogilvey eyed Topsy
with a new measure of caution.

 


As Kit walked toward Richard Stanley, she
spotted this trio and sidetracked to them with Maddy and Guye
tagging along.

“Kit!” Chase exclaimed in pleasant surprise. “You
look… ravishing!” He opened his arms to take her in his embrace. “A
kiss for good luck?” he suggested. Kit went up on tiptoes to get
near his face. He leaned toward her, but at the last instant, Guye
put a hand between them. “Not on the mouth!”

He stepped between the two with his hands on Chase’s
broad chest. “You’ll mess up her make up.”

“I get it,” Chase took
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