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Content Warnings





This story contains the following content: 


	Animal attacks


	Broken bones


	Referenced character death





If this book isn't for you, no worries! But if it is, we hope you enjoy this story about a dragonrider and his unexpected ally…








  
  

1

[image: ]




The rest of Guy’s unit was definitely very, very dead. But that was okay because he hadn't let himself get attached. Not attached at all! So really, it was fine that everyone was dead. 

The mad howling of creatures up in the sky was less intense way down here amidst the wreckage on the pavement, but Guy knew better than to think he was safe. He was a sitting duck.

He probably would have been the only one in the unit who knew what a duck was since they’d been extinct for decades.

They’d all been kids. Well, not kids. Late teens, early twenties. Kids to him. He'd been the only one of the lot that had even been alive before the Tribulation, and honestly, he'd known as soon as he'd met them that they weren't going to last. So he hadn't gotten attached. Hadn’t let himself get attached. Easy as that.

And then a building had fallen on their whole unit mid-flight, proving him right. He would rather be alive than right, which was part of the reason why he’d survived and the rest had died instantly when the massive, decrepit, vine-covered skyscraper had collapsed on top of them.

The only one he let himself get attached to these days was Bonnie, and even that seemed to be backfiring.

Explosions continued to sound in the distance on top of the echoing calls of roaring creatures, and Guy tried to extract himself from under Bonnie’s flank where they’d fallen, anxiety mounting. Oh, his leg was definitely broken. Definitely definitely definitely. Bonnie had landed on her side and probably smashed his bones into a million pieces, pinning his leg to the cracked pavement. She wouldn't respond to his calls to get up.

“You have to get up, Bonnie.” He choked back a sob, and tears blurred his vision. He needed her to get up. Not only because they would die if she didn’t, but because he needed her. His sweet Bonnie. He’d raised her from almost the moment she’d hatched from her egg. His heart twisted seeing her pinned under the rubble of a Pre-Tribulation building. 

The looming stone monuments of Pre-Tribulation cities were only good for serving as battlefields these days, and Guy hated them even more now that one had been pushed over on top of them all. The humans in the unit would definitely have died instantly; the dragons would still be alive, invulnerable to being killed by something as mundane as crushing concrete, but there would be no way to dig them out before the flock of Wellspring creatures could get to them for their next meal, so they were as good as dead.

Guy and Bonnie might be too. Bonnie was severely hurt from the fight, and they hadn’t managed to clear the falling building in time, so they were now half-stuck under it. They were an easy meal for the starving, ravenous creatures swarming the city, and he could hear the leader of the attack calling for everyone to retreat. Even if they didn’t die right here, right now, they were going to be left behind among the dead.

Bonnie was still alive, at least; he could tell by the laborious rising and falling of her sides. He slid his hand over her flank, feeling the softness of her powder blue feathers. The tears did spill over, then. “Bonnie. Bonnie-onnie, my sweet girl. Please. You have to get up, BonBon.” He very gently tugged at the reins, which jingled with the motion. “Please.”

He heard an infernal clicking behind him, and he craned his neck to see a pack of raptors picking their way over the rubble towards him, their huge talons scraping over the debris.

Those things weren't usually a problem. But then again, usually Guy was a hundred feet up in the air with the ability to just torch them in a cone of fire.

“Bonnie,” he said, his voice pitching up with renewed urgency. “Bonnie, you have to get up, sweetheart. Please get up.” He pressed his palm to her side again and pushed, trying to pry his leg out from under her.

Bonnie gave a labored, animalistic moan and started to writhe, claws grabbing at the air and tail thrashing, trying in vain to push the debris off herself.

“There you go,” Guy encouraged. “There you go, girl.”

The raptors had spotted him, though, and were now locked onto him, the pack making guttural clicks to call to each other.

“Faster,” Guy squeaked. “Faster, Bonnie, faster, faster.”

The raptors reached him before Bonnie could free herself. Their heads bobbed and cocked to the side to observe him.

“You can’t eat me,” Guy said, as though he had any chance of negotiating with them. “You don’t want to kill me! I’m just some guy! Wait – wait!”

One of them lunged forwards and seized him by the arm he’d extended to shield himself, shaking its head savagely and pulling.

“Ow! Fuck! Fuck, fuck, stop! Ow!”

The rest of the pack pounced, then. So this was how he was going to die. It'd be a lie to say he wasn't disappointed. After all this, he'd die like carrion being eaten by a pack of scavengers. He and Bonnie had survived a quetzalcoatl, a storm flier, a whole herd of unicorns, a whole pack of feral hawk wyverns, a flock of cherubim, a cluster of rock drakes. Hell, Guy had survived the damn Tribulation. And he was going to die here because a stupid building collapsed and nearly crushed them, leaving him vulnerable to the stupid little critters running around on the ground he never thought he'd have to worry about.

Guy screamed as the pack pulled him out from under Bonnie, finally wrenching his broken leg free. He flailed as much as he could, but there were at least five of them taking turns nipping at him.

The armor of his riding suit and his helmet had protected him from the worst of the hurt from the fall. It was all made with Wellspring material and therefore could only be damaged by other things made from Wellspring material, which unfortunately included the teeth and claws of the predators now savaging him. The fabric that had been indestructible under concrete and rebar tore under their talons, drawing blood and more screams from him. Realistically his only chance at survival would have been his WS rifle, but he’d used up his bullet ration trying to keep Bonnie alive in the fight, so the weapon hung empty on Bonnie’s saddle.

He reached down to his belt and pulled out the Bowie knife sheathed there. It was also made of Wellspring material and therefore could hurt the raptors if he managed to land a hit before one of them clamped onto his arm, which he didn't. He dropped the knife and screamed as the beast’s teeth pierced his armor, pulling his arm like it meant to pull it off.

He thought his comm wasn't working anymore based on the static it was transmitting instead of voices, but on the off chance his mic was still hot, whoever was listening must be getting an earful.

Bonnie let out a whine and flopped her wings, trying to muster up the strength to push off the debris pinning her. The raptors finally managed to snap the lines keeping him attached to Bonnie's saddle, which whipped back with a twang. Now that he was completely untethered, the largest raptor clamped his torso in its jaws and ran off, his legs dragging across the dusty ground. The others followed, growling and jostling to try and take Guy from the pack leader.

“Bonnie!” he screamed, because for some reason the thought of dying away from her was so much less bearable.

Bonnie lay her head down limply, braying and moaning.

One of the raptors managed to get its jaws around his helmet and pull hard enough to rip it off. His hair came free. One of them seemed to find that interesting, nibbling at it and then getting a mouthful and tugging, taking out the cord he'd used to tie it back.

He hit the dirt with a thud, under the claws of one of the raptors, the others still squabbling over him. Multiple jaws and claws tugged him in different directions.

The rest of their force could be seen retreating overhead, the sky darkening intermittently with shadows of fleeing dragons. It felt odd, quiet, to not be able to hear the constant radio chatter that always accompanied being in an attack.

He tried to crane his neck to catch sight of Bonnie, but he’d been dragged too far away. He was alone. He hoped Bonnie could make it back on her own.

The pain was so intense he could hardly feel it anymore. His body was shutting down. He was so tired. Maybe this wasn’t so bad. Maybe he shouldn’t fight anymore. He let his limbs fall limp.

He closed his eyes and waited for it to happen.

Suddenly there was a huge stomping sound and the ground shook. The raptors gave alarm calls to each other and turned their attention towards something out of view, hissing and posturing. Then they fled entirely, leaving him completely exposed and limp on the pavement. Alone.

At first he thought Bonnie had managed to get up and come to save him. He weakly dragged his head across the ground to face the direction the raptors had fled from.

Oh, there was a new beast there. Big. Bigger than Bonnie herself. It stood on its hind legs and balanced with a heavy tail, and rows of curving spikes branched from its head down its back. It had a solid jaw like a saw, in which one of the raptors was currently hanging limply.

It dropped onto all fours and let the dead raptor fall to the pavement, then sniffed it, licked its lips, and started eating it. It used the massive claws on its forelegs to tear it apart.

Ah. He’d just be prey for a different predator, then. He let his head fall back down, trying to regulate his breathing. His mind swam in the pain, making it hard to think.

He watched the beast eat its meal, bones and all, cracking it apart into pieces and swallowing it without chewing, just tilting its head back and letting it slide down its throat. Like an alligator. Those were extinct now too.

The raptors came back in a nervous wave, picking their way towards Guy slowly in the hopes of not drawing the ire of the larger predator. Its eyes burned on them, and it trundled over towards Guy and shooed them away, dragging the bloody corpse of its half-eaten meal behind it. The raptors darted towards him in turns, rebuffed by the occasional claw or snarl from the beast claiming him as its meal.

He closed his eyes and just listened to the sounds. The squeaks, barks, thumping growls he could feel in his chest. A clawed foot pressed down on him from above, just barely not crushing him any more than he already was.

He bit his lip to keep from crying out. He was so tired. He lay there limply.

He felt hot breath on the back of his neck, a stinky exhale that disturbed his hair. He started to tremble, then, despite himself. This was it.

He cracked an eye open and saw the bloody muzzle of the big beast inches away from him, nostrils flaring to sniff him. Bits of the dead raptor were scattered about, a few stray bones and sinews still hanging from its teeth. The raptors were all gone, so the beast must have completed the first course of its meal and was now ready to eat him. This was it.

He squeezed his eyes shut again and turned away.

Its thick, coarse lips brushed against his skin, painting him with warm blood. He shuddered on the ground, still pinned under its broad claw. It nosed at him with something akin to curiosity, and it started to nibble on him. He let out a pathetic cry as its teeth scraped his skin, drawing even more blood. His head spun.

It drew back. He opened his eyes and looked up at it, chest heaving with terrified breaths. Its eyes were dark and inscrutable, but it was looking at him. Making eye contact.

“H … hello?” he said. “Hi. I’m just some guy. Eyyyyyy.”

Its jaw hinged all the way open, then, and clamped around him, adding even more punctures to his already impressive collection. He screamed and squirmed as it hefted him up in the air. It was so big he fit in its mouth sideways from shoulders to knees, only one arm left dangling outside of its mouth.

“Not a fan of jokes, then?” he managed to choke out before the shifting of its jaws drew out another terrified squeak.

The crushing force that he’d expected to come down and kill him didn’t come, though. Instead the beast started walking. He swayed in its jaws, its teeth prickling him with the shambling motion. Carrying him away.
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