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 Part One 
 
    If you haven’t read the first part be sure to check it out 
 
      
 
    Blurb (Part One); 
 
    James' day has finally come: to slay the Reapers' beasts, climb up the ranks and conquer women and glory. 
 
    
After three years in the Hunters' Academy, he's finally ready to join his brothers in arms and prove that his father's suspicions about corruption within the organization were wrong, once and for all.
On his very first day, he ends up being tasked to kill a beast alongside two stunning women. The beautiful, yellow-clad Fire-Controller, Maggie, and the dark, metal-whip-cracking Goth, Kendra.
But when they confront the Reapers' creature, they make a shocking discovery; one that can jeopardize the whole world and undermine their loyalty to the Hunters. There are beasts out of the ordinary and their organization - The Hunters - might be involved.
It's a race against the clock to beat the bloodthirsty beasts, and all the while the relationship between the three of them is getting more and more complicated. A clash of personalities is imminent as colleagues become lovers, but James can't lose focus on the fate of the world.
With everything hanging in the balance, can James and his companions slay the beasts and stay one step ahead of both the Reapers and the Hunters? 
 
   


  
 

 Preview (part one) 
 
    He closed his teeth, gnashing, and turned his face, grabbing Kendra's whip and using it to pull us toward him and to throw us across the air. Our bodies rolled down the road, our knees peeling and our hands scraping on the asphalt. Kendra's body fell on mine, my hands on her hips and her hair in my face. The sun overshadowed her face and her green eyes took on amber contours, her warm breath brushing against my neck and one of her knees between my legs.  
 
    "I... Ah... Get off me!" Kendra said, tripping over her own words. 
 
    "You have to get up first!" I answered, looking to the side, seeing Maggie's fireballs losing color and shrinking in size, almost like mere clicks bursting in her hands.  
 
    Kendra got up, straightened her clothes and grabbed her whip which was on the floor, the end covered in a brownish liquid with a smell that almost made her vomit. The policemen murmured among themselves, with their hands in the holsters, already doubting that we would be able to achieve victory. A mere level 2 monster, and we couldn't even defeat that. 
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 Chapter I 
 
    Both muscular security guards and the porter with the curly mustache at the entrance bowed at the sight of her. She smiled and nodded before starting to chat with them. One of the security guards said a long sentence and then pointed to the right side of the house. I was trying to read their lips but the only thing I figured out was a short "thank you" from Maggie, seconds before heading towards where the man had pointed. 
 
    "Well, now we wait..." I told Kendra, who'd been lying on the seats in the back, "You're going to ruin the dress." 
 
    "It happens. I can't do this anymore. I haven't worn a dress since I had a dance at my school years ago. Damn." She said, before throwing her high-heeled shoes onto the car floor, "Plus with these shoes. They're too small for my feet." 
 
    "I'm suffering from the same evil." I told her and I took my shoes off, too.  
 
    The security guards stared at our car. Other cars arrived, old men in suits accompanied by boys with moist hair, filled with gel, and short beards, and were sent into the house. Those who noticed us bit the lower lip, but no one commented.  
 
    With the warmth of the few sun rays pounding on the screen, I closed my eyes for a few minutes, or so I thought, until Maggie knocked on the window. 
 
    "That's it, that's it. We can go in." 
 
    "Did it take you about five minutes?" I asked, still blinking my eyes, trying to make sense of everything around me. The trees were still shaping, and the contours of her face were slowly appearing. 
 
    "Five? It took me almost half an hour. I can't believe you fell asleep." 
 
    I looked back and Kendra also seemed to be waking up from a brief nap. We were surrounded by twice as many cars and there was already a line to get in. The sun had already said its farewell and the sky was darkening, with glowing lights popping up and tinting it yellow. There, as in our base, there was no pollution. The starry sky was not seen as a novelty, only as another night. 
 
    "Come on, let's go." Maggie repeated, "My father said he wanted to meet you." 
 
    "What did he want with you?" I asked her while I was putting on my shoes. 
 
    I straightened my clothes, pulled down the trouser sheath and made sure that the fabric in the shoulder area was not wrinkled.  
 
    "No big deal. He wanted to ask me what it was like to wear the glove and if I thought it needed any changes. Then he told me to be careful. It was weird. He’s never said that before."  
 
    "Do you think it has something to do with why we're here?" I asked her as I got out of the car and locked it up. 
 
    "Every time something like this happens, I believe that more, yes.” 
 
    "There's only one way to find out." Kendra said, already out of the car. 
 
    "I suppose so. Come with me. We don't need to be in the queue." Maggie told us. 
 
    We walked alongside the line until we got to security. We put our guns, including Maggie's glove, in one of the boxes that said "guns" and the cell phones in another that said "technology". We were given a key to open them and the boxes were thrown into a white bag that was almost full. One of the security guards, the same one who had pointed to the side, insisted on groping our pockets anyway, as well as under our arms and the sides of our bodies. His hands were thick and rough but neat. He didn't even leave a trace on the suit and concluded with a head nod and an invitation for us to come in. 
 
    "Let's go, let's go." Maggie said, and she was the first to come in, "Just clean your shoes when you come in." 
 
    I looked down and there was a brown carpet with already different fur colors, some of which were black, but I scrubbed the soles of my shoes on it. Maggie's house entrance was almost as big as my whole house. It had a crystal chandelier on the ceiling and two curved stairways to the top. It had a half-open door adorned with golden lines on the left and another all white and closed on the right.  
 
    "That's for people to store their coats, suitcases and stuff," she said, pointing to the left-hand door, "That's my dad's lab. Sometimes he spends hours there. I've heard screams and explosions and I'm pretty sure I heard other people once. Which is strange, because I've only been there four times and they were all because of the glove." She told us, also serving as a guide. After all, it was her house. 
 
    We went up the stairs to the second floor. We followed her along the long right-side corridor, the walls covered with a satin red lining and several family paintings even of relatives who were no longer alive. Then we turned left. The walls there were totally the opposite. While the previous ones were a celebration of several generations of Maggie's family, there it was a massage for her father's ego; dozens of pictures of his face, others with him holding on to some prize and by his side the bound prizes.  
 
    She bowed her head, perhaps embarrassed, but said only three words, "It's that door." 
 
    I still stopped by to see some paintings up close. I recognized her father's name, but I had no idea how many awards he'd already won. There were dozens of him, from his 20's with hair as blond as Maggie's, to the present days, already with 57, the strands of toasted yellow hair and a few whites unveiling among them. He remained in shape. He had long shoulders, suits that fit on his body and emphasized his muscular silhouette.  
 
    We were near the white door, with clear blue contours from one end to the other and flowery in the corner, when a couple left. They were already drunk, zigzagging and tripping over each other's feet. He kissed her face and she filled her cheeks with air. They were both wearing dresses, although his was dirty near his chest, since he spat every time he spoke. They waved as soon as they saw Maggie and told her that her father had asked about her. She thanked them and wished them a good party. 
 
    "You know everyone here." Kendra told him. 
 
    "Most of the guests are regulars." Maggie said, putting her hand on the doorknob, "Their parents are some of the biggest shareholders in my father's company."  
 
    She opened the door and we entered a huge ballroom, several candlesticks on the ceiling, tables with white towels at the opposite end of the room, and the rest of the space open for dancing. In a corner, a man changed the music, by reading what his audience wanted. Several couples, some young and some old, danced with their hands on each other's hips and shoulders. We had not yet taken more than 10 steps forward when a loud voice called her. The three of us looked to the right where her father was coming from, his footsteps echoing through the fragile wooden floor. 
 
    "Oh, Oh, so these are your adventure buddies?" The man asked, laughing and belittling us. Maggie was right about one thing, he did have something that caught the eye. One eye of each color; the one on the right was green and the one on the left was blue.  
 
    "Father..." She started, her voice was low as if she was afraid to face him, "We're a group of Hunters... Not children playing monster hunting."  
 
    "Yes, yes. I take it that my glove helped you a lot, didn't it? It's good. It will be even better when my daughter finally manages to control it at 100%," he said, but none of us answered his question, "I'm sorry. I didn't even introduce myself properly. I'm her father. You may know me by name, Archibald Lenetius, the owner of Lenetius Enterprises. Maybe you've even seen the name of my company announced under some of the weapons used by the top Hunters." He said and smiled, the tip of his lips bending strangely, so much so that he was struggling to maintain a smile. 
 
    He stepped forward and held Kendra's hand, kissing her palm. She frowned her nose and forehead but didn't draw her hand back. She did what she could to seem interested. Then he stretched out his hand and we shook hands and, as Maggie had said, he squeezed hard enough till my bones snapped. He had a very characteristic smell; a mixture of lavender and gunpowder. I assumed he'd been messing with guns and perfumed himself to disguise it. 
 
    "Oops, sorry. I forget that sometimes people can't stand a strong greeting." He said, and laughed again, the voice surpassing the music, "Well, I've got important people waiting for me. Enjoy yourselves. There's plenty of good music and great food."  
 
    He left us and walked towards some men who had just arrived. One of them had a silver suitcase in his hand, handcuffed to his arm, and they all had gray suits and sunglasses covering half their faces even though we were inside the house. Maggie's father stood in front of them, hiding them from whoever looked at them, and placing his hand on the shoulder of one of the five men, leading them to an emergency exit in one of the corners. 
 
    "Where does it lead to, that exit?" I asked Maggie. 
 
    "It's a staircase that leads to the first floor. My father's office is behind the stairs we climbed, just a few steps away. Do you think they'll go there now?" 
 
    "I think so." I answered her, but I couldn't be more wrong. 
 
    Her father opened the door for the men, waited for everyone to enter and closed it behind them. He returned to the party, greeting those with whom he had not yet spoken, always with a smile on his face. We didn't know exactly what was happening, but we decided to act as if everything was fine and dance together. Kendra told us to get going while she rested her feet a little.  
 
    Maggie and I went to the center of the room. I put my hands on her wide hips and she laid her hands on my shoulders. We swung our bodies, dancing to the sound of the music; a woman playing the harp and a high-pitched male voice on top. Nobody noticed us. They were more interested in dancing or indulging in conversations with people as rich as themselves. 
 
    Another group of five men came in. This time they all had red hair, three of them with beards up to their chests and two without beards, but all five of them had metal chains on their waistbands. They stood in the entrance and waited for Maggie's father to see them. He shook their hands, and, as before, led them to the door, opened it, and closed it after they had entered.  
 
    "What the hell is going on?" I asked Maggie, even though I knew she probably didn't have an answer, "Will someone else do the business?" 
 
    "No. My father likes to have control over everything. He would never let anyone else handle his business. Maybe not all the groups have arrived yet?" 
 
    "That must be it. Sure." I told her. I couldn't shake off the idea that something wasn't consistent with our plan and with our information, "Did you recognize any of them? 
 
    "Not really. I've never seen them before." She answered me and moved closer to me. 
 
    She leaned her face against my chest, and we danced. When I looked down, I could see that some tears were running down her face. She closed her eyes and struggled to hide them, but her skin was wet, and her eyes did not keep any secrets. I massaged the back of her head and whispered in her ear that everything would be fine.  
 
    Kendra came up to us, "Look who just walked in." 
 
    We both looked at the door. A small, slender, black-haired man with bald spots at the front, wearing a purple suit that made him stand out. It was different than when I was on TV. He had trimmed his sideburns, shaved his beard, and the hairs on his eyebrows that almost covered his eyelids had vanished. And yet, there was no doubt who he was; John Shinner, one of the main speakers pro Hunters, who was also a member of the Hunter General Council. He was accompanied by two black, muscular, tall men in striped black suits. They were taken to the emergency exit. This time Maggie's father still had a few words with the man but didn't follow. He had barely closed the door when another group came in.  
 
    "Shit." I released it. The couple next to us heard me and squinted their eyes at me. 
 
    "Do you know them?" Kendra asked me. 
 
    "Yes, damn it. Elisa stole a letter from him with the date of the council meeting. And I... I helped her. They might remember me. I better move." I said, and I spun until I had my back to them, and Maggie had her eyes on them. 
 
    I was surprised that he was there, he was supposed to be on the council, but there was no mistake, it was him. Something strange was going on. 
 
    The albino was at the door and at his side the same two men who wished they'd kicked my ass. He scratched his white beard and sniffed his fingers. As opposed to the formality that her father showed to the other groups, this time he hugged him. A long hug with a pat on the back.  
 
    By the face that Maggie was making when she saw it, no doubt she had never seen him there before. Her father took the three men to the door while we pretended to dance. When he got there, he raised his arm and signaled to the man who was in control of the music. 
 
    He stopped the song and asked everyone for a minute of their time, " A big round of applause for all of you who are here. Let this be a night you won't forget." He said.  
 
    It would be weird if we were the only ones not clapping. So, we did. We got distracted for a moment and it was enough for her father to disappear with the albino. 
 
    "Shit. It was a distraction. How did we fall for this?" I asked. I was angry with myself. It was obvious what it was and yet I had let it slip through my fingers. 
 
    "Now what?" Maggie asked, looking at the door. 
 
    "Let's see if we can get in from there. If not, we have to go back to the first floor and find a way to get into the office without getting caught." I answered her and started walking towards the door. 
 
    "Good, sounds super easy." Kendra said, with sarcasm on the tip of her tongue. 
 
    I tried to open the door, but it didn't move an inch. There wasn't even a lock on our side. 
 
    "There used to be a lock here. My father must have taken it away." Maggie said, only after I'd been looking like a fool. 
 
    The truth is that we were all nervous and the fear of failure was causing us to make mistakes. It didn't take us long to realize that wasn't the way we were going to get in. We left the ballroom, crossed the same corridors as before and went down the stairs. There were still people coming and the security guards were still at the door. We followed Maggie to the back of the stairs, where another door gave us access to an even longer corridor with several doors on each side. The roof was arched and along the corridor there were different statues, mostly busts of family people. A red carpet covered the floor from one end to the other. Maggie stopped at the third right side door and knocked on the door. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Kendra asked her. 
 
    "Seeing if anyone's here, right? Imagine us going in and having dozens of eyes on us." 
 
    "You're right. But no one seems to be there. They should be in the tunnels by now." Kendra said and leaned against one of the walls, "This thing about us not having guns with us sucks. We're vulnerable," she said, and her words couldn't have come at a worse time. 
 
    A waiter came through the door we had entered. He stared at us for a few seconds before he moved forward and asked us what we were doing there. 
 
    "I was just looking for my father. I assumed he was here." Maggie answered and smiled. 
 
    "I see. Still, you know your father hates being visited without warning." The man said. He had a machete in his hand and was wearing a black garment. 
 
    "I know, but it was important. Do you know where he might be?"  
 
    "I have no idea, but you have to get out of here now." 
 
    "What if she wants to stay here and wait for her father?" Kendra backfired. 
 
    "I will be forced to take you out of here forcefully." The man answered. He was completely sure of himself. There was no trail of hesitation in his voice. 
 
    "I'd like to see you try." Kendra took another chance. 
 
    The man began to move closer to us. I knew what Kendra was doing. The further away he got from the door, the more chances we would have of disarming him and knocking him unconscious without him being able to call for help. In a space as wide as that, and with the music so loud, even if he shouted the most likely it was that his screams wouldn't be heard by anyone.  
 
    Suddenly, the man fell to the ground. The body bounced off once and then it didn't move anymore.  
 
    "Of course, you needed me to come," a single voice, as bitter as it was soft, depended on her mood, said. 
 
    "Elisa! You came!" Maggie was the first to say. 
 
    "I was not going to come, I really was. But then I remembered something James told me. We're a team and we have to work together." 
 
    "What about the attack on the council?" I asked her, holding back the happiness of her decision to show up. 
 
    "Everything stays the same. The only difference is that I won't be there." 
 
    She said, "So, what are we waiting for? Are we supposed to get in that door?" She said and took a pin out of her hair. 
 
    "Elisa, before that... There's something you need to know. The albino's here." I told her and watched the look on her face shift. 
 
    "Are you sure? That's weird. He should be on the council. Oh, shit. No. I hope nothing weird happens." She said and knelt in front of the door, trying to force the opening with the pin, "Don't worry. There's no door that can stop me." 
 
    And she was right. In a few minutes we heard the door unlock. She opened the door just enough to look inside and confirm that there was no one inside. 
 
    "What about him?" Maggie asked, pointing to the man still lying on the ground. 
 
    "We better bring him with us. I think I see a rope here. We can tie his arms. All that's missing is something for his mouth." Elisa answered her and opened the door for us to come in. 
 
    "I have an idea." Kendra said and tore a piece of the bottom of her dress, "Use this to cover his mouth. I can move better this way." 
 
    I carried the man to Maggie's father's office and put him up against the white wall. Elisa tied his hands behind his back with the thin black rope and made a knot in the back of his neck with the fabric of Kendra's dress, stuffing the man's mouth. 
 
    "Why the hell does your father have a rope in his office?" Kendra asked, and no one had to answer to her to conclude, "Oh. I see. We better get going." 
 
    I hid my laughter and finally looked around. There was a mahogany table in front of us and behind it a window covered by two red curtains. Around the room, which was circular shaped, the upper part of the walls was covered with more pictures of him while the lower part had small closets with a few knockoffs of weapons that the company had produced and pictures with Hunters using them. On the table there was an open dossier, with dozens of sheets wrapped in transparent paper, and a black felt pen on top of one of them. Maggie went near the table and sat in her father's padded chair, the kind that not only spins but also allows the back of the chair to be leaned over. 
 
    "I've always wanted to sit here." She said, before focusing on the open pages, "Hm, hm..." she murmured as her eyes sailed the pages. 
 
    "What does it say?" Kendra asked her. 
 
    "It's just company expenses. It says here that they spent millions producing weapons for Hunters, as they're supposed to, but then there's the letter R underneath it and it says that they spent millions on them, too. But that's not all. There are other letters here with expenses in the hundreds of thousands. I don't know what my father's into..."  
 
    "The R must be for Reapers. The rest of the letters... Well, we better watch out from now on." I told her. The secret door that Maggie had told us about and that gave access to the tunnels was right in front of me.  
 
    It didn't look like a door except for the dotted perforations around the white wall. It didn't even have a lock or a place to enter a code. There didn't seem to be any way in. I looked at Maggie, but she seemed lost in her thoughts. 
 
    "Now what?" I asked. 
 
    "Shit. We're really not lucky." Kendra said, "Maggie, wake up. Now what?" She said and clapped in front of Maggie's face. 
 
    "Yeah, I'm sorry." She said and stood up, walking to one of the paintings on the wall. It was the only one where she appeared. She must have been three, four years old at the most, and they were in the woods surrounding the house, having a picnic. Her mother was still alive and kissed her father's cheek. She pulled out the painting and put it down carefully on the floor, "The problem is, I don't know the code." She said. 
 
    On the wall, once covered by the frame, there was now a screen asking for a four-letter password. The screen was touch and the letters appeared below the unfilled squares. 
 
    "You have to try to get it right. You know your father better than anyone else. You can do it." I told her and put my arm over her shoulder. 
 
    "I thought I did, but now I don't know." She said, before taking a deep breath, "I'll try. I hope this doesn't activate any safety measures." 
 
    She inserted the first four letters and pressed the green circle in the corner of the screen. The color changed to red, the screen turned black and a phrase appeared in the middle. 
 
    "You have two more chances before you activate the entire Lenetius security system." 
 
    The screen returned to its normal appearance, the four unfilled spaces without any letters. 
 
    "Don't worry. You still have two more chances." I told her, even though my heart was running at about a thousand miles a second. We didn't even have guns to defend ourselves. 
 
    "I'll get it right. I need to know what my father's doing." She said and filled all four spaces without thinking twice. 
 
    This time the green circle remained green. Seconds later the screen turned black again and the wall moved a few inches back and to the right, being tucked into a compartment behind the wall. 
 
    "What was the pass?" Elisa asked her. 
 
    "Susy. My father's nickname for my mother." Maggie said, "It's good to know she's still in his memory." 
 
   
  
 

 Chapter II 
 
    As soon as Kendra, the first to enter, landed her foot on the other side of the door, lights lit up all over the tunnel. Small lamps attached to the ceiling illuminated the metal walls. It was as if we were inside a vault, which we had no idea where the exit was. When we got to the end of the hall, we ran into a staircase that led us to the tunnels. Water dripped down the thick pipes fastened to the ceiling, falling on top of a river of dirty water, almost brown in color, which flowed through there. There was a sidewalk on each side of the supposed river, and we could already hear voices from afar. We didn't exchange a word until we reached a corner and I had to stop them.  
 
    "They're over there. Don't make any noise." I said, as low as I could and signaled Maggie to lean against the wall and record what was happening. 
 
    The groups we had seen before, including her father and another man with deep bottle glasses, wearing only torn black pants and a wrinkled white sweater traded a few words. The man we'd never seen before snapped his fingers and smiled at the others. After a few seconds of awkward silence between the groups, a metallic and deafening sound echoed through the concrete walls. They were steps; loud, the metal scarring the ground, and the closer, the more the groups shared glances between them without knowing what was coming. At least that's what it looked like.  
 
    "Well, I present to you the new generation of beasts." The man said and turned around. 
 
    In the background, the same shadow that we had seen in the video that Gordon had played, was walking towards the group. Even taller and more terrifying live, he stopped as soon as he got to the man.  
 
    "Record everything. This is going to be important." Elisa told Maggie that had already squatted up against the wall, with only half her face showing. 
 
    "He looks so... human," Kendra said, looking over Maggie's shoulder. 
 
     She was right. Now that the robot was meters away from us it was almost impossible to distinguish it from a human were it not for the bottomless black eyes, devoid of any color or emotion. He had black bowl hair and wore a white t-shirt despite the cold, as well as a pair of regular jeans. It was an average person who could walk past any of us on the street and we wouldn't even look twice. That was the scariest. He was painfully average, enough to go unnoticed among the crowd or anywhere he shouldn't be. Part of me shouted at me to act, to stop him from escaping from there, but it was impossible. Without guns, against dozens of people, we wouldn't have the slightest chance. Ashen's voice echoed in my head, "It's just a recon mission."  
 
    The men, belonging to the different groups, probably from out of the continent, surrounded the robot, touching his body and even banging on the nape of his neck. When they did, the hollow sound scattered all over the tunnel. There was nothing in there. He had no brain, no heart, as the man next to Maggie's father explained. 
 
    "Now that you've seen it, let's move on," her father said, "Our goal is to create an army of them. Some will be as normal as possible to infiltrate wherever they want. Others will have more destructive...features. We don't have a problem with investments due to our colleague from the Hunters here, John. What we're looking for now is chaos. We want to sell some models so you can spread them around. We want destruction. The more, the better. You get a functional model that will do whatever you want, the Reapers will be happy when there is a decrease in confidence in Hunters and I'll be happy when my company profits from more sales to Hunters and even normal citizens. When fear gets into their heads, everyone will want to protect themselves." He said, raising his voice and rubbing his hands afterward. 
 
    "I subscribe to everything. We agree and we would definitely like to buy one right away." John said, "I never liked the building where they built the Hunter headquarters. Maybe it's time for a change. If you know what I mean." He said it and stretched out his hand. 
 
    Maggie's father squeezed it. He thanked him for his help in recent years and added that they were close to achieving the global control that they had always talked about. 
 
    This was followed by the group of men wearing sunglasses, now clamped in the collar of the suits, who also asked for one. One of them even opened the suitcase that the other had strapped to his wrist so he could reveal dozens of little shiny diamonds. 
 
    "We can pay now if you give us priority." A man, I assumed he was the leader, said. 
 
    "We'll pay more than they will." One of the redheads said, "Double if I have to." 
 
    "You don't need all that. We've already got several ready. We just have to talk about specific requirements and prices. Kris, what do you say?" Her father asked the albino. It wasn't the kind of name I expected him to have.  
 
    He frowned, "It's all very nice, true, but what about a demonstration?" He hit the robot in the head, "I need to make sure my investment isn't wasted. Just because we’re old acquaintances doesn’t mean that I’m going to trust you blindly." 
 
    "I understand you. There's a reason you got where you are now. Do it." Maggie's father said, "Show them what he can do." 
 
    The man next to him ordered the robot to fly to the end of the tunnel corridor, return and fire as far away from them as he could. The robot's eyes turned blue before he took off.  
 
    "You can give him the orders you want, but it's best to program him. Once you buy it, we'll give you all the information you need to do it." 
 
    As soon as he had finished speaking, the robot landed, turned to the opposite side of the one where we were hiding and fired an energy blast that traversed the tunnel until it hit a wall and destroyed it in thousands of boulders that were carried by the water that seized the path as its own. Soon after, his eyes returned to the lifeless black. A wave of whispers filled the tunnel. They were all surprised, some frightened and others even more enthusiastic about the potential. 
 
    "In case they attack him, or his position is compromised he will act on his own and destroy anything and everyone who tries to stop him. As a last resort, it will self-destruct so they can't connect it to you. We have planned everything for maximum enjoyment and destruction." The man said, clearly proud of what he was presenting there. 
 
    "Interesting. You're right, Lenetius. This will take chaos to another level. I want one." The albino said, "Speaking of chaos. What we talked about... Is it being taken care of?" 
 
    "Yes. In exchange for your help, we're taking care of your problem. But don't forget what we asked for in return. Access to..." 
 
    "Yeah, I know. You have my word. Are you using another model like this?" The albino asked, taking a cigarette out of his pocket. 
 
    "Yeah. He's got a lot to take care of today. Nothing like a large-scale demonstration to appeal to buyers who are not here." 
 
    The albino lit the cigarette and the smoke spread. He didn't apologize even after some of the present company coughed.  
 
    Maggie took a step to the left to be able to record even more but fell on her ass. None of us moved. No one seemed to have heard or seen her.  
 
    When we thought we were safe, the robot's eyes lit up, "INTRUDERS" he said, in a manly voice, and shot a blast in our direction. I managed to pull Maggie towards us moments before the blast grazed the floor and crashed into the wall on the other side of the river. 
 
    "Shit. We have to run. Hurry!" Elisa screamed, helping me lift Maggie up, "Come on, come on." 
 
    We could hear the different voices shouting, asking for explanations, complaining that this should be safe and then the safety lock on weapons being removed. 
 
    We didn't even stop to look back. We skirted the corner from where we had come from and ran forward as we never had before in our lives. I was sweating from everywhere. Drops slipped from my forehead to my eyebrows and my eyes. Even with the blurred view, I didn't stop running. My heart was beating louder than our shoes going up the stairs back to the office. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter III 
 
    "Now what? Now what?" Maggie asked, gasping for breath. 
 
    "We've got what we need, let's get the hell out of here. It won't be long before they come after us," Elisa replied, "Damn robot." 
 
    We got to the office and made sure the door behind us was closed. We were aware that there had to be another way out, but we couldn't waste time wondering where it was or if they'd already left. The important thing now was to get out of there. The waiter was still lying against the wall. He'd already woken up and tried to free himself from the ropes. He looked at us with big, green eyes and I could see the despair in them. 
 
    "Go ahead." I told the three of them, "I'll catch up with you in a second." 
 
    "But... James..." Maggie said... 
 
    "GO! NOW! Don't worry." I told you. 
 
    They ran down the hall. I heard every step they took, straying away from the office until the steps were just a distant echo. I removed the ropes that held the man's arms and apologized to him. Even though I was on a secret mission, I was still a Hunter. And he might not have known it, but I also doubted that he knew what was going on underneath him. He was just a mere employee who had the misfortune of lurking in the wrong hallway at the wrong time. 
 
    "We didn't want this to happen." I told him before I turned my back and walked to the door. 
 
    I was going to start running when I heard footsteps and voices creeping up on the secret door. 
 
    "You better get out of here, too." I told the waiter. 
 
    He got up and stood there, "I'll explain what happened." He answered me. 
 
    I wanted to drag him with me, but I didn't have time for that. I closed my hands and started running down the hall. I was almost at the end when I heard a gun go off. I knew what had happened. I even wanted to go back, but it was too late. 
 
    I ran to the entrance of Maggie's house where the three of them were still waiting for me. 
 
    "We'd never leave without you." Kendra said, quickly, spitting out the words as if it cost less to say it. 
 
    "Let's go, let's go. They're not far behind." I told them. 
 
    "What about our guns?" Kendra asked. 
 
    "They're in the bag in the lobby. Do you still have the key, James?" Maggie asked me, "It shouldn't take more than a few seconds. We did it." 
 
    "Damn it, we should have left the guns in the car." Kendra said.  
 
    She was right. It was another amateur mistake we'd made. Now not only did they know what guns we had, but we could get caught getting them back. 
 
    "That's what I did. I kept it in your car." Elisa replied and winked at me, 'We really do need more safety measures in our vehicles'. 
 
    We left the building in distress, breathing wildly, and knees trembling. I remained unscathed, trying to show that they didn't need to be afraid, but truth be told, part of me had already accepted that it was our end. 
 
    "We want... Oh, we want our guns. The party's boring." Maggie said, throwing her hair back, keeping calm. She had nerves of steel and was not the same uptight person, afraid to wear the glove, that I had met. 
 
    The security guard pulled a box out of the bag and showed us, "This is it, right?" and put it in her hands. 
 
    "Yes, thank you. James, James, open this, please." She said, now tapping her foot on the marble stairs. 
 
    I took the key out of my pocket, my hand shaking, and I opened the box. We pulled the guns out of there and thanked him just as we were coming down the stairwell. The security guard got confused but didn't stop us.  
 
    We got in the car; me in the driver's seat, Elisa next to me and Maggie and Kendra in the back as usual. I set foot on the pedal and sped up. The gate was still open. There were cars coming in and if I looked through the rear-view mirror, I could see a room on the second floor with flickering lights and loud music. The party hadn't stopped. The sound of the gunshot hadn't even made it that far. They kept having fun without knowing what was going on under their feet. A little like me before I was picked for this group. Well, picked is not the right word, but it would have to do. 
 
    "James, watch the corners!" Maggie told me just as we were getting to that part of the road. 
 
    "Yeah, I'm going to have to slow down." I answered her and looked through the rearview mirror again, "Don't you think it's weird that no one's behind us?" 
 
    "I was thinking about it... Doesn't sound so good to me." Elisa said, looking out the window, "Not even a car. Don't you think..." 
 
    She hadn't finished talking when an energy blast hit the road behind us. The human-robot hovered in the sky with his index finger open as a barrel. The bright blue eyes and the wind spinning under his feet. I focused on the road and took the last turn out of that road maze. I sped up as much as I could and thought we'd left him behind, but I was wrong. He was waiting for us, right ahead of us, standing still, meters before the highway. The arm pointed at us, the hair fluttering and the shirt tight to his abs. 
 
    "Now what?" Maggie asked, "How do we get out of here?" 
 
    "We must fight." Kendra said and grabbed both sides of the folded whip. 
 
    "How the hell do we fight that?" Maggie asked her. She leaned against the seat and mumbled a bunch of words that didn't make sense. 
 
    I stopped the car before I turned to her, "Maggie, we can do it. We have to work together. Trust me." 
 
    "Do you really think we can do it?"  
 
    "Yes, of course. Don't you agree, Elisa?" 
 
    "Oh, what? Yeah, sure. But we better come up with a plan and fast." 
 
    "If we get to the highway, he probably won't follow us. I don't think they'd expose themselves like this." I said and started the engine, "Kendra, drive. I'm going to shoot from the right side, Maggie throws fireballs out the left window, Elisa from above, taking advantage of the fog that the fire will make, tries to trap his feet. Let's take him down. We got this." 
 
    The three of them nodded, and for a moment I saw hope in their eyes. The harsh nocturnal breeze scratched our cheeks and loosened the clothes soaked in sweat from our bodies. 
 
    I fired bullet after bullet, some of it without even knowing if it would hit the target. I just wanted to get out of there and save them. Maggie threw fireballs at him and they collided with his body and dissipated, leaving only the smoke. Elisa froze meters of road ahead of us until we were so close to him that she saw his feet and bound them with several layers of ice. 
 
    She smiled at me, "I did it! Hurry!"  
 
    His body was still as good as new. There wasn't even a single fire scar and from my bullets only the ones that had scraped him left a trail. The rest were trapped in the wall that was his entire chest and belly. He took the involucres out like they were nothing and threw them to the ground. Only when he was about to take off to get away from us did he realize that he couldn't move, and it was too late to even use all the force he had. We crashed into it, ran over it and continued, the wheels changing direction along the road due to the ice. 
 
    "Hold it, Kendra, hold it!" I told her as I tried to get behind her and grab the wheel too to keep us on the road. 
 
    The city, in the distance, was at peace. Hundreds of bright spots but the hustle and bustle of the day had fallen as the sun set. They had no idea what was going on. They would dine and watch television in peace while we risked our lives for them, and then, if necessary, complain about our existence. 
 
    We lost control of the car. It started to graze on the rocks, the rearview mirror shattered, as did the blinkers and the black paint turned into the factory's grey. Sparks jumped into the car and we had to cover our faces while Kendra was holding the wheel and doing her best to get us on the highway. 
 
    "Almost there!" She shouted, her voice being muffled by the skidding car, the wheels still turning to both sides. 
 
    The car almost flipped upside down, but after hitting the roadblocks it stopped. I looked back and the robot was still on the ground. There were tire treads on the ramp and pieces of glass and black metal all over the floor. 
 
    Kendra and I switched places and returned to the road, ignoring the glances of the few cars that passed by us. The motorway was lit by lamps that were between the roadblocks and were replaced every week so that no one could blame the government in the event of an accident. 
 
    "Are we safe?" Maggie asked, "I can't believe it worked." 
 
    "My heart feels like it's going to jump out." Kendra added. 
 
    I leaned back into the seat and took a deep breath. The rest of the way was a straight line and all I had to do was have a hand on the wheel. 
 
    We breathed deeply and not even the fierce wind was able to cool our adrenaline induced bodies. Moods were still on edge and no one uttered a word. We smiled, and looked out the window, or just outside, now that we didn't have doors on the left side. The comeback trip wouldn't last more than a few minutes. My knees hurt, I had wounds on my left shoulder, and my pants had changed color due to the blood that dripped from the cuts in my legs. 
 
    Maggie leaned against Kendra's shoulder and closed her eyes. I knew how hard it was for her to be in that position. In one month, she went from "maybe my father is involved in a conspiracy, maybe he's being forced to, he really is one of the leaders." 
 
    We thought we were already safe when her cell phone rang. She didn't even know where she had put it. She touched her body along the dress until she realized that it had fallen to one of the seats during the confusion. 
 
    "It's my father..." She said, her hand trembling as she held the mobile, looking at me with her big green eyes watering, "It's not over yet, is it? 
 
    "Your father? Does he know it was us?" Kendra asked her, rubbing her legs now that the adrenaline was no longer acting up. 
 
    "There's only one way to find out. Pick up. Put it on speaker." I told her. 
 
    She answered and calmly brought her cell phone to her ear, dropping a low, "Yes..." She pressed a button and her father's voice rose inside the car as if he was materializing there. 
 
    "Where are you?" He asked.  
 
    Another voice was babbling behind him, but it wasn't loud enough for us to hear what he was saying. 
 
    "The party... The party was as boring as ever. I'm sorry I left without warning." She said, impressively natural. It wasn't really the first time she'd done it. 
 
    "Maggie, what have you gotten yourself into? Do you really think I wouldn't have cameras in my own office? That I don't know it was you and your friends in the tunnels? Damn it. Get back here before things get worse. And forget about being a Hunter." He told her, but it sounded more like he was ordering her, and he wasn't used to getting a "no". 
 
    "Father..." 
 
    "None of that... Get over here! Now! I hope this was just a youthful mistake. I can protect you, but there's nothing I can do for your friends." 
 
    "DAD! Shut the hell up. They're not just my friends. They're my team. And we were there to find out exactly what you were involved in. You know what the worst is? I told them that maybe you were being forced but no, you're doing everything for your own enjoyment and ego. I miss the person you were before what happened to my mother," she said and on the other side only silence, "We destroyed the robot. It may take a while, it may even cost us until we get there, but we'll get you and I'll bring you to justice. You were my hero and now you're just another criminal." She said, tears flowing down her face and Kendra rubbing her hands. 
 
    "Daughter... You don't get it, do you? Everything I'm doing is for you, for us... Not everyone was born to survive, and if you knew what was coming... If you knew, you'd understand. I'm just on the winning side, and if I can make money off it, why not? You're still in time to come back. But if you don't, I can't protect you. They're going to destroy you like they're going to destroy everyone who gets in their way. Believe me when I tell you this doesn't end with me. And you didn't destroy any robot. You didn't really think running him over was enough, did you?" 
 
    "Bye, Dad." 
 
    "Maggie...run." were his last words before she turned off her cell phone. 
 
    We got knocked off the road. The car swung with us inside, rolling forward, backward, upwards and, luckily, none of us were crushed by the doorless part of the car. Everything got cloudy, I didn't know where they were, my head stung and part of it was warm. I touched it and my fingers got bloody. Everything seemed so white in front of me that I fell on the slope of one of the hills and didn't move anymore. I closed my eyes and ignored all the screams I heard. They seemed so distant. The heat shrouded my body. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter IV 
 
    Damn... I had to open my eyes. I couldn't just lay there, like everyone else, giving up just because my body told me to be still. I squirmed until I heard my bones crack and I opened my eyes. The bodies around me took shape, as well as the objects, the car burning before me and Elisa and Kendra a few meters from me on the hill. Maggie still in the car, passed out, her body with a layer of dirt over it. 
 
    Although I was in pain every step of the way, I dragged her out of the smashed car. I had reddened my hands which were bruised by the effort I had just made, as well as being stained with dry blood. I laid Maggie down on the hillside and fell beside her. 
 
    "Are... are you all right?" I asked them, my voice dissipating in the vacuum. 
 
    "My leg...my leg...is broken" Kendra said, her body in shock, and unable to keep up with her panting breath. 
 
    "Shit. What the hell was that?" Elisa asked, standing up, her black pants torn everywhere, the blood slipping through the holes, "My head feels like it's about to burst." 
 
    "Take care of Kendra. I'll see if I can wake Maggie up." I told her, still not knowing what happened.  
 
    "Do you hear that?" Elisa asked me as she confirmed that Kendra's leg was broken, "A sound coming from there." and looked behind the flames that were ravaging the car. 
 
    "I don't hear anything. My ears are still ringing."  
 
    I slapped Maggie's cheeks waiting for her to wake up, for her green eyes to become a beacon of our hope one last time. 
 
    It wasn't enough to wake her up. I kissed her and started mouth-to-mouth breathing. I had taken a first aid class at the academy but, truth be told, it was never one that I paid much attention to. But there I was, my lips detaching from her cold ones, my hands pressing down on her chest, longing for a response.  
 
    "James, James!" Elisa started screaming, "He's coming." She said. 
 
    She was looking behind the car one more time. This time I heard him and saw him as clear as the moon behind him. The robot was walking towards us, his shadow being heightened by fire, the metallic noise overlapping the flames and sparks that leaped to the ground. He tossed the car aside with one hand. The flames grazed the ground and at first dropped to a low volume, but within a few seconds the car exploded, flipped over and exploded again until the seats were no more than two pieces of ash being exposed to oxygen. The metal melted in front of us, bending like it was mere plasticine that we could mold to our liking. I grabbed my pockets looking for my damn gun, but I didn't have it on me. I looked around and nothing. Oh, crap. 
 
    I was hoping I hadn't left it in the car. If that were the case, we wouldn't have much of a chance.  
 
    Elisa restrained his feet again. She tried to buy us a few seconds but this time he just raised his leg and shattered the ice. As he walked up a crane-like sound tinkered our ears. There was something about it that had been affected by the car's impact, a mechanism that had been broken or a program that had lost track of the original goal. It wasn't perfect, not like it was supposed to be. The closer he got, the longer it took him to lift and lower his leg, and every step he took required a few more seconds of effort. 
 
    "Maggie, wake up, come on." I said, and I took advantage of the extra seconds to wake her up. 
 
    Her eyes opened in fear and closed again. Breath and pulse became more vivid. They weren't just a sign of survival anymore. She opened them again, the iris filled with red veins and the color moving around as she opened her mouth, but nothing came out until her voice regained steam. 
 
    "What..." She started saying it but had to stop.  
 
    "You can do it. Take a deep breath." 
 
    "What happened?" She asked me, the voice weak, her eyes still sailing through the sky's dark cloak. 
 
    "The damn robot. We don't have much time, does the glove still work? I need a distraction to look for my gun. I know you're not in the best condition, but..." 
 
    I hadn't finished when she leaned over, putting all the weight on her opposite hand, and conjured up a growing flame that hovered over her hand, "I told my father. I'm going to get him. Whatever it takes. And I won't let them touch any of you."  
 
    As soon as the last word dissipated into the air, she threw the fireball, covered with heat around it, like a mini sun, against the robot's chest. He no longer had clothes, only bits of burnt fabric on his shoulder and pants only one spark away from burning to ashes.  
 
    I looked for my gun around me but found no sign of it. Under the light of a nearby dimmed streetlamp, I groped anything that shone in that sea of darkness. I ripped grass, picked up a can of juice and almost tripped over one of the roadblocks. An object glowed in the lengthy pit that separated the metal from the slope. I tried to run to it, but my feet weighed more than usual. I dragged them there, lowering myself despite the pain in my whole body, and picked up my gun. I grabbed the leftover bullets I found in my pockets and went back to Maggie's side. 
 
    The robot was no longer clothed. He had no gender. In the place where there should be something there was only stretched skin without any mark or protuberance. 
 
    Two of the eight bullets slipped through my fingers and fell down the ravine. I didn't even hear them fall. The sound of the flames merging the metal with the asphalt had swallowed up the whole moment. 
 
    "What do we do?" Maggie asked. 
 
    "We fight. We don't have a choice, do we?" I said, fueling our last spark of hope, "He's no longer at 100%. We have to keep putting pressure on it. He'll fall." 
 
    Elisa's ice trapped him for seconds and cooled his controls as Maggie's fire incinerated them as we hoped that his guard weakened enough for the fusible to turn into lava. 
 
    I shot him and the bullet hit his carotid artery. There was no blood, no guts, no human semblance. Our bodies sweat like a day at the beach and a tingling anthill went up my leg. They were on their knees, their hands had already descended, red as their overloaded gloves and the ice melted with fire in an explosion of colors in which his body was the canvas. Another bullet. It pierced him through his right eye and came out through the back. The eyeball jumped to the ground and he stepped on it like it was nothing. All that was left was an empty hole containing a blinking blue light. On the floor there was a faint white mixture. 
 
    Kendra was still yelling. Although Elisa had improvised a bandage so that she could adjust her leg. Her right leg swelled and incarnated as well. 
 
    "Just a little more." I said to her, and I shot him again, this time hitting the middle of the chest.  
 
    The robot rested for seconds. The blinking eye ceased and reconnected. We were so close and so far away at the same time. He stepped on the roadblock and wrecked it. He walked near Elisa and closed his fingers around her neck. He squeezed them until her face turned white, life and color being removed from her body, while her eyes rolled over. In a final breath of life, she touched his chest and froze his whole body, but even that didn't stop him. Even though there was a layer of ice from the neck to the knees holding it, the fingers did not move away, nor did they lose the reddish color on the tip from so much pressure on her skin.  
 
    "Hey!" my vocal cords trembling until my voice was just another noise in the middle of the night's outbreak. 
 
    I got up, ignoring all the pain, my feet burning with suffering, almost as if they had restraints around them and they scraped on the skin at every step. It was all over the place. There were no plans in my head. There was no guarantee that something would work, but something had to do. I jumped on his back, wrapping my legs around his hips, one hand around his neck and the other with the gun pointed at his head. 
 
    "Shoot!" Maggie screamed, crawling across the grass and stretching her hand to reach Kendra's hand. 
 
    One gunshot. Two. Three. The rest of the bullets I had left. I fired from above to below, diagonally, horizontally. And I kept pulling the trigger even after I heard the gun click for not having bullets inside. 
 
    The robot's fingers slipped from Elisa's neck, one by one, until his hand hovered in the air, lifeless, just like the rest of his body. He leaned his neck and lowered his head. He remained like that; eyes, or what was left of them, on the ground and the body immune to the cold but standing as if it belonged to the landscape and there it would stand as a monument. 
 
    I got off of him and did mouth-to-mouth breathing on Elisa, who didn't take long to wake up. 
 
    "Am I alive? Did we make it?" Elisa asked, sticking her nails in the grass and pulling them close to her.  
 
    She tried to free herself, but she didn't have the strength. 
 
    "I guess so?" I answered her, still unsure. 
 
    I hit the robot's head and it didn't move. I shoved him and he settled on the floor.  
 
    We had made it! We were wounded, barely strong enough to walk, but alive. Ashen and Gordon were waiting for us and had no idea what was going on. We'd have a long talk about what happened as soon as we got to the base. Ashen would have to warn the bosses and other groups of what was coming.  
 
    "We're not far from the base. Can you two walks?" I asked Maggie and Elisa. 
 
    While they were answering me yes and struggling to get up, I bowed down beside Kendra and told her to wrap her hands around my neck so I could carry her until we called for help. I didn't think an ambulance was the best. Not after all the spectacle we'd given there. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter V 
 
    We had to walk to the detour that was already so familiar to us and that led us to the house. But this time, something wasn't right. It reeked of smoke and rotten wood and the house shone in a warm fire that blasted it from the inside. 
 
    "It's on fire!" Maggie said, "What about Gordon and Ashen?" 
 
    "Hold her. I'll see what's going on. Don't go anywhere." 
 
    I raced to the end of the trail and stopped. The house had already been almost consumed and what was left crumbled before me. She seemed to have waited to be seen one last time before saying goodbye. I shouted Ashen and Gordon's name but got no answer. I got as close as I could to the house, looking for them in the wreckage away from the flames, or, at least, clothes disintegrating. I needed to know if they got away in time.  
 
    I was going around the house when I saw a shining beam among dozens of wrecks of rough burnt wood beams. As soon as I got closer, I realized what it was; the silver watch that Ashen used to have on his wrist and that, most of the time, he tried to hide. He had bloody eyebrows, a layer of ash on his face and superficial cuts on his cheeks. He had fainted and one of the beams was standing on his ribs. I dragged him from there with the spark of strength that I had and ended up sitting next to him, still with his eyes closed, watching the house disappear, ingested by the flames, accompanied only by a ringing sound that came from the orchard and by the fireflies that warmed up near the fire. 
 
    The wildfire also burned the hopes we had before we got there. No sign of Gordon and Ashen seemed to be hanging by a thread. I hadn't been trained for a situation like that. I knew I had to change my mindset, that I had to adapt, but when does the problem become easier in the blink of an eye? 
 
    "Is he alive?" Elisa asked, emerging in the middle of the night, only her silhouette popping out. 
 
    "His pulse is weak, but he's alive. I don't know about Gordon." I answered, the flames still burning and tearing down the remaining wood, "I'm glad you were with us." 
 
    "So, do I. I couldn't handle it if something happened to you and I wasn't there. But, hell, I've been trying to call one of my acquaintances who was at the council raid and so far, nothing. He's not picking up or answering messages." 
 
    "Maybe he's still there?" I asked her. Ashen's fingers slowly moved, one of them circling on the floor. I brought my ear close to his nose. Breathing remained solemn but more noticeable than before.  
 
    "It should have been over an hour ago. I'm worried." Elisa answered me as I pressed Ashen's chest, trying to expel the smoke from inside him. 
 
    She just stood there watching me, the blurred makeup all over her face. Her eyes hid behind the black that surrounded them and her cheeks glistened under the fire.  
 
    It took a while but Ashen coughed up, a hoarseness in his voice due to his lungs that were probably filled with smoke, and then he spat on the floor.  
 
    "Calm down, calm down. It's okay. It's OK. You're safe." I told him when I saw him trying to get up, trying to close his fist even though he couldn't do it. 
 
    "They took... They took Gordon." He told me, almost without the strength to speak, "A human robot. I couldn't do anything."  
 
    "Don't speak Ashen. Rest. We have time for this later."  
 
    I didn't tell him we had dealt with one too. I could do it when he got better enough to call for help. I didn't want to be the one to do it, to tell someone on his cell phone that we needed help. A gasp coming from the trail that led us there sharpened our senses. We thought somehow the robot had come back to finish us off, to get his revenge. Elisa raised her arm at a 45-degree angle, as high as she could, and pointed to where the sound came from. 
 
    "It's us. Help me." Maggie said, after carrying Kendra over there through the muddy ground. 
 
    I hadn't noticed on the way there, but their clothes were torn, stained with grass and dirt. Even Kendra's white clothes seemed to have been attacked by a bear.  
 
    I got up and hurried to them, helping Maggie carry Kendra and placing her on the ground next to Ashen. 
 
    "Lipa called." Maggie said, "Elisa, the attack on the council..." 
 
    "What happened? Just tell me. Say it now. Don't just stand there." Elisa answered her, raising her voice and punching the ground. 
 
    "I'm sorry... She wanted to know if we were still alive. I don't think anybody survived to tell a story." 
 
    "What do you mean by that?" 
 
    "Lipa said it was a decoy. The whole council and whoever were attacking them were wiped out. There's no one left. I'm sorry." 
 
    "Shit. Damn it. I had friends there. It had to be what the albino was talking to your father about. I knew he had crazy ideas and wanted more than he had, but I never thought he would dare to do it. No one's ever tried to do it out of fear of the consequences. Just because they killed their leader doesn't mean that all the assassins who were under someone's orders will join the ones who survived. Loyalty is valued. Other leaders will emerge but will not have the same strength and support. It'll be anarchy until new bosses are established, and that takes years. The albino will be able to control the entire black market until then." 
 
    "Is that what he wants? Only Lenetius weapons on the market?" I asked. We were brainstorming, exchanging ideas and possibilities. The truth was uglier than that. We didn't know anything, we were in the dark, and it twisted our insides. 
 
    "Probably. I feel like I have to apologize for my father being so ruthless." Maggie said. 
 
    "It's not your fault. What we have to think about now is what to do. I won't stand still. I can't. I want to cause them as much pain as they caused us." Elisa said. 
 
    "We have to call somebody for help and be picked up. Besides, we need to show the recording to someone and get a new watcher." I said, speaking along the way, nonstop, "I know someone. A girl who was with me at the academy. She is excellent at this." 
 
    I groped Ashen's cloak pockets until I found his cell phone. The screen was scratched, but it still worked. It was only 12% battery and the image were hazy. 
 
    "Three. Cardinal." Ashen murmured. 
 
    I pressed those buttons and a soft male voice asked me who I was when he didn't recognize my voice. He also asked me who was the leader of my squadron and why I was calling him. Apparently, the rules said only Ashen could communicate with them. I didn't have time for bureaucracy. 
 
    I gave him a summary of what we'd been through. I told him about the human robot, Kendra's and Ashen's state, and I ended by saying that the base had burned to the ground until there was no more than charred wood and ashes left.  
 
    "I've already sent someone there. They will take your colleague and Ashen to our hospital. You and the rest will be brought here. If what you say is true, the rest of the groups will have to be informed." The man said, the voice getting more serious as he spoke, "It should take 15 minutes. You did good, Crash. That's your Hunter name, right? I already have my list of names here." 
 
    I told him yes, thanked him and waited for him to hang up.  
 
    There I stayed, with an arm wrapped around Elisa's warm body, under the fireflies that had not yet departed and the flames that dissipated throughout the air. The world was rotten. Being a Hunter hadn't become as hopeful as I expected. I hadn't put a smile on more people's faces than the ones I'd found out caused the harm. I had wounded friends and success was a long way off. But I still hadn't given up. I couldn't. Because as long as there was something I could do, as long as I could fight, I wouldn't let the world plummet into darkness. 
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    Warrior Fantasy Online 
 
    Part One 
 
    Part Two 
 
    Preview (part one); 
 
    "Don't go yet." Mimi said, "You sacrificed yourself for us." She said and walked up to me, swinging her hips. 
 
    "Impossible to be wary of you after that one." Carly added and leaned on me... 
 
    "It was no big deal. I said I'd help you." I answered them. 
 
    "Still, we think you deserve to be rewarded." Carly told me, "Unless you're not interested." 
 
    "It depends on what you have in mind," I said, and before I knew it, Mimi had already thrown the upper part of her clothes to the ground. The medium-sized round tits swinging as she walked away from me. 
 
    "Like this," she answered me and took off her bra, freeing her beautiful tits, her nipples already hard. 
 
    "You two?" 
 
    "Yes," Carly replied, giggling, she too, taking the top off and letting the white nipples, that contrasted with the rest of her skin color, be free, "we talked about it and neither one of us was against it." 
 
    "But I've already..." 
 
    "You were with my sister, I know. Don't worry about it. This is just a game, a very realistic one." She said, getting nearly on her knees but never letting them touch the ground. 
 
    "Yes, it's very realistic," Mimi added and joined her. 
 
    I had no idea what was going on, but I wasn't going to stop it. I knew that anonymity led people to commit madness, to situations that they couldn’t accomplish in real life. But in WFO, her faces were the real ones. Mimi's long blonde hair and Carly's snails. Mimi's breasts were slightly bigger, but Carly made up for it with her huge ass and broad hips. 
 
      
 
    Succubus Fantasy Online 
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    Wild Fantasy Online Trilogy; 
 
    Part One 
 
    Part Two 
 
    Part Three 
 
    Or buy the bundle with the whole trilogy 
 
    Click Here 
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