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    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 new members join the group and 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. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter I 
 
    We got in the jeep. This time Elisa sat next to Maggie and Vic by my side. We were forced to use the white napkins, where the men of the former city had wrapped the fruit, to clean what we could from the blood that had seeped through the seats to the ground and to the back of the jeep. 
 
    "Your brother is just like you were when you were his age," Vic said it and laughed. 
 
    "But I grew up and I don't think he's going to do it," I told her as I started the engine. 
 
    Elisa helped Maggie take off her glove. There were no blisters even though the bruises she had from the last time were in living flesh. Elisa breathed on them. I had never seen her have such a tender attitude. It was like I was watching a legacy passing or even as if Elisa was accepting Maggie as her protégé.  
 
    "Thank you! You may have a hard temper, but, without you, I wouldn't have gotten this far." Maggie said to her. 
 
    Elisa laughed.  
 
    I drove until we got to the house where I grew up. Along the way, we crossed by a few people who had hidden behind the sidewalls around the corner, peeping and watching the battle. Most of them were young people who cheered us as soon as we drove past them. It always felt good to be so well received and have our efforts appreciated. It filled my heart with a warm embrace when I felt that what I did had an impact on other people's lives. That I was not only saving them but perhaps giving them the idea of wanting to follow my footsteps in the future. The boy I met in my second beast, these boys now, and even the girls next to them, could one day save me, when I can no longer walk without a walker, and have white sideburns up to my cheeks and wrinkles. Actually, I had never thought about my future. Even the ideas I once had seemed to have vanished now. For the first time, I was putting into play the idea that one day it would be necessary to sacrifice myself for the girls or for the hopeful idea of a better world. Even the idea of being arrested crossed my mind. A stream of multiple ideas that sailed through my mind and dispersed as fast as a puff on a summer's day. 
 
    "Are you coming?" Vic asked me outside the window, seeing me still seated even though I had parked the jeep in front of the house, and they were already out. 
 
    "Yeah, yeah, I got distracted for a few seconds." I said, "Let's go." 
 
    As soon as we left, I took a deep breath and looked at the two floors of the villa. All the streets in that area, from the parallel ones to the perpendicular ones, were occupied by single-floor and two-floor villas, some with swimming pools and gardens and others with only one of the two. I had spent my entire childhood there. Between colleagues' houses and mine, between attempts at somersaults and weekend barbecues, that lasted all afternoon and, if necessary, dragged on until dawn. It was a peaceful area, where, from time to time, on clear nights, it was possible to see the semi-starry sky and where, at night, one could not hear much more than the meowing of the wild cats that escaped from the nearby kennel. My mother had repainted the walls of the same old white as before. Knowing her as I did, she hadn't asked for anyone else's help. The roof had also taken some extra brown brushstrokes to hide the areas where the color had faded. 
 
    "James, James, is that you, my boy?" Someone around the corner asked. 
 
    I looked away and saw old Nick from the little grocery store where I used to buy candy after school. It was there where I bought my first single cigarettes too, I was still 16. I only smoked for two years. As soon as I got the news that I had been accepted into the academy, I smoked my last cigarette. I remember smoking it at my bedroom window on the second floor and prolonging it for half the afternoon. After that, I never had the slightest desire to smoke again. I didn't even like the taste or the irritation it left on my throat. I only smoked for the peace I felt after inhaling and after expelling the smoke out, the chest resting. 
 
    "It's me, yeah. What are you doing here? I thought you'd left town." I told him, and I signaled the girls to wait outside the house. 
 
    "For a while, boy. But, you know, there's no place like home. I missed the walks in the park, the sun bursting brightly on the green leaves and the light brown trunks. Even the barking dogs that used to piss me off. One of those things where you don't appreciate something until you lose it, you know?" He told me and fixed the bottle bottom glasses before licking his thin lips and continuing, "You're a Hunter now, aren't you? Like your father? I always knew you'd make it." 
 
    "Thank you! Luckily, I did." I answered him and smiled. 
 
    "It wasn't luck, boy. You don't think I'd see you running in the park every night before you went to class? Or at night, even when it was raining torrentially? If you got where you are, it's because you worked so hard. I hope you know we're all proud of you. Apart from you and your father, may he rest in peace, we only have 4 or 5 more people who have turned out to be Hunters. Not counting your brother, of course. But he's always been a little less hard-working than you." Nick said, leaning against an electricity pole, already panting, holding his cane with his trembling hand, "I'm beginning to feel the burden of aging on my body," he said and laughed with the few teeth he still had. 
 
    I had no idea he had seen me. I had never even noticed or thought about it. I would run twice a day, three times if I didn't have afternoon classes, focusing only on the goal of becoming a Hunter. Friends of mine used to say that I was crazy, that only 30 to 50 people were accepted every year, from all over the continent, that many spots were automatically occupied by legacies or through connections, but I never gave up. I didn't want to be accepted or rejected by my name, but by what I had done to get there. I thanked him and agreed with his last sentence. He said he had to go home and said goodbye. He continued straight ahead, in what for me was a left turn, and vanished. I still heard his cane trampling on the floor for a few minutes until the sound also dissipated.  
 
    "Can we go in now?" Elisa asked, leaning against a wall, with one of her boots on the floor and the other raised against the wall. 
 
    "Let's go," I answered her.  
 
    The once-black door had been replaced by a stripe-type door in different shades of brown. I knocked three times and waited until I heard my mother's voice say she was going. She opened the door and gave me one of those hugs that nearly shatters our bones. Her eyes were still damp and swollen and she had a pit underneath them. She looked like she hadn’t slept for days.  
 
    "Your brother?" She asked me after peeking up behind me. 
 
    "He said he had to go somewhere first." 
 
    "Oh, he must have gone to see his girlfriend. Don't tell him I know. The boy really thinks he's good at hiding her love letters or that I wouldn't be surprised when he started listening to love songs other than the screaming ones he always hears. Every weekend he visits me he has a new collection of songs to listen to." She told me while her eyes were leaping from girl to girl. 
 
    "Does Keno have a girlfriend? He listens to love songs? I've lost a whole lot then." 
 
    "Yes, I miss you, son. I know you're a Hunter now and you're busy. Maybe you already have your own house, but you could have at least said something or invited me there." She said, "Will you introduce me to your... friends?" 
 
    "Oh, yes, Mother. I'm sorry. They're my partners. As you could see, we're great at working together." I said, trying to avoid telling her that we were more than just co-workers, "it's Elisa, Maggie and you already know Victoria." 
 
    "Hey, Vic, I haven't seen you in a while either. You can come in, of course, but leave the guns on the couch in the living room, please. There's no need to drag them around. Everybody likes vanilla cookies and chocolate pancakes, right?" My mother asked, often smiling at us despite the fact that I knew that inside her heart was chained by the sight of so many guns and blood that she could do nothing about it, "Do you need bandages or alcohol to disinfect the wounds? 
 
    The girls nodded. Then they thanked her but refused. Elisa, speaking for all of them, said that they were fine and that as soon as they left, they would take care of it. My mother disappeared down the long corridor leading to the kitchen, leaving the door open for us to get in. 
 
    "Do as she say. Leave your weapons in the room." I ordered it, "Elisa, don't mess up." 
 
    "Don't worry. I know how to behave, okay?" She told me, puffing and stepping into my house. She removed her glove and as soon as she reached mid-way down the hall, she looked at me again, "where is the room anyway?" 
 
    "That door right next to you. The one with the glass square door." I told her, "Go ahead. I need a few minutes alone." 
 
    Maggie and Vic looked at each other before following the same path as Elisa. I stayed behind, looking at the photographs my mother had nailed to the wall about a dozen years ago. Most of them were from me or Keno, but among them were some of my father's. One when he started out as Hunter, with the black gun next to his brown pants, and the other when he won a prize for saving an entire city by himself. He wore a red cape over his slender shoulders, had a goatee on his chin with a few white hairs sticking out and a few bald spots amidst frown spots of black hair. My mom used to tell me that he was only 38 years old in that picture even if he looked like he was 50. She used to tell him that he had taken after his father and, like all the men in the family, they began to grow white hair as soon as they reached 30. I was not particularly happy to hear that, but we all have a fate to deal with. I haven't seen his face in too long. There were features that I no longer remembered and that I wanted engraved in my head. I sighed a deep breath before I walked into the room and left the gun on the couch beside Victoria's bow. My mom was in the kitchen talking to the girls. They were giggling frantically, each time louder, as I walked down the pale green walled corridor. 
 
    "What's she telling you?" I asked when I got to the kitchen. 
 
    "No big deal. Only the time you had to come home with only a towel wrapped around your hip after your friends ran off with your clothes after a physical education class." 
 
    "Mom, you haven't had enough of that story yet, have you? Don't I have better ones?" 
 
    "You do, but this one reminds me of a time when you were unaware of your actions. You know I had to explain to dozens of neighbors why you were half-naked on the street?" My mother asked as she flipped the pancake to the other side before it burnt. 
 
    "Yeah, you've told me that dozens of times." I said, "They probably don't even care about that." 
 
    "Actually, we like to know. After all, there's a lot of you we don't know about. You're not one to talk about yourself much." Maggie said. 
 
    "She's right. There's a lot about your past that you seem to avoid telling. Great listener, bad storyteller." Elisa said. 
 
    Come to think of it, she wasn't far from the truth. They had told stories of when they were younger and I, apart from what I had said about my father, had not shared anything with them. Before I could reply, the toaster alarm replayed. My mother picked the two toasts out of there, melted butter on top, and laid them on top of a plate. The conversation died there. In a few minutes, we had several toasts, vanilla and chocolate biscuits in a bowl and even hot pancakes, steaming, with melted chocolate inside and strawberries around. It was anyone's perdition after a long battle. We were in the middle of our meal; my mother was sharing more stories of my naive childhood, and, amidst stories of beatings among friends and dates with girls when I couldn't talk to them yet, Keno came in.  
 
    "Sorry it took so long, Mom." He said, sat down at the table and grabbed a toast for him. He chose the one with less butter and asked our mother to provide him with one of the chocolate milk that was in the fridge. 
 
    The hours went by, some of which were slower than others, until I got a message from Tom. 
 
    "Get back here as soon as you can. There's news."  
 
    I warned the girls and told them to get ready and go walking while I exchanged a few last words with my mother and brother. 
 
    "Are you guys going to be okay?" I asked them, and I waited for the answer while I was chewing one of the toasts. 
 
    "Don't worry, son. Get on with it. And you too, Keno. You shouldn't be here." 
 
    "A few more minutes won't hurt anyone," he replied, "since when do Hunters get messages being summoned?" 
 
    "It doesn't matter. Focus on this year and a half that you have left and maybe you'll find out." I answered him and stood up, "Mom, I missed coming here already. I'll try to stop by more often. I promise."  
 
    I kissed her on the cheek, hugged her, and just before I turned my back, stretched out my hand to Keno. It took a few seconds, but he squeezed it. There was a long exchange of glances and, like everything else between us, we competed to see who was the first to look away. Elisa was calling me, but I pretended I didn't hear her. We stood still for minutes until my mother slapped us in the back of the head and told us to stop being idiots.  
 
    I waved at them, and once again I walked down the long corridor to the living room and then to the entrance. 
 
    "What's going on?" Maggie asked, "As soon as you read the message, your expression changed." 
 
    "Message from Tom. Something's happened. We have to go fast." 
 
    "Did he say what it was?" Vic asked me as she climbed into the front seat. 
 
    "No, I told him we're on our way. We can't really take a day off." I said, sighing, sitting down and cranking the engine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter II 
 
    The black motorcycle with the academy symbol was up against the wall. Our seats were still damp, the blood had already clung to the ground and the smell had spread through the car despite the open windows. The sun hit the hood and intensified the horrible odor. I turned on the radio and the air conditioning in the hopes that the trip would become friendlier, but nothing changed. The girls complained about the smell and used the torn sleeves of their T-shirts and sweaters to cover their noses. The clock on the radio read 4:22 pm. This time a thin voice sang over a saxophone and the sound stretched along the quasi-empty highway. Through the rear-view mirror, I could see the buildings fading away, totally overshadowed by the glistening rays of the sun. The white clouds covered the sky, which had opened and made room for a yellow sphere that irradiated an overwhelming light. Driving became a difficult task with the light flashing straight ahead and the wind breeze seeping through what was once the front glass. Now it was just an empty space with the sharp glass that had survived my brother's fall. 
 
    "I hope they don't get too upset about what happened to the jeep," Maggie said. 
 
    "The blood, the broken glass or the twisted hood?" Victoria answered her. 
 
    I laughed, "Well, all that matters are that today we've already defeated two beasts. They should give us a discount for that, huh?"  
 
    "I can't believe I've reached the point where I have to justify my actions," Elisa said. She looked out the half-open window, the whirlpools in her hair swirled, some fluttering out of the car and others tumbling down to her forehead.  
 
    "Do you miss the old days?" Maggie asked her, "I mean, would you go back if you could?" 
 
    "Good question. I don't think so. Even with all the advantages, and they are many, I missed having a team." She said, "But that doesn't matter now. What do you think Tom wants?" 
 
    "Maybe something with Shimmer?" I answered. 
 
    "I hope they caught my father," Maggie said. She had the glove on her knees and held it so it wouldn't fall off due to the slopes on the ground marking the end of the highway and that different small roads would appear only a few meters away. 
 
    "I bet it's no big deal. It must be just an exaggeration, otherwise, he would have called." Vic said. 
 
    We all had different opinions about what was going to happen. Vic was right about one thing. If it was a very serious emergency, he'd most likely have called. Still, the message repeated the urgent word twice. We were about to arrive at the ghost town that was used as a decoy for our secret base. I mean, the city was populated but not in that area, not in all the streets surrounding the old building that was used as the entrance. I made the last turn, closed my hands tightly on the steering wheel and felt my heart go up to my mouth when we hit the last hump.  
 
    "Don't talk about my brother or how we visited my mother." I told them, "They don't need to know." 
 
    "I didn't think to tell them either. Just because we have goals in common doesn't mean I already trust them. Ashen taught me that." Elisa said and put on the glove. 
 
    "Another week or two and he'll be as good as new," I said, believing also that yes, that he would go back to what he was, a Hunter level S respected by everyone. 
 
    I parked in the garage. Each vehicle had its own place, and everyone seemed to take the rules seriously. They were organized by size and then by colors. I had never noticed before how organized the place was. It was like I unlocked a new superpower. For the first time, I noticed how next to the black coffee machine was a pink box with sugar cakes, how the corners of the walls would blend with the roof, hiding each other's boundaries in a gradient mixture. Even the tables matched the walls colors and the computers had the same tone. 
 
    "Finally." Tom said, emerging from among a crowd of boys around the age of 20, all dressed in a chess patterned sweater, that was crammed in front of his door, "we were all waiting for you." 
 
    "All of them? Who else?" I asked him. 
 
    "She." He said and pointed to the right... 
 
    "You missed me already, didn't you?" Kendra said, seated on a chair and with her feet stretched out on a table. 
 
    "Kendra!" Maggie said and ran over to her, "How are you? Can you walk?" 
 
    "Yeah, I'm fine already. I don't know what they gave me, but my leg is as good as new." She said and put it down on the floor, swinging it and pretending to kick the air. 
 
    She got up and walked to me. She leaned over, her tits rubbing against my chest and whispered in my ear, "We have to fuck. I spent the last week lying in a bed. I'm tired of being still."  
 
    I gulped and laughed, struggling to hide how much I had enjoyed it. My dick was brushing against my boxers and my body heated up as my heart seemed about to implode as well. She had black shredded pants and a black top over her red bra. Her hair was already by her shoulders and the green shades disappeared through the thick black strands that kept growing.  
 
    "Hello," Vic said to her, "I'm the new girl in the group." 
 
    "Replacing me already?" Kendra asked me, raising her eyebrow. 
 
    "Not at all. Vic's a former colleague of mine. You're part of this group, Kendra." I said, "We need to talk to your sister." 
 
    "With my sister? Why is that?" 
 
    "Yes, I'd also like to know why you need to talk to a known criminal," Tom said, intruding and standing beside me. 
 
    "We need acix bullets and, by the way, arrows too." 
 
    "Aren't you forgetting something?" Kendra said. She had sat on the table and attracted the attention of most of the boys there.  
 
    "And a whip too. She's the only person we know who can find that kind of thing." 
 
    "And you were going to do it behind my back? Ashen warned me you could be unpredictable and get off the record." Tom said. He tapped his finger on his lips and looked thoughtful, sometimes frowning, "on the other hand you are right. I can't get you that kind of metal and she can. Do you really trust her? We cannot risk someone finding out where we are, how many we are, anything that puts us in danger. I'm putting my neck in the line for you." 
 
    "It's my sister. She won't betray us. She didn't do it before, and she won't do it now." Kendra said and pulled the top up. 
 
    "I trust her. We're allowed to contact her, right?" I asked. 
 
    "Yes. But don't tell anyone else. Let's keep this a secret for now. Use the rest of the day to rest and, beyond doubt, take a bath. Anyone else needs anything?" 
 
    "I have something to talk to you about." I told him and put my hand in my pocket to confirm that I still had the paper that I had picked up in his room a few days ago, "you can go ahead. This is going to be quick." I said to the girls. 
 
    Kendra walked up to me again and murmured in my ear that she would be waiting for me in the room. She didn't even give me time to answer before she joined the other girls. 
 
    "A good life, isn't it? I miss those days. Girls, boys, whatever came into the net was fish." Tom said, "But what do you have to talk with me about?" 
 
    I took the crumpled paper out of my pocket and put it in his hand. His eyes rolled from one end of the paper to the other and then he looked at me again.  
 
    "Where did you get this?" He asked me and saved the paper in his pocket. 
 
    "It was on the floor of your living room. The girls don't know about this. What happened?"  
 
    "None of you were supposed to find out. This can't get out of here, James. Are we clear?" Tom said, and I agreed, "We had a team following Maggie's father. They were transmitting new information to us at least once every hour. Suddenly, they stopped reporting it. We tried calling several times, but nothing either. We found them two days later floating in the river. Their bodies were sent to the normal police and we had to use the little influence we have to collect them before more people knew and the news spread." 
 
    "And you didn't think it was a good idea to share that with us? Do you know where her father is now?" 
 
    "We have no idea. He's not home and none of our spies have heard anything. We also know that Shimmer already knows he's being followed. Things aren't going well on our side." 
 
    "True. But what about the poll? We heard that in the main building. People still trust the Hunters, it's not as bad as it looks." I said, "Who's that group over there?" 
 
    "Just because the poll was positive doesn't mean it can't change. We're on a tightrope and the Reapers know it. One false move and we'll throw it all away." Tom answered me and sighed, "volunteers. All of them went through a selective period in which they were investigated and went through many interviews. I'm showing them the place." 
 
    "What about the albino, did you hear anything else? I see. The more the merrier, I presume." 
 
    "He's gone, too. There are reports that he locked himself in his condominium in the new black market, but we don't know where he is. Maybe tomorrow you can figure that out." 
 
    "We'll try. You know, Lipa's just a product of her childhood. She's not as bad as you might think." 
 
    "The girl who killed 10 cops at once isn't as bad as she looks?" Tom asked me, the black eyes carved into my chest as if he was trying to pierce my soul. 
 
    I thought for a brief moment before I confessed that I didn't know that. Maybe she'd changed, at least it was what I said to myself. I did not see that girl I had met, who had called her sister as soon as she heard that the council had been attacked, killing 10 people unless it was necessary.  
 
    "You didn't really think she was one of the most wanted just for smuggling guns, did you? Just because she cares about her sister, about her own blood, doesn't mean she wants to know about the rest of you. Don't forget that." Tom told me. 
 
    "I suppose you're right. Let's see how it goes tomorrow." I answered him. Kendra was waiting for me and I couldn't stay there the rest of the afternoon, "I'm going to go. Don't worry, this conversation will remain between us."  
 
    "I hope so. Let me know what the girl said and what day you're meeting her. Don't tell me where and when. The less I know the better. Ashen trusted you too and I do too, but don't think I'm going to risk my whole career for you." He said it and turned his back. He had already taken the first step when I stretched out my arm and put my hand on his left shoulder. 
 
    "What about Ashen? How's he doing?" 
 
    "Better. He's still not well, but he's getting better over time. According to the latest tests, he'll be fine in two or three weeks. Knowing him well, in a week and a half he'll be out here, ready for the next one. He never liked to be still." Tom said and, for the first time that day, wept a slight smile. 
 
    We went on opposite paths. I still heard him telling the young people to keep walking and explaining to them the breaks we had and how each one was entitled to one doughnut a day. I climbed the stairs, filled with vigor and with my chest raised, knowing what was waiting for me up there. At least that was what I thought. When I opened my bedroom door, my eyes captured an image that I knew, there, at that moment, would never come out of my memory again. The four girls on the floor, half-naked, lying on a fine white kitchen towel... 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter III 
 
    "I thought it was better this way." Kendra said and winked at me, "While you were talking to Tom, we all agreed on this. None of us mind sharing you. And speaking of me alone, I kind of like it. There's something captivating about watching you sweat while you make someone else moan and I watch, you know?" She added and licked her light red lips. 
 
    "I'm not much of a sharer, but I think you'll be the exception" Elisa commented before getting up and letting her bra fall off. 
 
    The rest of them did, too. Breasts of different sizes but all of them oversized except for Victoria who had medium but slightly rounder boobs. It was an all-tastes buffet and I was about to enjoy it to the fullest. There were stiff nipples, some with the bigger aureola and even tits that reached the navel. It was paradise, an aphrodisiac dream I had never thought would happen in real life. Elisa gave me her hand and pulled me over to them. They were hungry and needed to quench their thirst too. Vic took my shirt off while Maggie took off my belt and Kendra unbuttoned my pants. Elisa's warm lips touched mine. I bit them and she smiled, tossing her head back with her mouth half open as if she was just a second away from uttering a long moan.  My pants went down to my knees. Elisa's body was rubbing against mine, her nipples getting hard and rubbing against my chest.  
 
    "Is this really going to happen?" I asked, still perplexed. There were only smudges and clippings from that time at Elisa's house but now I was sober, and they were 4 instead of 3. 
 
    Maggie's lips were the first to slide down my dick. I was semi-erect, but it actually got as hard as a rock in her mouth. It went from the bottom of her throat to the right side of her cheek until she repositioned it. It was like her cheeks were air-filled, but she had nowhere to puff it. Vic and Kendra enjoyed my balls; they licked them and then put them in their mouths until they couldn't anymore. Their saliva ran down their chin, and when they learned, it went on its way through their facial contours, going from their cheeks to the nooks and crannies of their eyes and finally to their foreheads. It didn't take them long for their faces to be almost unrecognizable. The blurred makeup, the black and moist color as if it were tears that flooded their faces. Elisa was now kissing my neck, traveling it from one end to the other, sometimes twisting her tongue on the most sensitive parts. The tip of her tongue seemed to carry small shocks that would spread until my fingers curled. My chest would rise, and my hot breath would grace Elisa's ears. There was no shame in that room. The world out there was no match for us. The trust we had in each other grew with each licking, every time our lips met halfway along the way, or the symphonic orchestra that was the moaning mix. Victoria took Maggie's place and started sucking me nonstop, her head bobbing, her red hair falling over her head and covering her face. Kendra and Maggie kissed each other for the first time, their breasts being flattened on each other, between youthful smiles, lip bites and neck squeezes. Elisa squeezed her own nipples and moaned, her panting breath ringing in my right ear. The room looked huge, almost endless as if the walls had distanced themselves to give us space. We weren't worried about the noise we made or even if we got caught.  
 
    "Let's go to bed," I told them, and they moved away.  
 
    The saliva was dripping off my dick with every step I took. There was still a thin white thread that appeared to be getting bigger but kept sticking to the skin. I lay on the bed and waited for them to come closer. Elisa was the first and she sat on me. She was wet enough to slide down smoothly. She was tight and with each roar the walls tightened even more. Maggie and Kendra were each beside me, kneeling on the bed, leaning and putting their tits in my mouth while kissing each other necks. Vic was in the corner of the bed, gazing at us as she masturbated furiously, her tiny fingers rubbing her rosy flesh and her bulging clitoris. She wriggled her head, moaning louder and louder, the fluids wetting the bed and her eyes rolling over. Elisa bounced on me, her head tilted back as she begged for more.  
 
    "Don't stop, don't stop." She said, nearly breathless. 
 
    I grabbed her ass and pulled her close to me, helping her move me even faster. Our bodies had special chemistry; they fitted perfectly, and I felt every movement of her hip in my being. It was a crazy carnival of pure pleasure and long-lasting climaxes.  
 
    "I'm cumming," Elisa said, sweat running down her face, her cheeks reddish and her tits bouncing. 
 
    A few seconds later she calmed down and thanked me. She got up and switched places with Vic who was already dripping from her pussy.  
 
    "Make sure there's enough for me," Kendra said.  
 
     Maggie was fingering her, with her slightly bent fingers, rubbing them on her g-spot until Kendra gripped the sheets so tightly that she ripped them off. Lust had no end. At that moment, with Victoria there, leaning against me, riding me, my mind sailed. I tried to hold on to that place; the soft fragrance of her perfume, their bodies touching each other, their smooth skins and the sound of her splashing on top of me, but I was already well beyond them. I wondered if my dad had had a chance at it too. If he had put it aside or if he had betrayed my mother, if those long days when he only came home at dawn had more than one reason to exist.  
 
    "Now me." Kendra said, "Let's see if I haven't lost my grasp on this yet."  
 
    I woke up just in time to see her sitting on me. She had the biggest ass and the edges covered my legs. It was hard to focus with her moaning in my ear. She bit my ear while she was doing it. I tried to think of something else for a brief moment, just enough to last a few more minutes. I had to hold on. I told her to get up and put her on all fours and fucked her like that. Each thrust harder, the hands gripping her hips until my fingers were branded on her white skin and pulling her black hair until she tilted her head.  
 
    "I missed this." She screamed, "Don't... don't stop, please." She said, her voice failing her, becoming increasingly acute. 
 
    Victoria got up, walked to Kendra, and laying her hands on her shoulders, began to shove her towards me. Her butt touched my belly once in a while and my dick was throbbing towards the end. 
 
    "I'm almost there," I told her, going even faster, even harder, until I felt a chill go down my spine as I was coming, and my hands trembled. I ended up finishing inside her and walked away, witnessing the liquid slide down her reddish lips and running down her leg. Elisa asked her to get closer and to bend before her. She licked my thick white liquid and swallowed what she could, a trail sticking out of her corner lips. 
 
    "That was... great," Maggie said, still sitting on the bed, leaning against the wall, masturbating. 
 
    "I really needed it," Kendra said between fast, breathless breaths. 
 
    "You should have invited me to this group sooner," Vic said and we all laughed. 
 
    The bodies shone with sweat, pink cheeks, and the sex scent, of animal instincts that had used us as guinea pigs there.  
 
    "We should take a shower," Vic said, "My legs are still shaking." She added. 
 
    "She's right. I like her." Kendra said and leaned against one of the walls, already with her panties in her hand, "Better say this before I forget but my sister said to meet her tomorrow. She sent the location." 
 
    "Isn't it the same place as last time?" I asked her. 
 
    "No. They must have moved the black-market place after everything that happened" Kendra answered me. 
 
    "It was the least they could do." I replied, "Do you think she can help us?"  
 
    "I'm sure she can. Although I don't like having to resort to her. It makes her feel cocky, you know? As if she wasn't enough already." 
 
    "We have no one else to turn to. Don't think I like this either." I told her. 
 
    They picked up their clothes. All they wore was their panties and their T-shirts. The white, soft legs were still glistening as well as the faces and the rest of the bodies, especially the zone below the breasts. They all gave me a mouth kiss before leaving my room. I seized the silence to lie on the bed, over the sheets, staring at the ceiling, hands under my head thinking about what had happened. The images were replaying themselves in my mind. The lips going down my length, touching my skin, them bouncing on my dick, and even Elisa licking up my liquid of Kendra's pussy. I released a wow that no one else heard and then I got up. I wore my boxers and pants and left the room.  
 
    When I entered the bathroom, I could hear the water running on the other side of the wall as well as the girls' laughter. I pictured them bathing together, groping, the water running down their tits.  
 
    I let the shower drip while I was taking off my clothes. The water heated up and the steam coated the space like a grayish, warm mist. I took a quick shower and went back to my room. They were still bathing. 
 
    The rest of the day went by in a heartbeat. We dined together in the canteen, where a dozen more people were eating the same mixture that they claimed was puree, the semi-fried potatoes, and the undercooked meat.  
 
    I hadn't slept well for several nights but there was something different tonight. Kendra's return and the poll had left a sweet taste in my mouth, the feeling that good times were upon us. The long-awaited bonanza after the storm that had engulfed us. My last thought was how surprised I still was with Keno having a girlfriend. The boy who didn't treat anyone well turned out to be spending time listening to love music for someone. I suppose everyone has their weakness and I had four. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter IV 
 
    I woke up the next day with someone knocking on the door. That banging noise was already becoming a habit.  
 
    "Who is it?" I screamed, having zero desire to get up. My eyes were half-closed, my body ached, and my lips were dry. 
 
    "It's me, Kendra." She said, "May I come in?" 
 
    "Yes," I said, "Come in." 
 
    As soon as she stepped in, I asked her if everything was okay. She had a dull look like she hadn't been sleeping much and was building up the courage to tell me something. Eyes as black as two putrid rubies that popped out on her pale skin.  
 
    "My sister texted me." She said as she came in, "the same as always. That I should be careful and to not be followed." 
 
    "We all have to be careful. We don't know if there's a spy here." I said, "We got to get going, don't we?" 
 
    "Yes. The other girls are already up. They're pouring water on their faces." 
 
    "How about you? Why are you here? Is something wrong?" I asked her, tapping the bed as a sign for her to sit there. 
 
    "No big deal. I'm still getting used to this life again. At the hospital at this hour, I'd still be asleep. But at least I can walk now. I was tired of being still." She said, looking calmer than usual, "Well, I just came to wake you up." She said and turned to the door when she was halfway through. 
 
    "Kendra, wait, is there anything you want to share with me?" I asked her. 
 
    She paused before answering, "No, thank you. I'll be quick too. You should do the same."  
 
    She left my room and was careful when closing the door so she wouldn't slam it.  
 
    I got dressed, cleaned my face and teeth and went down the stairs. They were already waiting for me. Some of the boys from the previous day's group were already sitting at the desks, pressing the computer keys, the robotic boredom wrapping the whole room. There wasn't even a sign of Tom. His office door was closed. 
 
    "Are you ready?" I asked them. 
 
    They all nodded. We headed for the living room. It was empty, two boxes of doughnuts in the trash can and a slight coffee scent perfuming it. Each of us picked up a doughnut before we sat on the couches and cushions. Kendra told us that Lipa was expecting us in Okinawa and that, just like last time, she had to go first before we showed up.  
 
    "Do you have to do that white-spot jumping stunt, too?" Maggie asked her. 
 
    "Yeah. It's my way of letting her know there's no cops or Hunters around. We've had that system for years," Kendra replied. 
 
    Between chewing the fluffy doughnut dough and drinking sips of water and lemonade we had little time to talk. We hadn't finished when another Hunters team showed up. Two boys, one of them with black hair overlaid with a green mix that dripped onto the white t-shirt, the black pants, and even the wind glove. I had never seen one of those before. A gold coating covered his slender wrist and a transparent crystal was held horizontally by two thin strips of metal. The boy next to him laughed with his yellowish smile, pausing just to scratch the undercut on the right side of his hair. Around his waist was a kind of belt, for lack of a better word, where he had dozens of metal shurikens. Blood dripped from some into the torn black pants and others were just muddy. They were both level D, almost in C, which the girl was already at. She was silent, her eyes amber in the light, greenish in the dark, traveling across our faces, while we were still shredding the food. Her purple hair was caught in a ponytail, but, nonetheless, the sword's gray grip gleamed behind the colored threads.  
 
    "Yes?" Elisa asked her. 
 
    "I know who you are." She said, with a haughty, deep voice, "thank you." 
 
    The boys readily shut up. They seemed surprised by her attitude. They leaned against a corner, beholding us, with their lips clenched, and the tallest, who had the glove, frowned his hairy eyebrow. 
 
    "Thank you?" Maggie asked her.  
 
    "The rest of the Hunters may not like you, but we know what you've done. The whole truth. You are almost celebrities here," she said, retaining her facial austerity, "you have given us reasons not to give up. Some of us were already giving up hope." 
 
    "Yes, yes, she's absolutely right. We've seen the video dozens of times. That was like an A-level and you guys managed to beat him!" The shurikens' boy said, on his tiptoe, expressing his enthusiasm with his hands, waving them all over the place.  
 
    "Is it really them? The way you wear your gloves only made me feel lucky to have them on too!" The other one added. 
 
    "Control yourselves, boys. Come on, let's go, we'll come back another time. They just need to rest." The girl said before she walked to the door, paused and said, "By the way, I'm Kaya."  
 
    The boys followed her. It was all so unexpected, we didn't even have time to react. None of us cared that they were there. We weren't celebrities at all. Instead, I saw us as mere Hunters at the service of a greater good. We didn't want them to treat us differently or even to see us as examples to follow. The truth was that we were still rookies and we still had a lot to learn. 
 
    "Odd, wasn't it?" Vic asked. 
 
    "Yes, it's strange to be recognized and not for something evil," Elisa said. She was sitting on one of the armrests and licked her sugar-filled fingers. 
 
    "At least they didn't complain about us." Maggie commented, "We weren't very lucky in the main building." 
 
    "Have you had that much misfortune?" Kendra asked, "I heard they thought we'd gotten into a fight against other Hunters." 
 
    "That's what they've been spreading, yes. But, well, we knew this could happen. Doing good does not mean having the privilege of having a queue of people applauding us and throwing flowers at us." I said, "Are you done yet? Let's get going." 
 
    We put the napkins and the plastic cups in the trash. When we left the other group was no longer in the room and half the parking spaces in the garage were empty. It was the first time we saw that room so empty and the truth is that the cars were well suited to disguise the mold in the corners of the walls and even the faint color in some areas. The jeep was as good as new except for a couple of scratches on the hood. The front glass had been replaced and the whole car had been cleaned. The smell of blood was now a camellia scent and the seats were black and padded. 
 
    Kendra, Vic, and Maggie sat in the back seats and Elisa sat next to me. Only she half-opened the window to allow in a refreshing breeze that swirled across the crystal-clear air. From the sun only fine traces of light showed up, striking the metal signs along the road and the remnants of sharp glass that were on the broken windows.  
 
    "Okinawa... our first mission was there," Maggie said.  
 
    "And it almost didn't happen." Kendra added, "If it wasn't for James over there convincing us to do the right thing." 
 
    "I did what I had to do. We came a long way since then." I told them. 
 
    "There you are, all sentimental. At least we don't have to deal with the terrible blood smell anymore today. I couldn't handle it anymore." 
 
    "Yeah! I hate blood. It's viscous and always reeks of rotten." Vic said, "That's one of the reasons I decided to practice the bow. The further away from a fight I am, the better." 
 
    "I like the adrenaline that runs through my body when I'm face to face with a beast. I actually used a double-edged sword, but in the meantime, I've switched. The ice glove offered me much more security in dealing with people and, of course, I didn't always have to carry it on my back or on my waist." Elisa answered her. 
 
    "James, why a gun? You never explained it to us." Kendra said. 
 
    We were already on the highway. We still had to go through a tunnel, a roundabout, and then drive for dozens of miles. It was 10:22. Ahead of us was just a truck carrying oranges and strawberries bags and on the other side two cars, one yellow and the other dark blue, traveling at similar speeds. The farther we got from where we had come, the more the clouds filled the sky, grayish, thick, obscuring the sun. We entered the tunnel and all the noise was drowned out. The orange lights of the lamps fastened to the walls, illuminating the whole tunnel, swirling through the car roof. Beams of lights hit the rearview mirror and mirrored on the tarmac.  
 
    "My father. He also used a gun, although it was a black one. He was the one who always backed me up and said I could be whatever I wanted. After a month at the academy, when it came down to deciding which weapon we wanted to learn, I had no doubt that I wanted to follow his legacy. I wanted my last name to mean more than my father's downfall." I answered them, while driving, always paying attention to the road even if there was not a single car in front of us. 
 
    "Didn't your brother have the same idea?" Vic asked, "But I'm also not surprised that he chose a weapon that would put him right in the front line." 
 
    "My brother is only two years younger than me, but he was born at the exact time my father was making the transition. Although I was only two years old, I still have vague memories of my father holding me and feeding me, but Keno doesn't. He only remembers the hell it was the first few years of his life. The fights between my parents, having to move, the whole mess... He always wanted to get away from it and even tried to change his name. Fortunately, he's calmer these days." 
 
    "That what was him being calmer?" Maggie asked me. 
 
    "Yeah. He's usually grumpier. Apparently, having a girlfriend made him softer." 
 
    "Too bad I didn't meet him. I feel like I missed some good adventures and you're almost at rank B." Kendra said. She was between the two girls but looking at Maggie's window. There was nothing to see except for the brown walls with yellow stripes, some graffiti and signatures, and the oval ceiling. 
 
    "Don't worry. More adventures will come." I answered her and I know she spotted my smile on the rearview mirror. 
 
    When we exited, on the other side, the green hills were now damp, a tiny rain falling on the new front glass. 
 
    "I don't understand anything about this weather." Vic said, "It was still sunny earlier." 
 
    "There are cities with different temperatures. Okinawa is a city with many factories and old buildings, if I remember well. Pollution contaminates the atmosphere and..." Maggie was saying when she was interrupted. 
 
    "How do you know that?" Elisa asked her. 
 
    "I read about it. I used to spend a lot of time reading, too. Benefits of having studied at home." 
 
    "I don't think that's an advantage" Kendra answered her. 
 
    "Better than spending my teenage years scared that my father would be taken away by the police at any moment," she replied, realizing seconds later that she had exaggerated, and her voice burst through silence, "I'm sorry! I didn't mean that." 
 
    "It's okay, Maggie. I get it. I get it. You're right. Maybe having a peaceful life would have been better. At least boredom doesn't kill." 
 
    "We all had problems in our childhoods. Don't get upset about it." Elisa told them. 
 
    "She's right. Even nowadays my parents think that being a Hunter is shameful, that they can't introduce me to their friends who are all bankers, lawyers, the kind of people who don't understand what it's like to fight for something they believe in." Vic told them, "But, Elisa, nobody knows anything about your parents." 
 
    "What do you need to know that for?" 
 
    "It's only fair that we all know the slightest bit about each other's lives, isn't it?" Maggie said, "If we're going to keep risking our lives for each other, we can at least get to know each other better." 
 
    "I agree with them, Elisa. Nobody's saying you need to tell your whole life but slowly share. Nobody's going to judge you, you know?" I told her.  
 
    "I know, but that's not it. I feel fragile and vulnerable knowing that someone knows what I've been through." She said, the rain overriding her voice, "Do you want to know the truth? How come I never mentioned my biological parents? I don't know who they are. Okay, are you happy?" 
 
    "What do you mean you don't know who they are?" Maggie asked her. 
 
    "I was adopted when I was 4 years old. They were great, but they weren’t my parents. It's like an essential piece of me was taken from me at birth. But forget it, it doesn't matter."  
 
    "Yes, it does! If it bothers you, we'll work it out as a group. Have you ever tried to find out who your birth parents are?" 
 
    "I tried, of course. The orphanage that contained all the information burned down when I was still 10 and my adoptive parents always told me they didn't know who they were and after what happened to them, I just gave up. I couldn’t even find out who had sent the killer after my mother. I’m a mess. Maybe it's better if I don’t know who my parents were, you know? The closest I had to a family since then was Ashen's group, and after he pushed me out, I ended up enjoying being alone. I think this is the first time since then that I feel like I have a family, or the closest thing to it." She said, all rushed, without even pausing to breathe, "Come on, that's enough. Looks like we're arriving." She said and pointed to a sign that said there were only a dozen kilometers away. 
 
    "You can talk to us about anything, Elisa. But all right, let's not insist anymore, shall we?" I asked and they all agreed. 
 
    The water droplets poured down on the wine-colored sign that did not move even with the desolating gusts of wind. Elisa closed the window. Her lap was already damp when she turned on the air conditioning. A stream of hot air crept through the inside of our clothes and spread through our bodies.  
 
    "I bet I'll catch a cold," Maggie said and sighed. 
 
    "You're missing a good coat." Elisa said. 
 
    "You sound like a 40-year-old man talking. By the way, if you don't have marks on your body from risking your life so much, it doesn't count." Maggie answered with a slightly sarcastic tone. 
 
    We all laughed. The only four-story buildings, five if we counted the ground floor, made up the entire row of dark brown that stretched across those streets. Smoke sprang up behind the structures, black and thick, flying over the brick roofs and covering the sky with a grayish fog. The city itself was sad. It had a melancholic temperament, the streets to be colored and the people always with their faces frozen, eyes half closed, suspicious of each other, clashing with each other's shadows and arguing at the coffees' doors due to trivialities. The last time we had been there we had not crossed the highway that gave access to the city. It resembled the second city we'd worked in. A certain antiquarian mysticism, as if a legend shared by the elders stated that the fog hid a secret behind it, to which only some would have the privilege of seeing it revealed.  
 
    "Now what? Where do I go?" I asked Kendra. I'd already slowed down. I was at 20 per hour, maximum 30, which was the legal limit around the cities unless it was an emergency. 
 
    "Here." She said and handed me her cell phone. 
 
    I wrote the name of the street, Lowland Street, on the GPS and waited until I heard the woman's high-pitched voice. She told us that we were about ten meters away and that we still had to make two turns to get there. 
 
    "Have you ever come here before?" Maggie asked Kendra. 
 
    "Not really. I know my sister has hiding places in several cities, but I have no idea where they are. I never had much interest. As soon as I could, I left the house and let her take the lead." 
 
    I turned left and went to a wide street, steps away from a circular zone, with a warrior statue with a shield and sword in his hand, in the center, and a couple of coffees around. There was a fresh fruit market in the corner. Dozens of people came and went, loaded with bags, not talking to anyone, walking along the sidewalk. Sometimes there were groups of two people, three at most, and they talked quietly, fearing that someone was listening. When we passed by, although on the other side of the street, I noticed that the market was not a building but a long street, in an endless alley, sheltered by a plastic roof. 
 
    "Here even the fruit seems to have less color," Maggie commented. 
 
    "I was thinking the same thing. No wonder Lipa has a safe place here. It matches her icy personality." Elisa said, "Damn, how come my pants haven't dried up yet." 
 
    "Also, why did you have the brilliant idea of coming in latex paints?" Vic asked her. 
 
    "I didn't think it would rain, did you? If I'd known, I'd have come in regular black pants like Kendra. It doesn't matter now either. We're getting there." She said, looking at the red dotted line on the GPS coming to an end. 
 
    I had already made the last turn and we had stepped into a narrow street, flanked by workshops and warehouses with dusty gates, a shrill noise, even worse than chalk being scraped off a blackboard, and sparks splashing on the bifurcated sidewalk. 
 
    "That one over there," Kendra said and pointed to a cross-iron gate whose sidewalk before it was cross-checked. 
 
    "It could only be. On top of that, it stands out from the rest." Elisa said, "Now what?" 
 
    "I'm going to text her that we're here and then I have to do the quasi-ritual, so she knows she's safe," Kendra answered her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter V 
 
    I stopped in front of the gate. She sent the message and left. She nodded to the camera on the upper right side of the gate and stepped forward, stepping on one white pebble and then jumping into another. The camera followed her movements. It didn't take more than a few seconds for the gate to rise off the ground, ascending, and disappearing into a facade that was in between the bulkhead. 
 
    "This means we can get in, right?" Vic asked. 
 
    "I suppose so. Let's get going before somebody starts to wonder why we're here." I told them. 
 
    Kendra knocked on the window next to me and waited for me to open it, "My sister told us to go in with the jeep and park it on the right side." 
 
    She walked along the jeep while I searched for a good place to stop. The lights were all off and the little clarity that illuminated the warehouse stemmed from the glass fogged roof. I parked next to a pile of white trash cans and rusty metal plates. Against the wall was a five-story metal shelf full of objects such as tape, ruler, pliers, scanners, drills, among others. Further ahead, in the place where the dim light stood out the most, the rarefied air had hundreds, if not thousands, of particles hovering in the air. 
 
    "Isn't your sister rich? She could have found a better place." Vic said, followed by a sneeze. 
 
    "The best places are the ones nobody suspects," Kendra answered her. 
 
    "Hm, hm, I see you haven't forgotten my teachings," Lipa said, coming from a blue painted metal door that only opened with a five letter or number code. 
 
    Despite the distance, the five green clovers blinked in the modern machine until Lipa's body was in front of us and blocked our sights. 
 
    "You just changed your hair color, as usual." Elisa said as soon as she saw her, "You're never going to leave this business, are you?" 
 
    "Probably not. Only if I die or find someone to replace me when I'm old." 
 
    "Lipa, don't say that." Kendra said, "I told you, you don't have to follow Dad's legacy." 
 
    "And I've already told you I like the freedom and the danger." Lipa answered her and before anyone else could say anything, her eyes stared at Victoria, "Do I know you?" 
 
    Victoria, as was to be expected, stepped forward and replied, "I am Victoria, the new girl in the group. Is there a problem?" 
 
    "Sassy. I like her." Lipa told me, "You look even prettier." She winked at me. 
 
    "Come on, Lipa, what do you have for us?" I said, trying to ignore the teasing. 
 
    It wasn't that her strong and ferocious personality or her tits tightened by the purple top she wore, and her silky legs covered to her knees by a red skirt with blue frills didn't appeal to me. It was that I knew that if I were to give her a finger, she would want my whole hand and I would not be able to say no to her. Not when I was baffled by the way her tongue slid across her thick lips at the end of every sentence or the way she swung her ass while walking as if it were a mesmerizing watch or coin. 
 
    "Follow me." She said, turning and walking towards the door where she had come from, "acix, right? I called some of my contacts. I got the right person, but it's not going to come cheap." 
 
    "We have money," I answered her. 
 
    She laughed as she pressed the buttons and unlocked at the door, "Not everything in this world is about money. This person has more than enough. He'll want something more specific." Lipa told us. 
 
    "Anything more specific? What are you talking about?" I asked her. That was her world and it was very different from what I was accustomed to. 
 
    "He will probably ask you for a favor. You decide whether or not to accept it, but if I were you I would. Arranging a meeting with him cost me two-gun shipments and a favor that someone owed me." Lipa told us. 
 
    We followed her down the arched white-walled corridor that seemed to never end. We passed a fire extinguisher and several small batteries of incandescent blue lights, lying on the floor and strapped to the wall. 
 
    "This used to be a secret passage used at the height of the third great war. I had to send someone to remove the cobwebs and paint the walls, but now it's great for transporting the material." She kept going until Kendra interrupted her. 
 
    "What's in it for you?" 
 
    "Not much. There's also something I need to ask him. I wasn't going to resort to him, but since you guys needed him... it'll work too." She said. 
 
    "I knew there was something more to it. You were being too altruistic." 
 
    "It's not like I haven't helped you without asking for anything. It just comes in handy now. You know, after what happened to the council, things haven't been easy. The albino attacked some of my warehouses. He's almost in control of everything that happens on the black market. I had to take care of my business out of the limelight. But something good came of his rise to power. He became violent and began to persecute the loyal members of the leaders he had killed..." 
 
    "And that's a good thing?" Kendra interrupted her. 
 
    "Let me finish. Some of the fleeing members have come to ask for a place in my trenches. My army has never been so numerous and with such varied skills." 
 
    "You're saying that sooner or later you two will have to face each other, right?" Kendra asked her. 
 
    "Something like that, yes. I know he's locked in his condo. We're both dealing with our problems in our own way." Lipa said, "But there's no point in wasting time on it now." 
 
    "Aren't you afraid?" Vic asked her. 
 
    "Fear weakens us. In this line of work, it's normal to be hunted anyway. Dying from a bullet is an honor. A sign of respect even." 
 
    "Damn it, Lipa. You haven't changed at all. You still have those ideas." Elisa told her and sighed. 
 
    "As I recall, you had them too." Lipa said, "You lost your guts, didn't you?" 
 
    "Of course not, but I realized that there is more to life than the longing for one more fight and the faint urge to die on the battlefield." She answered her, looking at me. 
 
    "You've finally found a family. You know, what I said to you still stands." 
 
    "Thanks, but I don't think this is the right time."  
 
    "What are you talking about?" I asked them. 
 
    "Lipa offered to help me find my birth parents. And just like before, I'm going to reject it. I don't want that in my life right now. And none of you dare say anything about it." 
 
    "We won't." I replied, "So where are you taking us, Lipa?" 
 
    "We have to go somewhere. I just don't want to leave through the front door. I can't risk it. Well, just a warning, the person we're about to meet is very impatient and stubborn. Don't try to argue with him." 
 
    "But who is he?" Kendra asked. 
 
    "He's an old hermit who's spent his whole life exchanging trinkets for others. He knows everyone, even more people than I do, and everybody respects him. He never screwed up a business. In this line of work that is essential. As time went by, he became a little paranoid and moved away from the limelight. Now he only accepts face-to-face meetings with people he's heard of or who can offer him something he can't afford with money." Lipa explained, "And definitely don't give him too much talk. The man's a great manipulator, and he loves to see people arguing. He's going to take something you guys hadn't even noticed and use it to drive you away. I suppose he sees it as fun." 
 
    "We have no secrets between us," I answered her, even though I still felt Kendra was hiding something from me. 
 
    Lipa laughed, "I hope not."  
 
    The corridor finally came to an end. She had led us to a wide section that seemed to have been used as a coffee shop once. There were round white and yellow striped tables with enough dust on top to fill the whole room with a light blow. On the floor, there were dozens of open boxes, with the lids beside them, and semi-automatic weapons inside. Some had only pistols and there was one only with grenades. Three men carried a box at a time, each with its own box, through a dark, rusty green door on our right. Each time they opened it, it crawled across the floor and the whole building seemed about to collapse on us. A drizzling rain was coming down on us. I looked up and noticed that the closest thing to a ceiling that was there was an electric net, one that was used to kill insects, and that, there, seemed to be used not only as a roof but also as a measure of defense. It was strange, to say the least, but no one else seemed surprised except Victoria who also had her eyes on it. Maggie tracked the men carrying the boxes and Elisa and Kendra were expecting Lipa to say what we were supposed to do now that we'd made it there.  
 
    "Anybody want coffee?" Lipa asked and went to the side of the small countertop on the opposite side of the room.  
 
    She bent over and pulled a coffee maker out of there. It was one of those old, non-automatic ones that needed to be plugged in. There was a plug on the white wall with black stains on her right. The men were still walking past us like we didn't exist. They didn't even look or glance at us when they stopped to stretch their muscles. They all wore a tight black sweater with their sleeves pulled over their shoulders. The sewing seemed about to burst every time they bent down and clenched their teeth to pick up another box. The three of them had a gun strapped to the back of their waist. As they leaned over, the shirt climbed, and the nine-millimeter gun popped into plain sight.  
 
    Only Vic and Elisa wanted coffee. Lipa did it all by herself. She didn't seem in a hurry. She pulled three cups out of a drawer, which was apparently on her side, put them down on the counter and filled them with a still steaming black liquid. Finally, she put a sugar sachet on beside them. 
 
    "It's not the best coffee in the world, but it'll have to do." She said as she fetched her cup. 
 
    None of them sat down. The chairs had no back and the red cushions were torn. They drank their coffee standing while we waited.  
 
    "We've already loaded everything into the van." One of the men said. He was bald, with green eyes and besides the dragon's tattoo on his right arm he had only one tattooed date above his left eyebrow, "20.05. 2122.". I assumed it was his birth date. From his face, he could be in his late 20s or late 30s. 
 
    "Well done. You can take them. Don't forget. If anything seems strange to you, call for help. We can't risk being attacked again. We need those guns." She said, took a break to finish drinking the rest of the coffee and finally wished them good luck. 
 
    The door closed behind them and the noise was carried across the air, raising dust from the tables. Vic rubbed her white sweater and even had to moisten two fingers in her mouth to see if she could clean the little brown spots that had remained on her clothes. They'd already finished their coffee and Lipa was storing the machine.  
 
    "Well, let's get going. Don't ask questions. We're going to the new black market, but we can't go in through the same place as normal people. All the security guards are on the albino's payroll." 
 
    "Did he set up the new market?" I asked him. 
 
    "Yes. He found the new place, controls who sells there and, unlike the old market, they have to pay him 10% of the profit. And with no one to stand up to him, no one dares to criticize him." She told us, as she walked past us and signaled to follow her, "But I found a way in without him knowing. Don't get in trouble, okay? They can't know we're there. And, if I remember correctly, last time we almost died." 
 
    "On the other hand, we discovered the whole truth," Kendra answered her sister. 
 
    "It didn't do much good, did it?" Lipa replied, "It doesn't matter now either. Knowing that the albino works with Reapers, some Hunters and even technology companies before he tried to attack me gave me time to put together a couple of prevention measures." 
 
    "What if he gets new, unique weapons before they even come out? Or if they're made just for his army?" Vic asked her. 
 
    Before answering her, Lipa asked me to help her with opening the jammed door. I got marks on my fingers from the strength I had to make just to open it halfway. Lipa turned on the lights. A string of neon lights, which surrounded the entire garage, dawned. Four white vans, each pretending to have a different use, acted as a cover for the weapons transport. One of them had a poster on the right side stating that they were carrying paint cans, the other one was for sofas, and the other two belonged to construction companies. We followed her to the van that was supposed to be carrying sofas. 
 
    "Let's use this one. You four get in the back. James is coming to the front." She said, "And as for your question, girl, yes, that can happen. But wars are won outside the battlefield. It's not with the fight that I'm the least bit concerned." 
 
    "I thought you weren't afraid of anything." The sister counterattacked. 
 
    "It's not fear. It's not liking him being so unpredictable and having no boundaries. It's hard to predict what he's going to do and how far he's willing to go. Above all, it's not knowing what his endgame is. Men like that aren't happy. He'll want more than the black market." She answered her with her hand on the handle. 
 
    "Why do we have to go in the back?" Elisa asked her. 
 
    "Because there's only two seats up front and the man we're going to see is an old-fashioned idiot. He'll value more if he sees a man in the forefront instead of two girls." 
 
    "Are you sure there wasn't someone else to turn to?" Elisa said. 
 
    "Yeah. He was one of only three options. One's not around and I had a problem with the other. He's all that's left. What matters is it's going to work. Now hurry in. We're early but we can't really be late." 
 
    Elisa still didn't like the idea very much, but even though she was upset, she did it. They slid the door and, one by one, got into the van and sat on the cushions that were lying on the floor. Two boxes similar to the ones with weapons we had seen before were in one corner as well as another orange box, locked, with a padlock that only opened with two keys. I sat next to her in the front seats. Before starting the engine, she opened the compartment under the radio and removed a cigarette and a lighter from there. 
 
    "It helps me calm down," she said and lit it, "they can't hear us back there." She added and placed her free hand on my leg. 
 
    "What are you doing?" 
 
    "I like to tease, James. I don't think that's anything unusual." She said it and started rubbing her hand against my leg even more, moving from the knee to the crotch. 
 
    My breathing thickened, "We have to go, don't we?" I asked her. 
 
    "Yes, unfortunately. He doesn't like delays." She told me and took her hand off my leg. She lit her cigarette and took a deep breath. With the other hand, she took her mobile out of her pocket and pressed the cardinal button for five seconds.  
 
    The iron door rose, and the daylight flooded the whole room. It seemed to be an old dorm used perhaps for the wounded or just where several people slept on top of each other. Several beds, all with four wooden legs, cushioned stables and serration sheets, were next to a wall. On top of the two wooden tables, one of them in the diagonal view of my eyes and with different signatures scraped in its thickness, there were several lamps that were about a hundred years old. They were made of glass and had a lamp inside and, as I had learned in school, were used in specific and secret locations during the wars. Unlike mobile phones, lights that hovered automatically in the air, among other lighting possibilities, those could not be located or canceled from afar. They were old and offered different benefits, almost as if they had adapted to the time they were in, in order to survive and, in the end, ended up in those corners at the end of the world, gathering dust until they were destroyed. The car drove off, bumped into a hump outside the garage, and Lipa drove us through narrow streets, turning right and left several times until we got back on the highway. 
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    The wooden feet of the bed crept across the floor with every move we made. Matilda was on top of me, trying to take my belt off, but she couldn't do it alone. I helped her and she pulled my pants down. She admired my blue boxers for a few seconds and then looked at me again. 
 
    "I like what's underneath," she said and laughed, again with the yapping from before, "it will be our secret, a long, dirty secret." 
 
    I knew I shouldn't do it, but was I really supposed to stop her? After all, I would only be on the ship for a few days and then I would never see her or Amelia again. One time wouldn't hurt anybody, and it was always good for relieving tension. After racing through a whole new city, wounding myself and ending up tipsy in an unknown ship, having fun and then going to sleep didn't sound so bad. It sounded quite the opposite. My head was spinning as her lips came down my length. She moved her tongue while bobbing her head back and forth. All I could see was her blue hair and the threads falling on her face, as well as the brown root. 
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    "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. 
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