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    If you haven’t read the first part be sure to check it out 
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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 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 
 
    It took them about 25 minutes. A black car followed by two ambulances. Despite the urgency, the sirens were off. The heat was gone, and we were shivering from cold, our clothes ripped, and our bodies slashed. Ashen's eyes were open but he couldn't move, unlike Kendra who had fainted once again. The cars stopped in front of what was left of the house, the dust swirling in the air under the gloomy moonlight and the stars that had not hidden behind the black curtain. 
 
    A paramedic pulled out of each ambulance and rushed towards us. Both wore fatigue in their eyes and their faces were unwashed. Ramels trapped in their untrimmed eyebrows, snail beards and taller hair on top. In fact, they looked like brothers from a different mother. I helped one of them lift Kendra up and lay her on one of the stretchers. Maggie and Elisa helped the other one to get Ashen in the other.  
 
    They thanked us for the help and tried to smile, but the desire seemed to be lost halfway through and we were left with only one awkward result. A black suit man too well dressed to be a man of action came out of the car and walked up to us. He didn't seem to be in a hurry from the way he walked calmly, hands in his dark blue pants pockets, or probably black. At night they all looked the same. 
 
    He greeted me with a strong handshake and waved to the girls.  
 
    "You're Crash, right?" He asked me. He seemed to know the answer, but he still wanted to be sure. Not that it was hard to know when I was the only man there. 
 
    "Yes. And you? Where are you taking them?" I replied, looking at the ambulances closing their doors. 
 
    "To a hospital we have a few minutes from here. Don't worry. Don't worry. You'll be able to visit them as soon as we take care of a few things." The man said and paused. The important part was coming, and we could feel the tension in his voice and in the intonation, he added to certain words, as if some were more important for the sentence than others, "Is what you told the operator all true? I am not doubting you but, as you can imagine, we cannot act without confirming the truthfulness of all the facts." 
 
    "Yes, it's on camera. Maggie..." I said it, and she pulled the camera out of her eyebrow and handed it to me. 
 
    It was imperceptible at night, although it caused itchy skin. I gave it to the man. He looked at it for a few seconds and then removed a small sealed white package from his right pocket and tossed the camera there. It had one of those openings where you had to drag it sideways and all the way to the end to even have room to put two fingers in and take something out of it. 
 
    "Well done. We'll investigate it. The best thing now is to come with me. We'll get you some warm clothes and a place where you can spend the night. I warn you, one of you will have to stay up all night. We're having several conferences and all help is welcome." The man said, without ever smiling or showing any kind of emotion... For him, everything was rational, everything was as it had to be, no matter who was wounded or the upcoming blood storm. 
 
    "I'll stay. They'd better get some sleep." I said, "Am I going to meet the boss?" 
 
    "No, you don't... Not yet." He said, tripping over his words, losing his composure for the first time. He didn't seem to be expecting that particular question and had lost his lead, " We better get going. It won't be a long journey, but there are people waiting for us."  
 
    He walked along with us to the car. He opened the back door and invited the girls in, asking me to sit in the front seat.  
 
    "We need to have a word in private." He said when he sat down, fully knowing the girls could hear him. 
 
    The car had the air conditioning on. The heat contrasted with the street cold and our bodies shivered with the change. Maggie even sneezed as soon as the doors closed. But the warmth was welcome, and the man waited a few seconds before turning on the engine. It rumbled for a few seconds before it silenced, allowing only the birds' whispers to be heard, almost like a moonlit serenade. The man reclined his seat, moving it a few inches back, and yawned. 
 
    "I'm so sorry. I had to stay professional around the others. Damn it, we're looking at a shithole, right? I believe you. Actually, Ashen had already told me about this possibility. We went to the academy together, you know?" The man said and took a cigarette out of his pocket, "Do either of you want one? I usually never smoke, but it helps me calm down." 
 
    "Me," Elisa answered. She tore the sleeves of her white uniform until she had only the straps and what remained to cover her chest. 
 
    "I don't smoke but thank you," Maggie answered him and yawned. She was sleepy, tired and less cheerful than usual. We hadn't yet talked about how she felt about her father, and at this rate, it would still take a while to get a few minutes alone with her. 
 
    The man rolled up his and Kendra's window. He handed her a cigarette and from the car drawer he picked up a lighter with which he lit both. The smoke flooded the car until it snuck out of the window and the smell stayed as the orange light mirrored in the glass and spread across the light brown roof. 
 
    We stood silently while the two of them smoked their cigarettes all the way to the tip. They expelled the smoke and fogged up the windows, but not before the tobacco odor had risen up our noses. Elisa was making smoke hoops that moved forward until they dissipated along the way. 
 
    "They'll be all right, won't they?" Maggie asked, the face damped by the flood of tears that flowed down her cheeks, "I can't help but think it's all my fault. I should have known what my father's goal was! If I had been more aware..." 
 
    "No! You have to stop!" I told her, frustrated by the whole situation. It was as if something in me had broken, and now what once was hope was taking on an angry form, "It's not your fault! It's all their fault, I told you once. The albino, the Shinner, the reapers, your father, everyone. And we'll get them, even if only one by one. My father sacrificed himself to get us where we are. Ashen and Kendra aren't in the hospital for nothing. It's up to us to get out of the pit, even if covered in dust and boulders as we are and stop them. There's no way I'm going to let you stay like this." 
 
    "But..." Maggie started but was interrupted by the man. 
 
    "Crash is right, girl. There are moments for everything. Now we have to regroup and see what our options are. I assume you want to stay together, right? You're going to need a watcher or a new member, at least. It is also likely that you will be assigned a new leader." 
 
    "I know who I want for our team." I answered him, while he was starting the engine, "Do we really need a new leader? Can't we wait for Ashen to get better?" 
 
    "We'll see what the others think. I'm not allowed to make those kinds of decisions alone. Well, we better get going." The man said. 
 
    We were already on the road when he apologized to the girls and, at the push of a button, a black glass split us from them. He told me that they couldn't hear us and that he preferred not to have to do that but had no other option. 
 
    "The others will judge you. Your group is made up of a thief's sister, the daughter of a tyrant businessman and someone who is not even a Hunter. Not to mention that your watcher got to know the Reapers chief of technology which is also one of their leaders. Ashen shared everything with the rest of the bosses. There are many of them who fought so that the group would not proceed but our leader gave him a confidence vote. Without Ashen there, the others will try again. It's nothing against you, but they're scared. The protests are increasing, and now human robots... Most people are stressed, and they won't think twice before they blame you." 
 
    I didn't answer him right away. I looked straight ahead to the empty road. We seemed to chase the moon without ever getting close. Meters ahead of us, was a van whose blue and red siren illuminated the opposite lane, as well as two men burning the wreckage that we had left behind. I watched them as the fire melted what was left of the car's metal. We drove past them, but I still turned my neck to see them grab the inanimate body of the beast and put it on the back of the van. 
 
    "Let them judge. We're the ones who discovered this whole conspiracy. Everything that was happening behind the shadows. And I know we can go further." I answered him. I looked at my hands covered in dirt and blood, "We... We all have a past. Doesn't it matter what we do now? I don't know, don't I get a vote of confidence? After all, this all started with my father." 
 
    "Maybe you do. Some people support you. I just wanted you to realize it won't be easy. I didn't want to say anything that they'd hear because they wouldn't like to know how they're seen. Plus, I know Elisa can be a little... explosive." 
 
    "I understand you. But I don't like to be hiding something from them. We're not expecting to be met with hugs and kisses. We just want them to know what's going on, how dangerous it is and to let us help. I'm not asking for much, am I?" I answered him. 
 
    "Not really. Some of the leaders are older men, who do not understand or accept that Hunters have become so-called celebrities. Some hated, some worshipped." 
 
    A green light above the car radio indicated the time. 2 am. Time had gone by so fast that even I hadn't noticed it. I thought it was still 11 pm. I leaned against the bench and admired the moon's beauty besieged by stars. As we headed towards the different city exits, the bright spots became less and less until there was no more than a dozen of them left. The man, whom I did not yet know the name, had not answered me. He drove with one hand on the wheel and looked out the window like he was guiding himself by the stars. He took the first exit to Okinita City and turned to me again. 
 
    "We shouldn't take too long now. Although I always miss the right exit. I hope it's this one." He said, looking around, frowning his lips as he saw a blue sign indicating that the city was less than 50 meters away, "Okay, this is it. But, anyway, what we were talking about before... I hope everything goes well. We don't need to talk about this anymore," he added and pressed the same button as before to lower the thick black structure that separated us from them. 
 
    "Finally." Elisa said, "She fell asleep." She pointed to Maggie who had her face against the window glass, red eyelids and blond hair covered up with brown patches. She didn't snore, but her breathing was heavy.  
 
    "When we get there, I'll wake her up. Better let her sleep now." I said, "Elisa, have you ever been here?" 
 
    "You think so? It was always Ashen who came here. And after what happened, I was never interested. I don't even think they'd let me in if it wasn't for an emergency like this. It's like I told you, Hunters follow the rules too much." 
 
    "The rules were made to be followed." The man answered her. 
 
    "Not always, don't you agree? There are moments for everything. How do you think the reapers have grown so much? You think they follow the rules? That there's a manual on how to be criminals?" 
 
    "That's what distinguishes us from them. We can't do what we want," the man said as he turned left, heading down a narrow street. The buildings on both sides were old and did not seem to have been occupied for over a decade. The sidewalk by the entrances was full of garbage, doors were graffitied and only one of the lamps was not broken. Despite the closed windows this did not prevent the smell of rotten banana and tuna from slipping into the car. 
 
    "Are you sure we're in the right place?" Elisa asked him, changing the conversation, "Damn. What a horrible smell." 
 
    "It's a disguise. The best place to hide is somewhere where no one will look." 
 
    "Or in front of everyone, like Shimmer." I added. 
 
    "We already have someone following him. Don't tell anyone I told you this, but we were already suspicious of him. We've just never been able to prove it. And he's not the only one we suspect," he told us, looking out the window and looking at the numbers on the doors. 
 
    "At least they're doing something... productive." Elisa said sarcastically. 
 
    He stopped the car in front of door 9 on one side and 10 on the other. He took a gold key out of his suit pocket and put it back in there. 
 
    "Just to confirm that I hadn't forgotten her. Let's get going. Wake her up," he said, glancing at Maggie before opening the car door. 
 
    I got out of the car and opened the back door.  
 
    "Maggie..." I whispered as I slid my palm's backside over her cold cheeks, "Wake up. We have to go." I told her, my hot breath brushing the surface of her face. 
 
    "But..." She said and yawned before she continued, "Now? I'm so tired." 
 
    "I know, but we're here. Don't worry about it. It won't be long before you're in a comfortable bed." 
 
    I watched her stretch, her bones pop, and she is straightening her hair. Before leaving, she looked in the mirror on the car's front to confirm that she was presentable. Elisa, on the other hand, leaned against the car and asked for another cigarette. 
 
    "I can't. There are cameras all along the street. You shouldn't smoke on the job." 
 
    "After all, we do have someone here who doesn't follow the rules." Elisa told him, already with her classic sarcastic smile... 
 
    "Don't come at me with that. You guys were devastated, and I thought a cigarette would brighten the mood. Ashen was my friend too. It's not easy for anyone," he replied, his voice was trembling, and he placed his hands in his pockets, "Maybe you're right. Perhaps some rules can be circumvented once in a while, but if we live to break them, how can we say that we are not on their side?" 
 
    He took the key out of his pocket again. He went to the 9th door and put it on the latch. He didn't flip it either way. He waited until he heard a click and pushed the door. The entrance hall was spacious, depressing, and conveyed a sort of melancholy. The walls squealed, and whispers crossed through them. Spiders had made the corners their homes and they wandered along the webs they had built. There was no light except for the moonlight that shone in through the broken windows upstairs. Even the tiles on the floor trembled with every step we took, and, for a moment, I thought it was going to fall apart.  
 
    "Let's take the elevator." The man said, "I forgot to tell you my name, didn't I? You can call me Tom." 
 
    "Is that your real name?" I asked him, dodging the dead rats on the floor. 
 
    "I'm not allowed to say it." 
 
    The elevator was different from what we were used to. It was an old one, with rusted bars separating us from the rest of the world, and half the buttons were no longer even numbered. The thing that made me so confused was that we didn't see a single person in the whole street. Unlike that similar street near Elisa's house, no one lived here, no one had hit our car or peeped out of the windows. Tom pressed the zero button and the elevator began to descend. It was rattling all over and the ropes that held it seemed to be about to unhook it. Sparks were popping up outside the door and Tom told us we'd better get away from the entrance. Maggie leaned against my chest and her tits rubbed against it. She seemed to like the way it made her feel and repeated, the others not aware of what was happening, while her nipples remained erect. 
 
    "I know this looks horrible, but, well, it's our way of hiding. We've been here for years and no one has discovered us yet." Tom said. 
 
    The elevator stopped seconds later. He opened the door, walked out, and swerved to let us through. We found ourselves in a small empty room that on the opposite side had a reinforced metal door and a retinal identification next to the door. The walls, floor and ceiling were brown, and, unlike the entrance floor, none was dirty except that, there, at least, there was a lamp above us. 
 
    Tom walked to the door, bent his knees, placed himself at the level of the retinal reader and let it scan his eye. A picture of him popped up on the little screen and the door opened.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter II 
 
    I had to blink my eyes several times and even rubbed them to make sure it wasn't a dream and I hadn't fainted during the fight. A house-sized room, dozens of cubicles separated only by plastic walls, and even another dozen people, some of whom were in a hurry going across the room, with papers in their hands, while others were seated, already hunchbacked, writing nonstop. A frantic, yet heavy and silent environment. The sounds were all technological or mechanical. The printer running, the computer keys being pressed, one or two pens that fell on the floor, but nobody was talking. They were all so focused on their duties that someone should have forgotten to refresh the room that reeked of day-old sweat. I assumed that they were all doing overtime, most of them already worn out, working towards a common goal, the same as mine. 
 
    As we followed Tom, and as we walked past the workers, they stopped to look at us. I never thought that feeling like a celebrity could be so bad. They all seemed to be suspicious, mentioning our torn clothes and dirty faces, and there were some who murmured about Maggie, but I couldn't hear it to the end. Tom's voice saying that we had arrived overlapped. 
 
    "Be respectful. Tell them everything that happened. I'll play the video on the screen. In the end, you two can go to sleep. Crash, or James, yes, I better call you James in here, you can answer the questions." He said and laid his hand on the doorknob. 
 
    "Yes, I'll take care of everything. Take a bath and rest." 
 
    "Is there a place to bathe here? From the smell and the stained clothes, it doesn't look like much." 
 
    "We've got places up there fit for that. They're here working unpaid overtime. All because they believe in what we do here. There are people here who may not even have had dinner." Tom answered her.  
 
    She frowned and dropped a simple, "Okay, I get it." 
 
    Tom opened the door. 10 men gathered around a mahogany table, surrounded by cream-colored walls, and a chandelier above them. He was right; half of them were old men, wrinkled faces, overlapping skin layers, one or two warts, and a few with a gray beard and white hair. Everyone's eyes fell on us. One of them, the one in the opposite corner of the entrance, stood up. He signaled us to come in and while we were doing it, he decided to clean his glasses with the sleeve of his velvet coat. He seemed to be testing our patience and no one dared to call him out. I wondered if he was the boss, the leader of all that, and that was how he received people that he did not know. 
 
    "Well, you're finally here. Sit over there." He said and pointed to three empty chairs facing the table, "We know you have a video of what happened, right?" 
 
    Tom took the airtight bag out of his pocket, grabbed the camera with his fingernail and carried it to the projector on our right. The video was converted, and, in seconds, an image showed up on the wall. He pressed the play and the video played out.  
 
    The video showed everything we'd been through since we got out of the car prior to the party. Tom advanced the scenes in which nothing happened and slowed down the tunnel parts and those in which we fought against the robot. Nobody uttered a single word until the video was over. The looks on their faces shifted from doubt to fear. Some itched their beards, others tapped the ground with the sole of their shoes, and others stood up and leaned against the wall. 
 
    "You can stop." The man from before told him. The video was at the part where Maggie watched the whole house burn down, after I had saved Ashen, "Everybody sit down, please. The girls can go out and rest. I think one of you will be enough to answer some questions," the man said, just as Tom had prepared me.  
 
    Maggie thanked them and walked to the door. Elisa didn't move for a few seconds and her eyes ran through all the men in the room. They all seemed to shrink as soon as their eyes crossed.  
 
    "If you need us, call us." She told me, loud and clear. 
 
    "Tom, take them to her rooms." The man in the opposite corner said, "Don't worry, James, we won't keep you here long. You must be tired." 
 
    I nodded my head. The three of them left the room and it seemed to get much bigger. The 10 men looked at me, with slashes on my body and a half-inflated eye, and I knew that they already had an opinion about me without even getting to know me. 
 
    "Well, let's get started. First, my name is Aldrin. I'm second in command. As you can imagine, we can't risk having everyone gathered in the same place. The first question I have to ask you is how much do you trust them? We can't risk leaks at this time of the year." 
 
    "I totally trust them. I don't even think about having another team. We want to stay together and continue working for the Hunters' good," I replied, for the first time feeling back pain. It was as if, suddenly, I was carrying two bodies and one of them rested on top of me. I leaned back on the chair whose backside was rough.  
 
    "I see. You know you need a new team member, right?" 
 
    "Yes, I have an idea who I want. A girl I worked with at the academy. She's reliable and great at what she does," I told them and saw the skeptical glances multiply, "now what? What's the plan? What are you going to do?" 
 
    "That's a good question, kid. We've warned all Hunters of the possible dangers and asked them to always be in groups. Shimmer's being followed and we'll identify who's on the video. It'll be hard to get close to Lenetius, though. We can't risk being discovered. So far, none of our infiltrators have informed us that they knew about us. Apparently, we were lucky, and they think it was just a rebellion by Lenetius' daughter and a couple of young Hunters. I don't think the attack on your base had anything to do with you. It was just a coincidence..." 
 
    "Like the council?" I slipped. 
 
    "How did you get that information?" 
 
    "You're forgetting that it was Elisa who was organizing it. News travels fast." 
 
    "Hm, you're right. I wasn't exactly happy when I heard it was her who was behind the operation, but when I saw who was going with her, I thought it would be successful. Only reason I allowed a few Hunters to participate. But now I feel like I sent them to their deaths." 
 
    "You couldn't predict what was going to happen, boss. They knew the risks." The youngest man at the table told him. He had a grey suit, wrinkled on his shoulders, and blue eyes matching his ginger hair. His face was oval, and his pink cheeks stood out. 
 
    "I know. And yet, we're getting shorter. Your generation is no longer so eager to join a cause." 
 
    "We're fewer but better, more devoted, more willing to give our lives for the cause. We all believe the Hunters are important to the civilization and we don't want corruption to triumph," the boy answered again. 
 
    "And yet, they seem to expand steadily." The man said and sank back into his pillow chair, "After all you've been through, the least you deserve is a vote of confidence. Write on this paper who you want me to call and I’ll ask them if they want to join your team. Now you better go to sleep. You must be devastated." Aldrin said and pulled a paper and pen out of his pocket, placing them on the table. 
 
    The rest of them moved it along until they got to me. I wrote her name down and returned it. The same thing happened again until the paper was in Aldrin's hands. He opened it, nodded, and saved the paper in his pocket. I was going to say something when Tom came back in. 
 
    "They're already in their rooms. The hospital called me, and they said Ashen's going to make it. He might have to stay there for a few weeks." 
 
    "And Kendra?" I asked him. 
 
    "A few days should be enough for her to recover. We have cutting-edge technology and she only had one broken foot. Ashen had several ribs and a concussion," he said, walking to my side. 
 
    "Good." Aldrin said and slid his hand through his hair, the dandruff coming out of his hair resembled snow fluttering on a snow globe, "Before you leave, James, there's something I'd like to say. I don't know if the others will agree with me, but I think it's the best thing to do now. I think you and your group should go back to being normal Hunters. At least keep that facet. If the Reapers and the others, whoever they are, think it was just a rebellious attitude of Lenetius' daughter, what's her name again?" 
 
    "Maggie, her name is Maggie." I said, still trying to figure out his idea. My head hurt and my body looked like it was about to shut down. Never in my life had I felt my arms so soft and my legs so close to becoming ghosts, incapable of keeping me upright. 
 
    "Yeah. Well, if they think so, the best thing would be to keep you in front of everyone. Normal Hunters who, incidentally, made a mistake in an attempt to grow up fast. We might even spread the story or have you doing it. Draw attention to yourselves, brag about what you've done." 
 
    "Chief... are you sure? Don't you think they'll try to eliminate them when they expose themselves?" 
 
    "I've thought about it, but I don't think they will. If they try to take them down, it'll only prove their point. Truth be told, no one will believe that three amateurs have managed to get past all the security of Lenetius. If no one finds out we have his daughter on our side, it won't make any difference. And, Elisa, she hasn't been a Hunter in so long, unfortunately, that no one will recognize her. I don't think we'll face much trouble." 
 
    "But am I supposed to talk about the human beast?', I asked, thinking that his idea was not even as misplaced as it seemed to me at first. 
 
    "Yeah, talk about it, say it was scary and that you destroyed it. It will not be easy, boy. They won't believe you. They'll make you a liar and a cocky one, but it's the best way to stay in everyone's sight, so they won't try to attack you." 
 
    "That makes sense." I said, "so why do we need a new member?" 
 
    "Well, just because you pretend to be normal Hunters doesn't mean that all your battles will be on that stage. Do you understand me? I want you to keep helping us occasionally. You're already in rank C and with Elisa's help it won't be long before you get to A. Don't tell her, but the truth is, she could be one of the few rank S we have if it weren't for such an out-of-law attitude." 
 
    "You seem to know her very well." I answered him, rubbing my knee against each other, doing what I could to keep myself awake. 
 
    "A little. When she decided to drop everything, after what happened, I tried to convince her to stay. But she was determined to go out and create her own path. After that, we never kept in touch, even though I followed one thing or another that she did. She's not a bad person, and I'm glad to see she's found a home on your team again, boy. But, come on, I'm not going to hold you much longer. Does anyone disagree with the plan?" 
 
    Nobody got their hands in the air. I wondered if everyone agreed with him or no one dared to challenge him. Aldrin asked Tom to take me to my room and that we would talk in the morning, when we were all awake and after we had eaten something. 
 
    I thanked them and we both left the room. 
 
    I followed Tom down a corridor on the right until another door with an identifier appeared, this time adn-based. 
 
    "Damn it. I must look like an errand boy." Tom said, "His idea's not bad, but I know if Ashen were here, he'd have a better one. He always thought beyond others, always with an idea no one else had," he said, and I could see the pain in his black eyes, dilated pupils, and ripped skin on his lips. 
 
    "You were very close, weren't you?" 
 
    "We have been more. We were best friends at the academy, but then time took care of keeping us away. He went into the field and I moved here. We talk sometimes, but it's not like before... It's life, time passes, and friendships change." 
 
    After the door opened, we climbed up some stairs to the second floor. Unlike the first one, there was no noise at all. I couldn't see a soul, there weren't even any shoes echoing through the walls, papers falling on the floor, or people crashing into others and complaining. We stopped at the third door in a row of dozens along the corridor. 
 
    "The place you're staying, at least until tomorrow." Tom said, and opened the door, "It's not very spacious but it'll have to do." 
 
    There was a bed lined up in a corner. The walls were white, as well as the ceiling and apart from a bedside table and a cupboard on the opposite side, there was nothing else in the room. It was roomy enough for both of us, maybe three or four more people, but no more than that. 
 
    "I'm going to get going. I need to rest, too. By the way, if you want to take a shower before you go to sleep, the showers are down the hall. There's one for men and one for women."  
 
    I thanked him for all his help and waited for him to leave before I went to bed. The mattress was rough and stiff, but the pillow was perfect for laying my head down. I put my hands under my head and looked up at the ceiling, thinking about everything that had happened and that had taken me there. 
 
    Just a month ago I was just a rookie, a Hunter with illusions of grandeur who hoped to be the new Foxel, and now I was involved in a conspiracy dating back to my father's time and from which I could not escape. I felt like I was destined to be there, to help them, to continue my father's legacy. I had grown up all my life thinking he was hated and mocked in his environment but now I knew he was idolized in the most hidden corners of the organization. I sniffed my armpit and got nauseous, nearly vomiting. A strong rotten smell that made me ask how the 10 men had endured being in a locked room with me for so long.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter III 
 
    I ended up deciding that before I went to sleep, I'd take a quick shower. I peeked before I left. The corridor was empty. It was the last moment I felt like being forced to have a circumstantial conversation with someone I didn't know. I opened the bathroom door and the lights came on automatically. The floor was damp and shiny, and the glass was still cloudy. There were five urinals, five open-door cubicles, and a shower behind it, surrounded by a few benches. It was like I was back in my high school locker room. 
 
    I went to the showers and turned on the water. I stabilized it until it was so hot that it numbed even my thoughts and I could lean against the wall and feel every drop hitting my body and descending. The filth abandoned my body, and the red of the dried blood and the watery soil mixed together near the drain. 
 
    I didn't even notice anyone coming near me. Someone's hands landed on my shoulders, squeezing them with the right amount of force so that all my worries vanished at that moment. 
 
    "Feels good, doesn't it?" Elisa asked me and leaned on me. 
 
    "Yeah, don't stop. How did you know I'd be here?" 
 
    "I couldn't sleep, so I decided to take a walk. I heard the water running and I assumed it was you at this time of the night. I got lucky." She said and took her hands off my shoulders. She put them on my chest and started going down until she reached my crotch. The water was still pouring over my head, now striking both of us, covering us as I turned to her, already hard, and her lips slid to the bottom. The sound of her gagging on my dick was drowned out by the shower. The steam clouded the place and I leaned my head against the wall, closing my eyes, just enjoying the moment. She licked the tip and walked away from me. Then, she slipped her hands through her own wet tits until her fingers reached her fluids and brought them into her mouth, making sure she sucked her fingertips until there was nothing left but her wrinkled fingers due to the scalding water. 
 
    I lifted her up by her hair, switched places with her, and put her up against the wall. I grabbed her hips and lifted her up until she was hovering in the air. I held her with one hand while guiding my dick into it. It slipped easily into her. Thrust after thrust, I didn't stop, despite the water getting into my eyes. She was tight and it just made everything even better. I felt her muscles squeezing around my length, reacting every time I entered her, and her moans got lost beneath the walls that surrounded us. 
 
    Her back stood against the wall and only her head leaned back or sometimes fell on my shoulders when she needed to release a long moan. The hair hid the eyes behind a curtain of strands, a few of them gluing themselves to the fleshy and moist lips.  
 
    "Don't stop, please." She said, for the first time begging for more. 
 
    She scratched my back as she held onto me and we both heard each other's hearts beating. I don't know how long we had been in it when she came, moaning louder, her muscles squeezing to the point of me losing control and landing her on the ground, pushing her head until she got on her knees. Not even 10 seconds passed when the thick white liquid hit her left cheek, nose and even forehead. The water dropped on her face, mixing with the fluids and carrying them down. 
 
    "I needed this." She let go, still with her mouth open and her eyes closed. 
 
    "I think we both needed it." I answered her and I had a laugh. 
 
    We both stayed there for a few more minutes. I took the opportunity to spread the bath gel, which was in a package in the right corner, over my body. It had a delicate strawberry scent and could also be used on the hair. We got out of the bath and sat on the benches. I took one of the towels that were on the pile next to the wall and wrapped it around my hip. Drops of water were still running down my body and I grabbed another towel to wrap around my hair. 
 
    "What did they say?" Elisa asked me, "The velvet coat guy talked about me, didn't he?" 
 
    "He did. He said he was happy that you had a team again," I replied, thinking about how I was going to tell her that we were supposed to become hunters again, especially normal ones, "Don't freak out, but we have a plan and I don't think you'll like it." 
 
    "What?" She asked me right away. 
 
    "We need to stay low-profile. We're supposed to be back to normal Hunters. At least as a front while we go on some extra missions. Well, we'll have to take on one mission or another in front of other Hunters, but not much more than that. I know you don't want to be Hunter again but do it for me. For the whole group, for Ashen who's in the hospital, do it because you believe in the mission." I told her, trying to decode what she was thinking but she remained impavid and serene, "Apparently, they think what happened today was just a riot by Maggie and some friends. They don't suspect us. We need to stay in plain sight." 
 
    "What if they recognize me?" 
 
    "We're rank C, Elisa. No one there will recognize you. I know it's hard. You've been working in the shadows too long, with no rules, but I told you, we're a team, we work together." 
 
    "You know it's not something I like, but you're right. If you think it's the best plan, I'll do it. But I can't promise I'll have the patience to put up with all the shit. If there's one thing I learned when I was Hunter, it's that most of them are impulsive and idiots." 
 
    "Fair enough. Be yourself." I said to her, "We'll have a new member. A former colleague of mine." 
 
    "And can she be trusted? You're sure about that? Maybe it's not the best decision," she said, coming closer to me. 
 
    "You're not jealous, are you? I didn't expect that from you, Elisa." I told her and laughed, holding her hand, "She can be trusted. You don't have to worry. I think you'll like her. Although she likes to spend hours reading or sleeping, she's also very much like you, if she has something to say, she says it straight away." 
 
    "I trust you. I hope you know what you're doing." She said and kissed me. 
 
    Her lips were still wet, and she was naked. When she got up to grab a towel, I noticed that she had the seat mark on her round ass. 
 
    We dried up and got out of there. The body aches reappeared, and I was having trouble keeping my eyes open. I kissed her again outside her room before I headed for mine.  
 
    As soon as I lay in bed, I didn't get up again until the following day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter IV 
 
    I woke up with someone knocking on the door. Three abrupt knocks on several hallway doors. The sound echoed and lasted even after the person went down the stairs with what could only be boots, probably leather ones. I rubbed my eyes, yawned, squeezed and got up. It was like a layer of extra fatigue had left my body. 
 
    "I can see you're still the same." A familiar voice said, while I still had my eyes on the ceiling and was wearing boxers. 
 
    "Victoria?" I asked, swinging forward and sitting on the bed with my feet hovering centimeters from the floor. I leaned my head against the wall and looked at her. It had been two or three months since we last saw each other, but for us it was as if they were just days. 
 
    "What the hell have you gotten yourself into, James? They came and woke me up early in the morning, saying it was urgent and I had to come. They skirted roads and roundabouts several times so I wouldn't know where we are." 
 
    "I'm sorry, I didn't expect them to pick you up so soon. I even thought that I would still have time to call you,' I replied, still half sleepy and seeing her twice, 'do you still remember what my father tried to find out? 
 
    "Corruption? I see. It's true, isn't it? For you to be here, in a secret place... The rumors of a special group within the organization are true. Hm, let me guess, you were the one involved in that mess at the Lenetius owner's house, weren't you? Every Hunter knows that already." 
 
    "As insightful as ever, Vic. Yeah, it was me and my group. It didn't go very well," I said, as I saw her adjusting her glasses, her amber eyes hidden behind the lens, "our watcher was captured. We need a new one, someone who can tell us about the beasts, where to go, those complementary things that you've always liked. You were the first person I thought of. I know it's all very unexpected, that you don't even know what the mission is, but I'd like you to join us. I know you're trustworthy and we make a great team." 
 
    "Of course, we do. No wonder we were considered the best duo of our year. Well, it's not like I have anything better to do. So why not? What's the plan?" She answered me and walked up to the bed, sitting next to me and straightening her skirt with a red and black chess pattern and a red top upholstered by a leather jacket. 
 
    "Aren't you in any group?" I asked her, following the contours of her body. The years went by and she got even better. Her hips had enlarged in a few months and the clothes she was wearing diminished, "we're supposed to act like normal Hunters but also accept certain side missions. Good to see you're in rank C, too. Didn't you bring your bow?" 
 
    "I'm in a group. I've been in others, but none of them can hold me. Most of them are impulsive and fight with no plan. You know I've never been that type," she said and placed her hand on top of mine, intertwining them, "they wouldn't let me in armed. Just because you trust me doesn't mean they will, does it? But that's it. Are you thinking of getting up?" 
 
    "I see. I got lucky in the group I managed. I'll explain later. You'll love them, I think. Well, I'd be dressed by now if you hadn't come in with me in boxers." 
 
    "So, James, it's nothing that I've never seen before," she said, facing me and whispering in my ear, "as I recall, we have a pending matter." 
 
    "And you say it was me who didn't change." I answered her, her hand scrubbing my groin area. 
 
    "Well, I never said I'd changed" she told me and pulled off her glasses. She put them on the bedside table and tied the long blue hair in a ponytail. 
 
    She was already leaning over me when Maggie walked into the room without first knocking on the door. The glancing was embarrassing until I felt obliged to break the silence. 
 
    "Maggie! Are you better?" 
 
    "I have been much better. My head and body still hurt. And waking up with someone knocking on the door like he was trying to force the door didn't help... but who is this? Where did she come from?" 
 
    "Hi, I'm Victoria. Your new teammate." Vic answered her. Then she extended her arm, grabbed the round glasses and put them back on, "we were just catching up." 
 
    Maggie wasn't convinced, but she didn't say anything. Vitória got up, straightened her clothes and sat down on the table. I could tell she was wearing a pair of pink string panties under her glass tights. 
 
    "Was it you who banged on the doors?" Maggie asked her, having a sad look on her face and her sorrowful, twisted lips in the corners, "Let's not forget that Gordon exists, are we?" 
 
    "Of course not, Maggie," I told her, "This is just a precautionary measure." 
 
    "It wasn't me. It was the man who brought me up here. Tom, if I'm not mistaken. He said it was time for you to wake up." Vic told us, "Do you know him? I don't think he slept tonight. Slow pacing, dilated pupils and trouble keeping his eyes open. Not to mention the slurred speech. All signs of an exhausted person," she added. 
 
    "Probably." I answered her. I wasn't surprised. Tom didn't seem like the kind of person who could stand idly by at such a crucial time. Even I couldn't, "We better hurry then. Maggie, do you know if Elisa is still asleep?" 
 
    "I saw her go to the bathroom. It shouldn't be long now." Maggie answered me. 
 
    We remained silent for a couple of minutes until Elisa came in. She didn't knock on the door, either, and kept her eyes on Victoria. We didn't need her to speak to understand that she wasn't particularly happy that day. 
 
    "Have you heard from the hospital?" she asked me, not even questioning who the new girl was. 
 
    "Yeah. Kendra's going to be there for a few days and Ashen might be there for two weeks. They're not sure yet. I think Tom's downstairs waiting for us." 
 
    "All that's left is for you to get dressed." Vic said it and laughed, much to the disapproval of the other two. 
 
    "You're right, you're right." I said, and just now, I noticed that Maggie and Kendra had new clothes.  
 
    Maggie wore a yellow dotted dress that almost reached her ankles and Kendra had a black top, a cross-chain that went from her shoulders to her hips and a pair of grey sweatpants. 
 
    "This is all they had. " Elisa said when she first noticed I was staring. 
 
    "Now that you mention it, I need to go shopping. I can't wear this. I don't know how many people have used this." Maggie said, "I appreciate the effort, but still, damn it." 
 
    "Do you have any money? I don't think you can go ask to your father now." Elisa asked her while I was wearing my pants. 
 
    "I saved up some of the money we collected in our missions. I hadn't even thought about it. I don't even have a place to live now." she replied, absolutely dismayed. 
 
    "If you can't stay here, don't worry, you can sleep in my house. We get a mattress, open the sofa bed and give it to you and James, if he wants." Elisa answered her while looking at Victoria. 
 
    "I also have room for one or two people if necessary." Victoria added, "Oh, that's right, James, Tom said you had clean clothes in your closet. He's not sure if they're your size, but that's all there is." 
 
    "Good, that's what I needed. Clothes that might get too loose or too small for me," I vented out, before I got up, their eyes all over my body and on my cock's silhouette. 
 
    I opened the closet and searched among dozens of black pants, some skinny and others that the hem reached my foot, and more than a dozen black or gray t-shirts and long sleeves of the same colors. I ended up removing the ones that fit my size and dressed them while they looked at me, very quietly. 
 
    "We better get going." I told them while I was putting on my shoes that I had placed under the bed. 
 
    We went down the hollow staircase. I hadn't noticed the day before perhaps because I was tired or because of Tom's voice, but now that we were coming down without anyone talking, I could hear that constant drumming at every step that each one of us made. It sounded as if there was nothing else under the stairs and that they were made of plastic that could tear or break at any time. I opened the door and let them through me before I went out, too. 
 
    The room was asleep. The tables were almost all empty, except for one, where three boys had gathered and exchanged impressions about what they were seeing on the screen. There was also a white-haired woman in her 40's, who was in the corner of the room filling a plastic cup using the steaming coffee machine. Unlike the previous day, there seemed to be no danger on the horizon, no warning that made them alert, their eyes bulging and their fingers red and swollen from thrashing the keys so much. 
 
    "Now what? Shouldn't Tom be here?" Maggie asked, "isn't that the guy who helped us before?" she asked and pointed to one of the rooms whose windows were transparent. 
 
    Foxel was talking to someone who was standing on the right side of the window. We couldn't see who it was, but the conversation didn't seem to be going well. The red-haired boy, known for his arrogance and carelessness towards even Rank A beasts, agitated his hands and frowned until a vein emerged and he also seemed to be screaming. The room contained all the noise inside him but the way he opened his mouth until he revealed his gum was a sufficient sign that he was angry and upset with someone or something and was not stirred to display it. 
 
    "We better stay here and wait for Tom." I told them while I was trying to figure out what he was saying.  
 
    "He's complaining about Shinner not being arrested." Victoria said, "Is he a traitor? Who else is involved?" 
 
    "Since when can you read lips?" 
 
    "I'm taking classes. I thought I could use it someday, I just didn't expect it to be so soon." Vic said, "You didn't answer me, James." 
 
    "Yes, he's involved. We don't know who else. But we assume there are still a few of them. Shinner still doesn't know we know, we hope he'll take us to the others," I told her, keeping my eyes on the window a few meters from the door.  
 
    Apart from the room where I had been yesterday, all the rooms there had a window facing out. I assumed it was so that nothing would happen there without people knowing, thereby maintaining an ideal of transparency to which everyone was exposed. 
 
    "That Lenetius is also with the Reapers, right? I always told you that businessmen would be the reason for our fall. The ads in the cities only make us seem above normal people and drive them away." Vic said, still unaware that Maggie listened to her attentively and who she was a daughter of. 
 
    Maggie cleared her throat before she said, "I'm his daughter. You're not that far from the truth as that. My father, when I was younger, told me that the advertisements offered a certain security to people. That the public tests indicated that the idea of new weapons and shields, which were even stronger, calmed people." 
 
    "Sorry, I didn't know he was your father." Vic said and put his hand on Maggie's shoulder, "We don't always deserve the parents we have. But I understand what he told you. People like to feel safe but don't like the idea of having a group that could dominate them. These new events will not help." 
 
    "It would be foolish to spread what happened yesterday." Elisa interfered. 
 
    "Oh, you don't know? Your fight on the highway is on every channel. They're saying it was a fight between Hunters from different groups. They've already called a meeting with Dr. Parseus and protests in several cities." 
 
    "Parseus? Isn't he the current Hunters president?" Elisa asked, still a little suspicious, "Hell, they're all shit, feeding on lies. Stupid people are the ones who fall for these things," she added. 
 
    "Yeah, I saw the news on that TV when they brought me here. It was last-minute news all morning." 
 
    We all looked at a TV strapped to the ceiling. It was one of those square, old TVs that sometimes filled itself with static scratches. I hadn't even noticed her existence until Vic got our attention. It was an object displaced from time itself. In a place with so much cutting-edge technology, it was strange to have that TV, a reminder of another time. 
 
    "Look, Foxel's leaving the room." Maggie told us. 
 
    He left the room with his sword behind his back, stored in the scabbard, whispering something to himself and only stopped when he noticed us. 
 
    "Look who they are. I haven't forgotten what you did to me." He said, before he was interrupted. 
 
    "Foxel, it's not the best time." said Tom, leaving the room behind him, "you already know what they went through last night. Leave them alone. Go back to your life, they already have work to do." 
 
    "Okay, fine. Send Ashen my regards. And don't ever summon me here again. You know how much I abhor this place. It always stinks of sweat and I'm allergic to dust. Damn it." He said it and left with his right hand in his pocket and whistling a melodic song. 
 
    Even the boys in front of the computer looked at him as if him being there instigated frustration in everyone. They couldn't focus with him making noise and he didn't care either. The woman refilled another cup of coffee and used her free hand to massage the left side of her forehead. 
 
    "Excuse me. Foxel is quite... how to say this, impulsive. But he's one of the best Hunters we've got, and I have explicit orders not to piss him off." Tom said, the skin under his glasses looking like it was about to turn into sticky liquid and leak down his nose and cheeks, "Come with me. You haven't eaten anything yet, have you? You better eat your breakfast before you leave. We have a mission for you. I also talked to Aldrin last night, and he thinks it's best if you sleep here for a few days. At least until the dust settles," he added. 
 
    "We know about the news on TV." I told him. 
 
    Tom looked at Victoria and then turned his gaze at me, "Don't worry about it. Do your job and then come back here. Avoid prolonged contact with the police or the population. Moving on, I got you some cupcakes. You like doughnuts, right? I didn't know if you had allergies or different tastes, so I bought various types. Follow me." 
 
    He took us to a room next to the coffee machine where the walls were light blue and the ceiling white, matching with the different colored pouffes. In the corner there was a long table with orange boxes, all of them of the same size, all open and containing sugary donuts, sugar-free doughnuts, some of them with chocolate, others with jelly, among some white and others that I had never seen before. The aromas blended with the flavor of coffee and the orange juice that Tom had put next to the Donuts, as well as the chocolate milk next to it. The three of them sat on the pouffes and I sat on one of the pillow chairs that were against the wall.  
 
    "It's the rest room." Tom said, "When you're done eating, meet me in that room where I was. I know it's early and you may still be stunned from yesterday, but I have a mission for you. There are people in the administration who want to put you to the test as soon as possible. It will also be good to see how you work together," he said and left us alone. 
 
    We hadn't eaten anything in nearly half a day. We threw ourselves at the cakes, devouring one of each, the sugar and the chocolate getting on our chin and above the upper lip. Vic ate only two, Elisa and I ate five each, and Maggie ate only three white ones. She told us she didn't like chocolate and avoided any sugar. Something about keeping the body she had and hydrates. My mind had turned off at that time and I was only focused on one photograph in the lower left corner. It was an old photo of Ashen with his arm around Tom's neck, both looking at the camera, smiling as Ashen made a peace sign with his fingers.  
 
    "Strange to know he used to smile, isn't it?" Elisa asked me. 
 
    "Yes, he was genuinely happy in this photo." I answered her as I looked at the photo and rubbed my fingers so the sugar would drip. 
 
    As soon as we were done, we headed to the room where we had seen Tom arguing with Foxel. He was sitting in front of a table, among reams of papers, with a pair of bottle bottom glasses.  
 
    "Someone has to check yesterday's reports," he said, his throaty voice and a fuzzy smile, "I'm starting to get tired of saying this but follow me." 
 
    Victoria was right. He was much slower than on the previous day, the tie with a gray and black pattern was curved, and he had a pale, almost ghostly tone. He took us into a room in one of the perpendicular corridors. Apart from one or another person on the way, the place seemed almost empty, a rest after the storm that had hit the organization yesterday. He opened the door to an amphitheater with dimmed lights and with a naphthalene ball smell as well as cheap cigarettes. Five people, three men and two women, were seated, far from each other, with a computer lying on their lap. They looked at us as soon as we came in, but quickly went back to the work of seeing multiple images flashing on the screen and making calls to other Hunters. 
 
    "They're watchers. Older people, who can no longer fight, tend to stay here and give out information through calls or communicators. Younger people, like you, can help in battle. It's not always like this, but it's the usual. We get the requests for help minutes before they reach headquarters and we can analyze which ones are special. They have a different frequency, you know? You probably know that, but let's keep going." Tom said as he walked down the stairs towards the stage table, " This room is usually fuller than this but after yesterday most are resting. Take this, you'll need it." He said and took one of the laptops off the table. It was all black and it had a sticker that said "Hunters." 
 
    "Don't we win anything?" Elisa said. 
 
    "The computer is for the group. There's a program that shows you special missions that no group has yet accepted. You can accept them without having to come back here. Try it." 
 
    Victoria turned on the pc and, with the help of Tom who explained everything to her, accessed the program and a list of missions came up. She scrolled down, ignoring the missions that had an acceptance stamp and those that were against rank A beasts, until she found one that seemed right for us.  
 
      
 
    Rank C beast - city of Eretreia - appearance reported 7 minutes ago. 
 
      
 
    Victoria read out loud, "Can I accept?" 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter V 
 
    We all agreed. We were all C rank, except for Elisa who was above us, but we needed to maintain our cover. We had to start somewhere, and it would be a good start for the current team. We still missed Kendra, but we couldn't get sloppy just because she wasn't there. We had to fight for her, get revenge for what they'd done to her and punish them for it. Tom told us that there was still no news about Gordon and even the infiltrators they had in the Reapers were in the dark. 
 
    "No one even knew what was going to happen yesterday. Apparently, only the high-ranking staff knew," he added, "But, come on, get the hell out of here. Your weapons are in locker 33. It's the second door on the right side from the entrance. Your bow is there too." He said, facing Victoria, handing her the key. 
 
    He still accompanied us to the entrance of the amphitheater and wished us good luck greeting us with a tired nod. We all went to the locker room, where dozens of lockers were located, some still ajar and others closed, few of them with special locks. Victoria opened the locker and, one by one, we removed our weapons from there. She had a nearly transparent rope bow that allowed her to shoot 3 arrows at a time or use it as a shield. I'd seen her use it proficiently dozens, maybe even hundreds, of times. She was faster than she looked and had a habit of always using the same strategy. She would shoot three arrows from afar, wait for the other person to reciprocate so she could see her attack and how he or she moved, then use her shield to protect herself, and only then finally strike seriously. 
 
    We were already at the door when Tom called us back. 
 
    "I forgot. Don't go out that way. Go through that door. The black jeep is yours." He said, pointing to a door on the other side, "here's the car key. I'm sorry, I'm tired." He added and gave me the key. 
 
    I was sick and tired of being there. Of the same sounds, of my sluggish body and of still hearing Kendra's voice complaining of the pain and Ashen's face covered in ashes. I had to get away from all that and there was nothing like a good battle against a beast in order to forget everything. 
 
    The door led us to a garage whose lights went on as soon as we stepped in. It was packed with dozens of cars and a few vans, nothing as flashy as Ashen's. Most of them were black, a couple of reds and blues, but none that would attract attention on any road at sunset time. 
 
    "It's that one over there." Victoria said, pointing to a black jeep, behind a light blue car. 
 
    It stood out from the rest. The black wheels were thicker than the others and even the color appeared to be much polished compared to the other vehicles. 
 
    It had air conditioning, radio, space for three people at the front and four in the back. Elisa took the seat next to me and Maggie and Victoria went to the back seats. The exit from the garage led us to what I assumed to be the backside of the previous night's buildings. I turned on the radio. A rock song, one of those that are performed in stadiums for thousands of people, energized me. A rush of adrenaline that ran through my body until the colors before me sparkled. The brown on the old walls of the antique buildings shone in the light of the incandescent yellow lampposts and the sky, despite a few gray clouds, had a pale and crystalline color. I put the desired location on the gps. We were 15 minutes away from Eritrea and the streets were deserted, the walls covered with names and graffities like all the others in that area. 
 
    "Damn, I hate these streets. They remind me of those in my area." Elisa said and opened the window, "Well, even the smell is the same. That rotten smell, as if these streets hadn't been cleaned in years. They probably weren't." 
 
    "We're getting to the highway. And then it's quicker," I told her, "I hadn't even noticed. It's almost 1:00 pm already." 
 
    "It felt good to sleep until later. It's been a while since we've rested so much." Maggie added. 
 
    "You're right. Victoria, I'm assuming the earliest you talked about was 11:00, wasn't it? Are you still running late for your duties?" 
 
    "It seems like some things never change," she answered me. She had the computer on her lap and kept telling us what the beast was doing. From the building's destruction, to the glass shattering we could hear in the recording, to the burning tar, "we must hurry. One of the police bullets must have hit a critical spot. He's pouring oil down the street and using his metal claws to ignite. I've never seen a beast capable of taking advantage of what's around him. Now I understand what you're up against." 
 
    The jeep didn't move as fast as the cars we were used to. I pushed the pedal all the way down, but it didn't make much difference. The only one was that we were already on the highway and I didn't need to brake to avoid hitting the walls as we drove through narrow alleys on our way there. 
 
    Lightning rays escaped through the clouds cracks and the wind screamed along. 
 
    "Turn next night." The GPS voice rang through the car. 
 
    A curved and uphill road, one of those that if I looked out the window, I could see the highway below us, and that leads us to a different part of the city. On that side the sun shone brighter and the clouds gave way to a lazuli sky. 
 
    "Are you ready?" Victoria asked us. 
 
    "Why shouldn't we be? I've been doing this a lot longer than you have." Elisa answered her and pulled a Hunter App out of her pocket, "I can't believe I have to pretend to be a C rank. Tom gave me this before we went to the garage. I don't even remember how to use it anymore." 
 
    "You better not talk to me like that," Victoria replied, grabbing the bow tightly until the skin of her fingers turned red, "I don't know if you're used to treating others like that, but not towards me." 
 
    Elisa laughed and slid her tongue across her thick lips, "Maybe we should solve this some other way." 
 
    "That's enough!" I interrupted, "You better find a way to get along. We're on our way, and we have an issue to solve. Behave yourselves." I told them. 
 
    "It's your luck, girl." Elisa said to her. 
 
    Victoria didn't answer her. Maggie was listening to the whole conversation but didn't say a word. I could see from the rearview mirror that she couldn't take her eyes off her glove. She had her hand closed and rubbed it against her leg. The buildings towered in the distance, taking shape and color, until we heard shots blasting through the air. 
 
    "Get ready." I repeated. 
 
    "Get in through here. Turn right and then on the second left. The beast is destroying a mall." Victoria said, keeping calm as usual. 
 
    The buildings there were different. They weren't made of bricks or stones. They were modern, tall, each floor with several crystalline windows and most of them with flowery attached on the outside. Skyscrapers that stretched above the skyline only interspersed by a four-stadium size garden. The city was a huge circle full of these same high-rise buildings and with dozens of entries. 
 
    "It's a technology business town." Victoria said, as I was making the last intersection, "each building belongs to a different one." 
 
    "There's a Lenetius here, isn't there?" Maggie finally spoke. Victoria avoided answering her, but she repeated, "Is there or isn't there?" 
 
    "There is one." Vic answered her. 
 
    "Let's focus now, shall we?" 
 
    As soon as I heard Vic asking, I knew something wasn't right. To do so was because she had seen something in Maggie's eyes that shouldn't be there, a darkness that grew through the fissures in her light eyes. Maggie didn't answer her.  
 
    Finally, we reached the beast. It was as big as a five-story building, half the one he was destroying, and the whole body was covered with steel pipes. He had two missiles on his back of which the extremities resembled two horns on his oval head. They seemed to get weirder and scarier, distancing themselves from the animal similarities in order to appear authentic robots that could make decisions for themselves. He had grey rectangular legs that matched the hexagonal chest of the same color, except for the black vertical lines in the middle.  
 
    "Now they even decorate their beasts?" Elisa said and laughed, "Let's get this over with as soon as possible." 
 
    The beast had crushed every car on that street. He had what looked like a giant glove in his hands and kept punching the buildings along the way. People were flying along with the shattered glass as if they were mere straw dolls. We left the car quickly and placed ourselves in a horizontal row, preventing it from passing. He looked at us, his eyes being just two craters that covered half his face, and as we waited for him to advance, fireballs began to hit him in the chest skeleton. Maggie fired them as she approached it fearlessly. I called her but she ignored me. Or maybe she was so lost in her revenge that she didn't even listen to me. 
 
    "What do we do?" Vic asked me, "She's not going to stop. She's letting go of all the anger she earned at her father as well as the guilt she feels." 
 
    "We help her. The beast will strike back." I told them, "Let's go. Use everything you have to buy time while I go get Maggie. I don't think that's the kind of beast we want to get close to." 
 
    They both agreed. They weren't exactly happy that they had to work together, but they both knew that work was above a pity discussion. Victoria placed three arrows on her bow, bent her knees and fired them at the same time. They flew up through the sky until the sun rays covered them and only then did, they fall at high speed, denying the beast a chance to defend himself before they landed on his head. He was stunned for a few moments and I seized the opportunity to run to Maggie's. Elisa did what she could to freeze the beast's feet, but we quickly realized it would be impossible. The monster seemed to have its own heating and the ice turned to water in a few seconds. 
 
    "We must retreat. Quickly." I told Maggie as soon as I got close to her. 
 
    "No, I won't back down. I will destroy this beast. Everything my father did will burn." She said, her voice sounding crisper than usual, the sweat dripping off her forehead as she drew the flames in her hand closer to her face, "The only thing I have of him is this glove. The weapon he gave me to test, to be his guinea pig, now it's going to be the reason for his demise. You have to understand my side. I can't just stand still after everything, you know?" she said, her eyes shining even brighter under the light of the flames. 
 
    She tossed another fireball at the beast's face. The flames crashed onto the beast's metal face and dispersed into sprinklers that leapt into his chest. The beast moved again and the first thing he did was to remove the three arrows from his head and break them in half. Bursts of electricity travelled through the top of his head for a few seconds until they fizzled into the air. 
 
    "Hell, why doesn't this work?" Maggie said, and for a moment I saw the same look in her that I saw in Elisa when she was angry. That morbid gaze of someone who believes in the world but not in people. 
 
    "We have to get out of here. NOW" I told her, the beast already marching towards us, leaking oil down the road around him and using one of his five metallic feet fingers to scrape off the ground until it burned. The flames devoured the already destroyed buildings, deforming the structure until there was nothing left but scorched metal. 
 
    "But..." Maggie started but I pulled her arm and pushed her to come with me. 
 
    "We don't have time. If you stay there, you won't stand a chance. There are other ways to deal with this." I told her. 
 
    "And why can't I handle this the way everyone else does? If it was Elisa, or even Kendra here, would you stop them? I don't need help." She said and walked in the opposite direction until my fingers slipped through the soft fabric of her dress, "I'll reach the full potential of the glove," she added. 
 
    She looked at the glove until it completely overheated, turning bright red and boiling. I told her to stop, but she ignored it. The beast was progressing, but even that didn't get Maggie out of the way. She closed her hand, her teeth gnashing and her veins bulging on her neck, and when she opened it again, she had a red plasma in her hand. The material was shapeshifting at Maggie's will. First into balls, or maybe rocks, and then into thin red thread arrows with the tip being a burning x. Her eyes reddened due to the glare and the sweat ran down her face like a waterfall. The young facial features acquired adult contours, the lines between the nose and the cheeks getting more prominent.  
 
    "Get out of there. Hurry!" Victoria screamed, firing three more arrows that drilled through the smoke. Two of them didn't even hit the beast and the other one hit him on the shoulder and broke in two. Goddamn it, she didn't have the same kind of metal as my bullets and without Gordon on our side the only way we could get that kind of material was Lipa. Well, I'd have time to think about it. 
 
    Maggie just kept standing there. She lifted her index finger and the three arrows positioned themselves in front of her, facing the beast, just waiting for her command. The silhouette of the beast emerged amidst the smoke, his feet dropping onto the floor like mini bombs, and the flames following him as if they were under his control.  
 
    "You, work together." I ordered Elisa and Vic. They kept attacking, one by one, instead of working together, "We don't have much time." 
 
    "I'll take care of this." Maggie said and stepped forward. 
 
    The beast was only a few meters away from her and all it had to do was swing his hand from one side to the other to dispel all the smoke in front of him. It looked even bigger than before or maybe it was just the fact that he was so close to us. I could see the screws on his shoulders and in the groin area as well as the fact that the monster had no teeth and the hole in his right leg that kept leaking oil down the street. She snapped her fingers and one of the blazing arrows fired toward the beast, breaching through the thin fog curtain that still separated the two and hitting it right in the chest. I had no idea what circuits it had hit but the beast lost control, beginning to spin on itself, hitting all the buildings it hadn't yet destroyed around it, punching them and kicking them as the chest reddened. Maggie snapped her fingers again and another arrow was shot at the beast. This time perforating the left knee, forcing the beast to kneel on one knee and emitted a sweeping metallic grunt.  
 
    I didn't like to see her so lost in her revenge that she wouldn't hear anyone else, but we had to take advantage of the situation.  
 
    "Let's hit him with everything." I told them, and I shot a bullet right in the center of the forehead. He got half shaken and turned his head at a dizzying speed until the bullet came out and fell on his body, bouncing from his chest to the ground, tinkling along the way. 
 
    The beast was trying to get up. He dragged both hands through the flames beside him, struggling on the ground to stand up but the burning arrow on his knee would not let him. He couldn't bend it. The scorching odor was getting worse. It became almost impossible for us to stay there without covering our noses. Our clothes were already coated with ashes. Maggie's dress looked different now. No longer had a bright color, only remnants beneath a grey veil lingered. Maggie released the last arrow. It flew in a straight line and hit the beast right in the navel area, if it had one, the flames spreading through the black lines of slight density that encircled the beast's hexagonal chest. Then, three arrows with the frozen tip hit the other knee. I looked back and saw Victoria pulling arrows out of her pocket and putting them in her bow. Before firing them, Elisa froze the tips to increase their strength and impact, as well as the possibility of immobilizing the opponent. They had found a way to work together and there was no doubt that the beast couldn't even reach our level. I couldn't waste any more of my own bullets and I had to pull the secondary pipe forward. Normal bullets would have to work. 
 
    Still, the beast hadn't given up. He kept trying to get up even though he couldn't bend any of his knees and still had his chest on fire. He lay down on the ground, the missiles on his back pointed at us, and a strange noise, resembling crackling, came from him. 
 
    "He's not thinking..." Vic started. 
 
    "Shit, he's going to fire the missiles." Elisa's finished. 
 
    I grabbed Maggie's hand one more time, and this time she didn't let go. She followed me until we got back to the rest of the team. The beast's body was falling apart, smoke emerging from all the breaches, different sounds, from things disintegrating, to splitting or being plucked from elsewhere. The body was being destroyed from the inside and before it was totally erased it was going to launch a last attack. Those missiles could kill us and take half the city with them. There'd only be one empty camp left on one side of town if that were the case. 
 
    "Does anyone have any ideas?" Vic asked, "It's the right time for that." 
 
    "I have one, but I don't know if it'll work." I said, "You have to trust me. If it doesn't work, I'm glad I could meet you." 
 
    Vic and Elisa smiled, and Maggie folded the corners of her lips. She was not yet completely back to her normal self but was slowly coming to her senses. The missiles were seconds away from being launched. The cracks had increased. There was no one on the street except for us. I had noticed that some people watched in the building windows behind us and recorded what they could. 
 
    "Vic, use your bow as a shield. It still creates a half-violet transparent barrier, right?" 
 
    "Yes, but it won't be strong enough to stop the missiles... Unless..." she said and looked at Elisa, "that's it! I see what you mean. It'll work." 
 
    "What are you talking about?" Elisa asked. 
 
    "As soon as my barrier comes up, you'll have to create a thick ice barrier behind it. Something that will cause the missiles to lose some of their power if they can't get through the barrier. Maybe then we can stop them. It's our only chance." Vic told her and looked at me, "You keep thinking outside the box." She told me. 
 
    "Come on, quick, we don't have much time." I told them, the missiles making a sound similar to an engine being launched. 
 
    Victoria put her bow on the floor and pressed a button on the dark yellow part that held the ropes together and a barrier appeared before us. It was pink at the beginning and as it expanded to both sides, the tips curved inward, the color darkened. Elisa touched it and beams of different kinds of purple traveled across the entire barrier. It was like pressing a finger against a computer screen and seeing the imprint take shape in other colors around it. Elisa put her palm near the barrier and closed her eyes. I assumed that doing something like that required excessive energy from her and that it wasn't something she was used to using even though I had no doubt that she could do it. Ice began to emerge from her fingers, clinging and sticking to the barrier, melting and spreading throughout the barrier until a pale stained white curtain obscured the violet. 
 
    "Now we wait." I told them. 
 
    The missiles were launched, such a catapult aimed at the wall that defended the city and crashed against it. The color changed from light purple to a faint violet, color rays traversing the entire barrier, before minor fissures began to arise in it. 
 
    The missiles didn't stop. All the flames in the tail had diminished but the barrier was starting to crack. 
 
    "Hold on!" I said to her, "you can do it." 
 
    Elisa raised her hand again and did what she could to freeze the barrier, to keep it stable for as long as possible. She ended up falling on one knee, her hand trembling, her screams flooding the whole street with chills as the hail that was now coming out of her hands, slithered across the wall and tried to mend the holes. 
 
    It was a constant struggle trying to repair some cracks while others opened besides, and Elisa was almost exhausted. The glove itself was failing and the ice was taking over. A trail of skin-colored ice began to climb up her arm and the more she used it, the thicker the layer became. Vic knelt down and put her hands on opposite sides of the bow, making sure that it did not leave its spot. Maggie watched as everything unfold, her eyes still lifeless, not seeming to fear the death that was one step away from us. 
 
    I approached Elisa and held her hand, the one that was still warm, caressing her and repeating that it would only take a few more seconds and everything would be fine. 
 
    "If something happens to me, I hope you know that you alone have helped me rediscover my love for doing good," she said, "I've never come this far. I know the glove can explode or consume my body but, well, one day it would have to be." She said and sketched a last smile before, between a scream, throwing ice rocks at the wall, gluing them together until there was a second-thick ice layer capable of stopping the missiles. 
 
    The minutes dragged on and the missile flames began to disperse. They were about to stop, the front-end losing strength and impact, until, after a few seconds of Elisa shaking my hand, both missiles fell to the ground. 
 
    "We did it!" I said, and felt her fingers drifting away from mine. She fell to the ground; the strands of reddish hair scattered across the tarmac and didn't move anymore. Vic was sitting on the floor, with her bow lying down in front of her, her Adam's apple bulging as she breathed deeply, trying not to lose control of her breathing. Only Maggie was standing, looking at their bodies, and finally at me. She uttered a voiceless "I'm sorry" and then ran to the jeep and didn't leave there. I knew she probably felt guilty, that it was the time when she needed to expel all the anger she felt outside, but it wasn't the right time. I sat down next to Elisa and listened to her heart beating as low as a clockbeat and her tenuous breath. The flames on both sides of the sidewalk were still rebelling and rising up to our height before they calmed down with every wind blast. There was no sign of the police. There were only a few people at the building’s door behind us, many of them having come down the stairs as soon as the fight was over to see up close what was going to happen. 
 
    I slapped Elisa's face lightly, but it didn't even awaken her. I tried to remove the glove from her hand, but it was stuck, the wrist area filled with ice pebbles with blue scrapings serving as a blockage. Oh, shit. No.  I knew I shouldn't have convinced her to do it, but, at the same time, it was our only chance. We'd have to deal with the consequences once she woke up. 
 
    "Can you get up?" I asked Vic, who was now lying on the floor, her arms stretched out above her head, her sweat acting as a natural highlighter, "I need help to get her into the jeep. Then I'll call the pickup. The fire department should be here soon. I'm sure someone's already called them." 
 
    "Yeah, just give me a few seconds." Victoria said to me, "I think this is the first time I've been forced to use the full potential of the bow. I don't think my parents would want to offer me another one, not after what happened," she added as she got up. Then she stretched out and cracked her fingers. 
 
    "They still haven't forgiven you for really choosing to be a Hunter, have they?" 
 
    "Not really. They let me go to the academy and even gave me the bow, always with the thought that it was just another one of my phases. Surprise for them, it was my dream since I was little, since I saw the old Hunters on TV. But you know this, let's get down to business," she said and stood up, "you've got a good group here." 
 
    I grabbed Elisa's legs and she carried her arms and together we took her to the jeep. Maggie was leaning against the opposite window, the glove on top of the dress and her hand reddish and bubbly. She had blisters all over her hand, white, pus-filled and nearly bursting. 
 
    We put Elisa in the seat next to her and buckled her up. Vic took her place in her front seat while I leaned on the door next to me to call the pickup. I was still in the middle of the call when two men started walking towards me. 
 
    "You are fucking Hunters. Get the hell out of here. Look what you've done to our city," they said, screaming, being applauded by the people on the windows and at the building's door. 
 
    "Boys, we just beat the beast. We saved you." 
 
    "This is all your fault. What about the buildings that were destroyed? Are you the ones who are going to pay?" One of them repeated. He had a wart on his left cheek and small eyes for someone with such a snarly eyebrow. 
 
    "We better get the hell out of here. Forget the experience points. It’s not worth it" Vic said, "I don't think they want to talk." 
 
    "I hate this but you're right." I said, as I opened the jeep door. I gave the address to the pickup and got us out of there. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    If you’re interested in receiving my newsletter, follow this link 
 
    It’s super easy and you will get all the news about the following books. 
 
    Other Books; 
 
    Space Fun; 
 
    Part One 
 
    Part Two 
 
    Part Three 
 
      
 
    Preview (Part One); 
 
    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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