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    Authors note 
 
      
 
    If you see this note, please redownload this book as I noticed a few mistakes but had to upload in time for preorder. It should be fixed by then. 
 
    Hey all, before you read. I need to make a note of a world building change between The Men Who Killed God and The Men Who Spoke Death. I did not create a naming scheme for the main subjects, the Executioners, until after I’d written The Men Who Killed God. So this note is a retrofitting. Ignore or forget the names of any Executioners that were spoken in The Men Who Killed God. 
 
    Thanks and I hope you enjoy the read!


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 – Kill the Acceptance 
 
      
 
    Sometimes, I used to dream that there was a place somewhere for me in this existence.  
 
    I was always wrong. 
 
    A man opened his eyes to an infinite of stars in a black. Stargazer, they had always called him, not because he had a God given name, but for his affinity to stare off into the sky in the most questioning of times.  
 
    He was a calm soul. 
 
    The Perfect subject. 
 
    An Executioner. 
 
    The stars were distant, yet, the man could see his own body if he wished. There was always a light in this dark. 
 
    He had long since given up his hope that it had meant something, the stars, despite being the only Executioner to dream. 
 
    A Stargazer. 
 
    He felt a weight overcoming his eyes, pulling down his eyelids like concrete cased feet being thrown into the ocean. 
 
    It was time. 
 
    His eyes came to a close. 
 
    To do the mission he was made for. To leave the dream that he had always believed to give him meaning. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Stargazer’s eyes opened to a white sterile room, laying on top of a perfectly made bed in a crisp black tux and a white button up shirt. A blood red tie was tied in a perfect knot, contrasting deeply against the room and his outfit. 
 
    The room didn’t have a smell but it felt clean. There was a dull ringing in his ears as the absolute silence was near pain inducing. The ringing shouldn’t had existed, but with the lack of sound, his brain replaced the silence with something else. 
 
    It had always started like this, the blinding white light, the sterileness, the odd feeling of lack of self-worth. He wished that a smell or something had stung his nose. 
 
    At least, that would make what he was about to do worth it. 
 
    It always began the same. 
 
    He sat up. A floating display appeared in front of him. His reason for waking in this room came across the display. A feminine voice spoke out what was on the screen. 
 
    ‘Kill James McQueen.’ 
 
    The mission requirements scrolled under it. 
 
    ‘Status: Anomaly. Restrictions: Five casualties maximum. Time limit: 24 hours.’ 
 
    The projection disappeared and Stargazer glanced to his left. A sheathed katana, pistol, and a pack of cigarettes lay on the small table against the wall. 
 
    He stood up and placed the sword on his hip and the pistol in a holster under his jacket. He picked up the pack of cigarettes and opened it, but then paused. 
 
    No, after. 
 
    He placed them in his jacket pocket. There was always a pack of cigarettes waiting for them when they awoke, enough to give them a feeling but not enough to affect their work. 
 
    He walked up to the door and placed a hand on it, it had an impressive heat emitting from its mass.  
 
    He was an Executioner and it was time to do his one and only mission, to destroy anomalies in the multiverse. 
 
    He stepped through the door into a light. His senses were pounded by thousands of stimuli; cars and trucks beeped and sped through the streets, airplanes flew overhead, people yelled out of high rise apartment buildings surrounding him. 
 
    The smell of exhaust, heat, and piss stung his nose. He was in downtown Los Angeles. The reaching sun marked the time high noon. 
 
    He was used to the sensory overloads by now. He closed his eyes and leaned his head back. The world’s noise died down and he felt a slight force in his chest. A pulling. A guidance to where James McQueen was. It was how they found their targets. 
 
    They were connected to them in some small way, a connection that would be cut with either one of their deaths. 
 
    Stargazer could feel him, his movements, his moods, and feelings.  
 
    His trip here would be a short one. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    James McQueen was a tall handsome black man, he served a customer their plate in a mid-sized diner. 
 
    There was a smile on his face as he went to talk to the chefs in the back. He was genuinely happy, he loved his job and it finally seemed like his life was turning around. 
 
    Stargazer could tell as much by their connection as he watched him through the window. He hated it. The ignorance of the world around him. The happiness he couldn’t have. He couldn’t wait to cut off the connection. 
 
    Sometimes, he felt envious, that his targets got to live a full life up to the point he killed them. He would die someday and his only regret would be that he died failing his mission. As that would be the only way he could die. He would never experience love, hate, passion, true human emotions, and James was experiencing it all as the Stargazer was stuck behind a glass looking in. 
 
    To counter this, every Executioner had their own set of rules, a law they followed to make killing less of a burden, for Stargazer, it was following the stages of grief. 
 
    Nobody noticed the black suit wearing katana wielding man peering through the glass. It was because he wasn’t from this world, or any world to be exact. 
 
    It was a trick of the mind, the brain doesn’t want to see what shouldn’t be there. 
 
    The only ones who noticed him before he took action were the inept and the ones who had been graced by a certain power. Stargazer raised his pistol to the glass and aimed at James who turned just in time to see him. 
 
    Powers that James had. 
 
    James’s eyes widened. 
 
    Stargazer fired. 
 
    The first stage is denial. 
 
    James bobbed and weaved past the bullets and leapt to the ground as the diner went into a frenzy. “No, no, no!” James screamed. 
 
    He glanced up at the door through the kitchen and ran to it as the Stargazer fired and somehow missed his mark. 
 
    James ran up the stairs that were through the door and came out into a hallway. He ran into one of the rooms and halted. It was the owner’s bedroom. 
 
    He ran and hid behind the dresser. Tears entered his eyes as he cried. “He…he warned me…why…why did I take his fucking offer! This isn’t happening…It’s…it’s okay…I can beat him!” 
 
    James paused as he heard footsteps coming up the stairs. He ran into the hallway and a bullet clipped his shoulder. He spun and slammed into the wall. Blood splattering on the floor. 
 
    He clutched the new hole in his shoulder and peered at the Executioner whose gun was raised at him. 
 
    Then comes anger. 
 
    “You think you’re fucking tough huh!” 
 
    A blue transparent wall appeared in front of James as the Stargazer fired again. The bullets bounced off it like rubber. The Stargazer lowered his gun. 
 
    James continued, “Yeah, you’re not so tough, you punk bitch!” 
 
    In a blink, the Stargazer appeared in front of James’s shield and his hand touched it. 
 
    It exploded back and a great forced slammed into James’s chest and he flung across the hall. 
 
    He smashed through the hallway’s window and slammed into the fire escape’s railing. He spat up blood and struggled to his feet. 
 
    Then comes bargaining. 
 
    James raised up his hands as the Stargazer slowly approached. “Please, please! Why are you doing this! I’ll… I’ll do whatever you want. I have money, I… I can get you drugs… please!” 
 
    The Stargazer never answered him. 
 
    Seeing how useless his pleas were, James stood up and ran up the fire escapes stairs. He made it to the top and broke through the window and limped down an empty hall. Trailing bloody footprints behind him. 
 
    He felt his energy leaving his body, his shirt was soaked in blood. He stared at the red exit sign at the end of the hall. Its red light was the only thing lighting him. 
 
    As he walked, it never seemed to get any closer. He turned lazily to the sound of crunching glass, Stargazer was across the hallway. 
 
    James raised up his hand to him and a blue light erupted out of it and rocketed toward Stargazer.  
 
    It was swatted away like a fly. 
 
    James chuckled as his knees gave out. He couldn’t go any further. 
 
    He sat against the wall, leaving a bloody streak as his back slid down. 
 
    The worst was always the depression. 
 
    Sobs came from James as the Stargazer approached him. 
 
    “I’m…I’m sorry. For everything…I’ve done…God…Please forgive me…someone help me…Momma…Daddy.” 
 
    They always asked for forgiveness.  
 
    But who were they to know that their seemingly innocent actions would have led them here? Under the Executioner’s blade. 
 
    The Stargazer peered down at the young man as James stared up at him. “Why…Why are you doing this? Why me?” 
 
    “It is powers far outside of your own that brought you here. It’s not your fault.” 
 
    But that wouldn’t change a damned thing. 
 
    James closed his eyes. His tears had finally stopped. 
 
    Acceptance. 
 
    The Stargazer pulled his Katana from its sheathed. The milky white blade reflected in the little red light that lit the hall. It was time for her to taste death once again. 
 
    He rose it over his head, the red from the exit sign painted his body like a blood thirsty red moon. 
 
    My mission is complete. 
 
    He drove down the blade and James’s blood splattered against the wall. His head rolled in front of the Stargazer’s feet.  
 
    The connection was cut and the Stargazer felt a weight being lifted off of his chest. 
 
    Rest in peace. 
 
    Sirens broke the silence. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    On a rooftop, Stargazer stared out into the horizon that was Los Angeles, his eyes followed the sweeping mountains, the epic sprawl of buildings that stretched out mile after mile. 
 
    A cigarette was half burnt out in his mouth. He was already done with the pack. The rest of the buds were at his feet. 
 
    Executioners loved rooftops. It was the only place they could see the world’s for how they actually were, something they couldn’t always see at ground level. The ever so slight differences between universes. 
 
    This time, the only difference the Stargazer could see between the last Los Angeles he had been too and the one he was in now was two more skyscrapers filling the blue horizon. Someone who didn’t build them in the previous universe built them in this one. 
 
    A beep went off and the Stargazer pulled back his sleeve to reveal a watch, his time in this world was coming to a close. 
 
    He put out his last cigarette and gave one last look at the skyline and this world. 
 
    He felt a pull from the rooftop’s door. His quiet time never lasted. 
 
    He walked to the door and touched the handle. A great heat came from it and he turned the knob. 
 
    He stepped back into the room of white, the bed and table were exactly how he left them. He sat on the bed and begun placing his weapons on the table. The door closed on its own accord. 
 
    This room, his home, this purgatory, his hell, it was the only place he could call his own before he drifted back into the infinite. Just to be yanked back to kill again. 
 
    He laid on the bed and a display projected above telling him of the successes of his mission. 
 
    For that was his only purpose of being created. To go to different universe’s to kill anomalies. But, it was never that simple, the reason the multiverse was in chaos, the reason Old Man Gloom had created this room and the Executioners, was to kill a single man who had God’s hand, the power to tear holes in reality and give his powers to others, the bane of his existence, The Omniscient Man, the man who betrayed God, The Sinner of the Infinite,  
 
    Ethan Boyer. 
 
    As the Stargazer lay there, he felt sleep coming to him. He would close his eyes and open them again to this same room in a different universe. 
 
    For the 1327th time with the end game never changing. To kill the Sinner who was destroying all and the problems he created. 
 
    And yet, when he closed his eyes, instead of the endless sleep that brought the other executioners to different universes, he would go to a place of dreams. A sky filled like stars with the infinite possibilities of universes that he wished could be brought upon him. To a place where he could escape this endless hell. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 – Kill the Mind 
 
      
 
    Repetition.  
 
    A pair of dark brown eyes opened up in a white sterile room.  
 
    The act of repeating, repeated action, reiteration. Something made by or results from repeating. 
 
    His name was the Lightless Walker. He sat up and a screen projected in front of him, the light radiating off of his black skin. 
 
    ‘Mission: Kill Emma King. Time Limit: 24 hours. Casualties: None,’ the voice said. 
 
    The Lightless Walker moved to the edge of the bed in a robotic manner, his eyes traced over the sheathed katana, the pistol, and the pack of cigarettes, that he had never touched, that was on the side table next to the bed. 
 
    Repetition was what made his short life work. 
 
    Every time he awoke, he went through the same motions as if he was a machine starting up. He would pull off his red silk tie and unsheathe his katana. 
 
    The blade was spotless, perfect, always without fault. And yet, he always used his tie to clean it some more. He would then sheathe it and replace his tie in a double Windsor knot. 
 
    Then he would stand and in a few wordless phrases, place his blade on his back as it was held in place by the magic of his listless breaths. It always stuck with those thoughtless words, as he had done this enough times before that barely a free thought had ran in his head any more, as the repetition had destroyed any maundering anticipation out of his once acclimated mind. 
 
    Although, he never had a mind to give anymore. As it was always the same, each universe he went to, his targets always died the same, pleading in a pool of their own cooling blood. 
 
    In some, he never lamented the loss of his active mind, the voice he had once spoke through, the silence helped it all. 
 
    The eternal hell that was his mission to kill without regard.  
 
    He approached the door, an impressive heat came off the portal, and he pressed it open. 
 
    He stepped out into a world of black and red. All around him were a forest of black barked trees with leaves of the purest of blacks and the bloodiest of reds. 
 
    An idea came in his head that never sparked into a full thought as he had long suppressed his ability to think. 
 
    This world was different from the usual modern worlds he had been too. Through the canopy of trees, the sky was ash fallen, the clouds above swirled in a chaotic sea of gray and black, the grays gave the little light that lit this world. 
 
    As he stepped through the door, the knowledge of this world had downloaded into his head. He knew all that was in this world, the gods they worshipped, the cultures they lived through, about the never ending darkness that never lit up. 
 
    It was a world of red and absolute darkness. 
 
    The sky rained down harmless gray ash. It evaporated like snow as it touched the blacks of his suit jacket. 
 
    As he stepped forward, his shoes crunched on the red leaves that had fallen from the trees above him. He paused and glanced down at them. 
 
    Are they like— 
 
    A shock went through his brain and he stopped himself from asking any quizzical questions. His fist squeezed and he moved forward, he didn’t exist to explore and ponder, he existed for one reason and one reason only.   
 
    To kill. 
 
    After a few minutes, he stepped out of the thicket and into a small village. There was a single road that split down its middle with gray and red clay huts on both sides of it. 
 
    It was busy. Gray skinned people went about their business, herding groups of strange looking cattle into their encampments. Some were placing wet red leaves on the outside of their gray clay huts. 
 
    Despite their skin tone, they were undoubtedly human, their skin smooth and pale. They had a certain beauty about them. 
 
    Little children ran in the roads barefooted, their feet caked in the ash that always rained from above. A merchant was selling things from a small cart off the side of the road with an impressive line waiting to buy his wares. 
 
    The Lightless Walker felt his connection with his target, she was from here, it was the home she grew up in, yet, she wasn’t currently there. She was in the forest he could see beyond the village. 
 
    He had twenty-four hours, but he wasn’t about to waste a single one of them.  
 
    He began walking through the village down the road. Thanks to the nature of his existence, his presence was barely felt by the others, and in so, they spoke in their strange language. 
 
    For once, he allowed himself to listen in to a conversation as he paused in the road. 
 
    An older man and a woman were speaking. Despite their foreign tongue, the Lightless Walker was able to understand them. 
 
    The woman was staring at the cattle the man had behind him.  
 
    “Your cattle. Why are they here? I thought they were sick, you’re going to infect the whole herd.” 
 
    “No. The Night Howler healed them. We shall feast this next cycle.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker stepped off before he got too engrossed in the lore of this town.  
 
    He couldn’t care about it, about the people, about his target. 
 
    But as he walked toward the forest on the other side of the village, he got more information than he cared for. He could block off his thoughts, but not what he heard. 
 
    The ‘Night Howler’ was the talk of the people. She was a fourteen year old girl who grew up in this village. Always the creative type, she would read all the books in what small hut they considered a library, and always asked her, now dead, parents to buy more when the merchant came into town.  
 
    After her parents died when she was twelve, she left the village and lived alone in the forest. 
 
    Then, only a few months later, she returned changed. She still wore the same smile she had as a child, but she had a strange power. 
 
    She healed the sick, the weak, and the animals. With just a touch, the boney cattle would turn plump, and for the first time in eons, the village was able to get their bellies fat. 
 
     Whenever a blood wolf would approach the village, she would take care of it, fighting it off alone using the strange mysterious powers she had gained. 
 
    When the villagers had questioned her, she simply said she was going to be a hero like the stories she had always read as a child, she wanted to use her powers for good and hopefully, turn her home into a world without embers, like the worlds in the books she loved so much. 
 
    The Lightless Walker purged the useless information from his mind as he stepped out of the village and into the black trees in front of him. 
 
    He didn’t have time for such information. 
 
    As it always ended the same. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    In a clearing in the black and red forest, a large boar-like creature limped along the red leaves on the ground. 
 
    Its front right leg twisted and mangled. It collapsed in a huff as it was on the edge of its end. 
 
    The boar barely glanced up as a red cloaked figure entered the clearing and approached it. 
 
    Two cloth horns spiked up from the hood, the cape billowed back and split into two like wings. 
 
    The figure sat next to the boar and placed a hand on its belly. 
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” the girl said. Her other hand moved over its twisted leg. A blue light came from her hands and the leg untwisted and morphed back into place. 
 
    The life came back into the boars eyes and it let out a happy squeal. It leapt to its feet as the light ebbed from the girl’s hands. 
 
    It ran and jumped on top of her and rubbed its furry face on hers. 
 
    “Okay, okay!” she yelled laughing, giving off playful chuckles as she rubbed its belly. 
 
    The boar paused as something ruffled in the trees behind them. 
 
    The Lightless Walker stepped out into the clearing and the boar ran off into the forest. 
 
    The girl stood and backed up. 
 
    Emma King. The Night Howler. 
 
    He had watched her act from the darkness between the trees. 
 
    “Who are you?” Emma asked. 
 
    The Lightless walker stepped forward. 
 
    “Stop!” she screamed, yet he didn’t. Panic ran on her face. 
 
    A single thought made it through the shield that the Lightless Walker had put over his mind. 
 
    She is beautiful, so small, this will be a shame. 
 
    She looked like the little red riding hood with the cloak she wore. Her blood red eyes pierced past the pale grays of her face. 
 
    She was still young. 
 
    “I’ve…I’ve heard about you. From that man… I… I haven’t done anything wrong.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker paused and Emma breathed out as she released some of the tension from her brittle bones. 
 
    But the Lightless Walker raised his hand to his chest. An extreme heat came from its center and a dark colored light sparked from it. From the light a sword hilt slowly erected. 
 
    He grabbed the sword hilt and pulled out and swung. 
 
    Emma leapt to the side as an energy erupted from the blade the Lightless Walker had just pulled from his chest. 
 
    She tumbled down as the energy hurled over her head. She glanced behind her and the trees collapsed as they were sliced in half. 
 
    The Lightless Walker had two blades, one that glowed red that he pulled from his chest, and the one on his back that was still sheathed, he didn’t need to use it this time. 
 
    Nobody deserved that. 
 
    Emma stood to her feet, her legs visibly wobbling. “Pl…please…I don’t want to hurt you.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker never faltered. 
 
    Emma breathed in and her legs stopped shaking, her chest stood firm. She raised out her hands and her entire body glowed blue. 
 
    “I didn’t want to do this.” 
 
    As soon as those words left her mouth, the Lightless Walker disappeared and appeared directly in front of her. 
 
    She screamed as his sword came down. She leapt to the right and then back. She moved fast and jumped for him with her fist raised. 
 
    In a flash, the Lightless Walker disappeared and her fist was sent into the ground. As her fist smashed down, the ground cracked open and sent chunks of rocks and dirt into the air. 
 
    Before she could react, a foot rocketed into her stomach and she was lifted into the sky by the force. 
 
    She slammed into the ground hard, blood staining her lips.  
 
    She attempted to stand but collapsed as her leg had twisted in the fall. 
 
    She let out a loud whine as she saw the bones sticking out of her leg. “I…I…I can fix…this.” 
 
    She place her hand on it and they glowed blue. The bone twisted and cracked back in place and she let out a cry as the pain from the healing was great. 
 
    Her hands shook as she got back on her feet, her dark hair coming undone from under her cloak. 
 
    She glanced at the Lightless Walker who stood across from her as if he hadn’t moved. The blade was still in his hand. 
 
     “Please…please…you don’t have to do this.” She began to cry. 
 
    He slowly approached her and she raised out her hands and pooled all the power she had in them. 
 
    The wind kicked up around them, the trees and leaves danced with the air, the gust becoming stronger and stronger. 
 
    Yet, The Lightless Walker still moved forward. 
 
    Emma screamed as the power became hot in her hands. The wind became turbulent, violent, kicking and whipping the trees hard. The leaves became like bullets as they swirled around the Lightless Walker and Emma. 
 
    The leaves attempted to cut into the Lightless Walker but failed, his skin like stone. 
 
    As Emma didn’t have complete control over her power, the leaves cut into her plenty. Slices cut open her skin on her face and arms, but she powered on. 
 
    Dread came on her face as the Lightless Walker’s movement never faltered.  
 
    “Nonononono.” 
 
    She never stood a chance against him, as she never asked for the power to fight, but only the grace to heal. 
 
    A regrettable mistake. 
 
    The Lightless Walker sent his fist into the girl’s stomach and she rocketed back. 
 
    She crashed into the trees behind her and they came down on her like an avalanche. 
 
    It always ended the same. 
 
    The Lightless Walker stepped forward as the dust settled. 
 
    The girl’s body was twisted and mangled, both of her legs were turned in the wrong direction, a tree branch stuck out of her stomach, her face was caked in blood with her left arm nearly torn from her shoulder. 
 
    The screams were always the same. 
 
    The girl screamed out in pain, the sobs of her yells reaching empty ears. Her screeches never reached the absent gods above. 
 
    As she saw the Lightless Walker approach, she attempted to drag herself away with her last working limb, leaving a trail of blood in her wake. 
 
     The fear in their eyes. 
 
    “I…I…I…can’t…die…help…please…mommy…” 
 
    The blood in their teeth. 
 
    She coughed up a large amount of blood and then clench her red stained teeth as she tried and failed to pull herself away from the Lightless Walker. 
 
    The pleading. 
 
    “Please…I just wanted… to help people…” 
 
    He stood over her and kicked her onto her back. 
 
    She looked up to him with god-fearing eyes. Her mouth lipped no, but no words came out. He raised his blade and paused. He pushed back a thought as he usually never looked into their eyes, it was a dangerous action. He actually felt empathy for a split second before it was forced away. 
 
    The questions they were forced to come in terms with. 
 
    He thrust his blade down into her chest. 
 
    Then, the weightlessness. 
 
    Her body fell limp as blood spurted out of her chest and her last tear left her eyes. 
 
    And the pitiful whimpers as the life leaves their bodies. 
 
    A small cry left her lips as blood pooled under her body. 
 
    He pulled out his sword and released it. It faded into nothing and a weight was lifted from his chest. His mission was complete. 
 
    He felt a pull through the trees, a faint door was outlined in a light in the black. 
 
    Not yet. 
 
    He pulled up his sleeves and began to dig a hole next to Emma’s body.  
 
    An hour and a half later, he stood over Emma’s buried body, his hands covered in dirt. 
 
    He sat down cross-legged and said a few empty words. A prayer he overheard in the village, one that was forced inside of his head as he entered this world. “Now, you are one with the ember god, may you rest in eternal light,” his only spoken words.  
 
    Animals and long winged birds descended on the grave and circled it. 
 
    A bright white light ascended from the grave and into the everlasting black and the gray sky above. 
 
    Whenever he completed his missions, he had always hoped that his prey would find peace in the afterlife. A peace he would never have. 
 
    He stood up and stared into the sky. His time in this universe was coming to an end. 
 
    He walked into the trees and was guided by an invisible force, which eventually led to a white outlined door standing in the forest of black and red. As his hands touched it, it opened and he stepped in, with it closing behind him. 
 
    Sometimes, when a world lacked doors, the door would find him, to take him to the next one. 
 
    He released his sheathed katana from his back and placed it on the side table along with his gun and laid on top of the bed. 
 
    It always ended the same. 
 
    He emptied his mind of any thoughts and wandering ruminations and began to close his eyes. 
 
    Soon, he would close his eyes and enter another universe. 
 
    Just to open them to kill again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 – Kill the Honor 
 
      
 
      
 
    A pair of tired eyes opened up to a familiar white ceiling. The owner of the eyes let out a miffed moan. 
 
    He closed his eyes and moaned again. He was tired of this, he just wanted to go to sleep but sleep would never come, only his death. 
 
    He felt a heat building up inside of his body as he lay there, it was worth the pain to let him rest. What he was created for never allowed him to sleep, to take a moment before and after his missions to come down from the high of taking a life. 
 
    The intensity of the heat built up to an extreme level and the Old Wolf quickly sat up. The heat ebbed almost immediately and the cold sterile air in the room washed over him. 
 
    Old Man Gloom would never allow them to rest. They could rest only in death. 
 
    A projection appeared in front of him with his mission. ‘Target: Stav Ragnar. Casualties: At Your Discretion. Time limit: 24 hours.” 
 
    Old Wolf stood up and the projection disappeared, despite the power that had created him coursing through his veins, he still felt weary as he moved. He picked up his sheathed blade and pistol from the side table. 
 
    He stopped checking them a while ago. He knew the blade was always perfect and the pistol always shot straight. 
 
    Sometimes, he wished that once, his blade would snap or his pistol would jam, then maybe he could escape this endless hell. As his pride was too great for him to take his own life with his own hands. 
 
    And despite everything, he was a damned good killer. 
 
    He stepped up to the door and opened it to a sensory overload of neon lights and stark smells from the range of sweet, sour, and savory. He stepped out into a busy side street. The sounds of absent chatter filled his ears, the cacophony of aural abuse slammed into his eardrums from the many flashy stores around him. 
 
    The flashing of the neon signs and video displays that hung on the mammoth structures that towered over him stung his tired eyes. 
 
    He squinted as his eyes adjusted to the bright flashing lights. The surplus of people in the streets stared at mobile devices in their hands, speaking listless conversations to each other. 
 
    The many designs of their jackets, pants, and skirts went far from logic to disbelief. Long and short cuts of the collars and hems of their pants had no order, and yet had a familiarity to it as everyone wore their own similar chaotic style. 
 
    The Old Wolf let out a sigh. 
 
    He never understood these strange worlds he went to, the culture that never seemed to make any logical sense to him. 
 
    The lights, the sounds, the lack of respect the people held for the ones they passed by, too encroached on the device in their hands to care. 
 
    For the ones who stood loitering around the various shops and food stands, they spoke in a strange dialects that betrayed their own language. 
 
    He hated it, he felt so out of place, like he was a centuries old ghost that never got closure. 
 
    Yet, as he glided through the crowd, he was unseen as his powers made him like a mouse in the night, the people he shoved passed barely felt his hands push past them. 
 
    He didn’t belong here, standing out with his black suit and his lost soul. The assault on his mind from the culture he never would understand. 
 
    The Old Wolf paused next to a food stand. The cook had a whole scaly fish on a large hot plate, with various peppers and spices tossed on it. The smell made his eye brows tingle, the jarring smell stung his nose. Yet, this stand was one of the most popular ones on the streets. 
 
    He wished he could try them one day, he never had time to eat, he never had time to do anything. 
 
    He turn to his left, to his target. 
 
    A young man in his twenties he figured. 
 
    The man’s dark skin reflected the world he was from. The sharp tout eyes and round face, the culture of this city. 
 
    In other worlds, he would have been a mutt, but in this one, he was the norm. He stood among his group of friends, laughing as if the sounds of this world didn’t bother him. 
 
    The Old Wolf could never conform, he never had a chance too. 
 
    His target was wearing a neon green leather jacket, even in this vibrant place, it stood out. His friends had tamer clothes, in various reds, blues, and golds.  
 
    All of it sickened the Old Wolf. 
 
    He was ready to leave this world. Stav Ragnar glanced at the old wolf walking toward him from across the street.  
 
    Shit. 
 
    The Old Wolf wanted this to be clean. He hated the anomalies advance cognition.  
 
    Once he was noticed, they always ran. 
 
    Stav gave him a stronger glance and a puzzling look. Then as the Old Wolf sped up, pushing through the crowded streets, Stav’s eyes flung open. 
 
    “Shit!” Stav yelled and ran into the adjacent alleyway. 
 
    Old Wolf sighed and ran after him, pushing past a surprised crowd. 
 
    In the alleyway, Stav ran up a fire escape and onto a roof. The Old Wolf pushed hard off the ground with his legs and leapt into the sky. 
 
    He slammed down in front of Stav as he landed. 
 
    Stav leapt back with an ‘oh shit!’ look on his face. The Old Wolf pulled out his gun and fired. 
 
    Stav dodged under the bullets as it pierced into the A/C unit. The Old Wolf flashed forward and slammed his fist into Stav’s belly. Stav had caught his hand as The Old Wolf forced him back. 
 
    Stav landed on his feet shaking his hands in the air as smoke came from them. “The man told me about you, the Executioners, he said if I saw you to run, but you don’t look that tough.” Stav glanced back at the massive holes the Old Wolf’s bullets left in the A/C unit. 
 
    The Old Wolf stepped toward him as Stav never shut up. “That punch did hurt though.” 
 
    Stav backed up as the Old Wolf came closer. “Not one for talking are you?” 
 
    Stav surged forward as the Old Wolf grabbed for his blade. He exploded in a blinding blue light. 
 
    Old Wolf blinked the light from his eyes and Stav was gone. His connection to him felt distant. He spun around trying to get a hold of him and stopped as he saw a mountain range in the distance, past the city. 
 
    Stav could jump. Similar to the Sinner’s power. He let out a loud groan, this wasn’t going to be easy. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf walked up an old mossy staircase that wound up the mountain side. 
 
    It was in the darks of the night, the connection with his target was strengthening. It was the only thing that guided him through the darkness. 
 
    He paused and glanced back to an ember glow. It was the city he was just in. From the heights of the mountains, he could hear the slight bustle of the city, away from its inner madness. He could finally understand its allure. A utopia of orange. It was peaceful now. 
 
    He enjoyed the silence of the mountains, the wind that kicked up on the rocks and trees. The birds that flew higher than ever. 
 
    It was a fitting place to kill. 
 
    He continued up the path. The stairs led straight up a tree line path that ended at what looked like a temple. 
 
    The large insignia marked doors were open to him. 
 
    As he made it to the end of the stairs and walked through the doors, he glanced behind him. The stairs led him to the very top of the mountain. 
 
    Through the doors was a large open stone floor surrounded by wooden houses and shrines. In the middle of it, a large man sat crossed leg with a spear lying across his lap. 
 
    “Where is he?” the Old Wolf said. He felt his target’s presence here. He couldn’t let him escape again. 
 
    Stav stepped out from one of the buildings to behind the man. Sweat lined his face and he looked like he was about to collapse. 
 
    “My lad here,” the man spoke. “Comes from a long line of fighters, despite the fool choosing not to continue the family’s legacy.” 
 
    The Old Wolf put a hand on his sword hilt. He didn’t have time for this. 
 
    The man continued. “I am Vato Ragnar. I’m here to fight in his place.” 
 
    “That’s not good enough,” the Old Wolf said. 
 
    “I believe it is. My son made a mistake. One because I didn’t watch over him good enough. It is my fault he spoke to this ‘Omniscient’ man.” 
 
    Stav leaned against one of the buildings. “You’re an idiot, old man.” 
 
    “So, are you my son.” Vato bowed down to the Old Wolf. “He can only use his power once every few hours, so if I fail, you can still complete your mission.” 
 
    “Dad! What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m setting things right! I must keep honor in our family name.” 
 
    The Old Wolf stared at the man like he was crazy. He must have been crazy. He was going to throw away his life for nothing? 
 
    He seemed to have noticed how powerful he was, yet he still pushed on. 
 
    “Honor won’t do you any good if you’re dead,” the Old Wolf said. 
 
    Vato rose to his feet and clutched his spear. “What other way to die but in the fires of battle? Come now, let’s fight.” 
 
    Vato charged the Old Wolf. 
 
    Fools. All of them. 
 
    The Old Wolf pulled out his blade and it flashed in his hands like a gun shot. 
 
    Stav glanced down at his chest as blood came out of a hole. He collapsed to the ground dead. 
 
    Vato didn’t notice what the Old Wolf did as he swung wildly at him. The Old Wolf moved side to side as Vato’s spear thrusted at him in a volley of moves. 
 
    Vato was good, he had great form, but after thousands of battles, this bored the Old Wolf. 
 
    He wasn’t anything special. 
 
    The Old Wolf swung his blade and parried Vato’s spear. He rushed in and thrusted out his sword for the kill. 
 
    A knife flashed in front of the Old Wolf’s eyes. He spun, twisting his blade around Vato’s spear and flung it from the man’s hands. Vato staggered back. 
 
    The Old Wolf’s feet stopped and he glanced down at his arm. His suit jacket’s arm was sliced down the middle, but not deep enough to enter the skin. 
 
    Old Wolf glanced back at Vato, he held a long knife opposite of his spear holding hand. 
 
    Vato walked over to were his spear landed and picked it up. “You’re not taking me seriously, dear Executioner. I know you’re holding back a certain power. An art of sorts. I desire that knowledge. That power!” Vato’s eyes went wide as if he was going mad. 
 
    Old Wolf clutched his fist. Games. Games. Games. They always played games even when they didn’t need to be a part of it. 
 
    “You’re probably wondering how I know about your powers. I was beating my son after he confided in me about his grave mistake and he told me everything he was told about you guys. I want your power. I want your knowledge.” 
 
    The Old Wolf looked at Stav’s dead body against the wall. The man didn’t even notice that his own son was already dead. He could feel the pull of the door calling him. He was ready to go, but he had one thing left to do. 
 
    The Old Wolf turned to Vato and rose his blade. 
 
    “Ahh, good. Thank you for honoring me with this fight.” Vato was drooling, his desire to fight so strong. 
 
    “Honor?” 
 
    Vato rose his spear and blade and an explosion ripped out of where the Old Wolf used to be. 
 
    The Old Wolf’s blade smashed into Vato’s spear like it was glass, shattering it and the knife he held as his blade rammed through Vato’s core. 
 
    Vato’s insides exploded out his back as Old Wolf’s blade forcibly exited. His top half collapsed to the ground as his legs still stood up. 
 
    Eventually, they fell as well. 
 
    Old Wolf swung the blood off of his blade and looked to Vato’s top half. “There’s no honor in death.” 
 
    The Old Wolf walked off. 
 
    Vato’s eyes stared at his son, finally realizing that he was already dead when death’s grasp took him. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    As the Old Wolf placed his sword and gun on the side table in the white room. He wondered why he always met people like Vato. 
 
    Fools who found honor in something so vile. 
 
    He laid down and felt his world ease away. 
 
    Honor? There was no honor in what he did. No prestige, no dignity, no nothing. 
 
    He was just a killer and nothing more. 
 
    There was no honor in his job. 
 
    His eyes came to a close. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 – Kill the Traitor 
 
      
 
    The night was dark and rainy. Shadowy figures shifted in dimly lit alleyways in the darkness of the Los Angeles night. 
 
    A man in a dark blue hoodie ran between the brick walls. An Executioner jumped in front of him. The man pulled back his hand as an intense battery of light spiraled out of it and thrusted it forward. 
 
    As the Executioner raised his blade, the man’s hand shattered through it like glass, then through his rib cage, and punched through his chest. 
 
    The hooded man flung the lifeless Executioner to the side as he continued to run forward. Above, more shadowy figures appeared on the edges of the rooftops. 
 
    The man clicked his teeth. Two more Executioners leapt down and before they landed, the man swung out his hands and they burst into colorful flames. Exploding into bright blues and reds as the man leapt over their burning bodies as they screamed out. 
 
    The hooded man came to a sudden halt as he ran into a dead end. Five Executioners landed behind him blocking his path. 
 
    The hooded man sighed and turned around. “Do you know why I ran?” 
 
    The Executioners raised their blades without an answer. 
 
    “It’s because I didn’t want any more blood on my hands.” He raised his right hand and millions of colors swirled onto it as if they were being etched by a projector from a theater. They twisted in impossibility as the light stretched out of his hand, reaching out into the darkness, and consuming the reality around it until it stopped at three feet in length. 
 
    It was a blade that could tear through reality itself. 
 
    It lit up the blacks of the alleyway as the colors continued to swirl around it. Yet, the blacks in the man’s hood were never touched. And the Executioners never shielded their eyes. 
 
    He swung the blade down. The after image never left the air. 
 
    “But it never works that way, does it?” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Daybreaker ran among the rooftops. The roof was slick with rain, but he was like a tiger stalking a prey. His feet landed with just enough grip for him to push ahead. 
 
    He leapt rooftop to rooftop training forward. 
 
    He could feel him, the Sinner, only a few hundred yards away. Along with him, five other Executioners. He was going to be the last one to arrive. 
 
    His heart beat heavy, the Sinner was close this time. If they could kill him here, his mission would be over and he could finally rest. 
 
    He held his sheathed Katana tight. He had seen many others cut down by the Sinner. But not even the Sinner could kill fifty of them. 
 
    He came to a sudden halt as he broke out of his thoughts. Four executioners stood at the edge of the rooftop ahead of him. 
 
    They motioned him to come over in silence. 
 
    He quickly made his way over and asked in a whisper, “Why have you stopped?” 
 
    One of the executioners motioned to an alleyway only a building ahead of them. “Don’t you feel it? The other executioners are gone, but the Sinners presence is still there.” 
 
    The man was right, the Daybreaker had been so lost in his thoughts, that he hadn’t noticed the other executioner’s presences being cut off. 
 
    Impossible! 
 
    There was no way the Sinner could have killed all of them. 
 
    “We are going to attack at once. It’s the only way we can beat him. On my go we are going to run to the other roof top and leap down to attack.” 
 
    “You call that a strategy?” the Daybreaker asked. 
 
    “It’s the only thing we can do without going any closer to survey the scene, but that risks getting detected by the Sinner.” 
 
    The Daybreaker glanced to the alleyway the Sinner was in, from the adjacent buildings rooftop, he couldn’t see into it.  
 
    Yet, he nodded. 
 
    The head Executioner placed his hand on his hilt. “On my go, let’s get this fruitless journey over with.” 
 
    The Daybreaker placed his hand on his own hilt. He felt its heat as his stomach began to hurt and his breaths became labored. He was afraid. 
 
    He had never been afraid before. 
 
    Maybe it was because no matter what, in the next five minutes, his journey as an Executioner would be over. He squeezed his hilt harder.  
 
    His short life would be over. 
 
    There was no afterlife for an Executioner. 
 
    “Go.” 
 
    They sprinted over the edge and landed on the adjacent building and ran and leapt over the other edge. 
 
    The Daybreaker’s feet landed with a splash as did the others. But the Daybreaker’s eyes never left the ground. He was standing in a pool of blood. His eyes traced the scene. Mutilated bodies were strewn around the alleyway. Hundreds of body parts, hands, arms, heads, were laying on the ground. All of Executioners, all of his comrades. 
 
    His eyes finally found the scenes source. At the end of the alleyway stood the Sinner of the Infinite, a man in a simple hoodie holding a blade of infinite possibilities, the millions of swirling colors entrancing his eyes. 
 
    His back was to them. He commanded his arms to raise his blade, but his body was stiff with fear. 
 
    He heard screams as his other comrades ran forward. 
 
    The time to end it was now. 
 
    Attack! 
 
    He broke his trance and raised his weapon. 
 
    “Blade of Murderous Intent!” 
 
    His blade turned into pink flames as it burnt through its sheath and he raised it above his head.  
 
    He paused. 
 
    His comrades had already fallen, their bodies were torn in half like paper on the ground. The Sinner held one of them up. His hoodie blackened by blood. 
 
    The Sinner turned to him and pointed his sword toward the Daybreaker. 
 
    His heart stung as if an immense pressure was crushing down on it. This was his death when he had never really lived. 
 
    He screamed. 
 
    He had to kill the Sinner. 
 
    He had to kill the man for whence he was created for. 
 
    He had to kill the reason he was stuck in this endless cycle. 
 
    He had to end this suffering. 
 
    He had to end this hell! 
 
    He charged forward and the Sinner was in front of him. As he swung his blade, the pink flames followed after.  
 
    The Sinner ducked and weaved under the swings and swung back. Their blades clashed, exploding in sparks of colors and light. 
 
    The Daybreaker swung down harder and harder, screaming with each swing as he sliced through the air. 
 
    The Sinner dodged each and every one of his swings.  
 
    He was playing with him. 
 
    He was playing with his life. 
 
    Then, in a flash of exploding lights, the Sinner was gone. 
 
    The Daybreaker’s right hand disconnected from his arm and went twirling into the air. His blade still in the hand. 
 
    He screamed out as the pain struck him like a truck. 
 
    He clenched his teeth and saw the Sinner behind him.  
 
    He yelled as he grabbed his detached hand and swung it at the Sinner. A pink light erupted from the blade and sliced through the air. 
 
    The Sinner leapt over the light and landed back on the ground. A deep gash was left in the alleyway’s brick walls as the light ebbed. 
 
    The Daybreaker dropped his hand. 
 
    This was it. 
 
    He was left on his knees as he waited for his point to this world to kill him. 
 
    The Sinner slowly approached him and placed his blade of color on his neck. It felt oddly warm, comforting in a way.  
 
    This was his salvation.  
 
    This was his death. 
 
    “You’re not like the others,” the Sinner said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Why don’t you continue to fight?” 
 
    The Daybreaker looked up at him, rain dropping on his face. All he saw was an impossible black shielding the Sinner’s face in his hood. “What’s the point?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. For all of this.” 
 
    “Just get it over with. I’m going to die anyways and we can’t defeat you. No matter how many of us Old Man Gloom sends after you. I might as well die a free man. Free from killing anyone anymore.” 
 
    The Daybreaker stared back down to the ground clutching the lump of his arm. Watching the rain dilute the blood he sat in. 
 
    The Sinner raised his blade to strike. 
 
    “But…” the Daybreaker said. 
 
    The Sinner paused. 
 
    “Can you at least tell me one thing?” 
 
    The Sinner didn’t reply, but he didn’t strike down his blade either. 
 
    “Who are you? Who are you really? I just know I’m supposed to kill you because of your power but nothing else.” 
 
    “I’m God.” 
 
    “Impossible, there is no God between the universes.” 
 
    The Sinner lowered his blade. “Right. By your feeble understanding, I’m not a god, I’m just a being who can bend reality. You interest me, so you may have a wish.” 
 
    “Ha, a wish?” The Daybreaker looked up at him. 
 
    “Yes, a wish.” 
 
    The weight of the Sinner’s words suddenly crashed down on him. 
 
    If this man was truly a god like he claimed, then… 
 
    “Can you do it?” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Can you free me from the chains that created me?” 
 
    “It matters if you really understand the gravity of your wish. Could you kill innocent beings just like yourself, people trapped in the hell I help create to achieve your dreams?” 
 
    Could he kill other Executioners? People who are in the same situation as himself. 
 
    “…Yes. Life doesn’t have meaning. A death is just a death. To help my selfish dream I would kill. Life and death never had as much weight as people claimed.” 
 
    “Then I can give you all.” 
 
    “Please. Give me my heaven. Give me my hell. Give me reason. Give me sanity!” 
 
    The Sinner struck his blade into his chest and the Daybreaker screamed out, but instead of pain, he felt an immense power, a fulfillment that he never knew he needed, an ultimate power that warmed every inch of his being, and a happiness of what was to come. 
 
    His body exploded into millions of lights. His hand reformed. A weight was lifted off of his bones and he felt as lightless as the air. 
 
    The Sinner pulled out his blade and the light disappeared. The Daybreaker collapsed to his knees. The sensation was gone, yet, he felt freer than ever. 
 
    Was he free? 
 
    “You now have the power to deny, to deny the chains that had once shackled you. I’d say you have a week before they will be able to locate you. You’re free to do whatever.” 
 
    A hole appeared behind the Sinner. It was filled with billions of stars painted in the black. He turned to walk into the tear. 
 
    It felt so strange. The Sinner had separated his link to Old Man Gloom, which meant he would never see the room again. 
 
    He had never slept or existed in a universe for more than 24 hours before. He stood up and ran over to the Sinner. “Wait!” 
 
    The Sinner stopped and glanced over to him. 
 
    “What do I do now?” 
 
    “Live.” 
 
    “I…I don’t know how too.” 
 
    “You’ll figure it out, I gave you the power to deny, to deny the reality around you. But I limited it to this universe only.” 
 
    “To deny…” 
 
    “Do what you will with it, as I’m sure you won’t last that long.” 
 
    The Daybreaker stared at the wall next to him. 
 
    To deny. 
 
    He felt a power flowing within him and a line sliced down the middle of the wall and opened into a world of possibilities. 
 
    He glanced back and the Sinner was already gone. 
 
    “Thank you…” he said as he stepped through the hole of wonders and saw his place of dreams. 
 
    He was free. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    His journey sent him to all the world’s wonders. He saw the pyramids of Giza, the lights of the north, and watched the sun rise from the East and it’s descent to the West. He sat at the highest peaks of the Earth. Swam in the waters of Palawan, and watched the stars in the night sky bloom. 
 
    But it only lasted a week, despite his connection being cut to Old Man Gloom. He still had his old powers and he felt them coming. The Executioners. It was time to say hi to his old comrades. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    He sat on a made up bed in a hotel room. Out of all the things he thought he would miss as being an Executioner, the room was the one and only thing. He had once hated the sterile emptiness of it, the lack of personality, but now that he is sitting in some cheap hotel room, he could appreciate the purity. 
 
    Not that he couldn’t afford a better room, as he only rented it for the night and payment was easy as he could appear in any bank vault on a whim. But he didn’t want the blood to stain the nicer rooms, he already felt bad for the poor cleaning ladies that were going to have to deal with the blood that was going to be stained here. 
 
    He had met all kinds of people on his journey, and the lessons he learned from them all was that he would have to fight for what was his. His life. 
 
    So, he had put on his black suit again, it felt so confined and heavy after such a short amount of time. When he was an Executioner, he never had to take it off before, he had never felt the air on his naked skin. 
 
    Yet, he was born with this suit on and he would die with it worn. 
 
    His sheathed katana was sitting across his lap. He rubbed the smooth black shell of the sheath. Today would be the last day she would taste blood. 
 
    He heard footsteps outside his door. 
 
    He chuckled, he wasn’t sure if it was his new powers or if the Executioners were getting sloppy. They should have been silent. 
 
    He stood and clutched the sword in his hand. He removed his katana from its sheath and ran his hand across the blade. 
 
    He was quite tired of this life. 
 
    It was time to end it. 
 
   


  
 



Chapter 5 – Kill the Fable 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf stepped out into an ethereal world. He was surrounded by trees, but unlike the usual worlds, everything had a certain golden glow to them, as if he had just stepped into a dream.  
 
    As he walked forward, the air had a warmth to it, not a heat, but an energy. It breathed life into him. Light peered through the canopy above, painting the air as if it had golden glitter floating in it like fire flies. 
 
    This world was stranger than the last one he was sent to. He shrugged off the ethereal feeling and walked forward. 
 
    In only a few minutes, he broke through the trees and came to a long dirt road in-between the tree lines. He sighed as he looked up into the piercing blue sky. It wasn’t only the trees that had that strange feeling. 
 
    This whole world had a golden glow to it. He examined the tree lines. They had a slight blur as if they were painted into existence by a brush. Birds and other strange creatures flew in the air, flapping their wings in a staggering motion as if they were a moving picture. 
 
    The dirt road under his feet felt like a regular dirt road, but it looked like it was made out of clay, molded to perfection just to fit between this specific tree line. The grass that surrounded him had the same effect to them. 
 
    They swayed in the warmth of the wind as if they were being redrawn every time they moved. 
 
    This world was unsettling to the Old Wolf. He glanced down the road. He felt his target a few miles out. It was going to be a long walk. 
 
    As he made his journey, he came across many strange sights and sounds. Animals that spoke as if what they had just done was normal. Small villages made up of these same animals and humans with powers he had never seen before. Witches and Wizards who tried to sell him magic as he journeyed down the long dirt road. Not the power of the Sinner so many lusted for, but powers they were born with and the powers of this world. 
 
    The powers of stories. 
 
    One even tried to sell him some glamour. 
 
    How could his target be an anomaly in this kind of world? 
 
    It’s not the time to be questioning my mission. 
 
    He continued forward as he saw things of dreams. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    A small clearing opened up in the trees on the side of the road. 
 
    A large turtle stared at a camp fire as if it was entranced by it. On its back was what looked like a water dish, but on a closer inspection, there were small green patches in a sea of blue. The turtle notched its head back toward the dish and said in an unsettlingly deep voice, “My promise to guard you will come to an end today.” 
 
    The Old Wolf came into the clearing and said, “What is this place?” 
 
    The turtle looked at him, “A place of fables and dreams.” 
 
    The Old Wolf stared at the turtle, his connection led him here. The turtle was his target. 
 
    How strange. He placed his hand on his sword hilt. 
 
    “If you will be kind, I know my fate, this is where I will end, but can I have an hour?” 
 
    The Old Wolf glanced around, there were no threatening auras or any hints of danger. The way the turtle’s eyes were staring into the flames seemed nonthreatening, he doubted the creature would fight back. 
 
    So, “Speak,” Old Wolf said. 
 
    The turtle’s head motioned to a log that lay next to him. 
 
    The Old Wolf went over to it and sat down. 
 
    “My name is Terrenebear, but most call me Terre, what is yours?” 
 
    “They call me the Old Wolf.” 
 
    “The Old Wolf? That is not a name.” 
 
    “That is the only name I have.” 
 
    “Is that by choice?” 
 
    The Old Wolf didn’t answer him. 
 
    “Hmm. Thank you for allowing me to speak to you. I know my fate, to die by a camp fire on this very hour only a few minutes from now.” 
 
    “And how do you know that when I have just arrived?” 
 
    “It was spoken to me by the Witch of the black forest, who told me of the Executioners and that a faceless man would be my death.” 
 
    The Old Wolf stared at the turtle whose eyes never left the flames in front of him. 
 
    “Are you afraid?” 
 
    “Afraid? No. I am just now passing my six hundredth year. I’ve seen more than my fair share of this world. This place is unlike many you have been to before, there are many planes of existence, many worlds, thousands, in this world of myths. When I’m killed, I’m fated to go to one of them. This life, could have been a pre-life, the next world could be what this life was training toward.” 
 
    “How can you be so sure? How could you live, knowing that this wasn’t the real journey you were supposed to travel on?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, but I feel the pulling of fate. This isn’t the end for me.” 
 
    “I’m not planning on chasing you through the trees.” 
 
    “With the ability I’ve been granted, you would be chasing me through worlds. But worry not, I’m not going to run.” 
 
    The Old Wolf took his hand off his blades hilt. “If you feel this way, why accept this power? From what I understand, the Sinner tells people what will happen when you take his power.” 
 
    The turtle continued, “The one you call the Sinner of the Infinite came to my world. He had his eyes as open as you do now when he first came here. I was walking alongside the road when he came up to me and asked if I could have anything I wanted, as a thing of legends, what would it be?” 
 
    “And what was it?” 
 
    “I wanted to see the world and he granted it. I thought when it came down to this very hour, I would have regretted what I had done. But I have not. Because of that one man and his power, I have seen many worlds, thousands of places that would have taken me millennia to transverse. I have seen my entire world in days and others in weeks. All worlds connects to the one of myths. I’ve found out this wasn’t the only world of fables, I watched a woman of snow tame the worst of wolfs, seen the birth and rebirth of this world and many others, all thanks to one man, I have seen it all, even my death. I have gotten more than I had expected out of this life, as I was just a slow moving turtle, fated to a hopeless quest to win the race. But before I leave this world and move to the next, can I have one last fight.” 
 
    The Old Wolf stood up, pulled out his blade and went to the other side of the clearing.  
 
    The bowl on the turtles back gently floated off of him and onto the ground.  
 
    The Old Wolf nearly gasped at what he saw. The turtle’s shell shifted and grew, its limbs stretched and lengthened as it stood up on its hind legs. 
 
    It stood at ten feet tall at the size of a bear. The turtle asked him, “I just want to know, that my killer has a reason, I want my death to have a reason, a reason the killer believes in, to not make this worthless.” 
 
    “There is no reason.” 
 
    To anything in my life. 
 
     “You must experience something, every time you wake up in a new world, something that moves that mortal coil that powers you.” 
 
    The Old wolf glanced down at his perfect blade, seeing the reflection of himself, staring into his old dark eyes. 
 
    “These… worlds will always continue to amaze and confuse me. Worlds of changing wonders that my simple mind has a difficulty understanding. It’s like a vivid dream I will never wake from and yet, I will never be able to find the answers I want to. I have to find comfort in the unknown, because I’m here for one thing and one thing only.” 
 
    The Old Wolf raised his blade. 
 
    “I can at least grant you your name.” 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    “The one you were born with. I have the power to peer into things I don’t understand, I can at least give you that, to power the reason you wake.” 
 
    Name. I have a name? A reason to fight, a reason to wake? 
 
    The Old Wolf squeezed his sword’s hilt. 
 
    A useless hope that would eventually get dashed. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    As the Old Wolf shifted his feet into an offensive stance, it was as if the world around them melted away. The wind silenced, the intensity of the campfire ebbed, and the blur of this world only allowed Terrenebear, the turtle that transverse worlds, in Old Wolfs vision. 
 
    Terrenebear ran forward and the Old Wolf flashed. He stood behind Terrenebear as he placed his blade back into its hilt. 
 
    “You were a formable opponent.” 
 
    Terrenebear glanced back in amazement as the Old Wolf had somehow moved behind him in an instant.   
 
    Blood erupted from its mouth and it collapsed to the ground. It rolled onto its back as blood came from an opening in its stomach. 
 
    The light was leaving its eyes. 
 
    “Can…you…place…the bowl…” it gave a motion to its belly. 
 
    The Old Wolf went next to the camp fire and placed his hands on the bowl filled with blue and green. It had a weight and heat to it. He lifted it up and placed it on Terrenebear’s belly. 
 
    “I…I have seen…more than…I have…ever before…I have led… a…good…life.” 
 
    The life went out of Terrenebear’s eyes. He was gone. 
 
    The Old Wolf felt a weight being lifted off of him. A door appeared beside him as this world didn’t have regular doors. 
 
    He walked to it but paused. 
 
    Terrenebear’s body melted away in a golden light and the water from the bowl on his stomach overflowed. It poured into Terrenebear’s now empty shell and sank into it. Grass, vines, and flowers twisted and melded with the shell as it became one with the earth, the shell was now filled with water and green. Terrenebear had held a world on his back and now the world was one with him. 
 
    These worlds would always confuse Old Wolf. 
 
    He stepped through the door and went through his usual motions. Placing his blade and unused gun on the side table and laying down. 
 
    Before he closed his eyes, he stared up at the sterile white ceiling and had a few final thoughts. 
 
    To know my name? 
 
    When he was created, he wasn’t given a name. Only a mission, to kill and to kill until killed. 
 
    A name would give him an identity, an identity that was fated to death. 
 
    He closed his eyes. 
 
    To know my name? Never. As names… 
 
    This world was leaving him. 
 
    Are only to be forgotten. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 – Kill the Coward 
 
      
 
    The Stargazer stared out into an infinite black filled with stars. He floated as if he was nothing, as if he had no form or function at all. 
 
    Every time he was in this place he never wanted to leave. He wanted to float on forever, to always watch the stars. 
 
    He knew that the small lights that littered the black weren’t really stars but other universes, yet, it never changed his thoughts. 
 
    He never wanted to wake up again. 
 
    A light grew in the black and approached him. It had no heat and the light from it never shined on him, yet, it grew to eclipse his entire sight. 
 
    It was time. 
 
    His last thoughts were, why am I the only one who dreams? 
 
    The Stargazers eyes opened to a white ceiling. 
 
    Why couldn’t I escape this hell? 
 
    He sat up with a small sigh. His mission details projected in front of him and a female voice spoke. 
 
    ‘Mission: Kill Daybreaker. Status: Rogue. Restrictions: None. Kill at all cost.’ 
 
    The Stargazer nodded and reached for his weapons on the side table and paused. 
 
    Wait. 
 
    He was tasked with killing another Executioner? 
 
    “What the hell is this?” he muttered under his breath. 
 
    The voice came on again. “The Executioner Daybreaker has gone rogue. He has abandoned his mission and in doing so forfeited his life. Terminate at all cost. Caution is required as you are not the first to be tasked with this mission.” 
 
    There was a strange lull. 
 
    “I understand, I guess.” 
 
    “Good luck.” 
 
    The voice cut off. 
 
    Good luck? The voice had never showed that much emotion before.  
 
    Strange. 
 
    The Stargazer brushed it off and grab his weapons and stood up. 
 
    An Executioner going rogue? Was that even possible? To escape? 
 
    The Stargazer pushed down the traitorous thoughts and pushed open the door. 
 
    All of the world’s knowledge leeched into his mind. He nearly collapsed as something was off. 
 
    He grabbed his head as a sharp pain ran through it. Then the feeling was gone in an instant and he knew all that he needed to know. 
 
    The Daybreaker was a fool to think he could escape.  He had killed at least twenty-three other Executioners already. 
 
    That bit of info stung at the Stargazer. He killed others that were just like him, stuck on the diamond thread of fate. Beings who couldn’t escape their lives, doing what they were made to do. 
 
    But if the Daybreaker had killed so many of them, why did Old Man Gloom send him alone? When the others couldn’t defeat him? Did Old Man Gloom believe in him that much? 
 
    Stargazer glanced around. He was in downtown Los Angeles again. It was nearly identical to the universe he was previously in, but he knew it wasn’t. 
 
    There was so many unanswered questions, but he had a job to do. To kill the one who managed to escape. 
 
    He felt the Daybreaker’s pull, but he knew where he would be even without the strings attached to him. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Daybreaker stood on the edge of a ten story tall building looking over the Los Angeles horizon. A complacent look was on his face. He held his sheathed katana in his right hand, clutching it like a bat. 
 
    The rooftop door opened and closed. The Daybreaker never turned around as the Stargazer stepped onto the roof. 
 
    The Daybreaker had a certain air to him. His suit jacket blew in the wind while the Stargazer’s stood still. 
 
    The bastard was ignoring him. He placed his hand on his hilt and pulled— 
 
    “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” The Daybreaker turned around. He had a relaxed look on his face. “Only one of you. You must be something special. Old Man Gloom must have taken a longer time making you.” 
 
    The Stargazer felt no hostile presence from the man. He needed to take this slow. He killed twenty-three others. He didn’t want to make that twenty-four by acting rashly. He released the grip of his blade as the Daybreaker stared at him. 
 
    “I’m here to kill you. I don’t have time for small talk.” He couldn’t find any openings. It was a mistake to release his grip from his blade, he placed his hand back on his sword. 
 
    “Oh, but I have all the time in the world.” 
 
    The Stargazer didn’t have time for this. Maybe this was how he defeated the others, by giving them a false sense of comradery.  
 
    He had to attack now. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    The Stargazer paused. “What?” 
 
    “Why do you kill for?” 
 
    “You know why. If we don’t do our jobs then the universes will fall into disrepair.” 
 
    “Sure, sure. But what do you kill for? I’ve killed thousands of people and it’s starting to get to me. Old Man Gloom isn’t powerful enough to make us thoughtless killing machines it seems. So he keeps us confined. All our codes we make up in our heads are bullshit.” 
 
    “Is that why you killed your own comrades, the same people who were in the same shitty situation you were in. The same fucking people who were stuck in their own personal hells!” 
 
    The Daybreaker’s eyes twitched. “It’s not my fault that Old Man Gloom forced that on them, on us! He hardwired some bullshit point into our heads so we could serve with some false sense of purpose.” 
 
    “Then, what is your code? It must be some jaded law if it allowed you to work with the Sinner.” 
 
    “To kill or be killed. Each one of our codes are based on what kind of people we are. But since I’m free, I can’t be killed and I don’t have to kill anymore.” 
 
    “Yet, you are going to kill anyways.” 
 
    The tone in the Daybreaker’s voice changed. The light around him seemed to lessen. His sheathed katana glowed a magenta pink. 
 
    “It’s like I said, it’s because I have too.” 
 
    The Stargazer grasped his swords hilt to the point of creaking. 
 
    “Then fight me you coward.” 
 
    The Stargazer rushed forward and the Daybreaker did the same. Steel clashed as they swung at each other. The Daybreaker’s blade had an immense heat to it as it seemed to absorb the energy from his blows. 
 
    It grew brighter and brighter, each clash of steel flashed like a supernova constantly going off on the rooftop. 
 
    The Stargazer couldn’t find an opening, he had to refocus his eyes after each of the Daybreaker’s swings as he was blinded by the light. 
 
    He attempted to parry and dodge each of his swings but the Daybreaker moved incredibly fast. There was no tension in his eyes as he swung, as if he was in a trance. This was just a dance he had practiced thousands of times before. 
 
    With each clash of steel, the Stargazer felt the energy of his swings lessening, as the light of the Daybreaker’s blade grew stronger and stronger to the point of blinding. 
 
    The Stargazer’s sword was beginning to feel heavy in his hands. As if it weighed thousands of pounds.  
 
    What the hell is happening? 
 
    By the time, he figured it out it was too late. 
 
    The Daybreaker’s blade struck down on his as he raised it and it shattered. The force of it flung the Stargazer back. 
 
    Before he even crashed down. The Daybreaker raised his blade once again. The magenta light grew to the point of impossibility, the heat of it melting the brick and concrete ground of the rooftop and muttered these words. 
 
    “Blade of murderous intent.” 
 
    He swung his blade down and the light erupted out of the blade like a missile and eclipsed the rooftop. 
 
    In the milliseconds it took for the light to consume the Stargazer he screamed, “Blade of a thousand cuts!” 
 
    Then the light took over all. 
 
    As the smoke began to clear, the Daybreaker smiled as he stared in the direction of the Stargazer. The ground had melted and began to finally cool. 
 
    The Stargazer coughed as the smoke left the rooftop. 
 
    Hundreds of swords were stuck in the ground. There were barely a millimeter between each one. The Stargazer stood fine in a circle of the swords. Sweat on his brow. 
 
    That was close. 
 
    “Come on! I’m not even using my new power!” the Daybreaker yelled. 
 
    The Stargazer just stood there. How could he possibly beat him? 
 
    He grabbed one of the swords and pulled it out of the ground and moved into his attack stance. All the other swords disappeared except for five of them.  
 
    “Let’s continue,” the Stargazer said. If he couldn’t find an opening he would create one. 
 
    “Is that all you have?” The Daybreaker raised his hands in the air. His blade still glowed its magenta glow. “I know it isn’t.” 
 
    The Stargazer faulted. The battle had just barely begun. 
 
    He glanced at his blade. He wouldn’t use that power. Not now, and hopefully not never. 
 
    He charged forward. The Daybreaker swung at him from afar and energy from his sword slashed through the air like lightning. 
 
    The Stargazer ducked and weaved through the slices. 
 
    And as he caught up and swung at him. The Daybreaker’s blade struck to meet his sword. It was the same thing over again. 
 
    Useless back and forth as their blades clashing but no headway was made. 
 
    But during this time, the Stargazer studied the Daybreaker’s movements. 
 
    He was like a machine. Hardened from hundreds of years’ worth of training through killing. He had to disrupt the machine. 
 
    To disrupt was to lower a machine’s efficiency to force a rise of faults. And every machine had its faults. 
 
    He noticed how when the Daybreaker struck forward using his left side after every parry. 
 
    He always struck down in the same calculated manner. 
 
    He was just as mortal as him. 
 
    The world seemed to slow down for the Stargazer as he moved in and left himself open and the Daybreaker struck down. 
 
    He suddenly leapt back and threw his blade at him. The Daybreaker’s blade flew up and knocked it out of the air and in doing so left an opening. Another blade appeared in the Stargazer’s hand and he thrust it forward. 
 
    The Daybreaker’s hand flew up incredibly fast. “Deny.” 
 
    The Stargazer paused in midair. His whole body stiff. “What—” 
 
    “Release.” 
 
    The Stargazer was sent hurtling into the air. A shocked look on his face. 
 
    This was the power he gained. 
 
    The Daybreaker aimed his blade at him. 
 
    “Shit.” The Stargazer pulled out his pistol and fired as he still flew up into the sky. 
 
    Bullets rocketed through the air as he still fell back to the roof. 
 
    The Daybreaker smiled as the bullets went straight through him. “As I said, you can’t kill me.” 
 
    The Stargazer threw his pistol in anger. 
 
    The Daybreaker raised a hand. “Deny.” 
 
    The pistol froze before it hit the ground. 
 
    As the Stargazer feet landed down, his pistol was sent for him. He slashed up and it was sliced in two. 
 
    The Daybreaker had a smile on his face. He was a coward who left his comrades behind. The bastard who was able to escape his fate. The man who left them all to their hell. 
 
    “Death by a thousand cuts,” the Stargazer said. A thousand blades appeared in the air around him, all pointed at the Daybreaker. 
 
    He was going to kill him or die trying.  
 
    “I—“ 
 
    The Stargazer didn’t allow him to say another word. The swords rocketed at the Daybreaker. 
 
    “Deny.” They all halted only a foot away from him.  
 
    “Dammit!” The Stargazer called more and more swords. The sky became abundant with them. They all rocketed toward the Daybreaker one after another, breaking into ones closer. 
 
    The Stargazer called one into his hand and sprinted forward, with his swords still raining down. 
 
    If he was going to die, he was going to die trying. He didn’t want to think about his death, so he thought about the rage he felt that he wasn’t the one able to escape, the one to be free. 
 
    The bastard. 
 
    As he closed in, he threw the sword in his hand in the air and thrust out his fist, throwing a fist into the mass of steel surrounding the Daybreaker. 
 
    Let him be free from this hell. 
 
    The Stargazer’s heart raised as he expected his fist to be halted, but his body never stopped moving. 
 
    He heard a grunt as his fist ran into the Daybreaker’s gut at full speed and kept going. 
 
    The raining swords disappeared and blood erupted from the Daybreaker’s lips as the punch had lifted him into the air. 
 
    This was his chance. 
 
    The Stargazer summoned his sword and swung, but his momentum was fucked and he only managed to clip into the Daybreaker. His blade inched into the Daybreaker’s left bicep and sliced into his chest. 
 
    The Daybreaker flew back over the edge of the rooftop. 
 
    “Shit!” The Stargazer overdid it. He couldn’t stop himself and fell after him. 
 
    The Daybreaker suddenly smiled and he slashed down with his good arm and a portal opened below him. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The world changed around the Stargazer as he flew through the Daybreaker’s portal. 
 
    Sand shot into his eyes and he shielded his face as he landed on coarse hot land. 
 
    The sun was sky high, he stood on a tall sand dune in an expansive desert. He glanced down and saw the Daybreaker wipe the blood from his mouth. 
 
    The Sinner’s power didn’t make him invincible. The Stargazer’s sword might had been useless, but his fist weren’t. 
 
    The Stargazer ran down the dune and the Daybreaker pulled out his sword. It glowed red and he thrust it forward. 
 
    Streaks of light flashed hot through the air, the Stargazer ducked under them as they it seared past his skin. 
 
    The Daybreaker backed up as he continued to swing wildly, the distance between him and the Stargazer was too open. 
 
    The air became abundant with the Daybreaker’s attacks. The Stargazer threw out his hand and a dozen swords appeared in front of him in the air and spun to form a closed circle, shielding him from the onslaught. 
 
    Ten other swords appeared around the shield and pointed toward the Daybreaker and rocketed toward him. 
 
    “Deny!” he yelled as he threw up his arm. The swords halted but the Stargazer’s shield spun insanely fast for him. 
 
    “I said deny!” 
 
    The shield halted. 
 
    They shattered into thousands of pieces, raining into the Daybreaker as the Stargazer’s foot broke through it and smashed into his face. 
 
    The Daybreaker went down like a bag of rocks as he crashed to the sand. 
 
    Blood and cartilage flew into the air. 
 
    As the Daybreaker fell, the Stargazer leapt off his face and a sword appeared in his hand. He thrust it down as he came back to the Earth. 
 
    “Deny!” the Daybreaker screamed as the blade halted just as the tip entered his stomach. 
 
    The Stargazer pressed off of his impossibly halted sword and forced himself up in the air. He aimed for the Daybreaker as he came back down and sent his knees into him. 
 
    The world exploded away as a portal opened under the Daybreaker as soon as their bodies met. 
 
    The wind whipped and twisted the Stargazer in the air as he fell. Below him lay an epic ocean. Rain and thunder clashed around him. 
 
    The Daybreaker fell away from him as he plummeted into the ocean. 
 
    The Daybreaker got up to his feet, wiped the blood from his broken face and clenched his blood stained teeth. He landed on a fishing ship, the crew stared at him in awe. He prepared for this before the fighting began, he was glad he got the coordinates right. 
 
    His face felt cool in the rain. He heard a loud splash and looked behind him and saw the Stargazer landing on the deck soaking wet. 
 
    The Stargazer chuckled. A sword was in his hand. “So, where are we off to now?” 
 
    The Daybreaker backed up without saying a word, stress on his face. 
 
    The Stargazer continued, “What? You can’t use your power right now?” 
 
    “So, you figured it out,” the Daybreaker said as a statement. 
 
    “It was easy, you didn’t run immediately after I forced you off of the roof. I know you aren’t naïve enough to think you could fight me in a one on one. My question it, how long does it take?” The Stargazer held out his blade. 
 
    He had to kill him before he could jump. Even if he had to choke him with his very hands. 
 
    “Try me.” 
 
    The Stargazer charged him. 
 
    His minute was up. As he closed in, a portal appeared behind the Daybreaker. He leapt at him and the Daybreaker moved out of the way. His feet slipped as he attempted to stop and he went through the portal. 
 
    “Fuck!” As the portal began to close, he moved fast. He managed to flip around and grab the back of the Daybreaker’s jacket and pulled him through. 
 
    They both landed on soft white snow. A storm brewed, kicking snow around them. The Stargazer could barely see an inch in front of him. He still held the Daybreaker’s jacket without the Daybreaker in it.  
 
    He had escaped his grasp. 
 
    He stood up straight and looked around. The wind and snow was blowing too strongly. All he saw was gray and white. 
 
    He jerked to his right. There was a slight red flash in the gray. Then again to the left. 
 
    He held up his sword, attempting to track the seemingly random lights. 
 
    A red tendril struck for him from his right. It struck and burnt into his right side. He jumped away from it and it disappeared. 
 
    A light flashed from his left and he ducked as another one lanced for him. Then, the gray turned to red. From each and everywhere, the red lights grabbed for him at once.  
 
    He moved like a dancer, ducking, and weaving through them. They never let up as he swung at them, deflecting but never getting rid of them, then, as the air became claustrophobic with red— 
 
    “Sword of a thousand cuts.” 
 
    Thousands of swords surrounded him and protected his body from the red. 
 
    With just a thought, they moved to his command. They grouped together around him into a cylinder and spun incredibly fast. 
 
    The snow began to swirl around him, then, the gray began to clear as the swords became like a cyclone. 
 
    As they spun, the Stargazer looked in the distance and noticed a single red light. 
 
    He ducked under his own blades and charged towards the light. The air seemed to explode as the swords hit max speed and the clouds parted like the red sea and the gray tore away. 
 
    The Daybreaker opened his mouth to gasp as the Stargazer’s hand encircled his throat. 
 
    They both went over a cliff with thousands of feet of empty below. The Daybreaker had teleported them to the top of a mountain. 
 
    “Shit!” the Stargazer yelled as they went over. Their bodies slammed against the mountain side as it wasn’t a sheer drop. 
 
    They tumbled and rolled as the mountain kicked the shit out of them, then, as they continued to slide down, they both went over an immediate drop. 
 
    The world spun around the Stargazer as he felt his gut clench. 
 
    He saw the Daybreaker go through the same thing only inches below him. He climbed up him as he kicked and the Stargazer grabbed his throat. 
 
    There was rage in his eyes as they looked at him. The ground below was quickly approaching. It would be a quick end. Executioner or not. 
 
    “Do it!” the Stargazer yelled. 
 
    The ground was only a few meters below. 
 
    Then, a white light appeared on the ground and the world changed once again. 
 
    They crashed through the portal and the Stargazer landed hard on the ground in a large factory. He struggled up. The Daybreaker was bent over in front of him. 
 
    “Why…Why the fuck are you fighting for?” the Daybreaker yelled. 
 
    He was fighting because it was the only thing he knew. 
 
    “Just die already,” the Stargazer said as he stood up. 
 
    The Daybreaker broke out into an insane laugh. “This…this power is amazing. Not…not only can I escape Old Man Gloom. I gain an understanding of things I never knew existed.” He rubbed his bloodied hands across his face. 
 
    “Just shut up.” 
 
    “Like my name. My true birth, and of you.” 
 
    “You need to accept your fate!” 
 
    The Daybreaker just laughed. “Accept my fate? I have denied it! Do you know that I found my real name? I’m just a man named Gary Headings. I never expected it to be so simple. I now know the point of my life. To this pitiful existence. Even if I were to die right here. I would have lived eons compared to the wretched seconds you have. I have experienced meaning.” 
 
    “Shut up!” The Stargazer charged him with his sword but was denied and thrown back. 
 
    “We were made to die. You have no other purpose.” 
 
    The Stargazer charged him again, but the Daybreaker denied him before he could even raise his blade. He froze as he struggled to raise his blade. 
 
    “I won’t allow anyone to take my freedom.” 
 
    The Stargazer was flung back with an impossible force. He skidded across the ground like a rock thrown down a hill.  
 
    The Daybreaker approached him. “Why this futile attack? Thanks to my power, I know you are holding something back. A power, you could have ended this easily.” 
 
    The Stargazer stood up. His suit is disarray. “You are unworthy of her. I will kill you with my own two hands.” 
 
    “Her is it?” 
 
    “Just die.” 
 
    The Stargazer charged him and the Daybreaker raised his hand. Stargazer was halted in place. Yet, an immense energy and heat rose up inside of the Stargazer. An intensity, an anger, a hate. It rushed through his veins as he stared at the Daybreaker’s questioning face. 
 
    The bounds faltered. 
 
    I must kill him! 
 
    A great power grew inside of the Stargazer. 
 
    He has to die! 
 
    The Daybreaker’s eyes went wide as the Stargazer broke through his binds. A hole opened behind him but the Stargazer’s fist smashed into his face and they both tumbled through the hole. 
 
    Their bodies smashed hard on the ground and rolled down a slight incline onto a stone river bed. 
 
    The Daybreaker was the first to get up and began to run toward the river. Stargazer got up and charged him. The Daybreaker pulled out a pistol and fired. 
 
    They were like paper airplanes to the Stargazer as he summoned his blade and cut each bullet in half. 
 
    He couldn’t stop now, not until his death. 
 
    The Daybreaker tripped up over himself as the Stargazer came at him like a raging machine. 
 
    Their fist went up and flew at each other. The Stargazer was calculating as each every one of his punches connected to the Daybreaker’s flesh. 
 
    As the Daybreaker keeled over, the Stargazer’s knee went into his face and the Daybreaker crashed down into the rocks in the river bed.  
 
    The Stargazer stepped over the Daybreaker’s body and pulled him up by the collar. 
 
    “Wait!” he pleaded. The fight was gone from his body but not the Stargazer’s. 
 
    The Stargazer stepped deeper into the water and got down on his knees and held the Daybreaker’s head under the water. His hands clasping hard around his neck. 
 
    He couldn’t escape now. The Daybreaker’s arms and legs were flailing around uselessly. 
 
    “Why did you think you could escape!?” The Stargazer said to a drowning Daybreaker. “No one can…you fucking bastard.” 
 
    He was a bastard for even trying. 
 
    The word’s never touched the Daybreaker’s ears as the fight slowly left his arms and legs. But he knew that. 
 
    The Stargazer saw the Daybreaker’s lips move as his body went limp. 
 
    I. Am. Free. 
 
    “You…coward…” The rage left from the Stargazer’s body as the Daybreaker fell dead. His body drifted deeper into the water. Into a calming black. 
 
    He hated him. For leaving his fate, for trying to run away. 
 
    As the Daybreaker’s body drifted deeper in the ether, his face turned into a smile.  
 
    Despite his death. He had lived. 
 
    The Stargazer stepped out of the water and screamed into the air. 
 
    He had given the Daybreaker his wish. He gave him an escape from this unavailing live. 
 
    Death. 
 
    He felt a presence to his left as a door appeared on the stone. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Stargazer sat on the edge of the bed in the room of white. Only the katana sat on the table as his pistol was destroyed in the fight. 
 
    He was dirtied and wet. Yet, when he wakes, he would be fresh, clean, and he would have another pistol. 
 
    He laid down on the perfectly made bed and felt a pressure come off of him. Sleep was waiting to catch him. 
 
    He stared at the whites of the ceiling. 
 
    Why was he the only one to dream? 
 
    Of a comforting infinite of stars. 
 
    He wasn’t. All the Executioners dreamed. 
 
    About a life after this. A life after their mission. 
 
    Of life after death. 
 
    Why do I dream of insurmountable things?


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 – Kill the Empire 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf awoke in a gruff as he always did. 
 
    Another day, another killing. 
 
    As he sat up, the display appeared in front of him and told him of his mission. 
 
    “Special mission.” 
 
    The Old Wolf was knocked out of his usual routine. “What is this?” 
 
    ‘Joint operation. Leader: Nighthound. Target: Snow King. Time: 7 days or before Snow King launches world ending missiles.’ 
 
    He got to his feet and cursed. He hate working in groups. Everyone had their heads up their own asses. He got his stuff and pressed open the door. 
 
    He stepped into a long hallway and waited for a second. There were forty doors in the hallway, doors like the one he just walked through. 
 
    He wasn’t at his destination yet. The hall was a bay of sorts for the portals where they could connect more than one door to a universe. Sometimes, if only a few Executioners were needed, this hall wasn’t, but for an operation of this size, it was necessary. It was all based on the integrity of the universe. Any more than three doors in a universe would put a strain on it, so, this was the solution. 
 
    A shitty one at best, the Old Wolf thought. 
 
    A portal for portals. These kinds of missions started in more than one kind of ways either they all would awake at once, or it was in a staggered pattern. 
 
    Guessing by the deafening silence of him standing alone, it must had been the latter. If it wasn’t, he wasn’t going to wait. 
 
    He pressed open the door at the end of the hallway to a winter wonderland. 
 
    Snow capped the buildings surrounding him. The day was dark and gray and the air cutting. Men and women wore fur coats as they passed by him. He breathed in deeply and took it all in. The buildings were of Slavic design, at least the regular buildings were, churches and temples betrayed the other’s logical design as their towers were topped with flame like designs, as if their tops were fire on a candle wick. 
 
    For once, the Old Wolf liked the designs. He glanced around and felt a pull in the distance. He might as well get this over with.  
 
    His feet scrapped against the cobbled marble that was the sidewalk. Cars drove past him as he walked down the road. 
 
    He paused as he came across a store front window. There was a television playing something. 
 
    He watched as the most campy propaganda video played. It was filled with bright red and yellow colors, hand drawn animations filled with tanks and jets. 
 
    It nearly overloaded his senses that he could barely make sense of it. But he did understand one thing. The ruler of the nation was a man by the name of Riddick Zuev, the Snow King. He had declared war on the world and invaded their neighboring nations, but their advance were halted by other major nations and they were in a standstill, the other nations stopping the machine that was the nation of the Snow King. 
 
    Despite stopping their advance, allied forced were building up forces on their fighting lines to prepare for the second wave of the Snow King’s forces. They believed he had something up his sleeve as they have recovered weapons never seen before on the battlefield. Their military was having a hard time figuring out how the Snow Kings weapons work. 
 
    Their military leaders were rushing to master them before the Snow King made his next move. 
 
    “Finite weapons?” the Old Wolf muttered. The channel changed as the store owner looked at him. He glanced around. How was he noticed? 
 
    The owner wasn’t looking at him, but the crowd that gathered around the window. “I’m not running a charity, if you want to watch, buy one!” 
 
    The crowd began to boo, but the store owner ignored them. The crowd dispersed as the channel he turned on played the countries national anthem. 
 
    The Snow King stood over a red flag as it fluttered in the wind, his chest jutting out toward the camera. He looked like a super hero, he was dressed as such. At least, a military one. He had on an outlandishly stylish uniform with a stack of ribbons of his left pocket that could weigh down a boat. 
 
    The Old Wolf shook his head and left, the anthem stuck in his head. 
 
    It was twenty minutes before he came upon a decrepit looking apartment building. It stood at six stories and had hundreds of windows on this side alone. The paint was either chipping or never painted on, as if they had run out of money half way through construction. 
 
    The yard in front of it had broken down cars and trash filling it. 
 
    He sighed as he looked at his place of residence. He might as well continue. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Inside, he stepped out of the stairwell onto the highest floor. The inside of the hallway was bleaker than the exterior, but he continued to the middle of the hall until he came to a stop outside of a door. 
 
    He knocked and it opened instantly. 
 
    Smoke bellowed out of the room and he wiped it away from his face. 
 
    The Nighthound stood in front of him surrounded by a room packed with Executioners. They huddled around the coffee table. Some were sitting on the two couches in the living room, while others were sporadically standing around. 
 
    He was the last to arrive. 
 
    “You’re late, Wolf,” Nighthound said. 
 
    “I’m right on time.” He pushed his way in. 
 
    “Let’s get this meeting started.” 
 
    The Old Wolf zoned out most of the details of the mission as Nighthound had a tendency to drag on whenever he was head Executioner on a mission. 
 
    He summed it up as the Snow King had weapons of mass destruction, imbued with the Sinner’s power. The Snow King was some kind of mastermind, his intelligence was high above average, he stood out among his peers and he personally drove this country into a Golden Age. And the worst was he was a charismatic son of bitch. His followers would die at his feet for him.  
 
    They had all the rooms on this floor, they could choose their own room. They would attack tomorrow. His castle had many ways to get in, but many more defenses, a lot of them would die, but it would save this universe from an unbeatable war. He would go into the specifics on their operation in the morning, but for now, they could do whatever the hell they wanted. 
 
    The Old Wolf would be a far better leader, at least time wise. Not that he wanted that responsibility. 
 
    One of the Executioners got up from the couch and the Old Wolf took his chance to take his seat. His back eased into the hard couch. It wasn’t as comfortable as he thought it would be. 
 
    While he adjusted his back, he surveyed the room. Everyone were doing their own thing, some stared out the windows, others sat in corners waxing poetic to their blades as they rubbed them. 
 
    He watched as a few eyed each other and went into one of the other rooms. And the last few exited, going to find a room for themselves so they could wallow in self-pity. 
 
    The Nighthound leaned against the wall near the door and stared at nothing. 
 
    And at the coffee table he was sitting in front of, were the craziest of the bunch. Five of them sat around the table. Two on the couch, and three on chairs around him. He’s fought alongside most of these men before and knew of their quirks, one of the biggest were laying on the coffee table. 
 
    Piles of drugs lay on table, herbs, powders, pills, and vials of liquid. 
 
    “You look like you’ve seen a ghost old man,” one of them said. Jackass, the Old Wolf believed his name was, or that was what he always called him. 
 
    “You look older every time I see you, Old Wolf, kill anybody of not lately,” the Executioner named Deadline said. 
 
    “It’s all the same, every mission.” 
 
    The men began consuming the drugs. 
 
    “That’s what you always say,” Deadline said. “But have you tried this shit?” He held up a small baggie of pink powder. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “They call it super dank. It kills normal people, but for us, it should hit just right. Gives me a better feeling than this other tame shit.” 
 
    He was passed a blunt and took a puff despite it being tame. 
 
    Old Wolf held up the baggie. “I doubt some powder can get me the feeling I want. Does it work?” 
 
    Jackass pointed to the other three Executioners around them, who were just staring off. “They already took it, it takes a while to hit. I know you’re the type to try this shit. I’m just now coming down from a hit I did a few hours ago. The rush is amazing wolfie.” 
 
    “Call me wolfie again and I’ll tear out your tongue.” 
 
    “Try me.” Jackass pulled out his sheathed sword. 
 
    “You should know better than that by now.” Old Wolf stood up. 
 
    “Hey, hey, hey, you guys are ruining the buzz.” Deadline motioned them to sit. “Nighthound will kill all of us if we fuck up this mission.” 
 
    The Old Wolf sat back down, glancing over at the Nighthound as he stepped out the door. 
 
    The baggie of super dank landed on the Old Wolf’s lap. Deadline handed him a knife, it had pink dust on it. He didn’t need it. 
 
    Old Wolf jammed the knife into the table and opened the baggie and took the biggest sniff he’d ever taken before. 
 
    “Jeez, Wolf.” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    It was a few minutes later, the drugs on the table were half gone, Old Wolf took in a big puff of a blunt and held it up. He didn’t feel a thing. Nothing to get him to forget this life. 
 
    Everyone stared at the ceiling as the apartment room filled with smoke. 
 
    Jackass said, “I think I was in the universe you’re from Wolf.” 
 
    “Is that so,” Old Wolf replied. 
 
    “It is. I had to kill this woman who was the head of some gang called the Yakuza, they went on and on about culture and honor and pride and shit, like you always do.” 
 
    “You’re wrong. I have no culture or honor. Pride…I’ll give you that.” 
 
    “Plus, they looked just like you.” 
 
    Old Wolf just shrugged. 
 
    Jackass continued, “We still need to finish our fight.” 
 
    Deadline said, “Fight? With Old Wolf. He could kill you and all of us ten times over.” 
 
    “I didn’t know you held me in such high regard.” 
 
    “I heard you haven’t once used your sword art. And I heard rumors about it.” 
 
    “Rumors, that’s all they are.” 
 
    “Maybe Nighthound can give you a running,” Jackass said. 
 
    “Maybe so.” The Old Wolf stood up. “I’m not feeling a damned thing.” He went toward the door. 
 
    Deadline said, “Where in the hell are you going?” 
 
    “Where ever the hell I want.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t leave, when the super dank hits, it hits hard.” 
 
    Old Wolf waved him off and left. 
 
    Outside of the complex, Nighthound sat on the stairs leading up to the apartment building. 
 
    Old Wolf stepped out next to him. “You’re missing the party.” 
 
    “You call that a party, huh?” 
 
    “The closest thing we have to one.” 
 
    “How’s it been Old Wolf?” 
 
    “It’s been the same as it always has.” 
 
    “Killing and killing.” 
 
    “Until the ends of time.” 
 
    “Yet, it looks like that time is coming close.” 
 
    “What makes you say that?” 
 
    “You were the first Executioner I’ve ever fought with. I wasn’t even fifty targets deep then, neither were you. I calculated how much time I’ve spent in each universe and I should be over eighty years old.” 
 
    “And I’m the only one who looks my age. What’s the point?” 
 
    “My point is that I feel like this journey of ours is coming to a close sooner than later. Either in death of us, or the Sinner.” 
 
    “I try not to think about it.” 
 
    “I saw you trying that ‘super dank’, it’s not for me.” 
 
    “It helps me to cope, every little thing helps. I don’t how you did it. You haven’t steeled your mind to the point of apathy like some others have.” 
 
    “I just do it because I have to.” 
 
    The Old Wolf looked out into the trash filled field in front of them. “You make it seem simple, the drugs put my mind at ease, at least for a second. That second is reprieve, its rest from my constant deafening thoughts, it’s my safety.” 
 
    “I have safety in others.” 
 
    “Others? You left almost immediately after you gave your little speech.” 
 
    “I just needed air, that’s all. Since when did you become so concerned with others?” 
 
    “I’m not, I’m only concerned with you old friend.” 
 
    “Good save.” 
 
    They stood in silence, maybe it was the silence that helped Nighthound, it always did for the Old Wolf. Just not as much as drugs did. 
 
    Old Wolf’s vision wavered and he stumbled. Catching himself before he tossed over. 
 
    “Wolf, you okay?” 
 
    The colors in Old Wolf’s vision went from normal to saturated at breakneck speeds. The snow turned pink and had outlines of lights, the sky turned green, and Nighthound’s white skin went like a beacon in the dark. Then, the colors wavered and switched to the opposite spectrum, the Nighthound was the darkness of nights. 
 
    “Oh…shit…” The drugs had just kicked in. 
 
    Gunshots broke the silence and screams. 
 
    They both looked up as the glass breaks out of one of the windows on the top floor. 
 
    “Shit! We’re under attack! Come on!” The Nighthound ran into the apartment and stumbled after him. 
 
    Nighthound paused as a plan formulated in his head. The Old Wolf blinked rapidly as his view of the world kept changing. 
 
    The Nighthound said, “I’ll go through the farthest stair well and you go up the one nearest the entrance. We can cut them off at both sides.” 
 
    Old Wolf nodded and the Nighthound ran off. He pulled out his blade, he may be inebriated, but he was the best fighter there was. 
 
    He charged forward and shouted as his foot crashed open the stairwell door. 
 
    Above him, the stairs were filled with suited men, he could tell by the way they stood that they were soldiers, not Executioners. 
 
    His world faltered and the men changed into black moss like forms, long inch high hair grew from their human forms. Teeth cracked and snapped out of their mouths as they grew into 12 inch fangs. 
 
    They tore through their uniforms as they grew to eight feet in height each. 
 
    They all roared out, shuttering the air around the Old Wolf. 
 
    The Old Wolf’s blade turned green, a vapor smoked into the air as he held it. 
 
    “What the fuck is happening?” 
 
    One of the beast leapt down. 
 
    He didn’t have time to hesitate. 
 
    He swung and his blade sank into the furry beast as he tore through it like butter. 
 
    Pink glowing blood splattered on the walls and in the Old Wolf’s eyes as the beast collapsed. 
 
    He wiped his eyes and pushed forward. They must die. 
 
    He ran up the stairwell and the beast attacked. 
 
    Claws and flesh flashed in the air as the beast swung at Old Man Gloom. He ducked and dodged as he swung his blade incredibly fast. 
 
    A detached hand flew into the air as the Old Wolf’s blade was like a blur. As beast fell, Old Wolf advanced. 
 
    They paused as they attempted to form a plan. The Old Wolf wasn’t about to wait. He charged at the two beast blocking the second floor platform. One of them leapt at him and swung its arm at him. 
 
    The Old Wolf ducked and tucked his blade down and thrusted up. 
 
    His swords point stuck out the other end of the beast’s arm. The Old Wolf twisted and the beast yelled as his blade sliced his arm up a ham. The blade disconnected and he jammed it into its chest. 
 
    The other beast rushed him, he went even lower, his face inches from the ground. The other beast swung and the Old Wolf caught its hand with his own. 
 
    He clutched his hand into a fist and pressed his foot off of the highest stair and used the forced to jam his arm into the beast elbow. 
 
    The beasts arm snapped like glass and it yelled out. The Old Wolf grabbed his swords hilt and spun. In a blink, the beast was decapitated. 
 
    The Old Wolf’s eyes flashed up. He moved fast as a light spiraled over his ducking head. 
 
    Two beast at the end of the stair platform held out their arm. There was only a smoking hole at their ends. One of them roared out and a pink light flashed out of its arm. 
 
    The Old Wolf ran for him, sending his sword in front of him like a helicopter blade. His blade flashed as he swatted away each of the beast shots and he thrusted out his blade. 
 
    His sword sliced into the beast’s arm and he spun around it, turning the beast arm flesh into a ribbon. 
 
    It barely had time to scream as the Old Wolf jammed the blade’s tip into its throat as it was still stuck into its arm. Pink blood splattered on the Old Wolf as he pressed against the dying beast. 
 
    He forced the beast back, pressing his blade deeper into its throat until stuck out of its neck. The beast behind them screamed as the Old Wolf pressed the beast he held with his sword into it. The Old Wolf gave one final thrust and his blade entered the other beast neck. 
 
    He let go of the hilt as he glanced to his side. He grabbed it with his left hand and spun to meet a pink light hurtling toward him. He swatted the shot out of the air and the pink blood from his blade splattered into the beast, who shot the round, eyes. 
 
    The beasts he killed behind him heads slammed on the floor. He charged the beast and his vision suddenly wavered. 
 
    He was tackled from his left side and the forced sent him through the second floors door. 
 
    He slammed hard into the second floor hallway and tumbled back. He flipped and landed on his feet as he skidded back. 
 
    Beast poured into the hallway from the door. 
 
    They stared at him, looking at each other. He was covered in their brethren’s blood. 
 
    He smiled. They were hesitating but he wouldn’t. 
 
    The Old Wolf charged forward and they did the same. He began to count down. Ten versus one. 
 
    His sword flashed in the air as the first one’s head lopped off. He spun to catch the second one’s arm and continued to spin as his blade disemboweled the man. 
 
    He kicked one of the second beast guts into the third’s eyes and jammed his blade into its neck. 
 
    The forth came from his side and swung widely at him. The Old Wolf raised his blade and— 
 
    He ducked as a pink shot flew over his head. The fourths claws slashed into the Old Wolf’s belly and the Old Wolf leapt back. 
 
    He paused and so did the fourth. He glanced down at his wound, it was only a flesh wound, not deep enough to be threatening. He held up one of the torn clothes from his shirt and looked at the forth as it backed up. Then to the beast who stopped firing. 
 
    One the beast roared something and they raised up their arms again. 
 
    He wasn’t hurt, but now he was angry. He quite liked his attire. 
 
    They landed a hit. 
 
    That was a mistake. 
 
    The pink bullets flew through the air. The Old Wolf shouted and swung out his blade. The fourth’s head exploded out, splattering its pink guts everywhere. 
 
    He deflected the shots out of the air. The beast at the end of the hallway ducked as he flung them at back. 
 
    The Old Wolf charged them. He weaved through the fire like a lion going for the killed. As he met them, his world went red, there were roars, flashes of light, blades meeting flesh, and the death howls of many. 
 
    The red left the Old Wolf’s eyes and there only stood on beast in front of him. Directly in front of the stairwell door. 
 
    His comrades a mangled mess on the ground around him. 
 
    A hot clear liquid exited from the beast legs. 
 
    The Old Wolf ran forward as the beast screamed. He launched his foot into the beast chest and the beast rocketed back at the door and smashed through it like a rock. 
 
    The beast back slammed into the railing as the Old Wolf ran and leapt onto his chest with his pistol in hand. 
 
    He jammed his gun into the beast mouth and fired. 
 
    He pressed with all his might off of the beast chest and launched into the air. He flew up through the stairwell. Passing the third, fourth, fifth floors. Until he landed perfectly on the sixth floors railing. 
 
    The beast next to the sixth floor’s door glanced to him and his blade flashed into the air and they fell dead. 
 
    The Old Wolf kicked open the door and stepped into the final hall. 
 
    In front of him was a hall filled with beast. On the floor where the bodies of unmarked beast. The hall were filled with their blood. Just from their smell, he could tell those were his comrades. 
 
    The beast just stared at him, some of them looked different than the others. They had blades in their hands.  
 
    That wouldn’t help them here. 
 
    He charged forward and one after the other, the beast came. 
 
    And they would fall. 
 
    His blade flew in the air with one purpose and one purpose only. To taste the blood of his enemies. 
 
    The beast roared as the Old Wolf cut through them. He ducked, danced, as they came and came, his blade slicing through them like paper. 
 
    They were nothing. 
 
    They were weak! 
 
    He cut them down one after the other as the one’s with blades came next. 
 
    As one parried him, he leapt back and thrusted forward, his blade piercing through its heart. He spun as another one came from his side and decapitated it.  
 
    The Old Wolf’s leg kicked up and knocked the falling head into the air before it landed on the ground. 
 
    The head slammed into the final beast and before the beast could react, the Old Wolf’s blade rested in its heart. 
 
    The Old Wolf burst through his safe house’s door and ten beast were huddled over the coffee table. The dead bodies of unmarked beast were littered on the ground. The floor filled with pink flesh and blood. 
 
    He ran forward in a flash, they were dead. He pulled his blade out of the last one as the beast attempt to grab for him. 
 
    The Old Wolf watched with a smile on his face as the beast tried to escape its death. 
 
    But then, it fell dead and the Old Wolf breathed in. He heard something from his left and one of the room’s doors opened. Three beast stood in a half circle that arched away from him, they looked back and saw the crazed man. 
 
    He could feel it from here, they were different than the others, very different. 
 
    His world wavered hard, the colors desaturated themselves in his eyes and he felt like hurling. He felt tired all of the sudden and the world returned to normal. 
 
    He glanced around. The floor was filled with bodies, those of soldiers, and those of his comrades. 
 
    He was covered head to toe in blood, his blade dripped with it. He was right in his fever, the unmarked beast were other Executioners. He was too late. 
 
    What a hell of a drug. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 – Kill the Crime 
 
      
 
      
 
    The lightless Walker awoke the same way he always did, accepting the mission that was spoken to him by the faceless woman’s voice, going through the same routine motions. Checking his spotless blade, running his red silk over the cold steel, and placing it on his back. 
 
    Muttering his few useless prayers and stepped up to the portal that was the white door of the room and repeated his targets name in his head. 
 
    Theo Highwater. 
 
    He had no other thoughts as he pressed his hand on the door, the heat near scorching his palm.  
 
    It was just another job to do. 
 
    Another man to kill. 
 
    Another life to take. 
 
    He pressed the door open and stepped into a lawless world. A strong stench slammed into his nose. A smell so strong that it even made his stone hardened face twitch. Five story tall buildings surrounded him, their windows bordered up with wood planks or broken out. Dark shadows danced along the dull orange lights that came from within them. 
 
    The streets were filthy with excrement, dried crust, questionable fluids, and trash. 
 
    The air had an odd flavor to it, a mix of sweat, blood, gunpowder, shit, and oddly enough Daffodils. The flavors danced in the ambience of the screams and gunshots in the eternal night. 
 
    He glanced into the dark sky, steeling his mind to the smell. The information about this world etched into his mind. 
 
    This universe was stuck in an everlasting night after a set of calamities destroyed the world’s governments. In the wake of the incidents, the world spun into chaos, descending into lawlessness.  
 
    The smarter ones took advantage of this and created crime organizations to rule over what wasted ruins remained. 
 
    Crime ruled this universe. Where crime wasn’t a happenstance, but the only way of life. 
 
    He brought himself back into this world mentally and began to walk down the street. 
 
    “You smell it too?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker paused. There was a broken man on the ground next to him, his legs in a permanent scowl, his pants caked in shit. 
 
    The Lightless Walker gave the decrepit man a small glance. 
 
    “It started smelling ever since Theo took over.” 
 
    The man kept on but the Lightless Walker kept on too.  
 
    He passed beggars, gang members, and the half rotted dead that were all on the streets next to each other. 
 
    His feet made a splosh sound with each step. Even still, his presence was light as a ghost. He felt his targets presence in the distance, as he got closer, the streets became livelier.  
 
    He heard a scream close to him. 
 
    Gunshots and screams went off in the distance. Down the street, a group of hoodlums surrounded a young couple, the boy was no older than eighteen, the girl younger still. 
 
    The hoodlums wore rags and held knives and blunt objects. The couple were hands above better dressed and cleaner than the approaching threat. The boy wore well pressed pants and shirt. The girl a tight flowery dress that her pregnant belly protruded from. 
 
    The leader of the group stepped forward. “You should’ve never left your district boy.” 
 
    The boy glanced around as the group closed in. He grabbed his lovers hand and pressed past a hoodlum who wasn’t prepared for him to fight back and ran into an alleyway. 
 
    The hoods gave chase. 
 
    The Lightless Walker followed slowly behind them. He was never a curious one, as the lore of the worlds were uploaded to his head as soon as he opened up the door. But for some reason, his curiousity was caught. 
 
    The boy was of the district he was going to, a flower among shits in this world. 
 
    The boy cursed as he ran into a dead end. He and his girl backed into the wall as the leader of the hoods smiled a dangerous smile. 
 
    The boy yelled, “Theo will come and wipe you dirty derelicts from this world!” 
 
    “Is that really the hill you want to die on? Your precious leader isn’t here to save you.” 
 
    The girl screamed as she was pulled away from the boy. “Stop—“ 
 
    A club slammed into the boy’s face and he crumbled to the ground like a trash bag. 
 
    “Shut up, you’re next.” 
 
    The hoods beat the boy senseless, not stopping as the skin broke. 
 
    The girls screamed as her clothes were torn off and her face caved in as the hoodlums beat and raped her repeatedly. 
 
    The Lightless Walker watched from the distance, the gang were like wolfs, tearing apart the very humanity that made them human. 
 
    A small thought came into his head. 
 
    Help them. 
 
    But he couldn’t interfere with this world, it was against his mission. 
 
    Yet, as the screams continued, they wore down the hard empathyless shell he had built up. He pressed hard on the one unbreakable rule that was set for him when he awoke. 
 
    Casualties only if necessary. A rule that if he did break it would mean the end of his meandering life. 
 
    The screams were dying down as the hoodlums were now taking turns with the boy. 
 
    It was already too late, he had contemplated for too long. Yet, there was one thing he could still do. Wipe a few cancers from this cancer filled world. 
 
    Casualties if necessary was a loaded term anyways, taking care of a few pest would change nothing in this already fallen world. 
 
    He placed his hand on his hilt. 
 
    What was he? If not a man of honor. 
 
    He stepped up behind the hoodlums and they noticed. 
 
    One of them said, “You want some too?” 
 
    As the Lightless Walker stared at them, a sudden gust of wind whipped through the air and then it was silent again. 
 
    Blood erupted from hhe hoodlums as their top halves slide from their bottom halves. 
 
    It was done. 
 
    The Lightless Walker released his sword hilt and stepped precariously past the hoods bloodied remains to the boy and the girl. 
 
    They both lay motionless, blood ran down both of their legs. He felt no life from the overly ambitious boy. The girl quietly sobbed through a bloodied and swollen face. 
 
    The men were relentless, she would die soon. He could see the life slowly leaving her eyes, her lips mouthing ‘Help me.’ 
 
    The only help that was coming was from the release of living in this world. 
 
    A blade of light entered his hand and he drove it down into her belly and into her spine. 
 
    She convulsed and then was motionless. The Lightless Walker glanced back into the alleyway opening. The many onlookers were now a few, then, as he whisked away his blade, he was gone. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Ahead of the Lightless Walker was a large wall. It soared over the tops of the buildings. He stopped and gave the wall a look over. 
 
    Birds perched on the edges of them, staring down on the masses like peons. 
 
    The wall was one solid mass. Stone probably. District 7. 
 
    Its size can only be seen from up close as the other buildings blocked its view from ground level. 
 
    It was Theo’s power that built this. 
 
    He could alter and change the reality around him. 
 
    A nasty thing. 
 
    But thanks to the Executioners existing outside of reality, his power couldn’t affect them. 
 
    In front of him was a gate in the wall, hundreds of people were lined up to the left gate. To the right of them were armed guards, they held automatic machine guns as they checked peoples passes. 
 
    There was a process to get into the district. Either you got a pass from your district being taken over and integrated into the community, which then you could flash your pass and walk in. Or, you got an invite or applied to live there. You had to stand in line for hours and hoped you could get in. 
 
    The application process was fair but selective. If you had a close relation to a current warring faction, couldn’t provide toward the district as a whole, or for some reason was on Theo’s bad side, then there was no entry. 
 
    Which the Lightless Walker was currently viewing.  
 
    A man at the front of the line started yelling at the guards, he pushed past them and ran for the gate. 
 
    A bullet exploded out the back of his head and he collapsed. No one gave the scene a passing look as they dragged his body away. 
 
    The Lightless Walker stepped through the masses unseen, passing by a man getting beat to death for forging a pass. 
 
    Then, he was through and the world changed around him.  
 
    The world around the Lightless Walker changed completely. The smell of death and rot eased from his nostrils. The air he breathed soothed his throat and the taste of oranges teased his lips. 
 
     He stepped into a place of happiness and comfort, a bleak contrast to the world beyond the doors behind him. Hundreds of people filled the streets, the ground they stepped on was clean and pristine. Stores and food carts lined the streets, cooking food that used oranges as their base. No homeless or dirtied laid in the streets. Children ran past the Lightless Walker's legs as he stepped forward. Couples held each other in suggestive manners, with no one batting an eye.  
 
    They were cheering as bands played in the streets, and yells as children passed by the Lightless Walker's legs. It almost got an emotion out of the Walker. One of a sorry contempt. This had something to do with his target, if he had regrets, he would regret killing the person who brought them safety.  
 
    Theo's presence pulled him closer into the district. The high spirits were everywhere. He passed by a couple fucking on a bench as children passed them no mind.  
 
    This certainly was a free district, where everyone was free. He could see why people would fight to get into this district. To leave a place where a person could get raped in the street and left there to rot. 
 
    Yet, even if he didn't have this worlds lore loaded into his head as soon as he crossed into this universe, he knew that a haven like this wasn't possible in this world.  
 
    Theo had used forbidden power to create this. Even if he used it to help people. The Lightless Walker paused in the street, he could feel Theo's power in the air, the taint of it. The Sinner’s power would always feel like that to him. He turn his head to his right, to where he felt Theo pulling for him. He pondered too long, he had to end this. 
 
    As he closed into Theo's presence, the air started to pulse. A rapid repetitive beat played in the air. 
 
    He stepped up to the front of a club. The sky had just turned into night. Flashing lights came from the club's windows pulsing on beat with the music. There was a line outside of the club with a burly security guard at the entrance.  
 
    Everyone was dressed up to the nines. The men in button up shirts and slacks and the women in tight revealing dresses. The dresses had large cuts and curves in seemingly random places. Their butts and breast hanging out in some. 
 
    The Lightless Walker walked past the bouncer as a group of women pleaded to get in. As he entered his senses overloaded, pulsating music pounded his ears, flashing lights blinded his eyes, his body suffocated as hot, sweaty bodies pressed against him. He had never felt soft touches against his skin, he had never been this close to another being that wasn't dying by his blade.  
 
    FOCUS.  
 
    With that thought in his mind, he came to his senses. The music turned into light taps on his eardrums. The flashing turning into twinkles in his eyes and the touches felt cold on his skin. With his focus back, he saw what was in front of him.  
 
    A mass of bodies dancing in an erotic sin, sweaty bodies rubbing against each other, bodies pumping with the music.  
 
    A DJ was in front of them waving one hand in the air in time with the music, the light reflecting off of his body like a lighthouse.  
 
    Above him was a fogged window that overlooked them all. A shadow of a man peering out. The Lightless Walker felt Theo's presence oozing from it. There was stairs to the left of the mass of flesh surrounded by guards that led up directly into the wall.  
 
    Into the room with his target.  
 
    A direct confirmation would be unwise.  
 
    He pushed into the crowd to get a better look of the place. He wanted to keep casualties to the minimum. As he got to the middle of the crowd, the music paused. 
 
    The DJ turned to the fogged window above them and rose his drink. “I’d like to thank Theo for all he has done for us.” 
 
    The crowd whistled and roared at the statement. A dark figure appeared in the glass. The Lightless Walker stared at the outline. It was him. Theo Highwater. He could feel his presence staring at him. 
 
    The DJ continued, “Because of him, I am here today, not out on the streets, fighting the man next to me for the scrapings in the gutter. He rose above the other district leaders and is building a utopia for a better world, a world without bullshit, a world without evil!” 
 
    The crowd erupted as the DJ continued on. 
 
    “Without our supreme leader, we would be nothing! We wouldn’t be dancing carelessly, fucking, eating, sleeping free! Let’s turn it up to our leader, just to show how much we care.” 
 
    The music ramped up again, faster paced as it rose in pitch as if it was going to explode but never did. The crowd went crazy around him, dancing, thrusting, grinding harder than what should have been humanly possible. 
 
    The Lightless Walker didn’t think the DJ’s speech was that great. He simply said some facts. Theo Highwater killed and murder for his cause to build a utopia using a power he shouldn’t have grasped. 
 
    The Lightless Walker stared at the figure through the glass. It felt like the hidden man was staring at him. Had he been found?  
 
    He couldn’t take his eyes off of him. He felt like the fogged window was consuming his attention, his hands became stiff as it felt like the life was being sucked out of them. Then the black from the fogged window consumed the entire window. 
 
    The music picked up, the pitch whining higher and higher until the beat dropped and the lights flashed. 
 
    As the bass struck his heart, everyone in the club disappeared and in front of the Lightless Walker were six cloaked men. The music kept going, with the lights flashing on and off with the beats of the music. 
 
    The Lightless Walker took a step back. How in the hell did that happen? 
 
    The Lightless Walker concentrated, the flashing lights dulling and the music lessening in his ears. The six pulled blades from under their cloaks, they glowed blue like shining lights. 
 
    Finite weapons. 
 
    The beat dropped again and the lights flashed and they were gone. 
 
    Another beat dropped and they appeared closer to him. 
 
    The Lightless Walker put out his hand on his chest and summoned his blade of red light.  
 
    Beat dropped, lights flashed, and they were gone again. 
 
    Beat dropped, lights flashed and they were in swords grasped, but everyone held their ground.  
 
    The music began to pick up in tempo. 
 
    Beat dropped, they were gone. 
 
    The Lightless Walker raised his blade. He calmed his heart and emptied his mind of all the thoughts he should have expunged hours ago. 
 
    They will die by my blade. 
 
     Beat dropped. Lightless Walker swung his blade right.  
 
    Lights flashed. 
 
    Purple sparks flew in the air as his blade met one of the cloaks men’s. 
 
    He ducked as a blade cleaved over his head. He spun and kicked the man in the chest. As he flew back, he pulled out his pistol with his left hand and fired. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    His bullet met just air. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed.  
 
    The Lightless Walker leapt back as a blade caught his sleeve. He swung his blade out, an energy erupted from his blade and the man midriff exploded out, blood erupted in the air. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    The blood was gone. Yet, the body stayed. 
 
    The Lightless Walker squeezed the pistol grip in his left hand, the heat of his energy blade in his right surged into his body. 
 
    This was taking too long. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    He needed to end this. 
 
    Three of the men appeared in front of him, swinging wildly. The Lightless Walker stumbled back as they thrusted forward. He did the same and stuck out his blade. 
 
    He ducked and weaved past the blades and struck the center man in the heart. He screamed out. 
 
    The Lightless Walker could feel the beat about to drop. The other two were distracted by their comrade’s death. They weren’t mindless like him.  
 
    He swung out at them and a bullet struck his blade knocking him off course. He rolled on the ground and landed on his feet. 
 
    He saw one of the cloaked men raising their gun as the beat dropped and the lights flashed. 
 
    The Lightless Walker moved to the center of the dance floor. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    The four remaining stood in front of him. Three with shinning blue blades and the other with a pistol just like his. 
 
    The Lightless Walker put his gun back in his jacket and two handed his red flame blade. 
 
    “Let’s do this,” one of the cloaked men said. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. And they were gone. 
 
    The music was ramping up again, it was nearing its end. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. And purple sparks flew as blades swung in the air. The Lightless Walker soared like an Eagle. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    A hand twisted in the air. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    Blood splatter on the floors as The Lightless Walker’s blade erupted from a man’s chest. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    The Lightless Walker’s shoes left prints in the bloody floor. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    Yellow sparks gleamed as The Lightless Walker’s blade deflected each and every bullet shot at him. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    A disconnected head slammed onto the floor. It’s body on the other side of the dance floor. 
 
    Beat dropped. Lights flashed. 
 
    The remaining two cloaked men stood before him. They charged. The Lightless Walker’s blade flashed in the air like fireworks as they all connected and the last beat dropped. 
 
    The last men collapsed, blood erupting out as their top halves were forcibly disconnected from their bottoms. 
 
    The music stopped and the Lightless Walker glanced up to the window. The shadow was gone. 
 
    He pulled out his pistol and shot out the glass. He leapt up incredibly high and landed into the room. The guards barely flinched as the Lightless Walker’s supersonic blade made quick work of them. 
 
    As their bodies collapsed, the Lightless Walker turned to his target, who was staring out of a large arch window in his red brick wall. 
 
    “Welcome to my world,” Theo said.  
 
    The Lightless Walker didn’t reply. He just stepped forward. 
 
    Theo turned around and gave a heartless chuckle. “How does this usually go? Am I supposed to plead, to beg for mercy? Say that I didn’t know what I did was wrong?” He gave a hard laugh.  
 
    The Lightless Walker paused and raised his blade. 
 
    “You should put down your blade. I know a lot about you men, the being who gave me this power told me so much, in fact, he badgered on and on about you executioners to the point of annoyance. About the rules that were being broken by him granting me this great power. Some bullshit law I have to adhere too, yet he dangled his powers in front of me like some dog and like an infant wanting to suck on my mother’s tit I took it. I don’t care that I broke these ‘laws’. As I will become the maker of laws, and I will be the only judge.” 
 
    This man talked too much. 
 
    The Lightless Walker ran forward, his blade raised and his body froze. 
 
    “Tell me, is your only mission to kill me in this universe?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker didn’t answer, it had felt like his entire body had locked up, as if he was frozen in time. 
 
    As an Executioner, he didn’t conform to the laws of any universe, if Theo had altered the gravity it shouldn’t had held him, even if Theo had, he should have been powerful enough to break through it. 
 
    Old Man Gloom had been mistaken, Theo was far more powerful than expected. The Sinner was giving out a greater portion of his power. 
 
    Theo continued, “I’ll take that as a yes.” 
 
    “Then it will work,” a female voice came from beside Theo and a woman appeared in front of the Lightless Walker. She held his blade. 
 
    She pushed back and the Lightless walker went flying back. As he flew, he had gained back control of his body and landed hard on his feet. 
 
    The Lightless Walker scowled at the women and she gave a smile. She held the Sinner’s power as well. This was a problem. Why didn’t he detect her? Why wasn’t he ordered to kill her? 
 
    The woman went next to Theo. “This means this will work my love.” 
 
    “Yes, Love,” Theo replied. 
 
     Love glanced back at the Lightless Walker as he stared at his energy blade. “Some people are fools, to think that one man can change the world when it takes the touch of a women as well.” 
 
    Hundreds of thoughts went through the Lightless Walker’s head at once. But he was never able to come to the conclusion of anything. 
 
    Her power must had kept her hidden, like the men he killed on the club floor. He glanced around suddenly worried about hidden threats. 
 
    FOCUS. 
 
    He threw the negative thoughts out of his head. He was a killer and that all he was. He didn’t have time to think of fallacies. 
 
    He just needed to kill. 
 
    Love continued, “And I’ll be the judge, you’ll be the lawmaker, we had an agreement, my love.” 
 
    “But what’s the fun of that?” They kissed as if the Lightless Walker had lowered his blade. Love running a finger across Theo’s face. 
 
    “It’s time to change the world.” 
 
    After they unclasped, Love gave a look to the Lightless Walker. “We can take this puppy in as well.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker leapt forward again. Theo raised his hand and he was frozen in the air. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Love said. 
 
    “Yes, Love.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker screamed and the spell broke and he continued forward. But before he could reach them, they fazed through the window in a flash of light and disappeared. 
 
    The Lightless Walker slammed into the window, shattering the glass, but he stopped short of falling through it. 
 
    He glanced down to the bottom and saw his targets entering a car and driving off. 
 
    That power was a problem. The ability to hide from this reality and to stop it as well. He was sure they still had more tricks up their sleeves. 
 
    He glanced to the blade on his back, the one he had yet to call.  
 
    It might be time for you to taste flesh once again. 
 
    He leapt out of the window to follow them. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The target’s car was right in front of him, as did a massive church, at least six stories high. It towered over the buildings surrounding it. 
 
    Why in the hell would they run here? There was no god in this universe. 
 
    He stepped forward, he felt weariness in his bones. He was getting tired.  
 
    Sleep is for the dead. 
 
    So he powered on. He didn’t deserve that yet. 
 
    The doors opened and there was a strange light field over were his targets were, at the end of the chapel. 
 
    There were men guarding it with finite weapons. They would be quick to deal with. 
 
    He moved fast, his gun flashed like a strobe light and they fell like flies, his energy sword flickered like a firefly as it sliced through people like they were water. 
 
    As he moved like a lion, there were only two people left and he swung down his blade on the first man. The man caught his blade, his skin sizzled from the burning. 
 
    A dull light eclipsed the man’s hands. The last guy came from his left and pulled out a colored blade. 
 
    The Lightless Walker pulled back his blade and swung down again, harder this time, and the man’s hands split in half. 
 
    He screamed as his blood spuirted in the air. 
 
    The Lightless Walker’s blade moved like lightning and slashed the man coming from his left ten times in under a second. 
 
    He fell apart like a puzzle and it was done. 
 
    There was a silence except for the screaming man. 
 
    He walked toward the distorted light. It suddenly exploded out and eclipsed his vision. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 - Kill the Momentary Lapse 
 
      
 
      
 
    As always, it rained as the Sinner stood in a dark alleyway. His hoodie was soaked to the skin. He stared up into the light gray sky. A teenage girl stood before him. “Well?” 
 
    The Sinner looked down at her. There was a boy hiding behind her. “I’m not going to give it to you.” 
 
    “We had a deal, rain man.” 
 
    “Who the hell is rain man?” 
 
    “You are stupid. You said it always rained when you went to a universe.” 
 
    The Sinner sighed heavily. “I need to stop going on tangents when I speak to you. It didn’t always used to rain when I was around.” 
 
    The little boy tugged on the girls jean pants. “Sis, I’m cold and I want to go home.” Neither of them had an umbrella. 
 
    The Sinner said, “I don’t want to discuss this with you around the boy.” 
 
    The girl turned angrily to her brother. “God, Jake, go wait on the sidewalk.” 
 
    The boy scurried off. 
 
    “Now, can we continue?” the girl said. 
 
    “You don’t know the gravity of what you’re getting yourself into.” 
 
    “So some people are going to try and kill me. It really doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “You’re awfully bleak for a sixteen year old girl.” He rubbed his hands together. “Why did the leading person in quantum physics have to be a sixteen year old girl? I have the power to do the unimaginable and I still barely believe it.” 
 
    “Every universe has their prodigy, I’m this ones. Now…” She pulled out a black box and held it out. “With this, your journey should be a lot easier. Instead of this pointless wondering around you’re doing, searching for whatever you’re searching for. Which is…” 
 
    “I’m not telling you.” He tried to grab the box but she pulled it back. 
 
    “Ah uhh, not until you give me what I want.” 
 
    “You know I have the power to get it from you if you want to give it or not.” 
 
    “But you’re not that kind of man.” 
 
    The Sinner placed his hands in his pant pockets. “You’re right. We’re done here.” 
 
    He turned to leave. 
 
    “Wait!” The girl screamed but he didn’t stop. “What the hell are you doing!?” 
 
    “Saving your life. I’ve lost track on how long I’ve been searching between universes for what I need. I can search a little bit longer.” 
 
    “We had a deal!” 
 
    The sound of a car squealing and a crunch echoed out into the air. 
 
    The Sinner stopped in his tracks and the girl swung to look at the street. “Jake!” She screamed as she dropped the black box and ran onto the sidewalk.  
 
    On the sidewalk, the girl stared out into the street. A car was on top of Jake.  
 
    The driver got out of the car with horror on his face. “I—I…he just jumped out in front of me, I swear!” 
 
    The girl screamed Jake’s name and ran to him. She pulled his body from underneath the car, blood trailing under him. 
 
    The driver attempted to help, but the girl swatted him away. “Get the fuck away!” 
 
    The driver back off and grabbed his head. His breathes pacing, tears in his eyes. 
 
    The girl hugged her brother’s body. “No…Noo!” 
 
    His blood soaked through her jacket. His body already lifeless, his head cracked with his thought matter on the ground. 
 
    “No!!” 
 
    The Sinner watched this all from the sidewalk. He held the black box in his hand. The rain was pouring down harder.  
 
    “Fuck,” he muttered as he placed it in his hoodie pocket and raised his hand. 
 
    The girl’s body glowed bright blue and the girl felt a heat flowing inside of her. She gasped as the light eclipsed her brother as well. 
 
    Her eyes went wide as her brother’s skull skin repaired itself piece by piece. His brain matter went back into his head and life came back into his heart again. 
 
    “Jake…” Her brother shifted in her arms. 
 
    “Jake…” She hugged him hard, wiping the snot away from her nose. “Thank you…” 
 
    The driver backed up. “What the fuck!” 
 
    The Sinner raised his hand to him and the driver collapsed like a pile of rocks. 
 
    He walked for the girl but then paused. 
 
    “Thank you…thank you…thank you…” 
 
    He simply said. “They will come for you. Be prepared. You have the power to heal the unhealable. I hope it was worth it.” 
 
    He turned and walked through a hole that tore through the air and it closed behind him. Leaving the girl rocking back and forth holding her brother’s warming body. 
 
    “Thank you…” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    In a black expanse, the Stargazer stared out into the stars.  
 
    Sara. 
 
    That name always echoed in his head in this place. 
 
    It was the name of his blade. Why did name mean so much to him? 
 
    He was never going to escape this hell, which was his first thought as he opened his eyes to the same white ceilings he always saw. 
 
    Could he ever truly live? 
 
    He felt a warmth grow in his body. They never let him rest long. 
 
    He sat up and the display gave him his mission. His target were a pair of siblings. His time limit was five hours. Shorter than usual. No causalties. 
 
    He got his equipment and stepped to the door. It was time for his eternal hell to continue. 
 
    He pressed it open to a wall of lockers. A waft of milk and chips hit his nostrils. He glanced around letting the smell set in his nose. The floor was made up of dirty white tiles. The lockers in the walls height were barely at his chest. 
 
    He was in an elementary school. 
 
    A bell rung and small kids ran past him.  
 
    He backed up into the wall to not be run over. 
 
    He waited until all the kids were out of the hall and sighed.  
 
    What the hell is this? A school? 
 
    He closed his eyes and took in the lore of his world as it poured into his head. 
 
    This world was a normal one. As normal as the definition of normal. No magic or advanced technology. Nothing. 
 
    Just a normal world, spinning in a normal orbit. 
 
    The kids didn’t even give him a passing glances as they left the school. 
 
    He turned to his left. His target was near. 
 
    He walked down the hall. The sounds of pattering feet lessened as kids continued to run out the door. He glanced up at a clock on the wall. 3 PM. School was over. 
 
    Good. 
 
    He didn’t want to have to murder a teacher in front of her students. 
 
    As he turned the corner his heart paused and he stopped in his tracks. 
 
    There was a little boy sitting on a chair outside the Principal’s office. A teacher was kneeling down to him. “When is your mother going to pick you up?” 
 
    “I’m going to my dad’s today, you don’t have to wait here for me, he will be here soon.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    He nodded and the teacher left. But the presence down the hall didn’t follow her. 
 
    The boy was his target. 
 
    A child. What the hell was the Sinner thinking when he gave him his power? 
 
    Stargazer approached the boy. The child didn’t look up as he stopped next to him. His presence was so small, he didn’t even detect him at this close of range. There was an innocence adulthood had yet to touch.   
 
    He raised his blade like he had done many times before. Yet, he hesitated as the tip brushed against the ceiling. 
 
    How could he kill a child? What kind of part did he have in this hell? 
 
    Thousands of more thoughts ran through his head. But, he blanked them out as he always did before a kill. Old Man Gloom did no wrong. 
 
    So, this boy was fated to die. 
 
    His sword came down. 
 
    The Stargazer’s eyes went white as he staggered back. 
 
    It was so easy. Taking a kids life. His blade went through him like butter, as the child’s soft body collapsed to the ground. 
 
    He stared at the child’s dead body. His innocent eyes staring at him from a disconnected body. His head still lolling on the ground. 
 
    What have I done? 
 
    This child shouldn’t have been a part of this mad game. 
 
    Old Man Gloom must had made a mistake. 
 
    Yet, as he thought this, he felt a weight lift off of him. The boy was his target. 
 
    He heard a door open and he panicked. The Stargazer rushed out of the nearest exit and ran into the street. 
 
    He heard a distant scream as he ran from the school. His breathes became labored, he felt bile rise in his throat. Bile he didn’t even know existed. 
 
    He stopped and placed his hands on his knees. He felt like he was far enough away to stop. His entire body shook.  
 
    He had just killed a kid. 
 
    What was his mission for if he was forced to kill children?  
 
    The white room was a lie, the voice that told him his mission a liar. He had to escape. 
 
    His eyes slammed shut. 
 
    Calm down! 
 
    He took back control of his body. He felt the worrying pressure release from his chest, his limbs stopped trembling, and he stood up tall again. 
 
    He had killed thousands of people. What was one child? 
 
    There was a reason the kid had to die, despite the Stargazer not feeling the Sinner’s presence on him. 
 
    He was killed for the greater good. For the universe’s sake. 
 
    One life weighed nothing against the lives of billions. 
 
    Even if it was a child. 
 
    He shook his head. He still had one more target left. One who only lived a few miles away from here. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Tracking his next target was easy. He had been working through many things in his head on his journey to her. He never came to a good conclusion on them though. So instead, he chose to blank out his mind and worry about his actions later. 
 
    A young girl walked down a sidewalk street alone. Her school uniform was unbuttoned and her backpack hung lazily off of her shoulder. 
 
    The Stargazer stepped out in front of her and she halted. 
 
    Her eyes went wide as she knew exactly why he was there for. 
 
    The Stargazer pulled out his blade and rose it above his head to strike down. 
 
    The girl wasn’t going to run. She was pissing her pants just seeing him. 
 
    Yet, he paused as he saw her. He felt a weight pressing on her chest again. She was just a child as well. Not as young as her brother but young enough. 
 
    Age was just an arbitrary number. He had to kill her. 
 
    “No wait!” she screamed. 
 
    He gritted his teeth together and yelled. He launched his foot into her chest and she was launched into the air by the force. 
 
    She slammed into a building’s wall. Blood erupted from her lips. 
 
    The Stargazer ran up to her. 
 
    She had to die.  
 
    It was for his mission.  
 
    For Old Man Gloom. 
 
    He rushed and raised up his blade once again. He wasn’t going to hesitate this time. 
 
    “Stop please! I know what you’ve been through!” she said through blood stained teeth. 
 
    “You know nothing.” Still, his hand hesitated. Why couldn’t he do it? Why couldn’t he kill her? 
 
    “I know everything…I too was created for no reason.” 
 
    He felt sweat teasing his eyes. His blade was still high in the air, but, his strength was leaving him. 
 
    “Please…I can show you.” 
 
    The girl got up to her feet and held out her hand. “I can show you everything.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 – Kill the Utopia 
 
      
 
    Beyond the Lightless Walker’s eyes was a world floating above the clouds. He glanced around. The ground he stood on changed, instead of old stone tiles, his feet lay on cobbled stones. The building he in was gone and all that stood before him was the cobbled ground leading to a cliff that dropped into the clouds. 
 
    The sky was orange as the sun hung. His sword dropped from his hands with a clank. It’s weight suddenly weighing tons, as if it had its gravity of its own. 
 
    The red light didn’t disappear. 
 
    Where in the hell was he? 
 
    Theo and Love stood on the edge looking out. Love said, “It worked, it actually worked!” 
 
    Theo had a giant grin on his face as the sun warmed his face. 
 
    They were still alive, yet the Lightless Walker didn’t feel Theo’s presence anymore. In fact he didn’t feel anything at all. 
 
    His eyes traced the area around him. Only a few feet behind him were small brick buildings, he heard cheering in the streets. It wasn’t only this district that changed.  
 
    He closed his eyes and felt the world around him. He felt thousands, millions of lives. 
 
    Theo had just changed the entire world. 
 
    “How does it feel, to have the whole world being lifted off of your shoulders?” Theo said. 
 
    Both Theo and Love had turned around and began to approach him. 
 
    The Lightless Walker didn’t answer him. He had never felt this level of confusion before. Every time he had stepped out of the door between the universe, he had the entire world’s knowledge beamed into his head. 
 
    He knew everything about this world, about the Sinner’s power, but this alluded him. 
 
    There was no more blood in the air, no more shit, screams, pains, this world was abnormally quiet when it should be in the throes of death. 
 
    Love said, “It looks like our little kitten is lost.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker picked up his red hot sword from the ground, he flinched as it had felt like it weighed hundreds of pounds. It had a strange warmth, a sticky sweat, it disgusted him. How was that possible? But he raised it high as his targets approached. 
 
    Why was his sword denying him? 
 
    Love and Theo paused. Love crossed her arms. “Don’t you feel it? Or better yet, not feel it? Your strings have been cut. The Sinner had told us everything, how you, the executioners tracked anomalies like us. Do you still feel the connection?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker staggered back. He didn’t. 
 
    Focus! 
 
    But instead of clearing his mind of emotion, it opened him up to thing he had been hiding.  
 
    His body was lighter than usual, there was a pressure lifted off of his heart. He didn’t feel the door that always loomed over him. The weight of his mission that had always crushed him. 
 
    He felt nothing. 
 
    Except for the heaviness of his cursed blade. 
 
    He felt… 
 
    Free. 
 
    The Lightless Walker screamed. “What have you done?” The woman was speaking lies. He couldn’t be free from the man. He couldn’t be free as he hadn’t completed what he was made to do. 
 
    He charged forward. 
 
    His movement was halted as soon as he took his first step forward. Theo held up his hand. The power pressed greatly against his soul, greater than usual. He should be able to power through this. 
 
    He needed to kill him. 
 
    He needed to kill all of them. 
 
    He needed to complete his mission. 
 
    Or die trying. 
 
    “It’s okay…” Love appeared in front of him. She placed her hand on his which held his blade. Her warmth and touch melted his tension like butter being melted by the summer sun, like the head death of the sun melting the atmosphere. “You’re free now.” 
 
    His blade released from his grip and it disappeared. 
 
    Love stepped back and The Lightless Walker collapsed to his knees. 
 
    Love went back to Theo’s side and hugged him. Then they both turned back to the shell shocked Lightless Walker. “Do you think he will be okay?” Theo said. 
 
    “It’s up to himself now. The Sinner felt sorry for all of them.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker stared at the cobbled ground. Thousands of thoughts going through his head. He could escape. He could escape his mission. And then what? 
 
    He clutched his fist. Life wasn’t fair. It couldn’t had been that easy to escape. He needed guidance. 
 
    The room. 
 
    In situations like this it should appear. Yet, he didn’t feel its presence. He glanced behind him and his eyes scanned the buildings for the closest door and found one. 
 
    He got up and ran. He ran the hardest he had ever had to run. Harder than he ever ran for a target. Harder than he ever had for his short useless life. 
 
    His mission must had been completed. 
 
    He needed guidance, he needed his mission, he needed a purpose, he needed to escape this world. He needed to kill. 
 
    He ran through the door and it opened up to a normal room. Nothing of the sterile white and cold. Or the odd confronting presence of being in a place detached from all. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    The Lightless Walker stepped more into the room. There was a couch and a window and nothing else. 
 
    There was a flicker on the edge of the couch. As if something was fizzing in and out of the world. He felt a small presence coming from it. The Lightless Walker approached the strange sight. As he came closer, it’s form became clear. 
 
    It was the mission giver. On the static filled display, he read a simple phrase. 
 
    Kill everyone. Time: immediate. 
 
    The Lightless Walker staggered back. 
 
    His mission wasn’t done. 
 
    It disappeared in a blur. It was gone forever. He could still tell that much. Theo’s power was great. 
 
    But… 
 
    He must kill them. It was his mission. It was the thing he was created for, he had no other purpose in his life. 
 
    “Is your mission that important?” Theo’s voice came from behind him.  
 
    The Lightless Walker turned to him. 
 
    “This place is in a dimension far removed from your creator. The room you were looking for cannot appear. We have thought of everything.” 
 
    “Not everything I suppose,” Love’s came from the outside. 
 
    “We didn’t think what we could do with you.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker clenched his fist, but he didn’t reach for his sword. How could he? His entire world was shattered. He had escaped from Old Man Gloom. 
 
    Theo reached out a hand. “If you promise not to attempt to kill us, then you can live with us, in a world without pain, a world without killing.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker stepped forward but he didn’t grab his hand. 
 
    He was willing to accept that he had escaped his bounds of being an executioner, but he wasn’t ready to accept his hand. 
 
    Not yet. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Lightless Walker stared at his feet as he walked down the street, sandwiched between Theo and Love. 
 
    They were explaining the world they build. 
 
    The buildings were only two-three stories high. The roofs were made of brown clay shillings to match the red brick. 
 
    “I let Love design the buildings,” Theo said. 
 
    “We would be living in boxes if it were up to you,” Love said. 
 
    “Really, boxes? I thought of the layout of this utopia of ours, I thought how everyone will live, and I thought of the idea of living in the clouds.” 
 
    “One person per room isn’t really a technological breakthrough. What about the couples and married people. Or the little siblings who can’t sleep alone, or—“ 
 
    “Why build in the clouds if not everyone will have access to them?” The Lightless Walker spoke. 
 
    Theo missed a step. “What?” 
 
    “You built one massive city with the entirety of your world’s humans. There was no reason to build it in the clouds.” 
 
    “That’s where you are mistaken.” The buildings separated as Theo continued forward and what was in front of them were more clouds. They couldn’t had traveled a mile. 
 
    In the clouds where hundreds of other floating cities, all connected by rope bridges. 
 
    Theo said, “Everyone has their own personal utopias. I’ve built a world without murder, crime. A place where there is no hunger, no pain, only happiness. There is no need for suffering anymore. With everything taken care off, we will rise as one.” 
 
    “And if someone falls off they will reappear on their platforms. Yet, my love decided to not have everyone live forever, so he created a heaven I have yet to see,” Love put in. 
 
    “It will be beautiful.” 
 
    “How will there be no more killing, no more suffering?” The Lightless Walker asked. 
 
    “Like I said, I have taken care of everyone’s needs, there will be no need for fighting anymore.” 
 
    “Yet, you can’t change human nature.” 
 
    “It’s something we can overcome.” 
 
    “Then why am I here? A man whose sole mission it is to kill you and destroy everything you’ve built.” 
 
    “My wife, has the power to hide us. But mine are two-fold, I have the power to alter reality and the ability to look into someone’s soul. I know what you’ve been through. When I first saw you on the club floor I saw what you truly wanted. To be free. You wanted to escape your fate as much as we did.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker stepped back. “You and no one else knows the burden of my life,” he said with fervor. 
 
    “I…I apologize.” Theo looked out into the clouds. 
 
    “Please,” Love said. “It was my idea to take you with us. I still have some faith in my life. More of a hope really.” 
 
    Theo shrugged as Love grabbed his arm. 
 
    The Lightless Walker stared into his hands. Faith in an absent God. There was only one god, Old Man Gloom. And he was a vengeful one. 
 
    Could he really escape him? 
 
    He never believed in hope. He never had time too. 
 
    Maybe… 
 
    Maybe these people could give him one. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    A few hours had passed. The Lightless Walker followed Theo and Love like a lost puppy. The only thoughts he had in his head were if he could really escape fate and if he even believed in fate itself. 
 
    The city in the clouds became more populous as the day went on. Theo had placed family and friends on his cloud island with him. They all knew of the plan, but it was a shocking change for everyone. 
 
    As the day went on, everyone had gained the courage to begin roaming around. To get used to their new lives of luxury. 
 
    And then the sun began to set and it was time to eat. 
 
    In a small dining room, there was a long wood table lines up with eight chairs. At the head, Theo sat. The Lightless Walker sat next to Love beside him. The rest of the chairs were filled with people the Lightless Walker had never meet before.  
 
    They were all friends and the Lightless Walker was just a stranger to them all. He didn’t speak to any of them. Food was brought out to the table and every dug in.  
 
    He just stared at the food in front of him. As an executioner he had never had the need for food. Today wasn’t the time for that to change, despite the growing twisting pain in his gut. 
 
    Love leaned over to him. “Never ate before.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker just gave her a glance. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a no. You don’t have to eat it if you don’t want too. You’ll feel better when you get some rest.” 
 
    Her hand squeezed his arm.  
 
    The Lightless Walker went cold with it. If he could escape Old Man Gloom, would this be his life now? 
 
    To have someone care for him. To have a companionship. To be touched. To be worried for? 
 
    He looked around the table. Even if the room appeared again, he had already failed his mission. He didn’t lay a hand on a single one of them. If the room came back, then he would be fated to eternal sleep, to never wake again. 
 
    That was the cost of failure for an executioner. 
 
    “Hey,” Love whispered to him. He had been clutching his fist to the point of shaking. 
 
    Everyone was staring at him. 
 
    One of them asked, “So I’m told that you are some kind of executioner of sorts. How is that like?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker looked at him. “I could kill every one of you before you dropped your fork.” 
 
    The man nearly fell out of his chair. 
 
    “Mr. Silent swordsman. You’ve never told us your name.” Theo said trying to break the tension. 
 
    “I don’t have a name.” 
 
    “Everyone has a name.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker gave Theo a silent look. 
 
    “If you don’t have one, just make one up.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker wondered if he should give him his nickname, but if he really escaped from Old Man Gloom then that was a name of the past. 
 
    Theo continued, “Theo isn’t my birth name. I was young when the missiles dropped. Barely young enough to speak my first word. My entire family was killed in the apocalypse and when the smoke finally cleared, I was sold into slavery and raped and beaten enough times that I could barely even remember my mother’s name. Let alone my own. I was in hell for what felt like years until I was saved by a rival faction when I was six. I was happy at first, to be saved, but it was a curse in disguise. I was a shell of a human when I was saved, and by the time I was eight, I had killed my first man. The faction thrived on the churn of its members. I had fought off hundreds with my bloodied nails. I clawed and killed until I was less than human. But I was never able to kill one person, and that was Love. With many factions rising to rule the world, there were many wars between them, and the one I was a part of was nearly wiped out by another. It was that day I met Love. I was standing on the dead bodies of my comrades with just a shiv in my hand. And there she was, covered in just as much guts as myself. I fought against her and lost. But instead of sticking her knife between my ribs, she spared me. I still don’t know why to this day.” 
 
    Love said, “I told you why.” 
 
    “I still don’t believe it was something so simple.” 
 
    “It’s not so simple when you’ve killed so many people. You had a look in your eyes, a flame, a passion. I had fallen for you when my hands were around your neck.” 
 
    “It was the passion that ignited me. We decided to desert our factions to fend for ourselves. With her by my side, I clawed my way to the top of my own faction by the time I was thirteen, filled with children my like ourselves. By twenty, I had controlled my own district, and now, I have built a utopia were no one can suffer anymore.” 
 
    Love put in, “We.” 
 
    “Sorry, We.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker saw how Theo and Love looked in each other’s eyes. They had a passion, a love, they had everything in only themselves. 
 
    Would he ever have that? 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    It was immediately after dinner. Everyone was cleaning up the dishes and leaving. The Lightless Walker still sat in his seat. Love came up. “You have a room next to ours.” 
 
    “A room?” the Lightless Walker asked. 
 
    “What? You’ve never slept before?” 
 
    “The Executioners definition of sleep is very different from yours.” 
 
    “I don’t know how to answer that, so I suggest giving our definition of sleep a chance. Tomorrow, we’ll get you out of that suit. We can’t have you wearing that everywhere.” 
 
    Love turned and was about to leave the room. 
 
    “Why are you helping me?” 
 
    Love paused, “I already told you, because I have faith.” 
 
    “In an absent god, that isn’t a good reason.” 
 
    Love sighed and placed her hands around her back. “I don’t know really. I see how helpless you are to your fate. I was once before as well. My childhood wasn’t a good one, even compared to our old world. I was beaten, raped, I killed and was nearly killed. I’ve killed disconcertingly and I’ve seen what it had done to me and others. That is until I saw Theo. Maybe, I believe I can pay back some debts I still hold. Plus, you remind me of someone. I can see the passion in your eyes. I don’t want them to extinguish.” Love smiled and left the room. 
 
    She saw a passion in his eyes. 
 
    Impossible. 
 
    As the only thing behind those old eyes were nothing. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Lightless Walker sat on the edge of the bed. The bedroom he was in had an odd charm. He was so used to sterile white that every other room felt confiscating. But, he felt a weight come behind his eyes. 
 
    He took off her suit jacket and laid it on the floor. Beside it he placed his sheathed blade and pistol. 
 
    May this be the last day I have to raise you. 
 
    He laid perfectly still in the bed over the covers. 
 
    To sleep. It was something he had never done before in the common sense. His heart beat raised. His breaths became labored. A pain rose in his chest. 
 
    What was happening? 
 
    He felt something he had never felt before. 
 
    Fear. 
 
    Thoughts rose up in his head. What would happen if when he closed his eyes he would awaken in another universe? He had let himself gain too much hope. 
 
    He began to sweat, the weariness of the day wearing on him. 
 
    It’s going to be okay. 
 
    He kept telling himself that, as the fear set in. 
 
    It’s going to be okay. 
 
    Until he believed that very phrase. Then, the fear eased out of his body and with it, his consciousness as his eyes closed and he dreamt the first dreamed he ever had the pleasure of experiencing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 – Kill the Mission 
 
      
 
    Blood pooled at the feet of the Old Wolf. He breathed in and took in his surroundings. Dead bodies were everywhere, Executioners and soldiers. A foot splashed in the blood.  
 
    He spun and his blade came up to Nighthound. Nighthound brushed it away with his hand. "You did a number here."  
 
    "Is our mission over." 
 
    "I only count 17 bodies."  
 
    "Maybe they took the others prisoner."  
 
    "It's only been five minutes, Wolf. I ordered everyone to run if we were attacked. I set up a rendezvous a few miles from here."  
 
    "You ordered Executioner's to run with their tails between their legs?"  
 
    "We are here to stop a war, not to fight in every little chance."  
 
    "We are fighters, Moon. How many of us died attempting to run?"  
 
    "Since when did you care about anyone but yourself, Wolf?" The Old Wolf sighed,  
 
    “You're right. Let's go." He pushed past the Nighthound. 
 
      
 
    ... 
 
      
 
    Outside, there were three trucks. Dead soldiers littered the ground around them. Bullet holes and deep cuts made their home in their flesh. The only passing thought the Old Wolf had was, So, they came from the opposite side. 
 
    The Old Wolf's feet clomped through the snow as Nighthound walked beside him. The sun was beginning to set and they were walking through a large snow field toward a tree line. It was quiet. The wind blowing in the air. 
 
    "It was a good call." 
 
    The Old Wolf just said. "How much farther?" 
 
    "Our comrades would've died either way." 
 
    They entered the tree line. 
 
    "Why do you keep trying to explain yourself? I thought you said I don't care." 
 
    "After all the universes we fought through. I don't want to let you down, Wolf." 
 
    Why was he so worried on what he thought? He was his oldest comrade. If Nighthound was disappointed in him. Would he care? "Every decision you decide to make, I trust in Hound." 
 
    They walked in silence until they walked into an opening in the trees. There was a clearing about thirty feet wide. 
 
    Twenty-four Executioners stood in a circle. Jackass and Deadline were among them. They looked to them. 
 
    Only twenty-four of them survived. They lost half of their men.  
 
    “This is just great,” Old Wolf said.  
 
    Nighthound walked past him and pushed himself in the middle of the circle. 
 
    “There’s going to be a change of plans.” 
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Black blanketed the sky. A fire sparked in the middle of a circle. Tree logs lined around it with the Executioners sitting on them. Old Wolf sat next to Nighthound as he spoke. “We will attack soon. The Snow King knows we are here, which means that severely limits our movements. We must be prepared as they will likely expect us.” 
 
    “They killed half of us, how was that even possible?” Jackass said. 
 
    “They all had finite weapons,” Old Wolf said. 
 
    “This is fucking pitiful. How do you expect up to finish or mission?” 
 
    “As long as a single one of us stands, we will complete our mission. If you don’t think we will be able to, then I will pull out my sword and kill you right now.” 
 
    Jackass rubbed his hands on his face. 
 
    “We have two choices in order to finish our mission. Either, prevent the Snow King from launching his weapons, or we kill him. We will do both. Once, we get confirmation on the weapons location, we will split in two teams and attack both the Snow King and destroy the weapons at the same time.” 
 
    The first thing Nighthound did was send Deadline to scout something for him. 
 
    "And what if we fail to stop the launch?" Everybody looked down. "Then that is the end of our prospective careers gentlemen," Old Wolf said. 
 
    "And what does that mean exactly? What happens to us if we return back to the room and failed our mission?" 
 
    Nighthound said, "Then maybe we get to rest." 
 
    "To think a man who calls himself the snow king got the upper hand on us." 
 
    "Any idea how they found us." 
 
    “Not one," old wolf said. 
 
    Nighthound pointed up. "There are many ways to spy on a population, if he'd been warned by the Sinner, the he could've been looking for us before we even arrived." 
 
    "You think Old Man Gloom would've planned better than to throw us into a minefield." 
 
    "Old Man Gloom is as competent as a fly driving a car. If you've been fighting as long as I have, then you know not to trust in our creators." 
 
    Everyone nodded to that. 
 
    Deadline walked through the trees and up to the group. “I’ve found the weapons.” 
 
    “About time,” the Nighthound said. He stood up and looked over to the Old Wolf. “Wolf and I will go confirm them.” 
 
    Jackass said, “So the two strongest will go. That’s smart.” 
 
    The Nighthound ignored him and motioned to Old Wolf. 
 
    The Old Wolf shrugged and stood. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Deadline trekked through the snow with the Old Wolf and the Nighthound in tow. 
 
    The Old Wolf wanted to tell the Nighthound that him coming along was a stupid idea, especially if the other group got attacked. 
 
    “We need to get an idea of the layout of where the weapons are, so we can come up with a laid out plan.” 
 
    “And then why am I here?” 
 
    “For if we are attacked.” 
 
    He could’ve brought anybody else. “Excited to fight alongside me again?” the Old Wolf said. 
 
    “Just like the old times. Far too long I’ve been drifting without a purpose.” 
 
    “We all drift without a purpose.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s easier if you have someone by yourself, experiencing the same hell you are.” 
 
    The Old Wolf guessed that was true. Why suffer by yourself when you can have someone take part of the suffering for you. 
 
    Deadline said, “Do you think we can defeat him?” 
 
    “What?” Nighthound said. 
 
    “Do you think we can defeat the Snow King? Just his men were able to defeat half of us. I’m not worried about myself, you or Wolf, but the others. We aren’t as strong as you. I’ve never seen the finite weapons used so efficiently. “ 
 
    “Clouded your mind with doubt will make failure a certainty,” the Old Wolf said. 
 
    “Doubt is all I have,” Deadline said. 
 
    “We will defeat him because it’s our mission,” Nighthound said. 
 
    “They are soldiers, just as much as we are. Trained to kill, and then they were given power. It shouldn’t be much of a surprise. Give a tiger a gun and he shall rule the world,” Old Wolf said. 
 
    “I guess so,” Deadline stared ahead. “Where here.” 
 
    Ahead of them was a large concrete platform. On top of it, twenty large tarps covered long round objects. 
 
    “Deadline, keep watch. Old Wolf follow me.” 
 
    Deadline held out his hand and said, “Soar.” Red light flecked off his skin and pooled into the palm of his hand. It burst into ten birds and flapped into the sky. “In the silence of the night.” They disappeared. “I’ll watch from here.” 
 
    Nighthound and the Old Wolf stepped out onto the concrete platform. And walked up to one of the tarps. 
 
    Past the platform, there was a castle. It was faint as it peaked above a mass of trees. 
 
    It was only a mile away and the only thing between it and the platform was a forest of trees and a large open field. 
 
    “It’s strange, where are all the guards?” Old Wolf asked. 
 
    “Keep on your toes.” The Nighthound continued forward. 
 
    This felt like they were standing on top of a mine. 
 
    The Nighthound peaked under one of the tarps and a great light come up from it. He motioned the Old Wolf to follow under. 
 
    “What the hell is this possible?” The Old Wolf commented. 
 
    In front of him, there was a large circular metal cover on the ground, possibly covering a silo. But on its side, there was a small glass container with tubes that snaked into the circular cover. 
 
    Inside the glass container was a finite gem. It shined green. 
 
    “What the hell is this?” Nighthound said. 
 
    “A missile silo, I’ll have a hand in guessing that it’s nuclear.” 
 
    “No, not nuclear, imbed with the Sinners power.” 
 
    “How in the hell did the Snow King do this? What’s the point of having Missiles powered by this?” 
 
    “It looks like it’s primed to go.” 
 
    “I didn’t know you were a rocket scientist.” 
 
    “I’m not, but call it intuition.” 
 
    The tarp blew off from over them and the Old Wolf’s world twisted around him. He crashed through the air and into the ground as if a truck had rammed into him at seventy miles per hour. 
 
    His world was swirling around him. 
 
    What the hell happened? 
 
    A man walked over him. He wore the ranks of a general, his combat uniform crisp and clean, his sleeves were rolled up to show that he didn’t fuck his way to that rank, but fought his way. 
 
    He held one of Deadline’s birds in his hands. “Interesting.” He crushed down on it and it poofed away. 
 
    The Old Wolf attempted to get up but chains wrapped around him incredibly fast, binding him. He collapsed back down as he felt his strength seeping from him. The chains pulsated in colors. Reds, blues, greens, and yellows, pulsated differently from it. 
 
    The general above him smiled as Old Wolf’s world went black. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf awakened in a dark cellar. There was a faint floracence light that hung over head. His equipment was on a table in the corner. He tried to move but couldn't. He looked down to his body. He only had on his pants and undershirt. A colorful chain wrapped around him.  
 
    "I wouldn't try that if I was you." 
 
    A man stepped up in front of him. "Who the hell are you?" 
 
    The man smiled. "I am General Glazkov. I lead the great kings army.” 
 
    Shit. "What are you going to do with me?" 
 
    "Do you really want to know?"  
 
    Tortured. Locked in a cage. 
 
    Glazkov walked over to the table with Old Wolf's equipment. He picked up his sword and lifted it with heft. "Oh, how heavy, the weight of this sword." He placed it back down gently. "You Executioner's are strange creatures. We took the bodies of your fallen comrades and before we could get them under the knife they dissolved into some kind of fairy." Then he picked up the pistol and racked and unracked it. "And now we have a perfect specimen, unharmed." 
 
    Old Wolf grunted. "Relatively unharmed."  
 
    Glazkov moved back over to him. "But sadly..." He punched Old Wolf in the gut. 
 
    Old Wolf spit out as he lost his breath. "You're going to see the king." 
 
    Armed men came into the room and pulled him off the wall. They pulled him down the hall. He stared at the nice red carpet he was being dragged on. He wouldn't scream. He wouldn't cower. He would stand his ground. 
 
    He was thrown through large double doors and landed in front of an epic throne. Stairs led up to a golden chair which the Snow King chose to rest his self. "So this is one of the men who's trying to kill me." 
 
    The snow king was dressed in extravagant garb. He wore a cloak of silky red and gold. A half button shirt lead down to a pair of billowy pants, which were tucked into a pair of boots. 
 
    Glazkov walked up next to the Old Wolf. "Yes, it is. And there are many more out there. Our drones are tracking them now." 
 
    The Snow King waved his hand at him. "Nevermind that, they won't be able to stop our launch tonight." 
 
    The launch was tonight? 
 
    He stood up to his feet. "You executioner's interest me." He stepped down the stairs from the throne. "You will help me gain your power. Then I will let you live." Old Wolf didn't answer. 
 
    Glazkov punched him in the face and he collapsed to the ground. He pulled him back upright by the collar. "Speak, when spoken too." 
 
    "You're a fool if you think you can take my power and a fool for trying to destroy the world." Glazkov raised his fist but the snow king caught it. He laughed. "Destroy the world? What has this world ever given to me?" 
 
    He had seemed to ignore Old Wolf's statement about not being able to take his power. "It has took everything from me. I lost my family. My lover. And now I will take it from the world with my army. All who follow agree with me. I will take over and create a new heaven where my people will rule." 
 
    "You're insane." 
 
    "Correct, but the sane has never gotten anything done. Once my missiles hit the ground, it will alter the reality the explosion touches. Then when my army invades, it will be the end." 
 
    The Snow King went back up to his throne. 
 
    "The universe will be destroyed if you do?" 
 
    "Who knew Executioner's had so much emotion?" 
 
    That stung Old Wolf. He glanced up at Glazkov. "What are you getting out of this?"  
 
    "A world where no more of children will die." 
 
    The Old Wolf looked down. 
 
    The Snow King sat back down. "Get as much as you can out of him." 
 
    The Old Wolf was dragged away. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The fire crackled in front of the Nighthound. The Old Wolf was caught because of him. But, that didn’t mean he could falter. If he played his hands right, he could save him. 
 
    “Do you understand our mission?” 
 
    The remaining Executioners stood around the fire. Deadline was with them. 
 
    Jackass said, “If I didn’t know you any better, then I would have called you a coward for running away so many times.” 
 
    The Nighthound’s blade flashed into his hand and he pointed at Jackass. 
 
    Jackass pulled on his hilt as a red light flashed in front of him. Five red birds made of light hovered above him, pointing toward his chest as Deadline said, “I ran to Jackass. Does that make me a coward too?” 
 
    Jackass still held his hand on his hilt. “You spit in the face of us Executioners. Our point is to die! That’s our one and only point.” 
 
    “No, our point is to complete our missions. If I didn’t run, we would’ve lost all three of us instead of just one. Because of that, we can still fight.” 
 
    “We were born to die, how about you—” Jackass’s speak sputtered as Nighthound’s blade pierced into his gut. He glanced down as blood began to clutter. Then, he looked back up at the Nighthound who was only inches away from him. 
 
    “I won’t have you jeopardize my mission. The only time you will die is either when I say so or you fail in your mission.” 
 
    The Nighthound pulled out his sword and Jackass stumbled back, looking at the other Executioners for help. 
 
    Deadline mouthed, ‘Idiot.’ 
 
    Jackass collapsed to the ground. “We’ve all come to an agreement that what I did was right. We will live to finish our mission. You may be bleeding out now, but I didn’t hit any vitals. May you survive long enough for the door to open to you. If you do, then my point will be proven.” 
 
    They all left into the tree line as Jackass bleed out. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Nighthound lay in the snow at the edge of a tree line. In front of him was a large snow field about 500 yards deep, with the Snow King’s castle at its end. 
 
    Near the castle, armed men patrolled. 
 
    Nine other Executioners lay beside him. All looking at the castle. 
 
    Nighthound went over the plan in his head. The Snow King’s army was strong. Very strong. Powerful enough to decimate a group like them. Twenty-six Executioners would be considered an army in any other universe. 
 
    Likely, this mission will fail, and they would be put to permanent rest for their failure. 
 
    No matter how hard they tried. 
 
    No matter how hard they fought. 
 
    But he wouldn’t give up until he was on the ground dying. Even then, he would claw and bite his way out of it. 
 
    He fucking hated joint missions. 
 
    He had fourteen of them hide in the forest between the Castle and the missiles’ platform. Himself and nine others would infiltrate the castle and take on the Snow King head-on. 
 
    “I don’t like this idea,” Deadline said. 
 
    “You too?” 
 
    “I just don’t think we will be able to defeat them. If this was some fucking kid who got his hands on powers he shouldn’t have. Then, my confidence would be in the roof, but it’s not. We’re going against an army that has been fighting a war for the last decade.” 
 
    “I thought most of us wanted to escape this life of ours. Death is the ultimate escape. To go down in battle, but not suicide, without betraying our law or mission.” 
 
    “Yes, but I imagined my end would be at the hands of some God, I mortally wounded, going down in an epic blaze.” 
 
    Another Executioner said, "I want to die getting hit by a bus or something. So many of use try to act mysterious when were not." 
 
    Deadline said, "How about you, Nighthound."  
 
    "I always wanted to go out jumping off a roof overdosing on nitrous." 
 
    "Nitrous?" 
 
    "It's supposed to make my body feel nothing as I go." 
 
    "I never thought you would touch something like that, you hypocrite." 
 
    "My death is my own special party." 
 
    The wind blew as it got quiet. 
 
    "You remember the signal?" 
 
    "It'll be hard to miss." 
 
    Nighthound was going infiltrate alone to plant a bomb in the castle as a distraction. When he had a chance, he would save the Old Wolf. His old comrade didn't deserve to go this way. 
 
    He sighed and stood up. "Let’s get this over with." He really hated joint missions. 
 
    He stepped into the field and pulled out his sword. In a blink he was gone. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf was chained up to a stone wall. Blood dripped from his face and he was shirtless. Purple bruises were scattered around his skin. The Snow King minions worked him hard. 
 
    There was a single guard outside. 
 
    The Old Wolf heard a body collapse and the door opened. The Old Wolf looked up through swollen eyes as the Nighthound walked in. 
 
    “Shit, what did they do with you?” 
 
    He sliced through the chains with his blade and they fell apart. The Old Wolf collapsed into the Nighthound’s arms. 
 
    The Old Wolf asked, “What…what are you doing here?” 
 
    “Saving me? You have a mission.” 
 
    “Shut up. The others are already carrying it out.” As if on cue, an explosion rocked the walls. “Are you fine?” 
 
    The Old Wolf stood on his own. “I’ve been better.” 
 
    “Good, then let’s go.” 
 
    “You go on ahead.” 
 
    “What? I’m not going to leave you behind.” 
 
    “I have to get my weapon.” 
 
    “Then, I will get it with you.” 
 
    “Night.” 
 
    Nighthound looked out the door the sound of a commotion began in the castle. “Alright. I’m going to kill the Snow King. Get there as fast as you can.” 
 
    The Old Wolf nodded as the Nighthound ran out. 
 
    He closed his eyes. The chains was blocking him from feeling this. Feeling his blade. Whenever an Executioner is more than two feet away from their blade, they could feel its location. 
 
    There was a pulse only a short distance away. He felt its heartbeat. It was calling for him. 
 
    To take revenge. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 – Kill the Meaning 
 
      
 
    What in the hell am I doing? 
 
    The Stargazer walked behind a young girl, a girl not a day over sixteen. His target. 
 
    A girl by the name of Emmy. 
 
    His body felt cold for the first time in his life. It was from the fear of what he was doing. He could bring down his blade on the girl, not after he had just killed her even younger brother. 
 
    He was a coward, a fool, yet, these girl’s words trapped him. 
 
    She had a slight smile on her face as they walked. 
 
    He was going to have to kill her eventually. If he was brought to that point, then it might be the end of him, he didn’t see the value of killing someone so innocence, so small and young, that he would rather take his own life instead. 
 
    As he walked, he listened to the girl’s words. There was no rule against speaking with their targets, so he would be fine for now. Although, Emmy did speak abnormally fast. 
 
    “I’m so glad this worked out,” she said. 
 
    The Stargazer didn’t respond. 
 
    “I wonder how it’s like to be an Executioner. Must be fun.” 
 
    “It’s filled with blood and death. That doesn’t seem fun to me. I still will kill you.” He lied, he wasn’t sure if he had the drive anymore. 
 
    “My plan is for you to rethink that. There is already hesitation in your heart since you didn’t kill me. So, I like my chances.” 
 
    “Why did the Sinner give you his power?” 
 
    “He didn’t give me his power, he gave me the ability to gain a power like his. All anomalies are the same way. He simply unlocks the potential, through either a device or through your own brain.” 
 
    “Don’t speak of the man as if he was a god!” 
 
    The Stargazer’s sudden snap startled Emmy. “He’s not a bad guy.” 
 
    “Because of him, entire universes have ceased to be, the multiverse was thrown into chaos. Beings like me were created just to kill and die. You lied, you don’t know what it’s like to be a person in my situation.” 
 
    The Stargazer paused. The girl had lied and he fell for it. She didn’t know how it was to life through her life without a meaning. Born to die like a trained fight dog. To wake up every morning and question her very existence, her very purpose in her life. To experience the fear of knowing that she didn’t exist in reality. That when death came that it would be the end. 
 
    She didn’t know. 
 
    She had to die. 
 
    As the Stargazer put his hand on his sword’s hilt, his will renewed, he paused at Emmy’s reaction. 
 
    “Trust me. I do know. And you’ll find out everything you wanted when we get to my home.” The smile had left her face as she said that. She simply turned and continued down the sidewalk. 
 
    The Stargazer stared at the girl as she continued on. Who was this girl? 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Emmy’s room was as abnormal as she was. She walked the Stargazer into its small confined walls. 
 
    The room wasn’t really that big, or it was, but the amount of stuff significantly reduced its size. 
 
    There were multiple screens connected on the wall to his left. Under it was desk that would make a person with OCD die in horror. There were small metal trinkets, and devices littering the desk alongside bowls and plates with days old food stuck in them. 
 
    Clothes and random objects were on floor. 
 
    Her bed to his right was against the wall. The sheets were in a disarray and her cover hung off of it like she never attempted to make it up after she slept. 
 
    On the far wall, were shelfs and dressers filled with awards and trophies. On the wall were pictures of her family. Of the brother he killed. 
 
    It would have been too soon for her to know of his death. With the information he had, this was her mother’s home, so it could be awhile before the girl knew of his death. 
 
    What then? 
 
    Would she still claim to know the Stargazer’s struggle? That they were alike? 
 
    Emmy sat in a swivel chair near her desk. “Sit where you would like.” 
 
    The Stargazer stepped around the dirty clothes as he made his way to her bed. He sat on it. Only to sink in way too deep into it. He adjusted until he finally could sit up straight. 
 
    It was uncomfortable. 
 
    Emmy brushed away her dirty dishes to get to her keyboard. She began typing as the monitors on the wall sparked to life. 
 
    The Stargazer glanced around. At the clothes and sheets thrown astray, the dirty dishes on the desk and floor, the chaotic nature of the awards on her dresser.  
 
    He wondered how they could be in a similar situation. It was probably bullshit to stop him from killing her. Even if it was, he still hesitated enough to get coerced into his current situation. 
 
    Could he raise his blade to her again? He saw what happened to the Daybreaker when he killed him. 
 
    Nobody could escape. But maybe the only escape was death. 
 
    The Daybreaker’s smiling face flashed into his head. 
 
    He died with a smile on his face, he died happy. 
 
    He shook his head. Even still, this room had no order, no point, he got into his head that even though Emmy was young, she could talk her way out of a lot of things. 
 
    “You’re stalling,” he said. 
 
    “Stalling? I’m not stalling.” 
 
    “Yes, you are.” He stood up. If he was going to do something, now would be the time. 
 
    “Wait! Okay, okay, just sit down man.” She raised her hands up and motioned him to sit. “Calm down. No need to get hasty.” 
 
    He glanced around. She was a teenager, so that meant she didn’t live alone. “Where is your mother?” 
 
    “She’ll be home soon, but I promise that I’ll change your mind about killing me by the time she gets home.” 
 
    “You state that as if I have a choice.” 
 
    “Just hear me out, you came all this way didn’t you.” 
 
    She was right. If he had the power to kill her, he would’ve already. He shrugged. 
 
    “Do you know why you are fighting the Omniscient man?” 
 
    “Because he is destroying the multiverse.” 
 
    “He said you would say that, but do you know why?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Me either.” 
 
    “Are you trying to waste my time?” 
 
    “I’m trying to create a conversation. Like I was saying, I think he’s looking for something.” 
 
    “He’s doing a poor job of it.” 
 
    “I just think he likes helping people a little more unfortunate then himself.” 
 
    “Unfortunate? He’s given his power to mad men, to lunatics and tyrants who would like more than anything to see their own worlds fall.” 
 
    “I don’t think he does that on purpose. Just by talking to him, he’s as much of a human as I am, and in such, his level of judgement on people is on a human level. I don’t look like a tyrant do I?” 
 
    “I haven’t decided yet. You’ve been graced by his power despite its universe destroying ramifications.”  
 
    “The power I have is the least destructive one of them all. It only affects the universe if you use it to a great degree. I only asked for knowledge, the only change that would do is give me a slight upper hand in my school’s test.” 
 
    “Is that supposed to help me?” 
 
    “No, but maybe it will show you that I’m not a threat. I’m doing no harm to my universe. I just know things I shouldn’t be able to learn.” 
 
    “And why did he give you that knowledge?” 
 
    “That goes back to my point that I think he’s searching for something. I gave him something he could use and he gave me knowledge. It was a poor trade, I’m already regretting it.” 
 
    “What did you get in return?” 
 
    “A device to help him navigate the multiverse. Apparently, he was flying blind so far. I simply gave him what he wanted.” 
 
    “How in the hell did you make such a device?” 
 
    “Can you tell? I was born with a gift. I’m the smartest girl in my school and maybe the world. You can look at my dresser for yourself, I’ve been awarded with enough grants, trophies, and scholarships that I don’t need to pay for college. Not that I even need to go anymore. I’m taking dual credits and jumping into college next year and I’m only sixteen! I discovered things about quantum physics that well established scientist haven’t. Yet, I still strived for more, but, thanks to the knowledge the Omniscient man gave me, I feel useless.” 
 
    That would explain it. 
 
    “How does this connect your situation with mine? You’re not a killer and I doubt you can pull a trigger if you had too.” 
 
    “It’s a contextual circumstance. Do you know of the multiverse theory?” 
 
    Obviously, as he traversed it. “Yes.”  
 
    “Good. Now, correct me if I’m wrong, there are millions, billions, an infinite amount of universes out there, right?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Every universe is different, that’s how the multiverse theory works. A new universe is created at a point when a possible observation occurs. Like if there was a choice between eating cold or hot cereal in the morning. There will be a universe were you chose one or the other, and even one where you chose none. There are now three universes, now because of those choices, a butterfly effect will spin out of those choices forcing more choices on others around you, that in turn will spin out into more choices and more changes because of these choices, thus creating thousands, if not millions, or billions or alternate universe based on one small choice.” 
 
    “What are you getting at?” 
 
    “Well, this plane of reality goes even farther. Our multiverse isn’t based on observation, but possibility, not choice. The possibility that earth formed around a living sun, the possibility that the asteroid that killed the dinosaurs missed our planet, curtailing human evolution. A possibility of universe’s with multiple gods, just one, and none at all. The possibility of being born without a meaning and born with one that could change the course of reality and the universe itself. This universe… this universe is one that was birth without meaning.” 
 
    “Without meaning?” the Stargazer asked. 
 
    “I wished I never met the Omniscient man. I guess his name entranced me. I learned that in other universes, heaven and hell exist, that life had some kind of meaning…but not in mine.” She began to cry. “There is no such thing as the afterlife in my universe. There is no meaning for what I live for. When I die, that’s the end, and eventually, in billions of years, my Earth with die with the heat death of the sun, and the marks myself and many others left on this planet would be gone.” 
 
    “Was that what you meant when you said that we were the same?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The Stargazer stared at the girl. No one this young should think about something so large. Yet, an anger built up into the Stargazer. 
 
    “You think this is the same as what I’ve been through?” He stood up again. He was tired of playing games.  
 
    “It is! My life is pointless! There is no meaning.” 
 
    “Do you know how it feels to take a life? To watch someone blood out in front of you?” 
 
    “I…I don’t, but that doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “That doesn’t matter?” His blood was boiling. He couldn’t believe he was tricked by this girl. He pulled out his katana and unsheathed it. 
 
    “Wait!” Emmy got to her feet as she raised her hands. “You and I are the same.” 
 
    “You get to live your life.” 
 
    “But it doesn’t have meaning.” 
 
    “You get to have a family.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “You get to grow old.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “You get to exist!” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter!” 
 
    The Stargazer clutched his blade’s hilt. “I’ve suffered.” 
 
    “I’ve suffered too. Waking up in the middle of night ever since I got this stupid power, unable to move, as I felt empty, useless. Crying that nothing I did mattered. We’ve both suffered. At least, you have a point to your insignificant life.” 
 
    Was it the same? Their suffering. His watch beeped. He only had a few seconds left before his time was up. He had to finish this. 
 
    He raised his blade to her. No. She didn’t understand anything. “Please! Don’t do this!” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Please. I have no heaven or hell. I have nothing!” 
 
    “You have everything!” 
 
    “What’s the point if in the end were dead? There is no God! There’s nothing! I don’t exist!” 
 
    He swung down as her panicked eyes stared up at him. 
 
    “Mom!” Her voice cut off with a slosh as the door opened. 
 
    Her blood splatter against the wall and her mother’s face as she walked in.  
 
    Her head fell as it disconnected with her body. 
 
    Her mother screamed and the Stargazer turned to her as her shocked face looked at him. He pulled out his pistol and fired. Her brains blowing out the back of her head. 
 
    The Stargazer froze and shook. What had he done? 
 
    Emmy’s body was limp in her seat, her disconnected head stared at the ceiling, her dead mother on the ground at the door. 
 
    He had just killed an entire family. 
 
    A mother and her two children. 
 
    He heard sirens. He glanced out the window as red and blue flashed outside. His eyes moved to the computer monitors on the wall. 
 
    “Shit.” He was an idiot. She had sent a message for help. “That…” he was about to call her a name but stopped himself. She didn’t deserve that, he would’ve done the same thing in her situation. Having a killer follow her home. 
 
    He ran out of her room as the house door burst open full of police. As they raised their guns, he raised his blade. 
 
    In a flash, their hands disconnected from their pistols and they screamed. More rushed in. 
 
    The Stargazer ran forward and kicked the officers that were coming through the door. They hurtled outside as his foot forced them out and he slammed closed the door. 
 
    He opened it again to the room of white. He ran in and closed it as soon as he heard the whines of the injured officers. 
 
    He panted as all went quiet. The room was safe. The room was life. One he had just forfeited. He threw his katana against the wall and it clanked to the ground. 
 
    “Dammit!” He screamed at the top of his lungs. He killed a teenage girl and a young boy. Children had no quarrel being in this stupid fucking game. 
 
    His body relaxed. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    He crawled onto the bed. He felt a weight coming over his eyes. This time, instead of laying on top as all Executioners did. He went under the covers, it was unusually warm comforting. 
 
    He felt sleep coming to him. It would be a long one, one that would last forever. 
 
    A project came over him and told him his failures. 
 
    “Mission failed. Casualty limit exceeded. Time limit broken. Critical failure. Subject termination.” 
 
    He began to laugh. 
 
    “Sentenced to eternal sleep.” 
 
    He liked the sound of that. 
 
    “You are a failure.” 
 
    The projection disappeared and the room of white went dark.  
 
    He thought he would be scared at this moment. Of his first and only failure, yet, he felt comfort in it. He could finally rest upon the infinite of stars. He was tired of this game. 
 
    Old Man Gloom appeared before him. “I’m disappointed in you.” 
 
    The darkness consumed him and his eyes closed. 
 
    This was his end. 
 
    And he was finally happy. 
 
    As his eyes opened to an infinite of stars 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 – Kill the King 
 
      
 
    Deadline breathed in hard as he stood before the throne room of the Snow King. He was covered in blood and he clenched his sword’s hilt with excitement and nervousness.  
 
    Five other Executioners stood by his side. A hall of bodies lay behind them, soldiers and the comrades they lost in the process of fighting their way here. 
 
    Everyone was bloodied and tired. Yet, here was their target and nobody touched the door. 
 
    Deadline sighed. He wished the Old Wolf was there with them. The old fool gave him confidence. He kicked open the door and ran in. 
 
    The Snow King and General Glazkov stood in the middle of the throne room. 
 
    “Oh,” the Snow King said. “We have some guest.” 
 
    “Kill them,” Deadline yelled. They all charged at them while the Snow King had an amusing look on his face. 
 
    The Snow King held out his hand and they all smashed into a giant translucent wall. But instead of simply bouncing off of it, they were flung hard. 
 
    They went flying against the far wall. 
 
    “I want to experiment a little with my power, but I don’t have time to. I leave them up to you, Glazkov.” 
 
    Glazkov placed a hand on his chest. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    The Snow King left out of a door behind his throne and Glazkov rolled up his sleeves. His arms looked like they had never seen a day out of the gym. 
 
    The Executioners got back to their feet.  
 
    Deadline said, “Fly.” Ten red birds of light appeared around him. He thrust of his finger, and they rocketed toward Glazkov like bullets. 
 
    Glazkov simply smiled as they slammed into him, exploding into a great light. As the smoke cleared, Glazkov still stood, just without a shirt. His abs and pecs looked chiseled on. He was like an action figure. 
 
    Deadline panicked and sent another one. 
 
    Glazkov caught it in his hand. “You’re going to have to try better than that.” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Nighthound ran into the throne room and his feet stopped. Blood and body parts were scattered on the floor, blending in with the reds of the carpets and rugs. 
 
    The bodies of his comrades were the only bodies there. He heard a cough from one of them. He ran over to him and kneeled down over Deadline, he was missing his arm. 
 
    Deadline stared up at him with bloodshot eyes. “The missiles… you must stop…them…” Deadline raised his remaining hand and pointed to the door behind the throne room. 
 
    The sounds of the battle outside echoed through it. A convenient escape. 
 
    “G…G…G” Nighthound looked back down at Deadline. “General…is…dangerous…” 
 
    Deadline’s eyes glossed over. Nighthound closed his eyes. “May your rest last forever.” 
 
    He stood up and ran out of the door. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf stormed down a hall. At the end of it he felt the pulse of his blade. But in between himself and his heart was a hall field with soldiers. 
 
    The looked at him as he continued forward, he wouldn’t let anyone get in his way. 
 
    The Old Wolf's fist clenched as the men rushed him. 
 
    He didn't need a sword as long as he had his claws. The fired at him as he walked forward. The bullets wheezed by him like he was a ghost. Aiming badly to not hit their comrades in the thin hall. 
 
    The first guard swung a baton at his face. He thrusted out his hand and grabbed the baton. He twisted and the soldiers arm snapped. His foot slammed into the man's stomach and he collapsed. 
 
    The Old Wolf jumped over him as another soldier came after him. He threw out his fist and it connected with the soldiers face. Blood and bone cracked out of the man's face as he collapsed.  
 
    Another soldier came from his right and his arm blocked his punch. In a flurry of moves, the Old Wolf's fist pommeled into the man's center until he crashed down. 
 
    Three down, four more to go. 
 
    The old wolf kicked up the baton into his hand and swung it into the closest soldiers head. He dodged back as another soldier thrusted a short knife for him. He caught the man's hand and twisted it into his own neck. 
 
    Before he could drop the last man, another ran and leapt for him. The old wolf caught him in midair and threw him against the wall. 
 
    The baton left his hands as he hurled it at the remaining soldier in the distance. There was a sickening crack as the baton connected with his head. 
 
    The Old Wolf kicked open the door. 
 
    In front of him was a room of trophies. On the right and left side were medals, insignias, and trophies in glass holders. 
 
    Ahead was the best one of them hall. 
 
    His katana, pistol, and suit jacket were laying perfectly on a table. Ready to be put up and preserved forever. 
 
    The Old Wolf walked over to them, and rubbed his black glossy sheath. “Sorry, I’ve been away too long.” 
 
    He pulled on the hilt and checked the blade. Perfect as usual. 
 
    He grabbed his suit jacket and rubbing the lining. In one fine motion, he swung it around and his arms found its holes. 
 
    It fit like a glove and he felt a warmth fill up inside him. He was whole again. He took his time to button the two buttons and placed his sword on his hip and his gun in the pocket of his jacket. 
 
    Despite lacking a shirt, he was ready to fight as the Old Wolf once again. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Old Wolf ran into the throne room and paused. “Shit.” He cursed. They failed. He needed to stop this. 
 
    He looked around and saw the door behind the throne. If the Snow King can’t be stopped. His weapons still can. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Nighthound’s feet plopped in and out of the snow as he ran through the forest. All around him, Executioners and soldiers fought to a standstill. 
 
    At least, he thought it was. But as he passed body after body, soldiers and Executioners, he discovered that their fight was more one sided than he thought, they were losing. 
 
    In the air of the night, gunshots, screams, and the clanking of steel made its home. 
 
    Through the fogs in the forest, dark shapes merged and twisted as people fought. Yet, the Nighthound stared straight ahead. 
 
    He had to defeat the Snow King. In the distance, he could see the peaks of the missiles jutting out from their silos. Time was running out. 
 
    He ran toward it. 
 
    “I can’t let you do that,” General Glazkov stepped out in front of him. He was missing a shirt. 
 
    The General stood in front of him. The Nighthound couldn't hesitate against this man. He oozed power, strength, confidence. He would fall to his blade. 
 
    The Nighthound pulled out his blade and the General unbuttoned his shirt. "Let's end this." 
 
    The Nighthound flashed forward and his thrusted out. His blade halted against the Generals skin. What? 
 
    He leapt back as the General brushed off his chest. There wasn't a single mark. "Is that how sharp your blade is? I've sculpted my body for decades. Through hard work and dedication. With the power I gained through my king, my body is perfected. No blade shall slice my skin." He dug behind his back and pulled out a sheathed katana. It was an Executioners. He pulled out the blade, the hilt looked like a twig in his beefy hands. "Let me show you how to properly use one of these." 
 
    He ran forward and poorly swung it forward. The Nighthound ducked under it and brought his blade into the general’s gut. Once again, it bounced off. Shit. 
 
    His world rocked as the General kneed him in the belly. He flew up into the air and the general jumped up for him. Their blades met, but the Nighthound was knocked back by the general’s force. Then, the general smiled. He disappeared and flashed around the Nighthound. From everywhere, the general’s blade seemed to slice at him at once. His body split open as hundreds of cuts appeared over his body. The snow below turned red from blood. The Nighthound crashed down into the ground. The general landed in front of him. 
 
    The Nighthound struggled up to his feet. He felt his body drenching with blood. His vision was going dark. He didn't stand a chance against the general. 
 
    The general looked at his sword. It was dinged and bent. "I still need to perfect my form." He placed a hand on the blade and snapped it in half. "I don't need this." 
 
    The general approached him. 
 
    If he couldn't defeat him, then there was only one thing to do. 
 
    He raises up his blade in front of him. He moved the blade in a circular motion, etching out a circle. "Moon." The motion he made turned red, like a bloodied moon. "Howl in the night." 
 
    The general’s vision suddenly pulsated. In his eyes, all he saw was red. Thousands of blades rose up over him. And their simultaneous released down on him. He screamed out. 
 
    The Nighthound watched as the general’s eyes turned white and he collapsed to his knees. Usually, this was when he would kill his victim. When they were temporarily trapped in his moon dream. But he didn’t have time to figure out how to kill him. The Nighthound wiped the blood out of his eyes and nearly collapsed. He couldn't fall now, he had a mission to do.  
 
    The Nighthound limped forward. The missiles still peaked over him. Laughing and cursing at him to finish his mission. The mission was his life. 
 
    Trails of bodies led him through the trees. He had to finish his mission. 
 
    Blood pooled down his leg as the world was beginning to go dark. Then, he noticed the forest going quiet. 
 
    Was it death? 
 
    No. The fighting had stopped. The wind picked up in pace, blowing snow onto the Nighthound. 
 
    As he continued forward, the missiles never seemed to get any closer. 
 
    Yet, he kept pushing on. 
 
    He had to finish his mission. 
 
    His limbs went numb. 
 
    He had to finish his mission. 
 
    It was all he had. 
 
    Then the sound stopped. 
 
    He had to kill. 
 
    He felt nothing. 
 
    Kill. 
 
    And he collapsed face down into the snow. 
 
    Kill them all. 
 
    Kill the Snow King. 
 
    He attempted to move his head to give one final look to the missiles. To his mission. 
 
    Please. 
 
    The life left him. 
 
    It was all he had. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf walked into a forest of carnage. The snow was thick with blood. As his feet stepped through it, red liquid came up. 
 
    He could see the peaks of the missiles in the distance. He had to stop this horror. If the Snow King could do all of this, how in the hell did normal people manage to fight against them. 
 
    They won’t after this. 
 
    He picked up his pace and started to run. 
 
    Usually, he fought because of his mission. The mission that was always forced upon him. But now, he just wanted Snow King dead. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf came up to the Nighthound’s body. 
 
    He opened his mouth to say something, but then stopped himself. 
 
    The dead don’t hear spoken words. 
 
    He kneeled down and placed a hand on his body. “I will finish your mission for you my old friend.” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf was almost there. Snow flew in the air behind him as he sped through the forest. Then, BOOM! The Old Wolf came to a stop as an explosion sounded off in the air. Above him, past the tree line. Missiles launched up into the air like shooting stars. 
 
    He failed. 
 
    The missiles were trailed by smoke of thousands of different colors, changing by the second as they flew. 
 
    They all failed. 
 
    There is a bustling behind him. 
 
    “It took me forever to break out of that hell.” 
 
    The Old Wolf turned to see General Glazkov walk into the clearing. “I kill your comrades. Give up.” 
 
    The Old Wolf never took his eyes off the sky. He failed for the first time in his life. 
 
    “Have you given up?” 
 
    The Old Wolf’s head slowly lowered to the ground. There was blood on the ground, from one of his comrades. 
 
    Slowly, he placed his hand on his hilt, and pulled his blade. It shined through thousands colors in the light. 
 
    On the general’s belt were five different katana's. All of his comrades, one he recognized as the Nighthound’s. 
 
    He wore tear them from his fucking belt. 
 
    The General walked forward and the Old Wolf charged. In his eyes, thousands of light flashed in his eyes from above. The end of the world was rocketing above. 
 
    He swung at the general and his blade chipped off of his skin. He swung around and brought his blade to his head. It stopped cold and it slammed into the general’s face. The general smile and sent a fist into the Old Wolf's belly. The old wolf was sent flying back and landed on the ground. He struggled to his feet as blood fell from his lips. He was sure that punch alone crush most of his ribs. 
 
    The general’s skin was hard as a rock, but a rock could still crack. He rocketed in and thrusted his blade his chest. It slid off it like oil. The general’s leg slammed into his face and the Old Wolf went back again. Shit. 
 
    The general said, "Time to stop playing games." He ran forward and the old wolf swung up. 
 
    The General screamed as he clutched his eye. 
 
    The Old Wolf said, "Skin like diamond. Insides like cotton candy." 
 
    Anger twisted on the general’s face and he flashed forward incredibly fast and sent a fist into his middle. The Old Wolf didn't have time to react as it slammed into him. He flew and slammed into a tree. Instantly, the general was in front of him sending a barrage fist into his body. His entire world rocked as the Generals fist lay into him. The general pulled back his arm and rocketed it forward. The force blew into the Old Wolf as the tree split in half and he was sent flying back. He crashed down hard on the snow, he felt his body going cool. He struggled to his feet. It felt like every bone was broken in his body. 
 
    "You may have found my weakness, but you aren't strong enough to take advantage of it." The general said as he walked in. 
 
    The old Wolf's world began to blur. He wouldn’t go down so easily. 
 
    He held out his sword. 
 
    "Blade of unkillable pride." 
 
    The feeling of pure energy rushed into his body. He felt his bones snap back together, his feeling and world became vibrant again. 
 
    He held his blade to the side. "Weight of the world." The snow kicked up where the blade was held as it felt heavier in his hand. He lifted it and the gravity around it crushed together around it. 
 
    His sword was now a thousand times its original weight. A power he could only use in this state. 
 
    He marched toward the general. The general smiled. "A new wind?"  
 
    The Old Wolf flashed forward and swung down onto the general. L 
 
    The general held out his hand to catch it. 
 
    Snap! The generals hand bones snap as the blade it. 
 
    He leapt back. "What the hell!" 
 
    The general back up, grasping his broken hand. 
 
    "If I can't break your skin, I will break what's under it." 
 
    They both moved fast. The general charged forward and so did the Old Wolf. As he brought up his blade, the general sent his fist flying into his chest. 
 
    There were snaps as the Old Wolf twirled around from the force, but he felt no pain. His blade was sent into the general’s side. The general crashed down and blood erupted from his lips. He wiped it away as the Old Wolf came for him. He pulled a katana from his waist and speared it forward. The old Wolf's gut was sliced into by the sword until it came out his other side. Yet, the Old Wolf pushed forward and slashed down his blade into the Generals arm. 
 
    His arm snapped in half and he kicked the Old Wolf away. 
 
    The Old Wolf pulled out the katana. 
 
    They both glared at other. The general pull out the rest of his stolen blades as the Old Wolf charged. 
 
    In a flurry of moves, they exchanged hits. The general’s fist and kicks pummeled into the Old Wolf, but the Old Wolf's blade broke the general from the inside out. 
 
    All of the Generals swords stuck from the old wolf except the final one. There was a fear on the general’s face as the Old Wolf wouldn't fall. He pulled each and every one of them from his body. He dropped them to the ground, the snow bloodies from the holes in his body. 
 
    The general held one single blade up. He was struggling to stand up as the Old Wolf had broken mostly every bone and organ in his body. 
 
    It was commendable. 
 
    He coughed and bloom came from his lips. 
 
    The Old Wolf charged for him. And the general did the same. 
 
    The general’s sword pierced through the old Wolf's chest and out the back. Blood pooled into his mouth. 
 
    The Old Wolf jammed his blade into the general’s mouth as he screamed. His yells were cut off as his blade pierced out the back of his head. 
 
    The general collapsed dead. 
 
    The old wolf looked above, the missiles were gone. He had failed. He pulled the blade out of his chest. 
 
    The Old Wolf collapsed. The General was dead. But the Snow King was alive and well, the world his. He laid on the ground as he began to bleed out. His world growing cold and dark. 
 
    He looked up as he felt something in front of him. The door to the room of white appeared in front of him. 
 
    He reached out, it was just too far away. 
 
    His hand dug into the snow and he pulled himself for it, leaving a trail of blood behind him. 
 
    He didn’t deserve the room anymore. 
 
    He coughed and thick blood erupted from his lips. 
 
    Failures didn’t deserve to be Executioners. 
 
    His world lost its color. 
 
    He failed his only point in creation. 
 
    His vision began to blur. 
 
    His hand touched the door and it opened for him. 
 
    He didn’t deserve this comfort. 
 
    He felt the coldness of the wind. 
 
    He pulled himself into the room, trailing blood on the perfect white. 
 
    He just wanted to sleep. 
 
    The door closed behind him and the world left the Old Wolf. 
 
    The door locked with a click. 
 
    Then, the lights turned off.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 – Kill the Dream 
 
      
 
    The Lightless Walker’s eyes opened to a foreign ceiling. It wasn’t the room of white. He escaped. 
 
    He smiled for the first time in his life. 
 
    As he sat up, he paused. A man sat the edge of his bed. 
 
    Old Man Gloom. 
 
    He wore old brown leather vest and a colorful shirt under it. His hair was a mess of dreads and beads, yet, he was his creator. 
 
    He turned to him. “Did you really think you could escape?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker didn’t answer him. 
 
    He stood up. “You had a mission and you betrayed it. You are lucky I don’t kill you here right now. I get it. A promise of having a future, having life besides death. I’m sorry, but that life isn’t for you. Kill each and every one of them.” 
 
    Old Man Gloom’s body turned into dust and he disappeared. 
 
    The Lightless Walker’s heart dropped hard. He knew it. He couldn’t escape. He couldn’t dream. 
 
    Instead of crying and pitying himself. He pulled back a familiar mask that he had thrown away. 
 
    He was just a machine, emotions had no right to be in them. 
 
    He opened the door and was greeted by what his dreams were made out of. Yet, he pulled out his blade. 
 
    All dreams must die. 
 
    The day was still young and nobody was in the streets. 
 
    A woman walked up to greet him, her screams were cut short as his blade separated her head. He had to move fast. 
 
    He was systematic. Going door to door. Killing everyone and running to the next building. 
 
    As he made his way to Theo’s house, his intentions became clear halfway through. People ran into the streets as they ran. And tried they did, but they were never fast enough. 
 
    Never good enough to escape an empty machine such as him. 
 
    Eventually, covered in blood. He made it to the edge of town. 
 
    Everyone was dead instead of the most important two. 
 
    The power couple came out of a door. 
 
    Theo said, “What did you do?” 
 
    Love shook as she stared at him. “Why?” 
 
    He didn’t answer them. He couldn’t.  
 
    He simply said. “Beware, the sword you cannot see.” 
 
    He pulled on his sword hilt. Unleashing a power he wished to never touch. An extreme red light erupted out of it and he disappeared. 
 
    A hole entered Theo’s chest. He glanced down. “How…” 
 
    He collapsed as Love screamed. Blood left her lips as she glanced down at her belly. She started to laugh blood coming from her eyes. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” she screamed as she grabbed her belly in pain. “Why! Why!” She fell and the Lightless Walker as he appeared in front of her. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Her face turned into a smile. She placed a bloodied hand on his face. “I can see it…on your face…it’s okay…” 
 
    A tear rolled down the Lightless Walker’s face as she fell to the ground. 
 
    The universe changed. The bright sky turned black. The stone ground turned into muck, and rain fell from above. 
 
    Love dragged herself to her husband’s body. “You…promised me…that we will escape…We will…meet in the...heaven you…built…let’s escape…this hell…forever.” 
 
    She stopped inches away from his body. 
 
    The rain stung the Lightless Walker’s face. It wasn’t normal rain. It was acid. 
 
    This world, its inhabitants only had their dreams to escape their hell, as they had nothing else. 
 
    Not even themselves. 
 
    The door opened only a few feet away from him. He walked in and he laid down. 
 
    “Critical Failure.” 
 
    He didn’t care anymore. 
 
    He closed his eyes as the lights dimmed off. 
 
    If he couldn’t dream, why fight? 
 
    Then, his world and life came to a close.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 – Kill the Failures 
 
      
 
      
 
    The eyes of a female opened. The pits of her eye’s the darkest of blacks, the light of the room of white struggled to escape them. Her hair streamed down her neck in long straight streaks. 
 
    Thin black tights curved along her body as if it was attempting to consume her flesh, covering her from toe to neck. Black slip on shoes hugged her feet, almost tighter than the tights that fit her like a glove. 
 
    She pushed herself up with her arms. She glanced at her feet and wiggled her covered toes. Just once she wished that her feet could feel the air. Not that her attire was uncomfortable, it breathed as if she wore nothing at all, and it never made a sound as she moved. 
 
    It was its desired effect. 
 
    She shook her head, empting her useless thoughts. Her mind always wondered when she awoke. 
 
    The Black Fox was her name. 
 
    On the small table beside the bed was a small sheathed knife, the sheath was made out of blade smooth ceramic, besides that were four throwing knives, kunai they were called, and along them were two small revolvers and a ceramic mask. 
 
    A display appeared in front of her and said, “Kill: Magni. Restrictions: None. Time Limit: four hours.” 
 
    The display disappeared and she got to her feet. The Black Fox grabbed the mask off of the table and the weapons disappeared and the mask flashed blue for a millisecond. Fast enough that one’s mind could think it was a trick. 
 
    She hesitated as she brought the mask up to her face. It smelled like sweat. She stared past the small eyes holes of the mask. 
 
    “Old Man Gloom can keep my clothes and this room clean but not this mask…” 
 
    She gritted her teeth and placed the mask on her face and it consumed her. It stuck to her skin like lightening to metal. She breathed in deeply as it felt as if the hard clay merged with her skin. Pulling and pushing at the fibers of skin on her face, choking her as if she was thousands of feet in an abyss. 
 
    There was no pain, and her breaths came out as normal. But it felt like it would consume her. 
 
    Then, she blinked and the feeling stopped. She let out a belated breath. From the mask a black gel oozed from it, whisking into the air like clouds in a storm. Streaking out as if to consume the entire room. 
 
    But it stopped as it was about to reach the walls and fell down like a cloak over the Black Fox, solidifying into a material similar to the one she wore. 
 
    Let’s get this over with. 
 
    She stepped up to the door, the cloak moving on its own accord, like it had an unseen force blowing on it. 
 
    She placed a hand on the door. The heat from it warmed through her entire body. 
 
    It was time to kill. 
 
    She pushed opened the door and stepped out into a night sky. She was over the mid-sized city, standing on a building’s rooftops. 
 
    A smile came from under the mask. She loved it when she awoke on a rooftop. She held out her hands and felt the chill of the wind caress her body. She relaxed, letting the wind push her around. It was like she was flying, free from this Earth, from her duty, there was nothing weighing her down. 
 
    The cloak moved to shield her from the wind. 
 
    “Can’t I get a minute or two for myself?” she asked the object. 
 
    She placed down her arms and sighed, yet the cloak never moved. 
 
    Guess not. 
 
    She glanced off in the distances. She felt her target close by. This should be a short one. 
 
    She ran across the rooftops, her feet silently jumping from rooftop to rooftop. Some distances between them of near impossible leaps. Yet, as she ran and leapt, she made everyone. The air lifting her up as if she controlled it. No distance was too far. 
 
    She running went to a crawl as she approached an edge. She peered over it and stared down at a nightclub. Girls, Girls, Girls, flashed on a tacky neon sign on its front. 
 
    “Part dance club, part strip club, that’s a first,” she said to herself as she assessed the place. It looked like she would have to go through the front. Two suited men stood at front. They didn’t have any weapons visible, but by the way they were standing, arms slightly out as if they were ready for anything, she assumed they had weapons under their suit jackets. As people stepped up, the guards pushed them away. ‘Closed’ she heard them say. 
 
    She thought through her plan. After she made quick work of them, she would go through the door, silently pass through and kill her target without an issue. She paused, considering who her target was, she might have to take care of everyone in the club.  
 
    And if it was a dance club and a strip club how would it be laid out?  
 
    Is the stripers allowed on the dance floor at the dancing part, or are they separate? 
 
    If a stripper was grinding hard on a person in the dancing section, would that be considered a lap dance? It would be a good way to make a business, especially if they had people strong arming the unwilling client— 
 
    “Boo!” 
 
    The Black Fox flinched forward, her footing coming from under her. She began to tumble over the side. A hand caught her shoulder and pulled her back. 
 
    She fell back on the roof with a thud. The startled look in her eyes faded as she looked up. 
 
    Another female Executioner with a mask just like hers. Bright blonde locks of hair waved out from under her mask. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing here, Scarlet? Shouting like that.” The Black fox failed to keep the anger out of her voice. 
 
    “I’m here to help, and that’s Red Scarlet to you. Plus, nobody can see or hear us with this mask.” She tapped her mask with her finger. Despite her condescending tone, she spoke with a proper British accent. It somethings undercut her bite.  
 
    Sometimes. 
 
    “How long have you been there for?” 
 
    “You look cute when you think.” 
 
    Black Fox could see the Red Scarlet’s striking blue and green eyes mocking her through her masks eye holes. 
 
    “I was thinking about the mission,” Black Fox snapped. 
 
    “No, you weren’t.” 
 
    The Black Fox growled at her. “You can leave. I don’t need your help.” 
 
    “Old Man Gloom thinks otherwise. He wouldn’t have summoned both of us if he didn’t think it was needed. I didn’t know you were one of dissidence, Foxy.” 
 
    Black Fox’s face cringed. She hated that name. Foxy. What a stupid nickname. But she was right, she wasn’t questioning Old Man Gloom, she was just angry at Red Scarlet. 
 
    “Why do I always have to be paired up with you?” The Black Fox said as she moved back toward the edge and stared back at the nightclub. 
 
    “Because we work great together. Plus, who’s to say that I wasn’t the first one here, you could be helping me out.” 
 
    “Whatever.” She tried to ignore her, staring at the nightclub trying to think up a plan. 
 
    She felt a heat on her back. Red Scarlet moved in really close and leaned in over her. 
 
    Red Scarlet wasn’t even close to a large woman, but the Black Fox was barely five feet tall, Scarlet’s slender form towered over at 5’5.  
 
    “Let’s make a bet. If I win, you have to fulfill my wish.” 
 
    “And what’s that wish?” 
 
    “A kiss.” 
 
    The Black Fox froze as her heart skipped a beat. “I…I… can’t agree to that.” 
 
    “Why not, if you win then you could wish that I never speak to you again. Even if we do work together again.” 
 
    “Deal,” she said almost too fast. 
 
    “Great.” Red Scarlet clasped her hands together. “I’ll breach through the back and you through the front. Whoever makes it to the target first wins. We’ll start in five minutes.” 
 
    And with that, the warmth of the Red Scarlet disappeared from The Black Fox’s back and she became cold. Her body shivered as the Red Scarlet disappeared from the rooftop. 
 
    She wasn’t going to let that bitch win. 
 
    She calculated her movements. She had worked with the Red Scarlet enough to know how she would plan her attack. She was go slow and methodically, plan each and every strike, and go unnoticed until the target’s neck was slit. 
 
    The Black Fox was similar in that regard, she always made careful planning of each and every step, but tonight, she would win. 
 
    “Fuck the five minutes.” 
 
    She leapt down from her perch and swung out her arms. Two small knifes flew from her hands and pierced the men in their chest and they fell dead. 
 
    She ran through the door and into a long hallway, she paused as she saw three more guards at the end. They didn’t even throw a glance her way. 
 
    Thanks to the mask, they wouldn’t even see their killer as they fell. She ran past them and through a pair of double doors into a large empty dance floor. There was a DJ platform in the corner of the room and an empty bar on the right. The main floor had large polls sticking from the floor all the way up to the high ceiling. 
 
    “Holy crap.” She was right. 
 
    She shook her head to clear her thoughts, she had to win this bet. 
 
    She glanced around. She felt a presence coming from a door in the left corner. That’s where her target is. 
 
    There was a door on the far right wall. She didn’t feel her target’s presence but she knew it probably lead from the back. She could feel many bodies coming from that direction. Whoever owned this club station more guards in the back than the front because who in the hell would assault a club that’s probably running drugs from the front for all to see. 
 
    She chuckled, that boded well for her. 
 
    Her feet scampered along the dance floor and she came to a stop to the door to the left. She pushed the door open and heard two men talking at the end of the long hall. They held glowing guns in their hands. Weapons from the Sinner. 
 
    Her target was on the other side of that door, with those kinds of weapons, she couldn’t be quick and loose here. The hallway’s walls were lined with Asian lettering and designs, tacky carpet on the floors, with red walls. She didn’t care what origin they were as she slowly crept up to the oblivious men. One of them had a bandage on their arms. 
 
    “I can’t believe these weapons man. I was barely able to take down that suited fuck before he injured my arm.” 
 
    “These weapons were nearly useless seeing how we lost half of our men. What the hell do you think our bosses are talking about in there?” 
 
    “I’m just work here, I don’t think about the—” The man’s eye’s suddenly went wide as blood spurted out of his mouth. 
 
    “Shit!” the other man said. “Not again.” He blindly fired around the short hall. 
 
    The Black Fox screamed as a bullet sparked off her mask. Her body became visible as her mask flung off her face. The cloak disappearing into nothing. 
 
    The man smiled. “Got you little—”  
 
    A throwing knife pierced through his neck and stuck into the door behind him. The man collapsed dead. 
 
    “Why do people always have to say something before killing someone?” 
 
    She picked up the mask and clinched her teeth. She was being careless. She should’ve killed both at the same time. 
 
    She rubbed a finger over the chipped part of the mask. “What a piece of shit.” She wasn’t created to fight this way. 
 
    Strike quick and hard and then leave. That was the purpose of female Executioners. Yet, that didn’t mean they didn’t have powers as great as male Executioners. 
 
    She glanced up at the door ahead of her. Her heart dropped. There was no sound coming from the door, but she felt her target’s presence. They must have heard the gunshots. 
 
    She sighed and two revolvers appeared in her hands. She hated fighting this way. She moved in close to the door, placing her body on it and slipped off her shoes and throw them down the hall. 
 
    She wiggled her toes against the cold floor. Her entire body went cold as her cloak was the thing that warmed her. 
 
    She placed the mask on the back of her head and it clung to her like a newborn child. The feeling of it consuming her starting all over again. 
 
    A fear crept up in her heart. She could feel the heartbeat of twenty men in the room. 
 
    “Whatever.” If she died here, then it was her own damned fault. 
 
    She breathed in deeply and said the words, “Art…” 
 
    The world’s colors became extremely vibrant, the red of the hall becoming overbearing. 
 
    “Dancer of the wind.” 
 
    She pushed open the door and the world slowed down around her. 
 
    Nineteen men had their guns pointed at her as she moved through a slow world. They stood around a long wood table.  
 
    She rose her guns. She wasn’t able to move much faster, but her thoughts sped along at the same speed. The perfect power for a wonderer like herself. 
 
    She analyzed the room. Four men had already pulled the trigger, she watched as the bullets erupted from their barrels. 
 
    She aimed at them and fired. The bullets flew in the air like crossing stars. She ducked under the rounds and spun in the air, like figure skater trapped in a frozen expanse, she twirled through the air as the four men she fired at slowly reeled back as her bullets slowed drilled into their brains. 
 
    She fired again at the two men behind them as they slowly threw up their hands as blood splattered across their faces. 
 
    Her feet landed on the table, as a bullet grazed her left shoulder. She nearly buckled from the pain as the shock burned through her at an excruciatingly slow pace. A con of this power. 
 
    She clenched her teeth and swung out her arms and fired wildly as she ducked down head first onto the table. 
 
    As her legs spun through the air and back down, five more men slowly screamed out as her bullets hit the mark. 
 
    As she turned herself upright, flashes nearly blinded her as the remaining men all fired at once.  
 
    She spun again in a dance of bullets. Bullets crossing past her like contrails. Skidded across her skin like eagles in flight as she weaved past them like a blue Jay in a wind storm. 
 
    As she danced, she fired off round after round. Men slowly collapsing like bricks as they attempted to stop the Black Fox’s impossibly calculated motions. 
 
    Then as she moved up the table, men falling like flies. They were only four left. The man in the middle wide eyed as he was slowly pulling out his pistol as he was the only fool to not his gun at the ready. He must had been the boss. 
 
    She skidded across the table to a halt, attempting to control her ongoing momentum and raised her infinitely shooting revolvers. 
 
    Then the world shook and as a bullet shot one of them out of her hands. 
 
    She gasped as the world’s speed returned to normal. 
 
    “Shit!” She could only use it for a certain amount of time. So close. 
 
    A hail of bullets came from her right. She leapt back and fired at the two men as a bullet graced her right abdominals.   
 
    The men collapsed in a bloody heap. 
 
    As she landed on the floor, a leg came and slammed into her belly. The breath left her chest as she was flung across the room and slammed into the wall. Blood spurted out of her mouth. 
 
    The man who kicked her ran for her. 
 
    She denied the pain running through her and leapt up. If the man wanted a one on one, he would get one. 
 
    The man came to her and swung. She ducked under his punch and pulled out her short knife. In a rapid series of flashes. Her knife became a blur as she stabbed him in what seemed like a thousand times in the matter of a few seconds. Blood flew into the air as she pierced his neck, back, chest, stomach, legs, arms, face, repeatedly until the man’s legs gave out and she thrusted into his skull. 
 
    The man’s body went limp as she pulled out the brain slicked blade and thrusted it into the man’s neck for a last measure. 
 
    The pain came to her all at once, but she gritted her teeth through it. It was only skin deep wounds. She could only use her power for a limited amount of time. She thought she could kill them all in time. All that practice for nothing. 
 
    She angrily grabbed a knocked over bottle of water and swished some water in her mouth and spit out the remaining blood from her mouth. 
 
    A bullet grazed her hair and she turned to a trembling man holding up his gun to her. She ran her hand through her hair. She hoped it would grow back right. 
 
    The boss stared at the carnage in front of him as he had his gun raised to her. Blood dripped from the walls and ceiling. Brains were splattered on the table and floors. “Do you know who I am! My power is so great—” A blood stain grew in the man’s chest. “Wha—” He attempted to pull out the knife in his chest but collapsed dead. 
 
    Sweat caressed the Black Fox’s face as she glanced around. “Seriously, doesn’t anybody know how to shut the fuck up!” 
 
    She clinched her fist to calm herself down. Taking in large breath, she slowed down her heart beats and the anger drained out of her. 
 
    That wasn’t like her. 
 
    “God damn Scarlet bitch…” she muttered. Her mask was stained in the blood of others, dripping off down her back. The blacks of her attire absorbing the stains. 
 
    She threw a look at the boss of this club. She still had to find her target. 
 
    She saw a chained door to the right. She ran to it and sliced down on the lock and it was sliced in half. 
 
    She opened up the door to a chained suited man. 
 
    The black suit and red tie marked him an Executioner. The chains holding him up and the blood stained white dress shirt marked him a failure. 
 
    Through a bloodied and bruised face, the Executioner glanced up at her. 
 
    She nearly crumpled her nose, but it didn’t show on her face. She hated seeing her kind like this. 
 
    “Who… the hell are you?” the failure said. 
 
    “I’m the one cleaning up your mess. Greetings from Old Man Gloom.” 
 
    In a flash, she slashed out her short knife and opened up his throat, splatter his blood on the wall. 
 
    A small whine came from the opening in the neck as she had cut deep. Then, he went motionless and the presence was lifted off her body and she felt free. 
 
    A tsk came from behind her as Red Scarlet walked in. “How in the hell you make it here so fast?” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter, missions done.” 
 
    Red Scarlet pulled up her mask in anger, nearly ripping it off. Her near perfect face curled in shock. She had stunningly blue doey eyes, the platter of freckles on her rose colored checks, and sweat on her baby soft skin. She had a strange glow on her skin for someone who had killed so much. 
 
    The Black Fox glanced away as she found herself staring at her. 
 
    Red Scarlet crossed her arms and tapped her foot hard on the ground in a repetitive motion. “Well?” 
 
    “Well what?” 
 
    “What’s your wish?” 
 
    “Oh…I… I don’t have one.” She truthfully thought she wasn’t going to win as Red Scarlet was a better Executioner. She was only slightly behind her despite having a harder entry point. 
 
    “Forty-Seven missions together and you don’t have one wish. There’s a reason we are paired together.” 
 
    “Whatever.” The Black Fox walked toward the door. 
 
    Red Scarlet moved in front of her. 
 
    “Move,” The Black Fox said. 
 
    Red Scarlet grabbed her and slammed her against the wall. Holding her up by the crouch using her knee. She moved in uncomfortably close. She could smell her scent and her breath in the air. Her face closed in to hers, her mismatched irises staring into her soul. 
 
    The Black Fox attempted to move from her grasp but failed. 
 
    “Let go…” Her body began to sweat. It felt like a furnace was building up inside her. 
 
    “You know you like it.” Scarlet began moving her knee back and forth against her crouch. 
 
    The Black Fox tensed up. Making her squirm more. She had dropped her knife on the floor. She reached out to it and failed. 
 
    Scarlet rubbed her face against hers and let out a moan. Her body moving across hers. The thin tights made it feel like a naked caress. 
 
    She licked her cheek down to her lips and rubbed her finger across her the same areas. “You have some blood on your face, hopefully not yours.” 
 
    She moved her face in close again, but the Black Fox reeled back. 
 
    Red Scarlet whispered, “Why don’t you want to have fun?” 
 
    “My…my one and only mission is to fight and to die.” 
 
    Red Scarlet dropped her knee and moved back. The Black Fox collapsed to the ground, her legs giving out. She looked up at her. 
 
    “Oh, don’t get all grim on me. It was a joke.” Red Scarlet brushed her hair away from her face and glanced around trying to act like she wasn’t noticeably blushing. 
 
    Red Scarlet went to the open door, closed it, and opened it again, revealing the room of white. She glanced back at Black Fox staring at the ground and breathed in as if she was going to say something but decided against it and closed the door behind her. 
 
    With Red Scarlet gone, the Black Fox sat still against the wall. She raised her hand to where Red Scarlet’s lips and tongue had caressed her own and rubbed them in a smoothing manner. 
 
    Soon, the warmth would be gone. And then, she would be sad. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 – Kill the Lack of Want 
 
      
 
    For some executioners, their lives flashed by them like moving pictures, scenes from a window of a speeding train as they were looking out. 
 
    They lived their lives day by day, emotion and will less. They could barely muster a thought amongst themselves, as their points had drove it from them. 
 
    They never feared death, they never feared anything. Some more naïve Executioners claimed that death was their only escape, but, for the Executioners who walked this lightless path for eons, they didn’t care for an escape. They didn’t care for nothing. 
 
    In the case of the Shaderider, every universe was the same to him. It hadn’t mattered if he killed humans, beast, or gods. Death was always the end. 
 
    He walked the line between life and death far too long to give any damns about anything, long enough that he didn’t have sympathy for the fools who claimed the Sinner’s power, for the cowards who wanted their life’s as an Executioner to come to an end, for the innocents who often gotten between this endless war. 
 
    He just didn’t care anymore and stared ahead as the worlds, universes, people, and lives passed by him. Everyone one always had a story, someone reason they did what they done. 
 
    It was always some sad little reason. 
 
    Yet, every single existence in the multiverse had a reason. The people who claimed the Sinner’s power, his own kind who walked between realities, some always tried to weigh those reasons heavier than others. 
 
    When everyone fell to his blade, he never broke a sweat, as killing at this point had become as easy as breathing, as pointless as existing. 
 
    Their pleas always fell on deaf ears. He never faltered in his mission and he never would. 
 
    Even the gods he slain. 
 
    He remembered back to when he killed the so called God of war.  
 
    God of shit. 
 
    He had fought lone men who were stronger, yet, that universe was the one he liked the most. It was filled with chaos, chaos that the Sinner had no part in. It would soon consume its own self. 
 
    Yet, despite that hint of emotion towards that peculiar universe, he continued to stare at his world from a distance. Always through a looking glass. 
 
    That was, until one day, thousands upon thousands of mission into his life. He awoke in the room of white and sat up. 
 
    He moved with efficiency but paused when he noticed an extra set of weapons on the small little side table. 
 
    He turned back to the bed. He was so used to his one track mind, that he hadn’t noticed there was someone else on the bed. 
 
    Another Executioner. A young one. The boy’s head rested on the opposite end of the bed. 
 
    The boy sat up and looked at him but didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” Shaderider asked. 
 
    “Slayer…I think.” 
 
    “That’s not a name.” 
 
    “That’s the one I know.” 
 
    The boy was new enough that he wasn’t given a designated name yet. 
 
    A projection appeared in front of them.  
 
    “Kill: Kira Yagami, alias: Tiger God. Casualties: Your discretion. Time limit: 6 hours.” 
 
    The Shaderider got to his feet while the boy just sat there. He picked up his weapons and lit a cigarette before placing his hand on the door. 
 
    He took in one big puff and pressed open the door. 
 
    It was night and the door stood alone in a forest. The lore of the world poured into his head, it wasn’t a modern world, and it was one still ruled by kings, emperors, and queens. 
 
    A hint of shit lingered in the air. He could hear the clacking of horse shoes in the distance. He peered through the tree line and saw the fringes of a castle tower. The targets pull was coming from there. 
 
    He stepped forward and— 
 
    “Man, it smells like shit.” 
 
    Shaderider’s face scrunched up. Why in the hell did Old Man Gloom pair the boy with him? 
 
    The Shaderider ignored his voice as he walked toward the castle. Yet, as they approached their target, the boy didn’t let up. 
 
    “I hate going to worlds like this. They don’t know a thing of hygiene, there’s shit everywhere, my polished shoes get caked in god knows what.” 
 
    The boy trailed behind Shaderider like a dog, yapping in his ear to the point of insanity. He pointed to his dirtied shoes as they walked through the dirty forest ground. 
 
    “You don’t talk much do you?” 
 
    “We have a mission to do, so how about you shut the fuck up and get prepared.” 
 
    “Prepared for what? I’m the quickest draw I know, and the strongest Executioner.” 
 
    “And you know that how, boy?” 
 
    “Because I have no equal, I’ve never broken a sweat before and I’ve completed every mission I’ve done in record time. I can kill any anomaly, and I reckon I will kill the Sinner when I first see him with ease.” 
 
    Shaderider gave a pitiful chuckle. He doubted that even he could fight the Sinner head on. 
 
    The boy continued, “And the names not boy, it’s slayer.” 
 
    “It is boy, every Executioner is named Slayer when they are first created. You haven’t done shit all too even get a real name.” 
 
    “Maybe if I defeat you, I could take yours.” 
 
    Shaderider stopped and looked back at him. “Do you really want to try that, boy?” 
 
    The boy paused and looked down at his dirtied shoes. “Whatever.” 
 
    Shaderider started forward again. “Then shut the fuck up and let us finish this mission so I can never see you again.” 
 
    The silence was serenity but only lasted until they made it to the castle. A dried up mote surrounded it. 
 
    The Shaderider glanced over the opposite edge of the castle. There was a sewage drain at the bottom. 
 
    The boy came up behind him. “How are we supposed to make it across?” 
 
    The Shaderider pointed to the sewage tube. 
 
    “I’m not walking through that filth,” the boy said. 
 
    The Shaderider ignored him as he begun to climb down the wet cliffside of the mote. The boy eventually followed. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The trek through the sewers wasn’t the worst as most of the mess had dried. The tunnels went deep but eventually they found a small ladder that led to a small supply closet. 
 
    The boy looked sick and the Shaderider smiled to himself. 
 
    Maybe that would shut him up. 
 
    He took off his suit jacket and threw it on the floor. Just because he could tolerate the smell didn’t mean he wanted to be covered in the shit all day. 
 
    He took off his shoes and rolled up his pants legs. He grabbed his katana and pistol. The boy did the same. 
 
    They peaked out of the closet and the hallway was empty. They stepped out into a jail hallway. Cages and metal bars bared the doors in the hall. There was a pair of guards at the end. They had swords at their hips. 
 
    The Shaderider motioned for the boy to follow. They walked down the hall like normal. But the boy had to break the silence. 
 
    “How pitiful it is for those men, not even powerful enough to see us.” 
 
    The Shaderider paused and sighed. “Do you know why it’s easy for us to go unnoticed?” 
 
    “It’s because we aren’t supposed to be in this world. I’m not a little kid.” 
 
    “Then you would know that we are here, and the only reason we can go unseen is because we know how to keep our fucking mouths shut.”  
 
    The guards turned to them and looked at them in shock. 
 
    Shaderider pulled out his pistol and fired at them. One of their skulls was pulled back as he hit his mark. 
 
    The other turned and ran up the stairs and screamed. The boy flashed forward and jammed his sword into his back and the guard fell dead. 
 
    But it was too late. Bells rang overhead and shouts entered the air. 
 
    The Shaderider sighed. The one positive about being in a world like this was that the soldier were like ants. 
 
    They ran up the stairs and through the castle. Soldiers fell like dominos as arrows and swords were no match for bullets. 
 
    They ran into a giant throne room. A single man stood before them next to the throne. 
 
    “Executioners!” he yelled. 
 
    The boy stepped ahead of the Shaderider, holding out his sword. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Shaderider asked. 
 
    “It was my mistake the castle was alerted so I will take him down myself.” 
 
    Shaderider opened his mouth to say something then paused. If the boy wanted to die, let him. It would make his own life easier. 
 
    He could feel the strength of the Tiger God from here. 
 
    The Tiger God walked down his throne. “Your names were spoken to me in fear, yet, here you are. Small and pitiful. Leave my castle at once and all will be forgiven.” 
 
    The boy chuckled. “I don’t think so.” He held out his blade. 
 
    “Very well. With the power I have gained, I dragged my gods from the heavens down to this hell. Claiming their powers for myself. Ditozl, the war god, Iques, the god of fertility and wealth, and Ydar, the god of space and infinity. With this power, I will destroy you and my enemies.” 
 
    He held his hands together and a great green light emitted from him. Six arms erupted out of his back as he grew in size. 
 
    He screamed out and the air twisted and turned around him. 
 
    The Shaderider pulled out a cigarette as he watched from the side.  
 
    The boy charged forward recklessly. The Tiger Gods arm swung wildly at the boy. The boy parried them and thrust out his sword. 
 
    One of the Tiger God’s hands caught the blade. “Shit!” 
 
    It picked it up, carrying him with it and tossed him across the room. 
 
    The boy had barely gave a real fight. 
 
    He landed with a thud next to the Shaderider. He got up and brushed himself off. “Don’t say anything old man.” 
 
    The Shaderider took a long pull from his cigarette. “I’m not.” 
 
    “Good.” He ran forward again, but this time, all the Tiger God’s arms attacked at once. 
 
    He blocked one of the arms as it came straight for him. Another came from his right and he leapt up into the air, just to be knocked back down by a third arm, and then back by a forth one. 
 
    The boy’s body came to a stop next to the Shaderider again. “Don’t.” 
 
    Okay, he won’t. The Shaderider was surprised that he was so entertained by this. 
 
    The boy wiped the blood from his lips. This time, he walked forward slowly. Watching the Tiger God. 
 
    “You are reckless, let my power smite you from this world,” the Tiger God said. 
 
    Swords appeared in each of his six hands. 
 
    There was no way he would be able to beat him, the Shaderider thought. He might as well go help him. 
 
    The boy halted. “Screw this.” 
 
    The nerves finally got him? 
 
    “The infinite, heed my call.” The words came out like breaths of air from the boy’s mouth. 
 
    The Shaderider paused. What was he about to do? 
 
    “The sky is mine.” 
 
    The boy’s blade emitted energy off his entire body. He closed his eyes and his sword swung to meet all of the Tiger God’s swipes. 
 
    It was like a dance. Red and green light merged and twisted in a waltz. It was like an opera or a play. The boy’s legs spun and slid across the ground like it was ice, dancing with the whipping wind. His blade did swing, but traced the air as if it was one with it. While the Tiger God moves were a disgraced amongst the gods. 
 
    The boy twirled under one of the tiger gods swings and brought up his tool of murder and sliced through one of the ethereal arms. It shattered into a light as the Tiger God yelled impossible. He did it again to another arm and the Tiger god was become desperate as the Boy began slicing into him. 
 
    “Impossible!” The Tiger God pooled up all of his energy into his body. 
 
    The cigarette dropped out of the Shaderider’s mouth. “Stop him!” He charged forth. The amount of energy would level this castle, maybe even this country. The Tiger God was going to self-destruct. 
 
    As the Tiger God pulled in the energy, he gave one final swing at the boy. Hoping that the hit would knock him out of this existence. 
 
    The boy disappeared in a flash.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    He looked above him and the Boy twisted his sword in his hand so it was pointing down. 
 
    The red wind whipped, turned and twisted around his blade like a tornado. Cycling the blade until it turned red hot. 
 
    He thrusted it down with all his strength. “Skysplitter!” He screamed. 
 
    The Tiger God threw up his hands and forced out the energy he pooled out of them as the boy came hurtling down. 
 
    The energy and the sword met and exploded out in light. 
 
    The Shaderider shielded his eyes as an immense energy ripped out. 
 
    As the light ebbed, silence entered the hall. Before him was the boy, pulling his sword from a crater in the ground. His shirt and pants were covered in the splattered guts of the Tiger God. The entire floor was wet with the remains of their target. 
 
    The sword had torn him from the inside out. There was a spiral pattern in the crater and the boy stood. 
 
    “Whew. I didn’t want to go that far.” 
 
    The Shaderider stared at the boy in shock. He wasn’t all talk after all. He chuckled to himself and walked up to him. “I guess you will get a name after all.” 
 
    “What? Is it boy slayer?” the boy mocked. 
 
    “No, the Winddancer.” 
 
    The boy stared at Shaderider and smiled. 
 
    This was just the start of their long relationship. 
 
    Every mission from then on, when the Shaderider awoke, the boy was there. Always complaining, always whining and getting on his nerves. 
 
    But when the time came, he could always rely on him.  
 
    Eventually, a little part of the Shaderider’s shell cracked and he would begin to partake in the Winddancer’s nonsensical conversations, until it was his every day, until it was just another part of his life. 
 
    One, he never wanted to give up. 
 
    Yet, his hard cold outer layer was there, but he wasn’t alone staring out at the world passing by in the windows of a train anymore. He had a comrade, a companion, a partner to watch with him along the way. 
 
    Killing wasn’t the only thing he knew anymore. 
 
    He finally had something else. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 – Kill the Good Life 
 
      
 
      
 
    Once again, a pair of eyes opened up to a white sterile room. Yet, this time, there wasn’t a repulse or an unbridled hate. But a smile. 
 
    The Million Gun Samurai was his name. He sat up with a long winded sigh and glanced at the side table. There were four guns alongside his sheathed katana. 
 
    He picked up one of them and the rest disappeared in a red light. 
 
    “Kari, what’s my mission this time?” he asked. 
 
    The display appeared in front of him and said. “Mission: undefined, time limit: one and a half weeks, Casualties: Free Reign.” 
 
    He leapt to his feet with sword in hand. “Good.” 
 
    There was a spring in his step as he walked toward the door and placed a hand on it. He loved its warmth. 
 
    He was home. 
 
    He was alive. 
 
    The door opened to a vast horizon. He stood on a large cliff looking over a cross marched city. Hundreds of streets and highways were woven into interlinked squares that stretched out as far as his eyes could see. 
 
    In between the interlocked streets were an assortment of buildings made of steel some of which stretched one hundred stories high. 
 
    He breathed in deeply, the smell of gasoline in the air stung his nostrils. He breathed it in deeply. He had time to spare. Time to use it up. 
 
    “Kari.” 
 
    The display appeared next to him. 
 
    “Yes,” the voice replied. 
 
    “Let’s go wild.” 
 
    “Let’s go wild is not a valid command. Please try again in simpler terms.” 
 
    A smirk came across his face. “Where is the closest drug den, you condescending bitch?” 
 
    “Please try again.” 
 
    “…Where is the closet drug den?” 
 
    “Command issued.” 
 
    Million Gun felt a pull to a building in the distance. Only a few miles away, but a few miles nevertheless. 
 
    His target. 
 
    “You couldn’t have chosen a target closer?” 
 
    “Not with your tone,” the display said and then disappeared. 
 
    He liked the look of this world. He was going to have fun. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Million Gun stood outside a steel tower. It was at least fifty stories high. He could feel the drug lord’s presence on the fifth floor. He placed his hands in his pockets. 
 
    “Watch tower,” Million Gun said. Suddenly, he could feel every pulse in the building and every location of the inhabitants. 
 
    The drug lord must had owned the first few floors. The floor was packed with armed men. The level above were single family homes, Million Gun guessed as there weren’t masses of armed men in the upper levels halls. 
 
    He could kill them all though, but that would take too much time. 
 
    With his watchtower, he predicted the movements of each man on the bottom five levels, he could take them out one by one, but once again, that would take too much time and he had whores to fuck. 
 
    He pulled out his pistol and closed his eyes. Beyond the blacks of his closed eyes, he saw red silhouettes of all the men in the building and the leader on the fifth floor. 
 
    “Million gun barrage.” 
 
    A gun appeared in red behind each of the men’s heads. 
 
    “Unload.” 
 
    All at once gun shots went off around the bullets and each and every man dropped like a fly. Except for the men on the fifth floor. He wanted to have some kind of fun. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    A man sat on a couch, a naked woman drugged out next to him with a needle in her arm. A table was in front of him filled with piles of what looked like cocaine and money. 
 
    The man took his finger, poked it in the white and rubbed it against his teeth. He paused as he heard a body collapse outside his door. 
 
    He grabbed a pistol from the table and stood up. He flinched as the girl next to him collapsed to the floor. He sighed as she fell on her own volition. He glanced up and a silver gleam flashed in his eyes. 
 
    The gun dropped from his hands and his brains leaked from the split in his skull. Million Gun pulled out his blade from the man and smiled at the pile of money on the table. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The wind blew in Million Gun’s hair as he drove down an expanding highway. In his new slick purple convertible was a pile of cash in the passenger’s seat being held down by his pistol. 
 
    His fingers traced along the sun visor and down dropped a tacky pair of gold studded sunglasses.  
 
    He placed them on his face and gripped the steering wheel. Drug dealers always had the worst styles. But it would have to do.  
 
    Now it was time to have some fun. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Thriving lights raved as Million Gun sat at a bar, an electric dance floor pulsed behind him as the intensity in the club was high. As the bartender served his drink, he took in the hundreds of different types of alcohol lining the wall behind the bartender. 
 
    So many choices, but not one would give him a strong enough high. What a poor universe. He licked his teeth with the tip of his tongue. He would have to get his high from somewhere else. 
 
    He took his sunglasses off his head and put it in his suit jacket pocket and turned to the tall glass of a woman next to him. 
 
    She smiled as she sipped on her mixed drink. Million Gun eyed her up from her long slick legs, to the thighs her tight sheen cocktail dress barely hid, to her bosom that was threatening to burst out of the already fragile looking dress. 
 
    She wasn’t here to dance, not with her kind of attire. She was here to be swooned.  
 
    “Thank you for the drink,” she said in a soft voice. 
 
    Million Gun answered with a hand on her thigh. Her skin jumped at the touch but didn’t swat him away. He traced his hand up her supple bottom, up the small of her back and around the nape of her neck. He gave a soft squeeze and she blushed. He leaned in and she did the same. Her tongue licked his lips and his bite back. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Sparks flew as Million Gun lit a cigarette. He lay in a hotel bed, the ceiling fan above slowly shifting the smoke around like a tornado. A faint light from the windows painted the naked beauty next to him white. 
 
    Her sweaty body clung onto him like a frog. He hated her touch, the high was over and now he wanted her gone. Her warmth sickened him. Yet, he didn’t muster as he stared at the ceiling fan. 
 
    Despite his disgust. He enjoyed this life. Kill and having fun. Every universe was different, a different journey for a different journey. He experienced something new every time he awoke in a different world. 
 
    A live with no strings, no burdens except the targets in front of him.  
 
    No regrets. 
 
    He lived the good life. 
 
    A display appeared in front of him. 
 
    “Play time is over. Your target has arrived.” 
 
    He flicked his cigarette at the screen and it went through it. He blew out the rest of the smoke in his lungs and smiled. 
 
    Time to do his job. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    A dirty homeless looking man stumbled down an alleyway. He knocked over a trash can as he fell to the ground. He pushed himself up to his knees and looked into the sky. A crackling laugh let his lips. 
 
    Million Gun stepped up behind this decrepit man. “My, how the mighty have fallen. Snow King, I am here to kill you.” 
 
    The Snow King turned to him, snapping out of his crazed stupor. “Another one, I have killed many of you and your creator keeps sending more. Is he a fool or is he desperate?” 
 
    The Million Gun Samurai stepped forward. 
 
    The Snow King stood to his feet. “Let’s take this somewhere…fun.” 
 
    Million Gun leapt for him with sword in hand and the world flashed. He halted in the air as the Snow King raised his hand. It glowed bright as millions of colors swirled around his hand. The world broke apart as black lines appeared around them as if it was drawn in the air. 
 
    Million Gun blinked and the world surged. He landed face first into sand. He quickly got back up to his feet, brushing the sand off of his face and clothes. 
 
    The Snow King stood before him. His clothes changed from tatters to a black cloak that blew in the wind. He stared out into the ocean that was now before them. 
 
    The sky was dark green and orange, as the setting sun painted the horizon dark. 
 
    Large buildings and crumbling skyscrapers littered the ocean’s horizon. Decades old buildings that had decayed in the ocean air and water. Remnants of an older civilization, a lost one. Sea gulls and moss had taken them over. If he wanted, he could touch one of them in a short swim. 
 
    “Where in the hell am I?” 
 
    “This universe, like many others, need a ruler like myself. Many are decaying under their own rules and natural circles. I am here to change all of that.” He turned to Million Gun. “Do you really want to prevent me from saving the multiverse?” 
 
    Million Gun pulled out his blade. “There is nothing to save in the multiverse. You don’t want to save the multiverse, you want to control them. I don’t know what lies you had told yourself to come to that understanding, but your power and the Sinner are the ones destroying the natural order of the universes.” 
 
     The Snow King smiled. “I guess you are right.  I can’t fool you, I couldn’t fool any of the Executioners, that’s why they had to die by my hands.” 
 
    “Your reign is going to end here.” Million Gun raised his blade to the Snow King. 
 
    The Snow King laughed. “Doubtful. I conquered my own world with this power and there was nowhere else to go. I thought I had it all, but I didn’t. I only had one universe and not them all. I trained in using the power the Omniscient Man gave me and figured out how to use it to travel between universes to conquer them. This one will be number eleven. With this single blade.” The Snow King raised his hand again and out stretched a blade of pure color. It tore through reality as if it wasn’t even there. Millions of colors swirled in it like a twister. “A blade of infinite, my power refined, the power to kill God. Once I take this world, I will go after the Omniscient Man and take his power next.” A crooked smile etched on his face. “I don’t need fancy clothes or jewels anymore as I have the world. And one isn’t enough.” 
 
    Million Gun stepped forward. “Sorry, but I’m going to keep this short.” 
 
    He raised his blade to his lips. “Million gun barrage.” In the air behind him, thousands of holes appeared in the air. From them, gun barrels of all types erected from the void. Pistols, rifles, machine guns. They all pointed at the Snow King. “Die.” 
 
    The sky became alight with firing shots. Million Gun rocketed forward, the Snow King raised his blade of infinity and laughed. 
 
    The sand exploded around him. He swatted the rounds away as he swung. Million Gun appeared in front of him and the sand erupted up as theirs swords clashed.  
 
    The force pushed the Snow King back, his world was ablaze, thousands of rounds never stopped there onslaught as Million Gun met him blade on blade. 
 
    The Snow King leapt back into the air. The bullets followed him like a dog on a cat. He spun his blade of infinity in front of him and the bullets slammed into it.  
 
    But instead of exploding, the heat from them melted and oozed into an energy. Million Gun came from his right. He swung down and the energy struck out like lightning. 
 
    Million Gun dodged it and the energy struck the sand, turning it into glass. He swung down again and again, the sand whipped up and melted the sand into towering crystal forms. 
 
    He kept doing this until a thirty foot tall glass wall stood before him. He smiled as the rest of the bullets bounced off it. “Try to get past this.” 
 
    He wasn’t used to his new powers yet. “A sword that can defy my own. This Old Man Gloom is a powerful man. I shall go for him next.” He pooled his energy into his sword, it grew brighter and brighter, the light of it made the glass dance like a rave. With this power, he was invincible. 
 
    The glass shattered as a great beam of light split through the air. 
 
    Million Gun held his sword in front of him. Sparks of electricity flickered on it. Its blade was twisted into a barrel, a smoking hole at its end. 
 
    The Snow King glanced down to a giant gaping hole in his middle.  
 
    Impossible. 
 
    Was his final thought. 
 
    Million Gun flashed forward and the Snow King’s head fell to the sand. 
 
    His body collapsed afterwards. The guns disappeared into the sky and his sword returned to normal in a flash. 
 
    Million Gun stood over what remained of the Snow Kings body. He felt a presence behind him. He spun around to swing but the blade was stopped in midair. 
 
    Old Man Gloom stood before him. “You’re ready.” 
 
    Million Gun lowered his blade. “Ready for what?” 
 
    “To kill the Sinner himself.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 – Kill the Love 
 
      
 
    Black Fox woke with a tired moan. She sat up and paused. There was a body heat and familiar scent next to here. She glanced down and Red Scarlet was lying next to her, her small feet next to her head and her top half was positioned on the bottom half. 
 
    She noticed that her hand was on her thigh. Slowly, she opened her palm and let it rest on her, getting a fuller feel of her warmth.  
 
    Her eyes traced down Scarlet’s body. Her thighs was toned and perfect, the black tights insinuating her curves up to her firm breast. 
 
    Black fox wondered how Old Man Gloom kept them all fit when all they did was wake in a different universe. If Scarlet wasn’t wearing anything she would have looked like— 
 
    Scarlet mustered and Red Fox slammed her head back down into the bed and closed her eyes. 
 
    Scarlet sat up and glanced around. Her eyes paused on Black Fox. An “Oh…” left her lips. 
 
    Black Fox slowly opened her eyes and crept up as if she hadn’t already awoke. She paused as she saw Scarlet’s sly grin. “Ugh, you.” 
 
    Scarlet placed her hand on Black Fox’s inner upper thigh. Black Fox nearly leapt from the bed but held herself still. She didn’t shoo Scarlet’s hand away. 
 
    Black Fox continued, “Why do I always have to wake up next to you?” 
 
    “Can’t always get a separate room, Foxy. Maybe Old Man Gloom only has a certain amount. It’s nice having someone next to me when I wake.” 
 
    It was nice, the Black Fox thought. But she wasn’t going to let know Red Scarlet know that. “Whatever,” Black Fox said as she got up to her feet.  
 
    As she approached the side table, a display popped up on the door. The display said, “Joint Mission. Special order. Kill King Markel. Kill Sam Markel. Orders will be given by Jade Panther.” 
 
    Scarlet let out an audible sigh. “I guess it won’t be just you and I,” she pouted. 
 
    Black fox smiled as she picked up her knifes, mask, and gun and let out an audible eccentric hum. 
 
    She placed her hand on the door and pressed on it and paused. 
 
    “What is it?” Scarlet asked. 
 
    “The door isn’t warm.” She forced it open to a long red hallway filled with doors. She stepped out of the room of white and Scarlet followed closely behind her. The door closed on its own volition. 
 
    Black Fox quickly counted the doors. There were forty of them. 
 
    Where in the hell were they? 
 
    “We’re still in-between universes,” Scarlet said. 
 
    Simultaneously, all the other doors opened at once. Male and female executioners stepped out of their respective white rooms. Their doors closing in an audible simultaneous clap behind them all. 
 
    Scarlet said, “I wonder why we were the first ones up?” 
 
    That was all that was said as an uncomfortable silence entered the long hall. Everyone stared each other down. Scarlet got in front of Black Fox, her size covering Black Fox up from the stares. 
 
    The Black Fox thought to herself that this must had been a very powerful target if Old Man Gloom needed this many executioners to send in. 
 
    The door at the end of the hallway opened and a black female executioner stepped in. 
 
    Her name beamed into Black Fox’s head. 
 
    The Jade Panther. 
 
    Everyone tensed up as they looked at her. 
 
    “This mission is of an upmost importance,” she said. “This universe is tearing itself apart because of the Sinner’s powers and the arrogance of the men who hold it are allowing reality to tear itself apart at their whim. You are not the first to awaken in this world, but you are the most powerful. I have been in this world for weeks watching our targets. You are used to working individually but now is the time to work as a team. As soon as you open one of those doors, you will arrive in a specific place which I have designated.” 
 
    She begins to walk through the crowded hall, the sea parting as she passes. “First, the negatives. These men have taken control of their world and have amassed a great power of which they have spread among their soldiers making our jobs that much harder. But, because of their dependence on the Sinner’s power, they have become ignorant and arrogant. They won’t see us coming and that will be their downfall. We’ll use the classic pincher movement. The males will go in first from both sides and the females will finish off our target.” 
 
    She begins pointing at people. Her finger going past Red Scarlet and to Black Fox. As she got to the end of the hall she paused and turned around to face the group again. 
 
    “If I chose you, follow me. The others will go through anyone of these doors and a more detailed definition of the strategy will beam into your head.” 
 
    Everyone nodded and a sour look came on Red Scarlet’s face. As everyone began to move, she ran to Jade Panther and spoke to her in hushed tones. 
 
    “What is it this time?” Black Fox said under her breath. 
 
    Scarlet smiled as Jade shrugged. She turned and finger her to come over. 
 
    Black Fox reluctantly went over to them. 
 
    Jade said, “You got your wish, if this partnership jeopardizes the mission I will kill both of you myself.” 
 
    Before Black Fox could react, Jade pressed open a door and stepped through, the door closing behind her. 
 
    “What the hell did you say?” Black Fox yelled at Scarlet. 
 
    “I simply explained how we work best as a unit and now I’m with your group.” 
 
    “You don’t have that—” 
 
    Scarlet grabbed her arm and dragged her through a door. The resulting shock to the brain from the world’s information beaming into her head interrupted her anger and the sight in the sky. 
 
    “This world…” she muttered. A giant scar ran up from the horizon stretching out hundreds of miles above them. 
 
    This world was coming apart at the seams. In the folds of the scar in the sky was white static, strings of white grabbed at the green sky like it was a painting being torn from its frame. 
 
    Black Fox blinked the shock away and noticed that the rest of her group was looking over the edge of a building. She glanced back as the door closed behind her. 
 
    Always with the rooftops. 
 
    She ran up to the huddle and joined them. 
 
    Nobody spoke as they observed the scene. 
 
    A long highway was ahead of them. Only a few cars drove down its large canvas. On its sides with low rising buildings. She could see a few of the executioners poking their heads out of the alleyways, moving closer to the highway. 
 
    From the haze of the green horizon, a parade of black cars sped toward them. Twenty-five in total. 
 
    She could feel the man’s power from there. It was her target. The vice president of the country they were in. The second in command of the country that ruled this world. The brother of their second target, the president. 
 
    If she was correct. If the president and vice president were killed, then this world would be fixed. 
 
    Sometimes, she hated her mission. This life of constant death. Yet, it’s missions like this that helped make her feel like she was doing something of worth. 
 
    She could save an entire universe of people. 
 
    She felt something on her shoulder. She glanced up and saw Red Scarlet’s hand rested on her. 
 
    She was so much in her own thoughts that she didn’t notice that Jade was speaking. 
 
    “On my go, we will jump down. Any sooner or later than when I tell you then I will kill you before you touch the ground.” 
 
    She seemed to have caught the most important part. She hoped. 
 
    The parade of black was closing in. A long Limousine cruised in a shield of six SUVs. 
 
    “Get ready.” Jade placed on her mask and disappeared. 
 
    Red Scarlet said, “Let’s do this,” and placed hers on. 
 
    The Black Fox followed suit. 
 
    The air became tense as the cars got closer and closer. Until she could see the faces of the drivers. Black Fox held her breath as she tensed her legs. 
 
    “Now!”  
 
    Black Fox leapt off the roof as Executioners ran to the sides of the cars. 
 
    She landed on the ground at a crouch and ran forward. The poofs of dirt shooting into the air indicated the others landed as well. 
 
    She ran towards chaos. Most of the cars in the parade stopped while the Vice President’s limo kept forward at an increasing pace, trailed by two cars on both sides. 
 
    Men with rifles got out of the stopped cars. The advancing Executioners changed course ignoring the men and chased after the limousine.  
 
      That was a poor choice, as the men turned their guns on them and lit up the sky like fireworks as colorful energy erupted from their weapons. 
 
    The Executioners began to drop like flies as the soldiers weapons sliced through them like butter. 
 
    Finite Weapons. 
 
    A few executioners paused and began to fight back. Firing their pistols at the men and running in to let them taste their blades. 
 
    One lone Executioner kept running for the Vice Presidents limo. It would have seemed foolish as the distance between was becoming comical. Yet, the Executioner raised his blade and muttered a few words.  
 
    An orange glow encased his blade as it caught the light of the sun. 
 
    ‘Blade of the black sun,’ he yelled out as his blade turned black and he swung down with an impressive force. 
 
    The air split as a black tendril erupted from his blade and it struck like jagged lightening at the limo. 
 
    The black caught the end of the limo and its back end exploded up. 
 
    The limo flipped into the air. Glass and steel shattered and scattered on the road as it turned and tumbled down the road at an incredibly high speed. 
 
    Eventually, it slowed down, skidding on its top to a rolling stop. Flames sparked in its knocked out windows and the fire swelled as a gust of wind hit the car. 
 
    Horrific screams echoed out like a screaming cave. 
 
    The Black Fox slowed as she saw the sights in front of her. Nobody could have survived that. Nobody normal that is. It would be best if she ended the man’s life with her own two hands instead of relying on fate. 
 
    Two of the cars stopped in front of the accident. Soldiers began trailing out of them. 
 
    Big mistake. 
 
    The Black Fox was close enough to smell the burning flesh from the Vice President’s limo. All the soldiers were watching the burning scene. 
 
    There were ten in between her and the Vice President. Two standing beside their cars directly in front of her. 
 
    She trained on those two and sped up. She pulled out her knives and leapt up. 
 
    Her blades fell down on one of the man’s necks. Before he had a chance to scream, another one plunged into his esophagus. 
 
    The man collapsed, the only thing marking his killer was a pair of moving blades killing his friend beside him. 
 
    The Black Fox cleaned her blades on the final man’s jacket and glanced around. The other men fell right beside her. Her comrades were doing a good job. She heard a slight chuckle beside her, but she ignored it and eyed the burning car instead.  
 
    She wouldn’t allow Scarlet to get to her. 
 
    She ran for it. It was time to end this. As she got within ten feet of it, the car exploded, sending out a green mist that slammed into her body. 
 
    As she was propelled backwards, a scream lifted from her mouth as she felt her insides twist and break. 
 
    Her mask cracked and disintegrated into tiny pieces revealing her pained face. As she spun, she saw the other female Executioners spinning with her.  
 
    Scarlet’s falling body was only a few feet away from her. Blood leaking from her lips. 
 
    She smashed hard on the ground face first. A sharp pain ran through her body. 
 
    She forced her struggling head to look forward. 
 
    In the flames, a man in a gray suit stepped out from the carnage. Six ten feet tall crystalized muscular beast encircled him.  
 
    The Vice President and his army of Golems. A note popped into Black Fox’s head. 
 
    The Vice President had the power to great Crystalized soldiers. They could vary in size and strength, but he had a limit to how many he could make. 
 
    She had to stop him. 
 
    Blood coughed up from her lips as she struggled to her feet. The Vice President turned to her as he brushed off the soot on his clothes. His hand glowed green as he pointed at her. 
 
    Spikes erected from the crystal beast and shot from them towards her. 
 
    Her heart stopped and the world slowed down. She could hear her breaths. She tried to move but couldn’t. She was still shook from the explosion and she was sure her leg was injured in some kind of way. 
 
    Her world shook as blood splattered into her eyes and Scarlet slammed into her. She went to the ground hard. Scarlet screamed as the spikes flew past her but one went through her shoulder. 
 
    “Scarlet!” Black Fox screamed as she got back up to her feet. She wiped away the blood from her face, she ran to Scarlet. Her eyes were closed but her body was still warm and there was a heartbeat. She place a hand on her head. “It’s going to be okay.” 
 
    “I guess there is a comradery between killers,” the Vice President said. 
 
    Black Fox stood up fast. Anger in her eyes. She clutched her blade’s hilt hard. She could hear the other’s fighting around her. The fire from the explosion surrounded them in a circle.  
 
    It was up to her. 
 
    Before Black Fox stood six golems. She glanced around, the sounds of fighting echoed in the air. She needed to protect Scarlet. 
 
    One of the golems charged her. Her knives flashed in her hands and she jammed them into its chest. It sparked off like its skin were made of diamond. 
 
    She spun under it as another golem charged behind it. Her eyes went wide as its fist flew for her face. 
 
    She leapt back just as the fist skirted across her face. Her world shuttered as she was slammed into from the side and she was knocked back. 
 
    Her feet twisted across the ground as she kept herself upright. 
 
    She spat out blood and wiped it from her lips. Dammit. Taking on all six would be a challenge. The vice president stood behind them with a smile on his face. 
 
    She didn’t need to defeat them, just him. That was easier said than done. The Golems approached her. She pulled out her gun and fired at them. The bullets ricocheted off of them. They didn’t even flinch.  
 
    She rushed forward as one of them came for her. She leapt up over it and pushed off its back. The second one, she ducked under as it attempted to grab her. 
 
    Before she could react, the third one landed a fist into her shoulder. It spun her, but she was light on her feet and spun under the fourth one.  
 
    As the fifth one came for her, she jumped on top of it and fired a shot to its skull and the sparks from the crystal ricocheted into her face.  
 
    Her face pulled back as she shielded her eyes. 
 
    The golem grabbed for her legs and she kicked up off of it. 
 
    She flew over the sixth golem and for the vice president. She thrust her short blade for him. 
 
    Her world rocked and her vision stuttered as a golems sharp hand went right into her gut. 
 
    Blood erupted from her lips as the blade dropped from her hand. 
 
    She kicked her feet up and pulled herself free. 
 
    How did it move so fast? 
 
    She leapt off as it swung for her. She fell back in the air, the other golems appeared under her. They could teleport. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    This was the end. 
 
    But she wasn’t going to go down without a fight. 
 
    She pulled out one of her throwing knives and jammed it down at the golem she was falling toward. 
 
    The tip lodged into its face and it shattered like glass. 
 
    The vice president screamed as he grabbed his hand. 
 
    Black Fox collapsed to the ground in a huff. Crystal shards dissolved into a light around her. 
 
    “What…” She snapped up to her feet and fell back to the edge of the ring of fire. 
 
    The golems reappeared next to the vice president. He had a pained look on his face. He held up his hand, one of his fingers was twisted. “Fuck!” 
 
    How did that happen? 
 
    How did she kill the golem? Was it the same one she shot in the face? If so, then its weakness is simple. She just needed to hit them twice in the same spot, then they would disappear and one of the vice presidents fingers will break. 
 
    Easy enough. 
 
    What a stupid way to use his power. 
 
    The vice president held up his hand and snapped another one of his fingers. 
 
    The golem’s crystal emitted a bright light. “Fight this bitch!” 
 
    The golems disappeared and the vice president smiled. 
 
    A golem appeared to her left and she leapt away. A fist flew toward her face from the right and she spun as it skirted past her. Her legs were kicked up from under her as a golem appeared from behind and a pair of fist crashed down into her gut. 
 
    Her back smashed into the ground and she cried out in pain. 
 
    A leg stomped for her head and she rolled away. Pain be damned, it wouldn’t matter if she was dead. She felt blood running down her leg. 
 
    She fired her gun widely as they appeared and disappeared as quickly as she fired. 
 
    She focused her eyes and the world slowed. Could she kill them all in time? She was struggling to stand and holding on to the power. 
 
    Five. That was all she needed to kill. 
 
    One appeared to her left. She watched it form from a green mist, solidifying into its crystal from. 
 
    She fired two shots. 
 
    The bullets rippled through the air. As soon as it formed, it shattered. 
 
    Black Fox felt the wind whip behind her and she brought up her gun to the golem behind her. 
 
    She fired off a shot into the air as the gun was knocked into the air by its arm. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    She pulled out a knife and thrusted it for its chest. It shattered into a thousand pieces and she sighed in relief. It was the one she tried to stab before. 
 
    The world still moved at a snail’s pace. 
 
    She glared at the president as he yelled out in pain. That was a poor move on her part. 
 
    A fist slammed into her face and her body twisted into the air. She clutched her legs thighs and twirled her foot on the ground and pulled out another one of her knives and jammed it into its arm. 
 
    It grabbed her neck and held her up. She screamed as she jammed the knife in the same spot. It shattered and she fell, landing on her knees. 
 
    She felt an immense pressure on her head. She couldn’t hold on to her power much longer. The pain was too much. 
 
    Her eyes went black as she felt something slam into her back. 
 
    Her body skidded across the ground. 
 
    Her power released and the world moved at its normal pace. 
 
    She blinked the vision back into her eyes and sat up, clutching the hole in her stomach. 
 
    It was getting hard to breath. 
 
    The world was going gray. Blood erupted from her mouth as she struggled and failed to stand.  
 
    The final two golems appeared over her and raised their arms to strike. 
 
    She would miss Scarlet. 
 
    A man’s scream ripped through the air and the golems disappeared in a poof of light. The Black Fox glanced toward the Vice President. 
 
    He held onto his neck as blood spurted out. He fell back into the flames of the limo. 
 
    “What…” Black Fox said. 
 
    Red Scarlet looked to her. “Don’t count me out yet.” Scarlet limped over to Black Fox and bent over her. With a weary smile she said, “Hey, it’s not time to rest now.” 
 
    A ‘retreat’ echoed through the air. Jade and a few other Executioners ran past them. Scarlet wrapped her hand around Black Fox and picked her up. 
 
    A muffled moan came out as she struggled to her feet. She tried to look around but Red Scarlet placed her hand on her head and forced it down on her shoulder. “Don’t you worry, I have you. All we need is a room and we will be fine.” 
 
    The weight of the world eased from Black Fox’s bones and she felt her body relax as she embraced Red Scarlet. 
 
    Red Scarlet held her up as she followed the others. They walked off the highway and into the streets of the town and into an alleyway. 
 
    All the while, Black Fox clung onto Scarlet. Usually, she wouldn’t have allowed Scarlet to hold her for so long, or if she would have gave some kind of condensing remark. But now, she was all she had. She felt a weird emotion. 
 
    Happiness. 
 
    A door was at the end of the alleyway and Jade Panther opened it. She stepped through it and there was an audible curse. 
 
    All the Executioners followed her. Red Scarlet and Black Fox were the last ones in before the door closed behind them. The Black Fox counted them all as they stepped in. They lost half of their numbers. 
 
    They stood in a hallway with numerous doors, but it was not the same one they awoke in.  
 
    A voice came on overhead. “This universe is in a fragile state and because of it, you cannot be teleported back to the room of white until your last target is dead. Tonight, you will rest in universe in these rooms, there is one for each of you. In the morning, through the doors at the end of the hall is your final target. There are supplies and medical equipment in each room. Rest and heal.” 
 
    The voice cut off and everyone looked at each other. Jade said, “Are you fucking serious?” 
 
    “Sleep? I’ve never slept before,” Red Scarlet said. 
 
    “Nobody has. This will be interesting. Well, chose a room everyone and I will see you in the morning.” 
 
    Everyone went to their own rooms and Scarlet and Black Fox stood in front of theirs. 
 
    The Black Fox was feeling a little better, but still hurt. “Let me guess, you want to room with me?” she said through pained and bloodied teeth. 
 
    “Who else is going to stitch you up?” 
 
    Red Scarlet kicked open the door and stepped into a room of beauty. 
 
    “Oh wow,” they both said. 
 
    A king sized bed lay in front of them with gold embossed frills.  
 
    There was a large sitting chair beside the bed and nightstand. Scarlet dragged and placed Black Fox in it. Black Fox let out a small moan as she relaxed in the seat. There was a large box on the bed. Red Scarlet opened it and there were replacement mask, weapons, and medical equipment.  
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The light through the curtains turned a dark green. Red Scarlet clicked on the lamp on the nightstand. She grimaced and held her gut. A bandage was over it. 
 
    “Ow,” the Black Fox muttered as she was attempting to sew her wound close. 
 
    “Stop it.” Scarlet grabbed the needle and began to close it for her. 
 
    The Black Fox sat back in the seat and closed her eyes. Her wound stung, but she didn’t feel like she was on the edge of death anymore. 
 
    “Done,” Scarlet said in a playful tone. 
 
    Black Fox opened her eyes and glanced down at her scar and then to Scarlet’s. 
 
    The one in the gut was in the same place. Scarlet smiled as she noticed. “We both should be healed in the morning thanks to our powers. We ladies are pretty resilient if we aren’t dealt a killing blow.” 
 
    The Black Fox shrugged. She rather had not let it get this far. She yelped as Scarlet placed her hand on her scar. Then her hand moved to her own. 
 
    “Think of it as a mark of our companionship.” Scarlet’s deep blue and green eyes stared into Black Fox’s. 
 
    She slapped her hand away and Scarlet frowned. She went back to the box of supplies and pulled out a bandage. 
 
    The Black Fox stared up into the ceiling. Her eyes tracing the intricate weaves of the embrossory. She flinched again as Scarlet’s hands touched her stomach. 
 
    She raised her hand to slap her but— 
 
    “Just fucking stop,” Scarlet said. Her voice had a little more force than usual. 
 
    The Black Fox lowered it as Scarlet rolled the bandage around her, covering midsection. Red began to seep through the whites. 
 
    The Black Fox stared at Scarlet as she finished up her work. Her hands were smooth and soft, her touch gentle and caring in its motions. 
 
    She could have let her do this forever. 
 
    “Why do you always try to run away from this?” Scarlet said, breaking the silence. 
 
    “Run away from what? I stayed and fought our target.” 
 
    “You know what?” 
 
    Black Fox glanced down and saw Scarlet’s hand near her thigh. The Black Fox attempted to pull back but Scarlet got up and held her down. Pushing her hands into her shoulders. 
 
    “Get off me!” Black Fox screamed. 
 
    “Stop lying to yourself!” Red Scarlet’s body shook. Her hair was disheveled as she was heaving in and out. 
 
    Seeing Red Scarlet like this scared Black Fox. She was always calm and collected. And now, bloodied and bruised, body shaking.  
 
    Where was this strong woman she admired? 
 
    The Black Fox placed her hand on Scarlet’s arm and looked up to her. 
 
    She was crying. Executioners didn’t cry. 
 
    The Black Fox said, “I…I have to run away, because in the end, none of this, none of our lives will matter. With our mission and purpose.” 
 
    “I’m scared, Fox. I’ve… I’ve never felt that before. I saw your body lying there and I thought you were gone.” She sat back on the bed, wiping the tears away. “I can’t be as heartless as you, to deny my emotions. You are my only point, when I wake up and you’re not there, I sometimes think about failing my mission. Without you, I have no reason to fight.” 
 
    Black Fox stared at Scarlet as she poured her soul out. “H…” she didn’t know how to respond. “I…” 
 
    How could she? She never had someone admit they cared for her. She was supposed to be alone in this world. Fated to die, fated to never truly open her eyes to a blue sky.  
 
    Scarlet stared down at her hands, pain twisting her face as Black Fox just glared at her. 
 
    The Black Fox didn’t know what to say. So, she dug deep into her heart, blasting through the barrios she raised, to the ice that encrusted her heart and spoke from her soul. 
 
    “I…I like you too.” 
 
    A glimmer shined in Scarlet’s eyes. “Why fight it, if like you said, in the end it doesn’t matter.”  Scarlet stands to her feet and approaches her.  
 
    Black Fox got to hers and they embraced. Scarlet’s warmth filled the void she had tried to keep in her heart. 
 
    Their lips touched and the world blew away in an ether. The night turned hot as they melted into each other becoming one. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    It was hours later. Red Scarlet and Black Fox lay naked on the bed. The cover’s thrown aside in a disarray. Red Scarlet held Black Fox’s bare skin as the big spoon, pressing her breast on her back. She rubbed her face on the back of Black Fox’s head. The Black Fox’s eyes were half closed as she snugged the closest she could to Red Scarlet. 
 
    “You know,” Red Scarlet said, “Whenever I can, I deviate from my mission to take in the world I’m in. I read a book once in some far off world. It was about…” 
 
    “What are you trying to say,” the Black Fox’s words were slightly muffled by Red Scarlet’s arms. 
 
    “I love you, my little fox.” 
 
    The Black Fox’s shell was broken. “I…I love you too.” Those were words she would have sworn she would never mutter. Love. What was there to love about her? A line of her features ran in her head. None of them were good features she thought.  “What is there to love about me?” 
 
    “Well,” Scarlet shifted on top of the Black Fox and sat up. Her creamy skin painted in the light of the scar through the windows. “Let’s see, I love you big doey eyes, the slight pinching of your mouth when you’re in thought, you nice slim figure.” She placed her hand on the Black Fox’s belly and ran her warm fingers around her belly button and up to her small breast. 
 
    The Black Fox smiled as Scarlet began to squeeze them. She chuckled as she thought about her close they’ve gotten. Just in the previous universe she would have slapped her for even tapping her. 
 
    “And…” Scarlet ran her fingers up and began caressing Black Fox’s face. “I love the very shape of your soul.” She went down and their wet lips touched again.  
 
    The Black Fox wrapped her arms and legs around her and pulled tight as their lips locked in passion. 
 
    They embraced in a naked wonder as the night melted away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 – Kill the Comrade 
 
      
 
    The Shaderider awoke as he always did, in the room of white. He sat up and went through all of his usual motions and then paused. 
 
    There were no small quips or movement behind him. There was no second sword and pistol placed next to his. 
 
    The Wind Dancer wasn’t there. He was alone. A projection appeared and stated his mission, but he ignored it. 
 
    Why was he sent alone? 
 
    The projection disappeared and he glanced around. He missed it. 
 
    Oh well, he thought. He would be led to his target or targets when he stepped out the door. 
 
    They had only fought one hundred mission together, but it felt like a lifetimes worth. He never expected to miss him this much. 
 
    He stood up. Nevertheless, the quicker he completed this mission, the quicker he could see the annoying little twat again. 
 
    He grabbed his gun and blade and pressed through the door. 
 
    The lore of this world poured into his head. He stood among high rises and a distinct smell and shouts overpowered the streets. 
 
    He laughed. He’d been to this universe before. His blade had killed a few gods here and now the human’s had done it with the Sinner’s power. The Sinner had given his power to a group of rebels and they used it to kill their God. So, that means there could be hundreds of anomalies in this one universe, he wouldn’t be the only one here. 
 
    Wind Dancer would like it here. At the least, he would have some fun in this universe. Fighting against the ones who killed their God. Yet, he wished that the Wind Dancer could have fought them by his side. 
 
    He walked down the street. Energy and angst was in the air. The sharp smell never left his nostrils. This Los Angeles was very different from the usual ones he had seen. The streets were dirtied with blood and grime, the air was rotten, and riots and protest were erupting on nearly every street. 
 
    Despite the fact that the mountains and skyscrapers still stood, the sky was still blue, the simple fact that they killed their God changed so much in so little time. It was a night and day different. 
 
    He looked up into the sky, filling his nose with more of the rotten smell. He had one target here.  
 
    “Shall we?” 
 
    He walked the long walk to their location, but then, it moved, rapidly. 
 
    He paused in the street next to a protest. People rioted in the streets over the dead never staying dead or something. 
 
    He simply stared at them while he formulated a plan. 
 
    Should he follow them, despite the fact that they’re probably driving in a car? Apprehending a car is easy, but he didn’t want to go through the trouble. 
 
    He glanced at where they used to be. If he played it right, they could come to him. He tugged on his sword hilt and went on his way. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Shaderider pushed open the doors of an old church. They opened with a creak and he stepped in. 
 
    Dust filled the air. A rugged path parted the ten rows in front of him up the middle. There stood this universe’s God, or now dead God. He. The statue over looked the chapel. 
 
    There were bags and clothes hanging on the rows. The room was lit by candle light. 
 
    “My, my, that’s how fires start.” Whoever stayed here wasn’t that tidy. 
 
    He walked up to the statue of He and looked up to him. He chuckled. They were hiding in the very sanctuary they rejected. In the house built by their God. 
 
    It looked like he made the right choice.  
 
    He had time, so he did what any Executioner would do with free time, and found some drugs. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    It was a few hours later and the Shaderider walked back into the church, holding a small bag of cocaine. He didn’t have any money, but getting a fix is easy when you have a gun and will disappear in twenty-four hours. 
 
    He felt his targets heading back to him. 
 
    “Right into my hands.” He walked over to the statue of He and leaned against it. He pulled out a cigarette and tapped a little bit of cocaine on his finger. As he lit the cigarette, he heard a car stop outside. They were coming fast. Maybe the Wind Dancer was somewhere killing someone else and he guessed they found out that their friends were dying. 
 
    His targets quickly approached and he took one big pull on his cigarette. Time to end this. 
 
    A man burst through the door. “We need to pack—” He paused as the Shaderider sniffed the white off of his finger and flicked his cigarette away. 
 
    The man slowly backed away as the Shaderider wiped his nose. He wasn’t his target, but the target slowly walked in behind the man. This man was strange, he had remnants of the Sinner’s power, yet none of its strength. Then, he remember a detail that was beamed into his head when he opened the door. A man by the name of August was from another universe and took the body of himself in this one, then he killed God with the Sinner’s power and was stripped of it afterwards. He still wasn’t his target, but why? When he had done all of that? 
 
    He did wonder how in the hell did Old Man Gloom get all of this knowledge.  
 
    He paused. He was over thinking this. He needed to finish it. “Well, let’s get this over with.” 
 
    “You’re an Executioner, aren’t you?” 
 
    “A fine observation.” 
 
    “I have men waiting outside. If you attack me, then they will surround this place. There will be no escape.” 
 
    The man was lying. Even if he wasn’t, then this would be much more fun. If he had guessed right, then his comrades were already dead. He remembered the Sinner giving his power to a group of people in this universe. Old Man Gloom wouldn’t had just sent him. 
 
    “If you’re speaking about your rebel friends, then I’m sorry to tell you this, but if my comrades has done their jobs correctly, then they are already dead.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Step aside, you’re not an anomaly. We are here to wipe a certain man’s musings from this world. You picked the long straw by having your power stripped away from you and taking the place of a dead man. We have no quarrel with you, but my initiative states that I can kill anyone who gets in my way.” He lied, he wasn’t sure if was given orders to kill without regard or to not have any extra casualties. 
 
    He went through a few thoughts in his head. If this universe really did have that many anomalies, then… 
 
    Fuck it. 
 
    He just wanted to be by the sides of the Wind Dancer again. Live free or die. 
 
    “I won’t let you kill my brother.” August’s brother hid under a hoodie, he wore a mask.  
 
    “Then, I’ll have to kill you.” Shaderider flashed forward and appeared in front of August with his blade out. 
 
    August swung at him and a blade made of a green light appeared in his hand. 
 
    Their swords met and sparked out. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    So he still has his power. Old Man Gloom fucked up. 
 
    Shaderider jumped back and sheathed his sword. Looks like he made the right call. He should kill him to be on the safe side. He had seen what could happen to a universe when the Sinner’s power was used too much. 
 
    “It looks like my information was wrong. Old Man Gloom isn’t going to like this. If you still have that power, that means I have to kill you.” 
 
    “But the rebels stopped using the power! Why do you have to kill them?” 
 
    “I’m not here to answer questions. I’m just here to do my job.” He looked back to a door on the right. It should led up to the rooftop. “Let’s move this battle somewhere else. I hate fighting in holy places.” 
 
    “And if I say no?” 
 
    “Then I’ll kill you where you stand. But what’s the fun in that?” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Shaderider stood across from August and his brother on the rooftop. 
 
    “I’d like to introduce myself. It’ll make your death feel a little but more personal.” Since when did he have so much grandeur in battle? This wasn’t like him. “So, it doesn’t feel like your life was pointless. I’m the Shaderider.” 
 
    He hated himself for what he was doing. He should have just killed them and gotten it over with. 
 
    He looked up into the sky. The Wind Dancer did this to him. He felt an emptiness creep in, maybe he could fill it with this battle. 
 
    “You already know our names,” August said. A blade of green appeared in his hand again. 
 
    “I…want to fight…” Shaderider’s target finally spoke. 
 
    He pulled out another cigarette. Time to have the only fun an executioner can have. “I’m excited. I’ve never fought a man who killed his God before. Let’s get this over with before my cigarette goes out.” He flicked it into the air and his blade reverberated in the spring sun. 
 
    They attacked. 
 
    They came from his left and his right. His blade flashed in the air, becoming like a blur as he blocked their advances on both sides. 
 
    His target leapt back and released an energy blast and the Shaderider’s blade swung up and split in half. 
 
    The Shaderider spun and sent his foot into August’s face. He skidded across the rooftop. 
 
    Was this all a God killer had? His target waited for his brother to move. 
 
    The Shaderider approached them as August wiped the blood from his face. 
 
    Then, they charged, moving in sync. 
 
    They moved fast, their blades flashing through the air like rain drops. The Shaderider smiled. 
 
    Yes. Bring on the rage. 
 
    They were unrelenting, unyielding, pushing him into a corner as they kept swinging. 
 
    August ducked under one of the Shaderider’s swing. It was a nice attempt. 
 
    Under his breath, Shaderider said, blade barrage. A second sword appeared in the air and sliced down at where August’s neck was. 
 
    He leapt back. 
 
    With a thought, the second sword disappeared and appeared right where August landed. It dug into his shoulder and he jumped back. 
 
    As he held his shoulder he said. “What the hell is that?” 
 
    Shaderider answered. “Sword art. This technique is the most common among us Executioners. You haven’t pushed me hard enough to see my specialty.” 
 
    August and his brother spoke amongst themselves. Not that Shaderider cared. They wouldn’t be able to kill him. Yet, he didn’t want to give them too much time. 
 
    He walked forward as August ran for him. His floating blade swung at August at the same time as the one in his hand. 
 
    August thrusted out his hand and the second blade pierced into it. 
 
    Shaderider smiled. That was one way to stop it. 
 
    “Kevan, now!” August screamed. 
 
    Kevan ran for the Shaderider as he swung at him. Kevan ducked under one of his swings. 
 
    The Shaderider sighed. He wished they would try harder than that. 
 
    He drove his blade into Kevan’s stomach as his brother yelled. 
 
    Kevan stumbled back near the edge. The Shaderider slashed up and only caught the edges of Kevan’s mask. It split in half as he raised his blade to strike him down. 
 
    He halted as he felt like someone kicked him in the heart. The Wind Dancer’s face stared back up at him. 
 
    What the fuck is this? 
 
    How was this possible? 
 
    He felt a sudden movement to his left and his blade met August’s. 
 
    Rage filled his eyes. What kind of sick trick was this? His blade’s clashed against August’s. He felt August’s arms vibrate as he sent his blade crashing into his. 
 
    Why was his target the Wind Dancer? 
 
    This man was getting in the fucking way. 
 
    He swung and swung, August was pushed back as all hell crashed down on him. Then, August’s blade cracked and the Shaderider sent his own into August’s belly and sent out the opposite end. 
 
    He turned as Kevan was falling off the edge. Everything seemed to fall slow for the Shaderider. His mission was to kill a man who looked like the Wind Dancer. He had to complete it. He summoned a sword in the air and sent it flying for Kevan, as soon as the tip touched his chest, the Shaderider willed it away. 
 
    He couldn’t do it. 
 
    He heard coughs behind him. August. 
 
    August backed up to the opposite edge and smiled at him. He fell off. 
 
    The Shaderider stepped forward but stopped. He had to find his target before it’s too late. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    A blood trail led the Shaderider to a warehouse. For a dying man, his target can move fast. 
 
    He entered the warehouse, it was empty except for the blood, and his target leaning on the far wall. 
 
    He went over to him and stopped only a few feet away. 
 
    His target looked up at him. He had the Wind Dancer’s eyes. His jaw, his nose, his everything. 
 
    Then it clicked in the Shaderider’s head. “Of course,” he said under his breath. 
 
    He raised his blade. The Executioner’s bodies must come from somewhere. Even if they were just copies. 
 
    This wasn’t the Wind Dancer, this wasn’t the man he had just found out he was in love with. 
 
    He held his blade up. There was contempt of his target’s face. A happiness. 
 
    “Shit.” He lowered his sword. 
 
    He was a coward, he couldn’t do it. 
 
    Sorry. 
 
    He turned away. The fox couldn’t kill him, but soon, the hounds will. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 – Kill the Universe 
 
      
 
    The morning sun peaked through the creases of the windows curtains. The light lit up the room’s occupants, the Black Fox’s head rested in Red Scarlet’s bosom. She was already awake, but chose to continue to rest. 
 
    She smell of her, and she of Scarlet. She never wanted to be let go. Strangely enough, she’s never been held before, she could melt in her arms. She could get used to this. 
 
    She smiled. Was this happiness? 
 
    A knock rasped on the door. 
 
    It was a single tap, but that tap was sign enough. 
 
    “Ohhhh god.” Scarlet sat up and stretched. She turned to Black Fox and smiled. “Morning sleepy head.” 
 
    “Morning.” Black Fox went in for a kiss and their lips met again. 
 
    So, it wasn’t a dream. 
 
    In some small talk, they got dressed and equipped their weapons. As Black Fox grabbed her mask from the supply box she noticed something strange. 
 
    “It doesn’t smell!” 
 
    Scarlet went and put hers up to her face. “Gosh, you’re totally right.” 
 
    Everything was beginning to look up. 
 
    They both stepped out the door simultaneously and the other eighteen Executioners were waiting for them. 
 
    Jade stood at the end of the hallway in front of the door that would lead them to their destination. “Good, we’re all here. I hope you had a good night because this mission is reaching critical mass. Old Man Gloom made a mistake. Our target has grown far more unstable than once predicted after we killed the Vice President. They are planning on destroying this universe and we must stop them. We are about to breach the most guarded fortress in this world, going against men with powers equal to or greater than our own thanks to their finite weapons. It’s the closest thing to a suicide mission, but we have one pro on our side. Our experiences as Executioners. Kill fast and move.” 
 
    After her speech, she split the groups in three. The first group will open the door first and go through. Once the door closed, the other group will open it to another entrance on the other side of the building. Both teams were to advance to the middle in a mad dash to stop the president. 
 
    The third would go alone with her, the ones she deemed fit. 
 
    The Black Fox slightly rested her body on Red Scarlet’s. They were in the third group. They would always look after each other. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    It was time to end this. 
 
    All the female Executioners in the group placed on their mask. The Males held their blades unsheathed. 
 
     They stepped out to a large hallway. Jade panther lead her the group and glanced around and motioned to the right. As soon as she did, men pilled in with rifles. 
 
    The Black Fox placed on her mask and she disappeared. They moved methodically. As they ran through the halls, guards fell one by one as holes entered their chest and heads. The fight to their target was easy as they were one with the world. Invisible as they moved.  
 
    Man after man collapsed, it was as if there were hundreds of soldiers in this hall. 
 
    But eventually the Black Fox killed a guard as they entered the final hall. There were ten men standing in front of the doors to the oval office, finite weapons in their hands. 
 
    They all collapsed one by one rapidly as the female Executioners moved fast. Then, Black Fox removed her mask, sweat covered her face. Scarlet and Jade did the same. 
 
    Using that power was taxing. 
 
    “How are they so many?” Red Scarlet said as she rest her back on the wall, Black Fox slammed down next to her. Sweat running down her face. 
 
    Red Scarlet ran a finger across Black Fox’s brow wiping away the sweat. “Thanks.” 
 
    Jade made an audible sigh. “If you two love birds are done, we have a president to kill.” 
 
    Scarlet said, “Is it only us who made it?” 
 
    Jade checked the watch on left wrist. “Shit, we can’t wait. We have to assume that the other teams didn’t make it.” 
 
    Gun shots entered the hall and they all raised their handguns to the source. A bloodied male executioner entered the hall. A man crab crawled away from him. The Executioner fired into the man’s leg and he crumbled down. The Executioner walked up to him and raised his blade and struck down. 
 
    The Executioner glanced at the ladies. He was drenched in blood, as if it was pouring from the sky. He clutched her blade’s hilt hard enough that veins were pulsing in his hand. 
 
    “Nobody else made it,” He said in a dire tone. 
 
    “Four is better than three,” Scarlet said. 
 
    The male Executioner was named Stitchmouth if the Black Fox remembered correctly. She didn’t want to know why Old Man Gloom named him that. 
 
    “On my go,” Jade motioned in the air. Stitchmouth leaned on the other side of the double doors. 
 
    Jade swung her arm down and Stitchmouth kicked open the door. 
 
    They all ran in expecting the worst, but they halted as all they saw was the president staring out of the Oval Office’s window at scar in the sky. 
 
    It was oddly quiet. The president’s suit dress was wrinkled, her hair tied in a lazy bun that sagged down below her shoulders, her make up blotchy and uneven as if she applied it in a very dark room. 
 
    What stood before them was a broken woman. The most dangerous kinds of targets. 
 
    “You are already too late my dears.” There was no force behind her voices. “My brother… my brother was always very stupid. Well, maybe stupid is too strong the word. Too ambitious is what I’m looking for. I always kept him out of trouble and now look at him, dead in the ground, barely old enough to see his child off to school.” 
 
    She turned to them. Everybody hesitated as she gave a warm smile. “When he came to me and said he could gain great power, I should have ignored him, as a power so great never went without consequences. Yet, I was in my second term as a senator and losing the polls for reelection. I was desperate not to lose the power I had. And I gave in and now the universe will be destroyed. I reached too far and the sun burnt my hand.” 
 
    Jade stepped forward. “You can still save the universe, you just need to remove yourself from it.” 
 
    “Save the universe? Sorry my dear, but I’m going to be the one to destroy it. I never liked losing, nor do I have kids to call my own. You took the only thing I had in this world. Now, I will take it all in return.” 
 
    A blue light emitted from her, growing in strength as she raised out her hands. Two blue orbs appeared in her hands. 
 
    “Stop her!” Jade yelled. 
 
    Everybody ran forward. 
 
    The room flashed and a blue crystal golem appeared in front of them, its head scrapping the ceiling. 
 
    “That won’t do. I doubt the Omniscient man expected me to use his power in his way, but he was as foolish as I am.” 
 
    The Crystal Golem swung out its arm. It shifted into a spike and thrusted into Jade’s gut as she ran forward. 
 
    She didn’t have time to react. 
 
    Blood exploded out of her lips and back. The golem flung her off to the side and her body crumbled to the ground dead. 
 
    Stitchmouth charged for it. Thin wires of red light flew from his blade and wrapped around the golem. “You crazy bitch! Fight us yourself!” he yelled. 
 
    “Delegation. That’s the president’s way.” She held up her hands and the entire world shook. Piece by piece the color tore itself apart in the room. 
 
    “Stop her!” Stitchmouth yelled. 
 
    Scarlet and Black Fox charged after her as an explosion of great light erupted from the president. 
 
    It sent them hurling back. 
 
    As the Black Fox stood to her feet, all that was in front of her was nothing.  
 
    The world was gone and all that was left was a strange blue lit expanse. She looked over to Scarlet whose eyes were wide open in shook. They had failed, the universe was destroyed. 
 
    Stitchmouth cough. 
 
    They glanced over to him. The golem had pierced through his middle and he fell dead. The president’s arm was missing. She flickered in and out as smile was on her face as she looked out into the nothing. 
 
    “No.No.No.NO!” Black Fox yelled. She failed. Billions of lives were lost. She failed her mission. 
 
    She collapsed to her knees and she stared at her hands. What had she done? 
 
    She felt a hand on her back. 
 
    Her eyes looked up to Scarlet Red who wore a reassuring smile. “The universe may be gone, but our target isn’t. Let’s do this together.” 
 
    She held out her hand. Black Fox grabbed hold of it and got to her feet. 
 
    She always knew how to make her feel better. Black Fox steeled her mind as she stared forward. 
 
    Scarlet said, “I’ll take care of the golem somehow. You can go for the president.” 
 
    “Two hits in the same location should crack it.” 
 
    Scarlet nodded. “Let’s go.” 
 
    They both sprinted off. She saw sparks to her left as Scarlet and the golem clashed. She heard a few cracks and smiled. 
 
    Her eyes stayed forward as she had to worry about one thing only. The president. 
 
    She leapt up into the sky as the president looked out. She pulled out a knife and her gun and fell for her. 
 
    A crystal spiked from the president. 
 
    “Not this time.” She twirled around in the air and fired at her. The president shattered like glass and the Black Fox landed on the ground. 
 
    “Fox!” She twisted as she Scarlet scream. 
 
    A sharp pain enter her gut and she glance down. A large crystal shard was in her stomach. 
 
    “No.” Scarlet was directly in front of her, with the golem’s entire arm through her middle. Black only got the edge of it. 
 
    Scarlet looked back at her with a smile through blood laced teeth. “Looks…like…she changed…forms…I couldn’t…yell in time…” 
 
    Black Fox saw past her and noticed there was two golems now. Scarlet had stopped this one from killing her. 
 
    “Scarlet no!” 
 
    The golem forced its arm deeper through her, pressing its edge into Black Fox’s belly. 
 
    “I’m…holding…it… run…” 
 
    Black Fox pulled away, holding her gut to prevent her insides of falling out. Her legs gave away and she collapsed. 
 
    Blood pooled out of her mouth. The feeling running out of her hands. 
 
    The golem pulled its arm out of Scarlet’s middle and Scarlet collapsed down. Her guts spilling out. 
 
    Her eyes looked over to Black Fox. She smiled. “I…love…you…” 
 
    The golem’s foot smashed down onto her head and the next few moments, the Black Fox’s vision blur out. 
 
    All she saw was crystal breaking as she tore through them. Spikes and shards getting imbedded into her body, yet, feeling no pain, as she break them apart. 
 
    The screams that tore through her throat and she smashed, smashed, smashed away at the crystal beast. 
 
    Then, standing over the final piece of crystal golem. With its arms and legs broken it, and it struggle to stand. 
 
    She bashed her broken knife into it and it shattered. 
 
    Then, the world came back to her, and she collapsed to the ground. 
 
    The wind kicked as the blue tore apart into a black. Everything was ending. 
 
    She dragged herself through the crystal shards, cutting into her flesh. But she didn’t care, she was going to die soon. 
 
    She pulled her self over to what remained of Scarlet’s body. She rested her head on her, not caring that she was caked in her guts. 
 
    She cried. “Scarlet…I love you…Scarlet…Please don’t…leave me…” 
 
    Then, darkness came to her the veil was slowly pulled back. 
 
    Above, the universe tore itself asunder and the nothing began to eclipse all. 
 
    A foot stepped up to her eyes. But she didn’t have enough strength to see who it was. 
 
    “Lover’s quarrel. I can give you an escape. I just need you to do one last mission. You did well for a fox.” 
 
    Black Fox couldn’t reply as her eyes closed and darkness fell. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 – Kill the Memories 
 
      
 
    The wind dancer awoke. He brushed his leg to his right and felt nothing. He sat up quickly. The Cloud Drifter wasn't there. A sigh left his lips. He had only worked a few mission without the old crone leading the way. A screen projected up and stated his mission. Kill a traitor. He stared at the screen. Why didn't it say his name? 
 
    Nevertheless, he grabbed his weapons and pushed his way out of the door. A smell hit his nose. Smelled of rotten death. The lore of this world loaded into his head. "Hmm." 
 
    The stench was coming from places called 'scream factory.' 
 
    This universe was awesome. Yells and roars echoed in the air. Paper and trash flapped around him. A world transitioning into another age. He wished he could stay here long to see the world crash down. 
 
    He glanced in the distance. He felt his target. 
 
    Yet, he should get this over with. The sooner he can kill his target, then he could see the Cloud Drifter. Not that he wanted to see his face. Just by his side when he fought. He moved like a man he'd never seen before. 
 
    He began to steel his mind. Going against an Executioner was different from just a regular anomaly. He was surprised he was chosen to track a traitor, he wasn't experienced enough to do so. That must had meant that he wasn't the first one to go after him. 
 
    He tightened his tie and brushed down his suit jacket. It was his time to shine. 
 
      
 
    ... 
 
      
 
    The doors of a church opened with a creak. The chapel was dark and dusty. Candles were burnt down to a stub. He glanced up. His target was on the rooftop. 
 
    He never knew why Executioners liked rooftops. Maybe he it was because he still 'new' to this compared to other Executioner's.  
 
    He hoped that this life wouldn't get that bad, where all he could do to cope was to stare out into the sky. 
 
    He saw a door next to the statue of some man. 
 
    He opened the door and the traitor stood near the edge of the roof looking into the Los Angeles mountains. He wore a suit but had a cloak on. The traitor turned around. A cheap ghost mask covered his face. He had a blade in his hand. The man turned back around as if to ignore him. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    "Hey man!" 
 
    The traitor didn't respond.  
 
    The Wind Dancer pulled out his katana.  
 
    Screw this, if he wasn't going to take him seriously then he was going to force him to. 
 
    He charged after him. The traitor never turned around. He brought up his blade and swung down. 
 
    The traitor moved out of the way. He stopped, his momentum almost forcing him over the side. He raised his blade again and swung at the man. The man back up, dodging his attacks. 
 
    The Winddancer swung again and again. He was getting angry as the man was simply brushing aside his sword. 
 
    "Dammit!" He yelled. 
 
    He paused and brought his sword up to his lips. "The infinite is mine." 
 
    The wind picked up over the rooftop. "The sky is mine!" He brought his blade down and gust of wind slashed out of it. 
 
    The man finally brought up his sword and the gust split on his blade. His sleeves ripped from the wind and his mask was knocked off. 
 
    The Winddancer raised his blade to strike again but paused. "Shade?" 
 
    "Well, looks like I'm caught." 
 
    "What the hell is this? Why did you betray us?" 
 
    "I got tired of the old kill and kill again system. I needed something new." 
 
    "That's bullshit. That's not like you! Why did you do it?" 
 
    "Just fight me." The Shaderider finally raised his blade to him. "And give me all you got." 
 
    The Shaderider flashed in front of him. He brought his sword up to block. Their swords clashed against each up. The Shaderider swung hard at him, as the Winddancer just dodged and blocked. He couldn’t attack his comrade like that. He needed answers. But questions were answered in the form of the Shaderider's unrelenting blade. 
 
    It crashed down upon him like hail. He was pushed back to the edge. And then, the. The Shaderider's blade flashed in his hands and a sharp pain burnt into the Winddancer's left shoulder. 
 
    The Shaderider pulled out his bloodied blade and stepped back. "Fight me or die." 
 
    "Blade of self-harm" The Shaderider's blade lit up read and the blood evaporated off. 
 
    He cut himself on the finger. 
 
    A shock went up the Winddancer's spine and he lifted his finger to his face. It was cut in the same place. 
 
    "Fight me with all your might." The Shaderider cut down along his arm. 
 
    The same cuts appeared on the Winddancer and he arm became bloodied and numb. "Why are you doing this?" 
 
    "Because you won't fight me." He began to cut his other arm. 
 
    "I am fighting you." 
 
    "No, you're not. You're over there whining when I expected to fight a man. I want to fight guy who surprised me with his strength and resolve. I want to fight my friend." 
 
    The Winddancer clutched his sword hilt as shape pains etched out on his body and the Shaderider continued to cut. "Fine. If that's what you want." 
 
    "Good." The Shaderider held out his blade. "Art of inconsiderate hate." A massive energy erupted off of the Shaderider's body. His body emitted a red light, twisted the wind around his body. His sword dissolved into the air and became a pure red light. He placed it back in his hilt. 
 
    "The sky is mine." A similar thing happened around the Winddancer. A vortex of air twisted around his blade like a typhoon. He pulled it back to his side. 
 
    The Shaderider said, "Let’s fight." 
 
    They both charged each other. He didn't want to do this. 
 
    He didn't want to fight. But if that was his wish, then he would rain it down on him. 
 
    "Skysplitter!" 
 
    He thrusted out his blade as the Shaderider raised his blade. 
 
    Blood splattered on the rooftops ground. 
 
    "Wha...What?" 
 
    The Winddancer felt a body fall on him. He looked up at saw the Shaderider's smiling face. The Winddancer's blade gutted out of his middle. 
 
    "No..." 
 
    He didn't even attempt to strike him. 
 
    The Shaderider collapsed to the ground. 
 
    "No...No!" 
 
    He kneeled to his side. "Why? Why do I have to kill you?" 
 
    The Shaderider raised a hand up to his face to wipe away a tear. "Executioners don't cry...Fight for...your...Life." 
 
    His hand dropped and he was gone. 
 
    The Winddancer's eyes went wide and his mouth moved but nothing came out. 
 
    "Do you know where Executioners come from?" 
 
    The Winddancer's looked behind him to see Old Man Gloom. 
 
    He didn't answer. 
 
    "They have to come from somewhere. Each Executioner is a copy from a person in a universe." 
 
    "Why are you telling me this?" 
 
    "No idea. Maybe to give you a moment of reprieve. Or I'm getting soft." 
 
    The Winddancer glared back at him. 
 
    He continued, "I doubt your comrade knew this, but he was ordered to kill your original, a miscalculation on my part. I never expected for him to grow so attached to you, despite your mission capability being high. That's a con of creating a well working team. They tend to fall for each other. He couldn't kill the real you. Not because he knew it was your original, but because you had his face. Shame really." 
 
    The Winddancer laughed. "So, you're telling me I'm about to die soon aren't you." 
 
    "Almost indefinitely. Your original is dying and will be kill soon." 
 
    "Why tell me this?" 
 
    "I'm bored. The only reason I'm here is because this universe is all kinds of fucked because of the Sinner. I just need to make sure everything goes smoothly." 
 
    The Winddancer laughed again. But didn't say a word. He walked over to the edge of the rooftop and looked out into the city. 
 
    Hmm, he thought. He could finally see why Executioners like rooftops, he could see the world from here, how it really was. 
 
    He fell over the edge. The ground came quickly.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 – Kill the Name 
 
      
 
    The Snow Kings cooling body lay before Old Man Gloom and Million Gun. 
 
    “What do you mean I’m ready to kill the Sinner? I’ve always been ready.” 
 
    Old Man Gloom held his hands in his pocket. “That’s what I always believed as well. That my creations were strong enough to kill the man with the power of creation itself. I was wrong and many executioners died as a result.” 
 
    “So what? My whole mission has been a lie?” 
 
    “A lie? No. When I first created you all, I never expected this expedition to go on as long as it has. The anomalies still needed to be taken care off and the Sinner is far more powerful than I expected, as he is just a human.” 
 
    “So, all these missions have been just a training test?” 
 
    “Just for you. Haven’t you noticed that you have far more lax capabilities than the other Executioners?” 
 
    “I never really thought about it.” 
 
    “Of course you haven’t.” Old Man Gloom stared at the Snow Kings body. “You are the strongest Executioner I have and you killing the Snow King proved it. In a week, the Sinner will show up in this universe searching for this man. It is then you will kill him.” 
 
    “He’s dead, how will he track a dead man. We’ve been tracking him through thousands of universes and I’m supposed to believe he will just show up. How am I supposed to kill the unkillable? A man who’s killed thousands of us?” 
 
    Old Man Gloom kneeled over the Snow Kings body. He held his hand over it and a bright light came from the Snow Kings body. It smoked into the air and pooled into his hand. It flashed, solidifying into an orb of light. 
 
    “The fool, in refining his power, he gave shape and from to it. He’s dead, but his essence is not.” Old Man Gloom held the light to Million Gun. “With his own power, we can finally stop him.” 
 
    The light levitated up from his hand and went into Million Gun. 
 
    Million Gun staggered back as an immense heat filled his body. His eyes flashed white and he screamed out. 
 
    The heat ebbed and he was back to normal. 
 
    A door appeared behind Old Man Gloom in a blink like magic. “In one week, the Sinner should be here. How you spend that time is up to you. This door will lead you back to where you were before. Don’t go to crazy now.” 
 
    Old Man Gloom stepped through the door and it closed behind him. 
 
    Million Gun stared at his hand. The world was changing around him. The sounds of the water crashing on the sands became deafening. The wind in the air was piercing. The air he breathed tasted of thousands of different things. 
 
    Was this the power of the Sinner? He glanced at the door standing in the sand.  
 
    In one week, the Sinner will die. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Million Gun stared at a ceiling fan slowly spin as he laid over the covers of a bed. The previous seven days had passed quickly. And yet, he hadn’t done a damn thing to live it up. He flicked his cigarette at it in anger. A presence mustered next to him. A nude girl snuggled under the covers, she flipped to her other side and snored loudly. 
 
    Million Gun clinched his fist.  
 
    Why in the hell was he still here? 
 
    He was sleeping in the same room, fucking the same girl, everything had lost its luster. This universe was old and stall and the smell of it disgusted him. 
 
    The normality. 
 
    “How boring.” 
 
    He sat up and looked out of the window.  
 
    It wasn’t this world or this woman he hated. His anger wasn’t his usual devil may care attitude. He lit another cigarette and paused as it approached his lips. Would all of this end once he killed the Sinner? 
 
    His journey through the universes was all he had. 
 
    There was a ding and a display appeared in front of him. The words ‘it is time.’ Projected on it. 
 
    He got up to his feet and slowly put on his suit and tie. Possibly the last time he would ever have to do so. 
 
    As he twisted his tie into a Windsor knot in the dresser mirror he smiled. Even if this was the end, he had lived a good life. 
 
    He grabbed his sheathed katana and walked toward the door. His steps paused as he glanced back. The woman was still asleep. A note on the nightstand next to the bed read, ‘the money is yours.’ 
 
    He figured he was never going to return to this room or universe for that matter after he killed the Sinner. He had no need for material things. 
 
    He closed the door behind him as he left.  
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Million Gun stared up into the darkening sky. Clouds rumbled over him. He sat on the edge of the tallest building he could find. Rooftops always relaxed him for some reason. It would be a fitting end. 
 
    The Rainman the Sinner was called some times. He didn’t know why the Sinner brought rain with him. Maybe it was a flaw in his power. A run of off of his power to alter the universe at his will. 
 
    Million Gun pulled out a pack of cigarettes and looked into it. It was already empty. He had smoked through a pack in an entire hour. 
 
    “Shit.” He tossed the pack over the side and it was picked up into the gust of the coming storm. 
 
    Million Gun felt a drop of his face. His hand moved to wipe it off as he glanced up. 
 
    Water began to fall as the storm was begin. A low rumbling ran through his body as thunder clashed above. 
 
    There was a tearing sound behind the Million Gun Samurai and he stood to his feet. 
 
    A hole appeared in the air. In the hole were millions of stars, a hooded man stepped through and walked out onto the rooftop. The Sinner, dressed in simple pants and a dark hoodie. 
 
    The Sinner glanced around as Million Gun looked at him. Million unsheathed his blade. 
 
    The Sinner chuckled. “Hmm, a ruse is it. Where is the Snow King?” 
 
    “Dead by my hands.” 
 
    “Nice to know, he was wreaking havoc with the gift I gave him. I’m guessing you took his power for your own. Does Old Man Gloom really think that’s enough?” 
 
    Million Gun stepped forward. “This is your end.” 
 
    “It’s sad that you would actually believe that. My end will come after I find what I’m looking for. Your enemy should be the one who created you. Displacing you from your own universe. You don’t even have a name or a real purpose.” 
 
    “My purpose is to destroy you.” Million Gun continued forward, but the Sinner didn’t even pull out his weapon. 
 
    “Purpose, purpose, purpose, that’s all I hear from you guys. Do you know what a purpose is? It’s not some manufacture drive to do something. It comes from the heart, from the name you were born with, it comes from existing for more than one reason. I can give you a reason right now, Million Gun Samurai. I can give you your name.” 
 
    “Name?” Million Gun paused. “I have no name.” 
 
    “Oh, but you do. (Name), you were one of the greatest fighters in your world. And that you still exist in that universe. Fighting for his right to live.” 
 
    Million Gun paused and shook his head. He couldn’t let the Sinner get into his head. He had no name. He was simply the Million Gun samurai. That was all. 
 
    “I won’t let you get into my head.” Million Gun unsheathed his blade. 
 
    “It was worth a try. How do you want to fight?” 
 
    “Blade by blade, I will strike you and you’re universe destroying power.” 
 
    “Hmm, even without my reality altering power, I can defeat you. There seems to be a miss understanding, do you think I’m powerful just because of what I can give people?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Then, let me show you and Old Man Gloom how useless your fighting is.” 
 
    The Sinner pulled up the sleeves of his arm and red inked inscriptions wrapped around his arm. It emitted a strange orange glow. “I ask for your power. Slayer of gods, Azreal.” Black wings erupted out of the back of his hoodie. They stretched out high into the sky. “Before I even gained the power to go between universes, I’ve killed gods with my own two hands. It seems Old Man Gloom has forgotten about this. It’s his fault I have this power in the first place. Time to show him a reminder.” 
 
    A red insignia projected on the ground and burst into flames. Chains erupted out and wrapped around the Sinner’s arms. 
 
    He shoved his hand into the flames and pulled out a great sword from the ground. 
 
    “Sword of Animus,” the Sinner said as he held up his great blade. 
 
    Million Gun held out his sword to him. 
 
    The Sinner said, “The phrase of the day is, come at me.” 
 
    Flames erupted from behind the sinner as he rocketed for him. Million Gun summoned his guns in the air. 
 
    They fired rapidly as the Sinner twisted and twirled avoiding them as he dragged his holy blade across the ground. 
 
    The Sinner flashed in front of him and swung his blade into his.  
 
    The force blew into Million Gun, sending him flying across the roof. His feet caught the edge of the rooftop and the Sinner zoomed toward him and swung up before Million Gun could react. 
 
    He was knocked high into the air. The Sinner flew for him. 
 
    With Million Gun’s thoughts, his guns zoned onto and fired where he thought the Sinner would fly to. 
 
    The bullets all smashed into the Sinner and exploded into a bright light. 
 
    Million Gun’s feet landed on the rooftop and the smoke cleared. The Sinner wasn’t there. 
 
    Of course. 
 
    Million Gun glanced to the other end of the roof and there he stood. 
 
    The guns pointed at him and fired. Red chains erupted up from the ground and a demonic looking symbol emitted on the front of them. The bullets deflected off of it. 
 
    The chains then snaked and wrapped around the Sinner’s arms and the hilt of his holy blade. 
 
    “This isn’t all the Old Man could give you?” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Million Gun flicked his tongue. It wasn’t time to test the Sinner. He thrusted his blade out and called, “Reality cannon.” 
 
    The blade of his sword shifted and merged into a barrel, its farthest point the sharpest. The barrel shifted in colors from reds, blues, to greens.  
 
    A great light pooled in the barrel and all the guns in the sky pointed toward the Sinner. 
 
    “Kamikaze barrage.” 
 
    All the guns fired at once. The insignia flashed red as the bullet never let up. 
 
    Million Gun’s blade flashed and a great light erupted out. 
 
    It smashed into the insignia and it broke apart. The Sinner charged for him. 
 
    Million Gun fired again and again and the Sinner dodged the shots as they roared through the air. 
 
    The Sinner moved too fast. Million Gun was going to have to get close. The guns in the air continued to fire and the Sinner decided to stop dodging them. 
 
    The bullets reflected off of his body. 
 
    Million Gun panicked. 
 
    What the fuck was he? 
 
    He continued to fire and aimed one down his barrel. He fired his reality cannon and it ripped through the air. The Sinner suddenly thrust his hand out and caught the bullet like a fly. He flashed forward and slammed it into Million Guns face and it exploded. 
 
    Million Gun collapsed back with a bloodied face. He quickly got back to his feet. 
 
    Thick smoke covered the roof from the explosion. He pooled his energy into his blade. If long range wasn’t going to work, close range it was. 
 
    The smoke broke away and Million Gun fired at the Sinner again and again.  
 
    The Sinner rushed in and swung at him. Million Gun leapt into the air, dodging it and fired again. 
 
    The Sinner jumped for him. He aimed down his sight as he closed in. 
 
    Perfect. The energy pooled into his barrel. The best thing about a sword that was a gun wasn’t that it could fire. 
 
    As the Sinner was inches away, he changed the positions of his hands and twisted the sword in the air. 
 
    But that it was a blade as well. 
 
    The Sinner’s eyes went wide with shock as Million Gun’s blade came down with the force of a thousand suns. 
 
    Reality split as the sword tore through the air. An epic light burst out of the blade, eclipsing all. 
 
    The light cleaved into the rooftop and split it in half. The right half crumbled down, taking all under with it. 
 
    The left hung in the dust of the wreckage. 
 
    Million Gun landed on the standing roof as the smoke cleared. He breathed out. 
 
    Sweat dripping from his hands. 
 
    A sharp shock was sent into his brain. He glanced down to his chest. The Sinner’s sword gutted out. 
 
    He guessed it was good while it lasted. He had led a good life. 
 
    His vision spun as his head landed at the feet of Old Man Gloom. 
 
    The Sinner released his blade and it disappeared. As did the inscriptions on his arm. He looked to Old Man Gloom who stood at the other end of the rooftop. “Why do you keep sending these poor fools to their deaths? You must feel like a God.” 
 
    A scowl twisted on Old Man Gloom’s face. 
 
    The Sinner rolled down his sleeves. “You can’t even create a power as strong as the one I took from you. Shame really.” 
 
    Old Man Gloom charged for him. His arm spun with millions of colors. 
 
    The Sinner charged back and swung as his arm lit up as well. 
 
    Old Man Gloom flew back and slammed to the ground as the Sinner’s fist connected. 
 
    The Sinner landed in front of him. “Give up, you lost.” He turned away. 
 
    “You will never win, you won’t find her.” 
 
    The Sinner looked back. “Probably not.” 
 
    A tear in reality opened in front of him and in that tear, another one opened, and then the process repeated itself until there were ten openings in ten different worlds. A single portal in each world. 
 
    He stepped up to them. “It was a mistake that you made this power. God’s hand is a part of me now. Don’t be angry I took advantage of that.” 
 
    He stepped through the opening and it closed behind him. “Fuck!” Old Man Gloom yelled. 
 
    After calmed down, he got to his feet and wiped himself off. A hooded man stepped up behind him. Old Man Gloom looked at the man with utter disgust. “I guess it’s about time we ended this.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 – Sea of Blue and Gray 
 
      
 
    The Stargazer’s eyes opened to darkness. He breathed out. His eyes were tired. He looked out for the stars, but there was nothing in the darkness, no stars, no nothing. 
 
    Was this his death? 
 
    Then he heard a faint voice, and his eyes went wide. He sat up quickly. The room he was in was dark. A faint light came from a crack in the door in front of him. There was faint sounds coming from it. 
 
    “This is…” The room of white. 
 
    He glanced down on the bed he lay on. It was covered in dust. He wasn’t wearing his usual crisp suit and red tie, but just a pair of shaggy pants and shirt and jacket. He brought his hand closer to him. There was a layer of dust on him. It covered the room. 
 
    The sterile white that he always found comfort in was gone. The light fixture hung above on a wire. The table with his katana and pistol was covered in just as much dust as he was. 
 
    He was alive? 
 
    He should’ve been in a permanent sleep. 
 
    He awaited for the voice or projection to appear in front of him. Yet, after a few minutes, there was nothing. 
 
    He stood up and brushed himself clean. The clothes felt weird, they were lose and freeing. He felt naked without his suit. He bent over and grabbed his pistol and katana. 
 
    He stepped up to the door and placed a hand on it. There was no warmth coming from it. He looked through its slight opening. He couldn’t see anything. 
 
    His hand paused. What should he do? 
 
    He looked around the room, something was wrong. He should’ve been dead and he was supposed to be given a mission if he wasn’t. 
 
    Did that mean the Sinner was dead? 
 
    Was he free? 
 
    He had to stop worrying, so he pressed open the door and a city was before him. He closed his eyes to allow the lore of the world to be streamed into his head. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Not a goddamn thing came to him. 
 
    He glanced around. It seemed like a normal world, the buildings were packed together densely and people and cars populated the streets. 
 
    He turned and notice that there was a note on the door. He grabbed it and opened it. It was an address. 
 
    His eyes searched the densely packed horizon and found some street signs, if this city had any logic to its lay out. He should be able to find the address. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    He paused in front of a coffee shop and looked around him. It had been a few hours. This city seemed endless, just high-rise after high-rise, it was a city that didn’t have a building under three stories tall it seemed. A megacity. 
 
    He looked back at the paper in his hand. It was somewhere on this street. 
 
    “Need any help?” a woman came up to him wearing an apron, a worker from the coffee shop. 
 
    The Stargazer paused as the woman walked up to him. She had long brown hair, her eyes were brown, yet, they didn’t let his eyes escape hers. She was beautiful, and the slight mole on her right cheek showed that even imperfections had beauty. 
 
    “Umm, excuse me?” 
 
    He snapped out his trance. He was staring. “Sorry?” 
 
    “I asked do you need help with something.” 
 
    “Umm…” he looked at the address in his hand. “Do you know where this?” He held it up. 
 
    “Right there.” She pointed across the street. “You’re not the first one to ask, but you are the strangest.” 
 
    The Stargazer squeezed his fist as he looked at the apartment across the street. There were others. He had to be careful. 
 
    “Where you guys from? Having a party or something?” 
 
    “We are from somewhere far far away. Thank you for your help.” 
 
    The woman waved him off as he approached his destination. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Stargazer placed an ear on the door for apartment #401. He heard nothing. He pulled out his katana and unsheathed it. He adjusted the sheath on his belt. His new clothes were as battle ready as his suit was. The sheath was barely hanging on his belt. 
 
    He twisted the door knob and it opened. He didn’t need to break it down after all. 
 
    He stepped into a furnished apartment. To his right was a small kitchen, there was just a lone glass. To his left was a living room with a couch, TV, and a coffee table. 
 
    On the table were three envelopes. One of them were already open. Something flashed to his right and his appeared in his hand. 
 
    Sparks flew as his blade caught another. 
 
    An older man held his blade to his. His skin was tan and wrinkled, yet, he held his blade with the upmost care. 
 
    He was an executioner. 
 
    “Who in the hell are you?” the man asked. 
 
    “None of your goddamn business.” 
 
    “Then, this will be your end.” 
 
    They both leapt back. The Stargazer held up his blade, lets end this quick. They both charged each other as their swords sliced through the air. 
 
    “Stop.” A black hand grabbed his blade and a black man appeared in front of him. He held both of their blades. 
 
    His voice wasn’t loud, but it had a weight. 
 
    The Stargazer eased back and the tan man did the same. 
 
    “And who the hell are you?” the tan man said. 
 
    “Lightless Walker,” the Lightless Walker said as he went over near the window and leaned against the wall. 
 
    The Stargazer waited for the man to say something else, but he just leaned against the wall, staring out of the window. 
 
    “This whole situation is fucked,” the tan man said. 
 
    “So, we’re all Executioners. I guess that means there is no need to fight.” 
 
    “As long as you don’t raise your blade to me again.” 
 
    “You attacked me first.” 
 
    The tan man sheathed his blade. “Sorry about that. I’m Old Wolf.” 
 
    The Stargazer did the same. “Stargazer.” 
 
    Old Wolf approached the coffee table and looked at the three envelopes. “I guess that means you’re my new roommates.” 
 
    “Roommate?” 
 
    Old Wolf picked up the empty envelope. “Three keys, money left for the three of us, and three rooms.” 
 
    Stargazer picked one of them up and looked in. There was a key and a stack of bills. “Did any of you get a mission?” 
 
    They shook their head. 
 
    There was a knock at the door and everyone paused. The Stargazer looked at his new roommates. They nodded. 
 
    He moved for the door and the others followed behind him. His eye pressed against the peephole and looked out. 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    He swung open the door. 
 
    There were three men standing in front of him. Just by their demeanor, he could tell they were Executioners. The one in the middle spoke first. “Hello comrades. Welcome to the end.” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    After introducing themselves as fellow Executioners, they all moved to the living room and stood around the table. The one who spoke first at the door was telling them of their situation. He’s name was Fallscream. 
 
    “There’s at least seventy-five Executioners in this apartment complex alone and more coming.” 
 
    Old Wolf said, “And how do you know that?” 
 
    “You can tell who an Executioner is by a mile, just by how we walk and talk, death will do that to a person. I’ve been going door to door, introducing myself.” 
 
    Stargazer said, “Does this mean our mission is over. Are we free?” 
 
    “No idea. Nobody has not a fucking clue on what’s going on. What I do now, is all of us are waking up in this universe. There is something going on. Either the Sinner is dead or he is here in this universe and this is our final stand.” 
 
    “Can we really escape our fate?” Every looked at Lightless Walker who was leaning against the wall as he said that. He lowered his head like that was a question to himself and not the group. 
 
    Fallscream continued, “There is going to be a meeting on the rooftop in a few hours with everyone. It’ll be a discussion on our situation. That is unless you decide to leave, have of us did already.” 
 
    The Stargazer looked to Old Wolf and the Lightless Walker. Old Wolf shrugged and the Lightless Walker made no motion. “It would be best if we stayed for a little bit.” 
 
    “Good, the meeting is in four hours.” The other Executioners began to leave. 
 
    The Old Wolf stretched out his arms and followed them. “I’m not going to wait here.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker followed after him, grabbing his envelope. 
 
    Then, the Stargazer was left alone. He went and laid on the couch and stared up at the ceiling. This was strange, waiting. He never had to wait before, or had down time. It was nerve wracking. 
 
    But, he stared at the popcorn-like texture of the ceiling and noticed something that calmed him. They kind of looked like stars. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf sighed as he walked through the streets. Past the high rises, the people who ignored him as they walked, the cars they drove without violation. 
 
    This city was very boring. It was just like any major city, except that it was very very large. He could even see its end as he peered down the straight as a ruler road. 
 
    He went to the roof top of one building, but it wasn’t tall enough to peer past the tens or hundreds of miles densely packed buildings. 
 
    This city must had an end. 
 
    He paused at an opening in the dense buildings. A monumentally sized stone man. It stood twice the size of the buildings surrounding it. 
 
    Upon closer inspection, it wasn’t a man, but a demi god of sorts. It had very small horns on its head and talons in place of finger nails. 
 
    This wasn’t the first one he had passed. The city was littered with them. Untouched by man, green moss grew on and under it. It looked like the hoodlums not even dared to mess with them. 
 
    Old Wolf heard shouting behind him. Not that they meant they weren’t close though. 
 
    A group of people were arguing in an alleyway. Most of the men held pistols in their hands. Their leaders were in a screaming match about some deal going wrong. 
 
    Old Wolf glanced back at the stone giant. It was time to alleviate his boredom. He walked up to them. “Men, is there a problem?” 
 
    One of them aimed their pistol at him. “The fuck are you doing old man?” 
 
    He shrugged. What was he doing, there were no rules given to him, but he shouldn’t go starting trouble. He paused. “Sorry, wrong place.” He turned to leave. 
 
    “Too late man, you’ve seen too much.” 
 
    A smile crept up on his face. His sword flashed impossibly fast and the man holding the gun’s hand fell off. 
 
    He screamed, blood shooting into the air. 
 
    “Oh shit,” they screamed. 
 
    Old Wolf charged forward and his blade soared like an eagle. 
 
    It was only seconds later and all of the men were dead. The man’s hand he cut off was leaning on the wall holding his stump. “I’m…I’m sorry. Please! You don’t know who you’re messing with!?” 
 
    Old Wolf dug into his pocket and pulled out the paper his address was on. He tossed it on the man and shove his blade into his chest. “I’m sure your superiors will want to talk.” 
 
    He pulled out his blade and wiped it on the man’s shirt. That should bring some excitement in the future. A group of armed man attacking a building field of Executioners. He laughed. 
 
    There was a cough. Old Wolf raised his blade. Something pushed a bag of trash off of it and stepped out in front of him. 
 
    “Thank you mister, they were bad men, and loud.” It was a very dirty looking girl. The stench would have stung Old Wolf’s nose if he hadn’t smelled far worse in his profession. 
 
    With a city this large, there must be people who fell through its many faults. 
 
    “You’re welcome.” He turned and left. 
 
    He began to walk down the street back home. But as he was walking, a pair of quick feet was steady behind him.  
 
    “Stop following me,” he said without turning around. 
 
    “But I have nowhere to go.” 
 
    “Don’t care.” 
 
    “You’re a strong man.” 
 
    He didn’t reply and ignored her. Walking faster. 
 
    “How did you learn how to fight that way?” 
 
    She somehow kept up. 
 
    “Those men will come back for you.” 
 
    “Leave me alone.” 
 
    “What, are you going to kill me too?” 
 
    He paused and she ran into the back of his legs and fell down. As he turned, her expression widened. He dug into his pocket and pulled out a roll of money and cursed under his breath. He didn’t have a chance to figure out how much money he had in comparison to this world’s market. 
 
    No matter, as long as he could be left alone. He handed her the roll and she stared at it in awe. “No, leave me alone.” 
 
    “Th…thank you mister!” 
 
    She scurried off and a weight lifted off of the Old Wolf’s back. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Lightless Walker sat in a chair in an internet café. It felt weird, doing research this way. A computer was in front of him. He could research for days here. With the money they got, they were good for a very long time. 
 
    This wasn’t right. 
 
    As he mussed over his situation, he had found out somethings about this strange world. This city had at least 500 million people. There was an incident a few decades ago and a great wall was built around them that nobody could pass, but he had found rumors that there was a world past those walls. 
 
    All these discoveries did nothing to make himself feel better. Things started to come together in his mind. He shouldn’t have been awoken, especially not after he broke the rules so thoroughly. If this was the end of his journey, Old Man gloom wouldn’t had kept him alive. 
 
    That meant the Sinner was either dead or would show up very soon. If that was so, that could possibly mean there could be a possibility that there were some anomalies in this universe. 
 
    He clutched his hands into a fist until it hurt. If he knew he was going to be in this situation, he wouldn’t had killed Theo and his wife. They were nice people, they hadn’t deserved to die, definitely not by his hands. 
 
    He didn’t have his shield anymore, his excuse of his mission to hide his emotions. He wasn’t as cold anymore. All the lives he took he saw before his eyes, yelling, screaming at him. 
 
    He shouldn’t had killed them, he should’ve stayed in the perfect world, one that not even Old Man Gloom could have destroyed.  
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    But, it showed a proof of concept. That there was a way he could escape this hell. And he would find one before the reason they were here was shown. 
 
    If there was an anomaly in this universe, there was a means of possible escape. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Stargazer’s eyes never left the ceiling until there was a knock at the door. 
 
    He got up and answered the door. It was time for the meeting. 
 
    Only a few moments later, he stepped out onto the rooftop. There were at least fifty Executioners on the rooftop. The Old Wolf and the Lightless Walker was among them. 
 
    There was an Executioner at the edge of the rooftop, looking to them all. 
 
    “I’m saying we are free! We have power, we can take over this world!” the Executioner said. 
 
    The Stargazer went over to the Old Wolf. “This been going on for some time. Some of them wants to take over the world.” 
 
    He heard a sudden commotion and the Executioner fell over the edge. 
 
    The one who did it was Fallscream. “I don’t care if leave here, but I will not allow any of you to fuck over this universe. We may not have a mission, but we still have a code.” 
 
    “Looks like they have it under control. Is there anything new?” Stargazer asked the Old Wolf. 
 
    “Not that I know off.” 
 
    “Then I’m gone.” He walked back out through the door, he didn’t feel like dealing with others. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf is the first to step onto their apartment floor. He walked up to his door but paused as he saw a familiar looking and smelling girl curled into a ball at his door. 
 
    He scowled as he rushed up to her. He placed his foot on her back and shook her. “Wake up!” 
 
    “Five more minutes,” she moaned. 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    The girl slowly got to her dirtied feet. “About time you got home.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing here? How do you know where I live?” 
 
    “I ran back to where you killed those men and memorized the address on that person you killed.” 
 
    “Why are you here then?” 
 
    “I have nowhere else to go!” 
 
    “I don’t care.” 
 
    The Old Wolf shoved her out of the way and opened the door. 
 
    “Please! I’ll pay you.” 
 
    The Old Wolf paused as she dug into her pants and pulled out a roll of cash. She said, “I can pay at least a few months’ worth of rent. This is a lot of money.” 
 
    “That’s the money I gave you.” 
 
    “Yes, it’s my money now.” 
 
    Old Wolf slammed closed his eyes and sighed audibly enough to make sure she heard. “Come in.” 
 
    “Really!” 
 
    “Don’t make me regret this.” 
 
    She ran past him into the apartment. “Whoa, it’s so big!” 
 
    He grinded his teeth together, but then a small smile came on his face as he didn’t ask his roommates about this new arrangement. That should cause some drama.  
 
    The girl ran to sit on the couch. 
 
    “Hold on. You need to clean yourself before you touch any shit.” He pointed a door that had the bathroom in it. 
 
    She went over and peeked into it. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Nothing.” She went into the room and closed it. 
 
    Old Wolf sat on the couch and closed his eyes. How in the hell did he get himself into this situation? 
 
    After a few minutes, he opened his eyes after he didn’t hear any running water.  
 
    “Mister…” a little voice said. 
 
    He slowly got to his feet. “What is it now?” 
 
    “I don’t know how to…” 
 
    With a sigh, he went into the bathroom. It was beginning to stink of her. He was already regretting his decision. He turned the bath knobs and the tube began to file. 
 
    A small chuckle exited his lips. He too, had never taken a bath before. He would always awake clean. He would miss that. 
 
    After it filled with hot water, the girl took off her dirtied clothes.  
 
    He went to leave but stopped as he heard her struggles. Her shirt was stuck over her head.  
 
    “A little help.” 
 
    “This wasn’t a part of our arrangement.” 
 
    “…alright.” 
 
    But as she continued to struggle, the Old Wolf said fuck it and went over to her. He was bored anyways, he might as well do all the fucking work. 
 
    He pulled the shirt off the girl and paused as he saw dark purple bruises all over her body. The ones on her arms were concerning. 
 
    “No wonder you had a hard time…” 
 
    She went and got into the bath. He went over and kneeled on his knees. “You can barely move your arms can’t you?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    He got the soap and ran the water over her as she shivered, the outer layer of dirt dissolved but the inner layer stayed. This was going to take a while. 
 
    He got a rag and soap and began to clean her. 
 
    “Thank you, mister.” 
 
    “It’s Wolf.” 
 
    “Wolf? Is that really your name?” 
 
    “I have no name, so people call me Old Wolf. You can call me Wolf.” 
 
    “I don’t have a name either!” 
 
    “You don’t have a mother or father?” 
 
    “Obviously not. If you came up with your own name, then I can come up with my own!” 
 
    “And what would your name be?” 
 
    She took a few moments to think. “She-Wolf!” 
 
    “You can’t take my name.” 
 
    “You don’t own your name.” 
 
    “That’s the point of a name.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not changing it.” 
 
    “I’ll call you, Shea.” 
 
    “That works, I guess.” 
 
    “Raise your arm.” 
 
    Shea grimaced as she lifted her bruised arm. Old Wolf ran the soap and rag over it multiple times. 
 
    “Make sure to keep still.” 
 
    She nodded as tears entered her eyes. 
 
    “How did you get these bruises?” 
 
    “The streets suck. I get beaten daily by other kids like me for being too annoying or not pickpocketing enough. Eight years old and I can’t even fight back. But then you can along Mister Wolf.” 
 
    “I didn’t come along as much as you stuck onto me like chewed gum.” 
 
    “I’ll pay you back for helping me.” 
 
    “Using the money I gave you?” 
 
    “You obviously don’t know how much you gave me. I can help with that. Years of pickpocketing, I can budget anything!” 
 
    “No. I’ll help you until you heal and then that’s it.” 
 
    “Oh…okay…” 
 
    “After that, you’ll have to clean yourself. You can stay here for free, but I cannot guarantee I’ll stay here long.” 
 
    Her eyes went wide. “Really?” 
 
    “I have nothing better to do.” 
 
    “Thank you…so much.” 
 
    She began to cry into the water. The dirt and murk melting off to show the innocence under it. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Lightless Walker’s eyes grew tired as he stared at a computer screen. He was the only person in the internet café as the night was coming. He blinked multiple times and yawned for the first time in his life. 
 
    He paused. Was this how it was like to be human? 
 
    He shook his head and his hands typed across the keyboard. A notepad was next to him with ten names and address written on it. He was searching the internet for unexplained accidents that happened in the city. The city had many districts, one hundred in total. There were light rails that went over and underground so anyone could get anywhere. But, from the farthest points of the city, the trip could take a day. 
 
    This cities mass was unprecedented. 
 
    Yet, he continued his search until he found what he needed. All he needed to do was find the right person, the right anomaly with the right power. And he could escape Old Man Gloom. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Stargazer stood outside of the apartment. He stared up into the night sky. It had a strange orange shade to it. 
 
    It painted everything with its glow. He couldn’t see the stars. The thing he always dreamed of. But now that he had regular sleep, he didn’t dream of the stars anymore. 
 
    “There’s too much light pollution in this part of the city.” 
 
    He looked down and saw the beauty he talked to earlier. She still wore her coffee shop apron. 
 
    “It’s strange to me,” the Stargazer said. “How many hours do you work?” It had been at least twelve hours since he last saw her. 
 
    “I own the damned place,” she said. “It’s a lot of hassle because everyone wants coffee at every hour in the part of the city. I’m getting pretty tired of it. How did your meeting go?” 
 
    “Not well. Don’t know how long I’ll be here for.” 
 
    “You sound like you hate your job.” 
 
    “With the utter most disgust. I can be called away at any second.” 
 
    “Maybe you need a vacation.” 
 
    “I don’t have vacations.” 
 
    “I don’t either, but there is a place on the edge of district 47 where you can see the stars. It’s a day’s trip though, but it could be beautiful.” 
 
    She paused as she waited for a reply, when she didn’t get one, she motioned to him to say something. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want you to go with me.” 
 
    “I…W… are you asking me on a date?” 
 
    “I’ll be blunt.” She got uncomfortably close to him. Pressing her womanhood firmly on him. “I’ve had my heart broken and crushed many times before in the godforsaken city and I’m tired of being the one pulled around. I like you look and you don’t seem like a total creep, and for some reason, I couldn’t stop thinking about you since I saw you earlier.” 
 
    “I didn’t know I had that effect on people.” 
 
    “I believe in the meaning in the stars. So, please say yes.” She placed a finger on his nose. 
 
    He didn’t know how to reply. So he said, “Okay.” 
 
    “Great. I’m Jothi by the way.” 
 
    “You can call me… Star.” 
 
    “Oh, looks like I made the right choice. How about we take out vacation in a week?” 
 
    “Uh…sure.” 
 
    “Good.” She waved as she left and the Stargazer’s knees gave out. Her smell, her touch, everything about the girl made his body melt. 
 
    He felt a strange strain in his muscles and closed his eyes to calm down. After a few moments, he was back to normal. 
 
    This must be how socializing with the opposite sex is like. 
 
    It sucked. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The cities sky began to set. Orange and purples swirled together in an explosive mass, painting Old Man Gloom’s body like a flickering jewel. 
 
    He stood on a rooftop looking out. “This world is very similar to the one I used that inspired his Japanese designs of the Executioners. The Katana’s, the set of laws. I loved the older culture. It was perfect for the war I was waging against the Sinner. It was a lot more brutal and dirtier than most people remembered. It was romanticized. To become a samurai in feudal Japan. To become a man of honor and law. To master and protect the art of the blade. It was all bullshit anyways, the way the Ethan’s world saw it. But I still liked the aesthetics of it.” 
 
    Old Man Gloom breathed in the toxic air of the city of five hundred million. Japan was far cleaner though. 
 
    “I don’t even know why I’m telling you this.” A masked man walked up behind him. “You’re simply a shell.” 
 
    “The deed is done.” The man held up three heads. One of which was Fallscream’s. They still dripped. 
 
    Old Man Gloom raised up his hands. “Do it more clean next time. I don’t need their heads. I just need them all dead.” 
 
    He turned back to the sunset. “Why can’t more be like you? A limitation of my power. I created images of strong willed people, but some of their traits were transferred over. Wake. Kill. Die. That’s what you all are made to do, to be mindless killers. But, I couldn’t get rid of your humanity. And here you are my dear Winddancer, the perfect Executioner, created by the simultaneous death of the original and copy. A happy mistake. One that came too late.” He glanced back at the Winddancer’s dead eyes peering through the mask. “It was nice to be able to speak to someone for once, despite it going on death ears.” 
 
    He raised up his hands to the sunset. “Let’s end this grand adventure.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 – Escape the Fate 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf’s eyes opened with pure animosity. Shea sat on his chest and stared him directly in the eyes.  
 
    “Wake up sleepy head.” She had a big grin on her face. 
 
    “Get off of me.” 
 
    She slid off and rose her hand in the air like a ballerina as she plied. 
 
    Sleep crusted over his eyes. He glanced at a clock on the wall. It was half past noon, he went to sleep at 9 pm last night. 
 
    He sat up. His body creaked and cracked. Why in the hell would anybody liked this? 
 
    He sat up on the couch as Shea sat next to him. 
 
    “You promised to take me to get clothes!” 
 
    He glanced behind him to the three doors on the wall. The Stargazer’s was close and the Lightless Walker’s was open. He must had left earlier. 
 
    He let Shea take over his room, but was quickly regretting it as he rubbed an ache in his back. 
 
    “Did you make your bed?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Did you brush your teeth?” 
 
    “Yes, I even bathed myself.” She wiggled her fingers around his nose and he smelled soap, but knowing her, she could’ve just washed her hands. At least it wasn’t as bad as when he first found her. 
 
    “And how did you do that?” 
 
    She pulled up her sleeves and her bruises were brown instead of purple. They were healing. 
 
    It had only been a week since they had arrived. They had gotten no messages from Old Man Gloom, or any missions from the voice that always gave them missions. 
 
    It was boring. Most of the Executioners just walked around aimlessly around the city, some stayed in their rooms. 
 
    He decided to raise a little girl. Not that he really decided, more forced into it. Shea started to pull on his arm. “Come on, Wolfy.” 
 
    “Don’t call me that.” He breathed in and out. “Give me a second.” 
 
    He was surprised how accommodating his comrades were. The Stargazer said he didn’t mind her and the Lightless Walker didn’t say anything at all. 
 
    Yet, the Lightless Walker picked up more after her than he did. 
 
    There was a knock at the door. Usually, he would’ve became attentive and war ready, but, he knew exactly who it was. 
 
    He went to the door and opened it. An Executioner held up a baggy. “Good morning.” Broken Arrow was his name. 
 
    Shea poked her head out. “It’s in the afternoon.” 
 
    Old Wolf grabbed the bag. “It’s morning for me.” He shoved Shea’s face back into the apartment and peaked in the bag. More pills. 
 
    The drugs were the only thing that made sleep possible. It wasn’t surprising that most Executioners had nightmares and couldn’t sleep. 
 
    It was just par the course. 
 
    The Old Wolf himself didn’t have nightmares, as he never had any regrets. But he did need it because he just stared at the ceiling at night. 
 
    “Have you heard from ‘name’?” 
 
    “No, I haven’t. I don’t get to speak to others that much because the bundle of hell behind me.” He could feel Shea pushing against his back. 
 
    “Dammit. I have an order for him.” 
 
    “Maybe he left like some of the others.” 
 
    “He’s not that kind of person to make a trade and fall out on it, I’ve fought by his side many times before.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to tell you.” 
 
    “You don’t need to tell me nothing. There’s something going on and some of us are disappearing out there.” 
 
    “It’s a big city out there.” 
 
    Broken Arrow nodded. “Just watch your back.” 
 
    The Old Wolf closed the door and Shea smiled up at him. He sighed. 
 
    Let’s get this day over with. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf sat in a chair as Shea ran through a clothing store, picking up nearly each and everything. 
 
    Just by the designs of the store, he could tell this place was expensive. Finally, after all this time, he was able to find out how much money he really had. The girl was right, he had basically given her enough money to buy another person. 
 
    Which, when he thought on it, he kind of did. 
 
    Why would Old Man Gloom give them that much money? Were they going to be staying here long, or were they supposed to go wild with it before they were ‘turned off.’ 
 
    He was getting looks as the girl ran around like crazy. As the girl went into a dressing room, one of the managers looked at him in the distance. He started to approach him. 
 
    The Old Wolf’s eyes stared him down and the manager stopped in his path and turned back. Shea burst out of the dressing room and spun in a nice little dress. 
 
    “Wolfy, how do I look?” 
 
    He gave a weak smile. “Fine.” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Stargazer sat at a table outside of Jotri’s coffee shop. Jotri walked out and paused as she saw him sitting, staring at the table. 
 
    She glanced around, looking for another server, but gave up and sighed. 
 
    She walked over to him. “Well, if it isn’t my shooting star.” She slammed her eyes shut as soon as she opened her mouth. Her face turned red and she quickly sat opposite of him. 
 
    “Oh god, I’m so sorry about the other day. I had just finished reading an inspirational book about grabbing life by the horns and my girlfriends had convinced me to get out there and do something with my life, plus I was a little drunk. But I’m not usually like that.” She slammed her head on the table. 
 
    “It’s fine,” the Stargazer said. 
 
    She looked up at him. “You disappeared for a few days, I wasn’t sure if you—” 
 
    “It’s fine. Really. I was stuck in my own little world for the last few days, but I’m ready to escape it. I still want to go see the stars with you.” 
 
    “Wait. You do?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She made a ‘yes’ motion with his fist. “Great! I don’t know why I’m so infatuated with you, I’m so glad.” 
 
    This girl had the subtlety of a bull. 
 
    “When exactly are you planning on leaving?” 
 
    “Tonight, if possible. I already booked the room. I figured I would go myself if you never showed back up. I never even got your phone number.” 
 
    “I don’t have one and what do you mean room?” 
 
    “It’s a long trip and the stars only come out at night. It would make since to stay a night over there. Is that a problem? Oh god…” she placed her hands in her face. “You heard that area was for lovers didn’t you?” 
 
    “No! Uh… no.” he would be alone with her…in the same room? A fear he never felt before ran into him. The nervousness of being with the opposite sex for the first time. But wasn’t this what every man wanted, Executioners the most? A companion they could lay along all their problems with. 
 
    Jothi was staring at him, she was watching him break. So, he thought fast. “L…lovers are we?” He gave an awkward smile. 
 
    “I’m kind of a hopeless romantic, I believe in love at first sight. That doesn’t scare you does it?” 
 
    “No.” But that does explain a lot. 
 
    She smiled at him and despite her awkwardness, he was reminded about why he wanted to talk to her in the first place. 
 
    Her smile warmed his heart. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf walked up to the apartment door. Shea was about to push the door open but the Old Wolf placed out his hand.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” She was bundled up in her new coat. 
 
    He placed a finger on his mouth. There was a puncture mark on the door. He pushed open the door slowly and the Lightless Walker and Stargazer stood in the living room. 
 
    The Lightless Walker threw a piece of paper at him and he caught it. He unrumpled it and it said, “This is payback.” Then there was an address. 
 
    “These gang members placed that on the door.” The Stargazer said. “Then, they tried to get a jump on me when I entered. I scared them away. Are they here for you?” 
 
    “Shit… sorry about that.” How short sighted was he? He has a gang on his back and he had to watch the girl. He turned to her. “Go to your room.” 
 
    She scurried off.  
 
    “I don’t mind, I’d just like a warning next time?” the Stargazer said. 
 
    “Was this the reason why you were having this little pow wow?” 
 
    “No, Executioners are disappearing.” 
 
    “I would disappear if I could.” 
 
    “I don’t think this is the simple case of people leaving and going off on their own.” 
 
    “Do you or anyone else have any proof?” 
 
    The Stargazer paused. “No. It’s just a rumor.” 
 
    “Then you shouldn’t worry about things that don’t affect you.” 
 
    Shea poked her head out of the Old Wolf’s room and watched them. 
 
    “Now that is settled,” the Old Wolf continued. “I need you to watch the girl for a day or two.” 
 
    “What? Why do I need to watch her?” 
 
    “I have some business to take care of.” He held up the paper with the gang’s address. 
 
    “I didn’t agree to watch over her when I said she could stay. Or to deal with her in the apartment.” 
 
    “Do you have a problem with her staying here?” The Old Wolf placed his hand under his jacket. His sword hilt was warm. 
 
    “Gah… No, I don’t have a fucking problem.” 
 
    The Old Wolf believed him, despite the blunt way he put it. After living in this world for a week, he found out all Executioners held an aggressive attitude, even if they were well meaning. A one that was built up after years of this kind of work. He knew he had one at sometimes. 
 
    Yet, they were never as aggressive as their mouths. He took his hand off of his hilt. Plus, he saw the Stargazer playing with her yesterday. The Executioners took her as their own. 
 
    “I still can’t watch her, I already have plans.” 
 
    The Old Wolf glanced over to the Lightless Walker. “I have somewhere to be. Sorry.” The speechless spoke. 
 
    “Damn, even you?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker looked down to the ground. Who else did he trust to watch her? 
 
    Shea ran up to him from the room. “You don’t have to watch me. I have save places around here I can go. Don’t worry.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    The Stargazer said, “She can look after herself, she did so for eight years. I trust the others in battle, but not to look after a child.” 
 
    The Old Wolf sighed. He had no other choice. He had grown attached to the little munchkin in only a week’s time. 
 
    Who would had guessed? 
 
    He kneeled down to her level. “I’m going to settle some ground rules. One, you have to leave right after either the Stargazer or Lightless Walker leave. Two, remember to bring your jacket with you. Three, I’ll be back in two days max, you can wait for me then. And four.” He pulled out his pistol and placed it in her hand. “Always aim for the chest.” 
 
    She stared at him and jumped in for a hug. “Be safe, Wolfy.” 
 
    He hugged her back. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Stargazer sat in a rail train looking out of a window as the city passed by. It was a long trip to see the stars. He was amazed by how much the city changed over the distance. 
 
    Small farm lands passed by the windows as they went by. Yet, they all were still connected. 
 
    He didn’t have a boring second on the trip as Jothi was by his side. Apparently, she had a lot to say. But in the time spent together, he liked her even more. Despite her awkward demeanor. 
 
    The train came to a stop and they stepped outside. He looked up. The sky still had that pale orange tint. “So, much for the stars.” 
 
    “Come on. We’re going to be late.” 
 
    She grabbed his hand and pulled him along with her. 
 
    They walked with a crowd down a dirt road beside a farm. She held his hand tight. He kept looking down as she held it. Her skin was soft. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” She noticed him staring again. 
 
    “Nothing. Where are we going?” 
 
    “We’re almost there.” 
 
    The road opened up to a large field. The flat ground led to an epic expansive orange hazed sky. Around the field were small hotels. 
 
    Most of them had lovers in their names. 
 
    In the middle of the field was a large machine. It was shaped like a cannon, with its barrel pointed to the sky. 
 
    “What the hell is that?” 
 
    Jothi ignored him as she pulled him along the field. On the field, couples lay on the ground on blankets cuddling each other. 
 
    “Is this going to be an orgy? I’m not ready for that.” He wasn’t. 
 
    “Haha, funny. That does sound like fun,” she laughed. 
 
    He wasn’t kidding. 
 
    She eventually found an empty spot and pulled a blanket out of her bag. She laid it down and dropped down on top of it. 
 
    She motioned the Stargazer to follow. He sat down next to her. 
 
    “Lay down and look up,” she said. He did. 
 
    His body flinched as she laid her head down on his chest. She got up and readjusted her head and laid down again. 
 
    He heard her mouth tisk and she got up and patted down his chest and placed down her head, rubbing against it intensely. 
 
    “Perfect,” she said with a smile. “Thank god, you’re as strange as me.” 
 
    “Strange? I’m not strange.” 
 
    She snorted as she laughed. “Yeah, okay.” 
 
    He breathed in deeply. He didn’t want to say anything to make her angry. Executioners could be a little too blunt sometimes. 
 
    Not that he could do anything at that moment. With her laying on him, he couldn’t even think straight. He kept up his deep breaths. “So, where are the stars?” 
 
    “This orange haze never lifts at night, so we just have to blow it away.” 
 
    “That seems safe.” 
 
    “Totally, Star. God, I love that name.” 
 
    The Machine in the middle of the field lit up and a siren went off. 
 
    “It’s starting!” 
 
    A bright light erupted out of the machine and rocketed into the sky. 
 
    The orange haze blew away like dust and revealed the deepest view of the stars the Stargazer had ever seen. 
 
    They were so strong, so pungent. They eclipsed his entire vision. 
 
    Jothi curled her hand around his. “Thank you for this.” 
 
    Music started playing in the background as he stared up at the ocean of stars. It was just like his dreams. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The screeches of the train banged into the Lightless Walker’s ears. His eyes opened and he looked out the rail trains window. 
 
    Only one more stop. He blinked away the sleep from his eyes. He had sat on this train for the last eight hours. The train started to move again. 
 
    This city was way too large. It was the size of a country. He couldn’t falter the city on one factor though, as he went deeper and deeper into the city. The high rises stayed, yet, the aesthetic changed. 
 
    From steel and glass to glass and brick. 
 
    He closed his eyes and sighed. It was going to be a long few days, but it would be worth it if he found an escape. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    It was a few hours later. The Lightless Walker stood outside of a brick apartment. He held out a notepad and glanced down to it. 
 
    Seven names were scratched off on a page filled with names. He was starting from the edge of the city and making his way back to his apartment. It was the best way to do this, but also time consuming. 
 
    He placed the notepad in the bag he brought and headed inside. 
 
    He stared at a door of an apartment for a few moments and then knocked. 
 
    A few seconds later, a woman answered. 
 
    “I need to speak to you,” he said. He was getting better at this. He was better than the last four times at least. 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “A…uh…proposition.” He never knew how to ask what he wanted to ask without sounding like a crazy man. 
 
    “Sorry, I’m going to close my door now.” 
 
    He sighed as she tried to slam it close. His foot pushed out and stopped it. 
 
    “I really need to talk to you.” 
 
    “Help!” 
 
    He pulled out his gun and her speech caught. He pushed his way in and closed and locked the door behind him. 
 
    “Please…please…don’t hurt me…” Her lips trembled. 
 
    “I just need your help.” They were always willing to listen when he had a gun to their heads. “Do you know of a person named the Omniscient Man?” 
 
    “No,” she said all too fast. He wasn’t sure if it wasn’t because of fear or because she was lying. Talking to people was hard. 
 
    He racked his pistol and placed it on her forehead. 
 
    “Ye…yes…” 
 
    He unracked it and placed it back into his jacket pocket. “Good. I’m an Executioner. I’m sure the Omniscient Man told you about us.” 
 
    “Then you know I can kill you anytime, so don’t do anything stupid.” 
 
    She nodded again as she wiped the tears away. 
 
    “I need your help.” 
 
    The woman just stared at him as he said it. 
 
    “W…w…w…with…what?” 
 
    “I’m not going to kill you.” 
 
    She nodded again without answering. 
 
    “Dammit.” He pulled out his gun and threw it across the room. The others broke, but not this hard. 
 
    “Then…why did you point your gun at me?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker looked down. “Because I don’t know how to ask any other way. You wouldn’t had told me about your relationship with the Sin—I meant Omniscient Man if I hadn’t. Every time I speak to one of you, it’s always smoke and mirrors.” 
 
    “Wait, I’m not the first one you’ve spoken to?” 
 
    “No, you’re the seventh, four of them weren’t even anomalies.” 
 
    “And you did the same thing to each one?” she nearly yelled. 
 
    “I’m not here to talk about that.” 
 
    “Why should I help you? You just pointed a gun to my freaking face.” 
 
    “Because I want to escape.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I’m not helping you freak!” 
 
    He got up and moved close to her. “I didn’t chose my line of work. I was created to kill and only kill. I finally might have a way out and I need to take it.” 
 
    The woman threw up her arms. “Jeez, okay! I’ll help you. But how do I know you won’t kill me?” 
 
    “You’ve would’ve already been dead.” 
 
    The woman swallowed hard. “Okay…okay…you said you went to the others, what happened with them?” 
 
    “The four who weren’t anomalies promised they wouldn’t call the police.” 
 
    “You know that was a lie right?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “It does matter. What if the police followed you here? I’ll be an accomplice!” 
 
    “I wasn’t followed.” 
 
    “How do you know? The police could be right outside my door!” 
 
    “I wasn’t.” his voice was firm and she calmed down. She walked over to a couch and sat down. The Lightless Walker sat in a chair next to it. 
 
    “Okay then, what about the others?” 
 
    “They didn’t have the power I need.” He pulled out his notepad and threw it to her. She grabbed it and looked through the names. “I need the power to disappear, from this world, from everything.” 
 
    “First off, why do you think you can escape?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker told her everything. About how every mission, he would awake in a room of white, steel his mind to destroy his emotions, that he would kill and only once had some regrets, and then how he would close his eyes just to start it again, and how he awoke here, to complete freedom. 
 
    “Something is wrong, I don’t know what, but I believe my time is coming to a close.” 
 
    “Did you tell this to the others you’ve found?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then why me? I haven’t even told you my power yet or my name, what if I can’t help you?” 
 
    “Then I would’ve asked for your help in other ways. I’m quiet tired already.” His mouth was parched from all the speaking. He would’ve preferred if he could become silent again. Socializing was taxing. 
 
    “And if I say no.” 
 
    “Then I will go to the next one.” 
 
    “And you would ask them using a gun?’ 
 
    “I’ve killed all my life. Don’t expect my socializing skills to change so soon.” 
 
    The woman leaned back into her seat. “Well…” she popped up on her feet startling the Lightless Walker. “It’s your lucky day.” 
 
    She motioned for him to follow and they went to the back of the apartment. 
 
    “I’m a masterful thief, so when I asked the Omniscient Man for a power, it was the power to disappear.” 
 
    He paused. Did he really find what he needed so soon? 
 
    The woman opened a door and the room inside was filled with random objects and trinkets. 
 
    “Some of these things are worth millions! Whenever I need some money I sell one of these or take a job and I’m good. In and out like a cat is my motto.” 
 
    “How will that help me?” 
 
    “The thing about the Omniscient Man’s power is it’s malleable. It can cling to any object and alter its composition and give it power. So, all I have to do is figure out how to put some of my power into an object and you just have to use that object to escape!” 
 
    “Can it really be that easy?” 
 
    “Nothing is impossible. It will just take me a few days to make.” 
 
    “I need it today.” 
 
    “Can’t do it today. I have a job later.” 
 
    “I need it now!” 
 
    The outburst shocked the woman. The Lightless Walker rubbed his eyes. Where was the calm he had when he killed relentlessly? 
 
    “Sorry…sorry…” 
 
    If they didn’t come to this universe to kill anomalies, why were they there for? The Sinner was already in this universe before. There must be a reason. A reason he feared would be his end. 
 
    One he used to wish for, but Theo and his wife had shown him that escape was possible. That he could live a life without sin. 
 
    “I live about a day’s journey away. I have some comrades I want to take with me. Three of them. I can be back in two days, is that fine?” 
 
    “Uh, sure. But what will I get out of this?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker hadn’t thought about a trade. He placed his hand on his jacket. If what she said was true then… 
 
    He pulled out his sheathed sword and held it up to her in his fist. “A blade that has killed gods.” 
 
    “Whoa.” She stared at it with wide open eyes and traced her fingers on its glossy hilt. She pulled back her hand. “I can’t take that from you.” 
 
    “If I escape, then I have no need to be weighed down by this blade anymore.” 
 
    “No, no, no. I can’t. I want…to go with you.” 
 
    “Go with me?” 
 
    “Yes! I have worked with some bad people and I notice some of my old coworkers have gone missing. I think my old employers are cutting the meat if you get my drift.” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    The woman rolled her eyes. “They are killing loose ends. I believe I’m next.” 
 
    “I can’t take you.” 
 
    “What are you going to do when you escape? Where are you going to live? Where are you going to go?” 
 
    “I haven’t figured it out yet.” 
 
    “You can go beyond the wall. Supposedly, there is a whole world out there. I can start a new life, you a start a new life, everyone will be free to start a new.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then it’s no deal.” She placed her hands on her hips. 
 
    The Lightless Walker’s face curled. He could kill her right here, or put enough fear in her hurt to do so.  
 
    “If you don’t— 
 
    “If I don’t what? You’ll kill me. You already said I’d be dead if you wanted me dead.” 
 
    The Lightless Walker sighed. He needed to learn how to act without violence, if he really wanted to leave the live of bloodshed, then this wouldn’t do. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She smiled. “Great! My name is Emilie.” She put out her hand and he shook it. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Blood pooled underneath the Old Wolf’s feet as he held his blade in hand. He kicked it around bored. 
 
    He stood in the middle of a large warehouse, nearly a hundred bodies lay cut apart on the floor. He sighed.  
 
    This was quicker than he thought, they barely put up a fight. He looked to a door in the wall. One last area. 
 
    He walked over and kicked it down. Bullets hailed through the air at him. His blade slashed around in the air as he deflected them. 
 
    The gang boss was against the wall firing at him until the gun clicked. 
 
    Empty. 
 
    “This isn’t that strong of a base. You didn’t provide me with as much fun as I expected. Not that I wanted this anymore.” 
 
    Urine pooled under the boss. 
 
    “God. At least die with dignity.” The Old Wolf ran forward and pierced his blade into his chest. 
 
    Blood spluttered out of the man’s mouth and his body went limp. 
 
    The Old Wolf kicked his foot up and pulled out his blade and wiped the blood away with the man’s shirt. 
 
    He glanced down to his clothes. They were covered in blood. He sighed. 
 
    That was one thing he missed about the room. Every time he awoke, he was fresh and clean, just like new. He looked around the small office and saw a jacket on the couch. 
 
    He went over and exchanged it with his own. Kind of tight, but it would work. He paused as he saw a duffle bag in the seat, he glanced inside and saw thousands upon thousands of dollars. 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    He didn’t need the money, but he could save this for Shea. He didn’t know if education costed in this city, but it would be best to be prepared. 
 
    He hefted up the bag and left. Making sure to not bloody his new clothes. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The orange haze reformed in front of the Stargazer’s eyes. Jothi still rested on him as he lay. The other couples began to get up and leave. Most heading to the hotels around the field. 
 
    “Oh my, I wish there was more to do over here then the obvious.” 
 
    “The obvious what?” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    They were the last ones laying on the ground as everyone left. 
 
    “Might as well get this over with,” Jothi said as she got up. “Oh, I didn’t mean it in that way.” 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    “In…n…no way.” 
 
    He knew what she meant that time. He was just messing with her. 
 
    They both got up and went to their hotel. Check in was relatively simple despite the nervousness of them both. 
 
    Jothi pushed open her hotel door. “Home sweet vacation home.” 
 
    As they stepped in, the Stargazer stared at the décor. There was a single bed in the middle of the oddly small room. It had red silk covers. The ceiling had a strangely great depiction of a star system. 
 
    He stared up as he heard ruffling in front of him. 
 
    Jothi was naked down to her lingerie. She had on black sheer bra and panties. It was tight around her nice soft curves and her supple breast. Her body was perfection. Her skin looked smooth and clean. She gave a shy smile and laid on her back on the bed. 
 
    His heart skipped a beat. He could hear it in his ears. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” 
 
    He snapped out of his stupor. He had killed hundreds of men, hundreds of people. He could lay with this woman. 
 
    He took off his shoes and shirt and climbed onto the bed and on top of her. 
 
    His face was parallel to hers. He could taste her from here. He dared not look down or he would had lost all control. 
 
    She wrapped her legs around his waist and puckered her lips. She pulled him down and their lips touched.  
 
    He was sucked into her world, lost in her heat. He had never felt a love like this, a warmth and comforting moisture. He didn’t want to let go. 
 
    The kiss released and he was lost in her eyes. They entranced him as she smiled back. 
 
    “I guess I have to take over,” she said. 
 
    She pushed him onto his back and climbed on top and pulled off his pants and underwear. “If you liked my kiss, then you’re going to like this.” She paused and blushed. “Oh god, was that sexy?” 
 
    He laughed, some of the tension easing off him. “You can’t do a single thing right now that would not be sexy.” 
 
    “Good.” She unsnapped her bra and pulled off her panties and her breast gutted out erect. She laid back down on him and they kissed again. 
 
    In the coming seconds, the Stargazer was in an eternal bliss, and then, in the minutes after that bliss ended, he was in bliss again for a much longer time. 
 
    It was awhile later. The lights were off and the painting on the ceiling glowed green. 
 
    They both cuddled naked under the covers. Jothi clung to like drying gum. Yet, he didn’t mind. 
 
    As an Executioner, the heat didn’t bother him, and as a person, having someone this close was nice. 
 
    “Four times in one night. I think I might have to marry you.” 
 
    “I had a lot of pent up things inside of me I needed to get out.” 
 
    “If that causes you to give as much as you have, then let it all go.” 
 
    He wasn’t used to bedside talk, so he turned to his side and wrapped his arms around her. She snuggled into his chest. 
 
    “I usually don’t go this far in the first date…ugh, I wish I didn’t just say that. Now, I’m like every girl out there.” 
 
    “If every girl was like you, then the world would be a better place.” 
 
    They lay in silence for a while. He felt Jothi’s heart slow as she began to fall asleep. “Star…What do you do for a living?” 
 
    “I take dreams away from people.” 
 
    “Oh…I’ll ask more…about that…in the morning…” With that, she was a sleep. The Stargazer felt a weight coming over his eyes and sleep took him, 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Old Wolf stepped in front of his apartment door. It said meeting on rooftop now. He took the note and sighed. He was tired, he had just killed off an entire drug ring. 
 
    He pushed the door open and looked around. Nobody was home, it was a quicker trip than he thought. He dropped the bag of money on the couch. That should be more than enough for himself and Shea to live like kings. Not that he would raise her that way. 
 
    After killing a number of Kings and Queens, he didn’t want her to grow up that way. Even if he was whisked away on another mission, she could always buy another father figure. He laughed to himself as he noticed something in his room. 
 
    He jogged in and saw Shea’s jacket on the bed. “I told her not to forget it. God dammit.” The anger wasn’t out of hate, but worry. She could freeze to death out there. 
 
    He needed to find her. 
 
    He glanced at the not in his hand. Missing the meeting wasn’t an option. Maybe a detail about why he was in this universe had been revealed. 
 
    He had to make this quick. 
 
    The rooftop door burst open as the Old Wolf ran out. The city was oddly quick up from here. A single Executioner stood on the edge of the roof. 
 
    He walked toward him. “Where is everyone?” 
 
    The Executioner’s head turned. Blood ran down her face. “Run…” His body exploded into flames as he dissolved into fire. 
 
    The Old Wolf’s blade flashed in his hand as a sword sliced toward him. The blades clashed and he was forced back. 
 
    A man in a hood stood before him. His katana the blackest of blacks. 
 
    “Who in the hell are you?” He could fill the power coming from the man. He had to end this quickly. Shea was waiting for him out there. 
 
    “Blade of i—“ 
 
    A black blade pierced into the Old Wolf’s heart. “How—“ 
 
    Blood spurt of his lips. The man was incredibly fast. The blade is pulled out and the Old Wolf collapsed to his knees. 
 
    Blood curled from his mouth.  
 
    He wouldn’t go down like this. 
 
    He didn’t need to say the words, he just needed to feel them. 
 
    His blade flashed in his hands and an energy erupted from him. The man hurled back as the Old Wolf stood. 
 
    Not like this. 
 
    He flashed forward and his sword thrusted forward. The man swung for him and the Old Wolf waltz under it and pierced his own into the man’s gut. 
 
    Blood splattered from the Old Wolf’s mouth as he felt his body go cold. He glanced down and saw the man’s black blade sticking from his stomach. 
 
    The man hadn’t faltered. He collapsed down as his world went cold, his blade still sticking out of the man’s middle. 
 
    He stared into the ground, watching the blood pool under him. He couldn’t go like this. 
 
    He had to give Shea her jacket. He had to protect her. 
 
    He had to live. 
 
    His body burst into flames and dissolved into the air. The last words he heard were, “A wolf among sheep. You were always my favorite.” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Night blanketed the sky. Shea stood outside the apartment complex. She stared at the door as the wind picked up. 
 
    No key, no entry. She held her arms together to try and get warm. She couldn’t believe she forgot her jacket. “Stu…pid…stu…pid…” she said as her teeth chattered. 
 
    The two days were up, she couldn’t want to get inside. But Wolfy was late. It was alright, she said to herself. 
 
    He wouldn’t leave her. He promised. 
 
    But as the wind picked up and nobody came, she began to cry. 
 
    He wouldn’t leave her. 
 
    She went to the wall of the complex next to the door and curled into a ball and pressed into the wall. 
 
    “Wolfy…” 
 
    He would be here soon, to protect her, like he did before.  
 
    He promised. 
 
    And wolfs didn’t break their promises. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 – Save the Significance 
 
      
 
      
 
    A worrying sight was before the Lightless Walker’s eyes. Shea laid in a ball against the door. 
 
    He paused as he saw her. There was a silence in the hall. If he didn’t know better then he would say that there were no Executioners in the building. 
 
    He placed he hand on his hilt as he backed away. Shea would have to wait, he needed to check something. 
 
    He went to each and every apartment that held Executioners. Out of the hundreds that were in the apartment, only twenty answered. 
 
    He broke into the others and saw a strange sight. Every empty apartment were still of the Executioners things. The money, the keys, the many things they’d bought, all were untouched. 
 
    Executioners were disappearing at an alarming rate. He warned the others and they listened for once, as they had noticed as well. 
 
    He simply told them to meet him at a certain address by a certain time tomorrow. Emilie’s place. 
 
    Originally, he was only going to tell Stargazer and Old Wolf, but he didn’t, couldn’t do that to his comrades, as they all were in this together. 
 
    He walked back to his apartment. His journey had only took a few hours, but Shea still lay out in front. 
 
    He walked up to her and her popped up. “Wolfy!” Her head lowered as she saw who it was. “Oh…hi, Mr. Walker.” 
 
    He simply nodded to her. He was tired of talking for a while. The Lightless Walker went up to the door and unlocked it. 
 
    He placed out his hand and stopped Shea as she attempted to run in. “Wait.” 
 
    He pulled out his energy blade from his chest and walked into the room. 
 
    He glanced around. There was a bag on the couch and the Old Wolf’s room was open. The Old Wolf was here. He moved around the room. The Stargazer room was untouched and so was his stuff. 
 
    Dammit. This wasn’t looking good. 
 
    “Where’s wolfy?” Shea had walked up behind him. 
 
    “He’s…de—gone.” 
 
    “Gone? Where?” 
 
    The Lightless Walker wasn’t stupid. This was a culling. Their missions were complete and Old Man Gloom was disposing them. “Somewhere far away.” 
 
    He had to escape here. It was time to leave this life forever. “Grab all your things we’re leaving.” 
 
    “But Wolf—“ 
 
    He knelt down to her. “Wolf wanted me to do this. He…he will meet us where we are going.” He pointed at the money in the bag on the couch. “He left this for you to get to him.” 
 
    Shea eyes lit up. “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” He was getting better at this. 
 
    Shea ran into her room. 
 
    “Make sure you can carry it.” 
 
    Now the question was if he should wait for the Stargazer or not. It had been three days already. Maybe, he was already dead. 
 
    “Shit,” the Lightless Walker cursed under his breath. He pulled out his notepad and wrote an address and a time. If he didn’t make it in time, then he would leave without him. 
 
    Shea came into the room with a large bag on her back. He grabbed her hand. 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The silk of the sheets felt good against the Stargazer’s skin. This was the first time he had a good night’s sleep, he didn’t even have to use drugs to do so. Sex and Jothi was a good drug as any. 
 
    His eyes stayed open. He still wanted to lay there, but he always wanted to look at the beauty next to him. He reached out under the covers but felt nothing. 
 
    He opened his eyes and he was in the bed alone. Maybe she went to get some food. 
 
    He took in a big breath and he felt something at the foot of the bed. 
 
    He looked over to see Old Man Gloom standing at the edge of the bed. His eyes went wide with shock.  
 
    Old Man Gloom was staring at the ceiling. “It’s going to rain today.” 
 
    He glanced down to the bed and saw his suit, Katana, and gun. 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    The Stargazer didn’t say a word as he stood, the cold air hitting his naked skin, and put on his suit. 
 
    “This will be your last day as an Executioner.” 
 
    “My mission will be complete?” 
 
    “Yes, if you succeed today, then you will be free. I created a universe just for Executioners.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make any since. The universe would be an anomaly itself.” 
 
    “It will be made from the remnants of broke universe. I’ve had many mistakes in my life. One, creating the power the Sinner holds.” 
 
    The Stargazer nearly fell back. Old Man Gloom created the Sinner’s power? 
 
    “Two, creating you Executioners. And three, allowing it to get this far.” 
 
    “Are you here to tell me how much of a failure and pointless I am?” 
 
    “Oh, but you aren’t a failure, you have the greatest point of all. Today, you are going to kill the Sinner of the Infinite, Ethan Boyer.” 
 
    The Sinner was here? He glanced down to the bed. “Where is the girl?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    A portal opened next to Old Man Gloom. Through it was a rooftop. “An Executioners favorite place.” 
 
    Through the portal, a storm was coming. The grays of the clouds clashed and bucked under the wind. 
 
    They both stepped through it and it closed behind them. 
 
    The wind sang to them as they awaited in silence. 
 
    The Stargazer couldn’t stop glaring at Old Man Gloom. There was the bastard that created them. 
 
    Could it be true? Could he finally be free after this? 
 
    “How long do we have too—” 
 
    “I would have my sword out if I was you.” 
 
    The sky grew darker and darker and then there was a boom. Rain come down from the sky and tickled the Stargazer’s face. 
 
    In front of him, a slit sliced through the air and opened. The man of the hour stepped out of it and it closed behind him. 
 
    There was the Sinner of the Infinite. The being with power of God, the man hiding behind a hoodie who started this whole mess. 
 
    Old Man Gloom snapped his fingers and the Winddancer burst through the rooftop door holding Jothi in his arms. 
 
    She had chains wrapped around her. “Star! What the hell is going on?” she screamed. 
 
    “What’s the meaning of this!?” the Stargazer screamed at Old Man Gloom. 
 
    He heard laughter from the direction of the Sinner. The Sinner had placed his hand inside the darks of his hoodie as he laughed. 
 
    Why in the hell was he laughing? 
 
    The Stargazer clutched his sword hilt. What the fuck was happening. 
 
    “So, Gloom. This is how you’re doing things. This is too far, even for you.” 
 
    The Sinner pulled back his hood and the Stargazer stumbled back. 
 
    He saw himself. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Lightless Walker banged on Emilie’s door and she opened it. She looked down and saw the girl. “Oh, I didn’t know you had kids.” 
 
    “This isn’t the time. We have to go now. Do you have the devices?” 
 
    “Yes. Just let me get my things.” 
 
    He walked in and didn’t see anyone else. That wasn’t good as they all left before he did. 
 
    Shea said, “Wolfy is dead isn’t he?” 
 
    “No,” he lied. 
 
    “I’m not stupid! You’re panicking!” She looked like she was about to cry but stared at the ground. 
 
    Was it that obvious? 
 
    “Yes he is. I’m sorry, but whoever killed him is coming after us. So be attentive.” 
 
    She didn’t respond and Emilie walked up with her stuff. “I’m ready.” 
 
    They stepped outside the door and the Lightless Walker paused. An Executioner leaned against the wall at the end of the hall. A hole blew through his chest and he collapsed. 
 
    A female figure appeared behind him, with a short sword in her hand. A female Executioner. 
 
    She wore black tights and had black long hair that came from under her cloak. She touched her mask and disappeared. 
 
    “Get back in the apartment!” 
 
    The girls ran inside and closed the door. 
 
    He placed his hand on the hilt of his sword. He wished he would never have to touch this power again. He pulled it out. 
 
    “Beware the blade you cannot see.” 
 
    He disappeared in a red light. 
 
    The hall went silent. Sparks of light flashed in the air as they danced in the nothing. 
 
    Their powers were similar, because of so, the fighting was even. Despite only being flashes the air. 
 
    Emilie poked her head out in the hall and saw nothing. “I think we’re safe. Let’s go.” She grabbed Shea’s hand and they ran into the hallway. The female Executioner appeared in front of her. 
 
    She screamed as a blade flashed and stabbed for her. 
 
    The Lightless Walker appeared in between them and the blade pierced into his right shoulder. He clenched his teeth. “Run!” 
 
    She was after him, not them. 
 
    The girls backed up and the Lightless Walker swung at the Executioner. Despite, his swinging arm being injured, he managed to clip across her mask and she staggered back. 
 
    Pure black eyes stared at him. 
 
    She disappeared again and appeared behind him. He leapt back.  
 
    How was she so fast? 
 
    “Beware,” he said as he disappeared in a red light. 
 
    The hall became alit with sparks from the clashes. Up, down, left, and right, they appeared everywhere. 
 
    The girls looked on stunned. 
 
    The Lightless Walker suddenly appeared and fell back toward them. He was covered in many small cuts and bruises. He clutched his arm. 
 
    The girl appeared in front of him and thrusted her short blade for his heart. 
 
    “Stop!” Shea ran out in front of the blade and held out her hands. 
 
    “What are you—” 
 
    The blade stopped and shook. The Executioner stared at the girl’s face. From her blue eyes and blonde hair. 
 
    Blood erupted from the Executioners mouth as the Lightless Walker’s sword pierced deeply into her. She fell back and collapsed dead. 
 
    Emilie ran up to the Lightless Walker. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Fine,” he said while staring at his attacker’s body. If he wasn’t protecting anybody, then he would’ve made quick work of her at least that was what he told himself. While fighting in the ether, she could calculate his every move as if she saw everything in slow motion. A formable opponent. 
 
    With his injured shoulder, he couldn’t keep up with her speed. 
 
    He glanced back to the girls. They looked up at him. 
 
    “I’m ready,” Shea said. 
 
    “Thank you.” Despite having someone there to protect made him weaker, he wanted someone to look after. 
 
    He motioned down the hall and they followed him out. 
 
    Maybe, he could finally escape this life. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    The Stargazer couldn’t feel his feet. He stared at himself, the Sinner, like he was looking in the mirror. 
 
    “So, you are the one he created of me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t you get it? I’m your original.” 
 
    “Original?” 
 
    “Dammit, I don’t want to get into it. If I die, you die, got it?” 
 
    The Stargazer looked to Old Man Gloom, who stared at the Sinner with pure hate. 
 
    “Star! Why in the hell did you just walk through a portal? What the fuck is happening?” 
 
    Old Man Gloom snapped his finger. The Winddancer punch Jothi in the face, knocking her out. 
 
    “Stop!” the Stargazer yelled. 
 
    “The Sinner is right there, kill him. Kill him and you’ll go free.” 
 
    The Stargazer looked at the Sinner. But, he said if he killed him, he would die too. 
 
    “Quite the pickle isn’t it. Mr. Gloom there is lying. He won’t let you escape. All of your fellow Executioners are dead, except for maybe one from what I can tell.” 
 
    “What? I don’t know what the hell is going on!” 
 
    “Simple, that being right there, that monstrosity that created you and the other Executioners from living people in the multiverse, was the one that killed them. This is a culling. You’re just as much as an anomaly as your targets were.” 
 
    The Sinner looked to Old Man Gloom who had twisting face. “Is it true?” 
 
    He didn’t answer. 
 
    “Is it!” 
 
    The Sinner said, “I can create life, but I don’t because it can create all kinds of moral issues and that man right there broke the cardinal rule. Only a being higher above facilities of a human mind should create a conscious being.” 
 
    “I’m not human.” 
 
    “Yet you have all the faults of one.” 
 
    “Kill him, Stargazer that’s an order.” 
 
    The Stargazer didn’t know what to do. If he killed the Sinner he would die. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “I said no! I’m not taking orders from you anymore.” 
 
    Old Man Gloom sighed and placed his hands in his pockets. “I planned for this.” 
 
    Jothi suddenly screamed as the Winddancer crushed her until there was a snap and she fell still. 
 
    “Stop!” both the Stargazer and the Sinner yelled in unison. 
 
    “What will you do know Ethan?” Old Man Gloom asked. The Winddancer threw Jothi to the ground. 
 
    “Is she…” 
 
    “Dead,” Old Man Gloom said. 
 
    The Sinner said. “After all this time. I finally found who I was looking for. And Old Man Gloom has taken her from me.” 
 
    Red flames erupted from him. A blade of a million colors appeared in his hand and he rocketed for Old Man Gloom. 
 
    The Winddancer appeared in front of him and the Sinner leapt back. 
 
    The Sinner glanced over to the Stargazer. “Truce?” 
 
    The Stargazer nodded. 
 
    They both rocketed forward from both sides of the Winddancer. Winddancer spun and his blade twisted in the air. 
 
    The Sinner swung from his left and his blade sank into the Winddancer’s arm. 
 
    He screamed as he pushed the Sinner back. 
 
    The Winddancer halted as the Stargazer blade stuck out of his heart. He collapsed dead. 
 
    The Sinner walked for Old Man Gloom. “Now, to end you.” 
 
    A light flashed from his right and he leapt back. 
 
    The Stargazer’s blade flashed around in the air. 
 
    “Hey, I thought you were on my side.” Blood leaked from a cut in his right cheek. 
 
    The Stargazer lunged for him and wrapped his hands around his neck and he squeezed the hardest he could. 
 
    “This is all your fault!” 
 
    “I did what I have to!” 
 
    A force came from the Sinner and the Stargazer exploded back. 
 
    The Sinner stood as an opening appeared behind him. It was an ocean of stars, the one he always dreamed of. 
 
    As he landed and the Sinner turned. He pressed off of his feet with all his might. Slowly, the portal closed as he grabbed onto his hoody. 
 
    He was pulled through and the portal closed behind him. The Sinner’s foot kicked him in the face and he let go. He drifted back as the Sinner flew away.  
 
    “Rest quietly. I know one of us needs it.” 
 
    As the Sinner left his sight, all that was left was the stars, an infinite of universe surrounded him. 
 
    He felt himself slowly getting pulled apart. Molecule by molecule, as nothing could exist between universes. 
 
    All the anger he had. All the hate and passion left him. 
 
    He could final rest. To lay with the stars as the infinite tore at him. 
 
    He closed his eyes as he felt himself grow lighter and lighter. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    A light came up to him as his eyes shut, growing greater and greater until it eclipsed his entire soul. 
 
    And his dreams came true. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Beyond the Lightless Walker’s eyes was a grand forest. It stretched out as far as they could see. By his side were Shea and Emilie. Their eyes were open in amazement. 
 
    Behind them was the city, they stood stories high on the walls of the city. 
 
    No wonder nobody knew of the outside world, the wall stretched up hundreds of feet and was thirty feet thick. 
 
    Somewhere out there was a new beginning, an escape, a world he could call his own. A home. His heaven. 
 
    His end. 
 
    He kneeled down and Emilie hopped on his back and Shea on hers. They tied a rope around them. 
 
    “This is stupid,” Emilie said. 
 
    “It’s the only way,” the Lightless Walker said. 
 
    He stood up and walked over to the edge. 
 
    “Whoa…” Shea stared out in amazement. 
 
    The Lightless Walker pressed off with his feet and leapt up into the air and over the forest. 
 
    The girls weight nothing to him. The air moved as if he was one with it. And the world and forest passed under him as he soared free. 
 
      
 
    … 
 
      
 
    Jothi’s eyes suddenly opened. She lay on the ground soaking wet, yet the sky was clear. “What the hell just happened?” She rubbed her back, she felt like she just had a super intense massage. 
 
    “Forget what you saw here.” Old Man Gloom stood next to her. 
 
    “Aren’t…aren’t you going to kill me?” 
 
    Old Man Gloom shrugged. “I’m kind of tired of it. Maybe I’m starting to feel bad. This isn’t what I was created to do. Forget Star and his doppelganger. You might be able to find someone similar in the city, it’s like the laws of attraction. True love.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He stepped forward and a tear in reality opened. Inside it was a field of stars. It closed behind him and Jothi was left alone. 
 
    “I’m done dating for a while.” 
 
      
 
    End 
 
    To be continued in The Men Who Betrayed God. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Post Script 
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading! 
 
    This book was a difficult one to write for me. Mostly all the action and trying to keep it from becoming repetitive. I hope it didn’t show! 
 
    If you enjoy this, please leave a review on Amazon. 
 
    If you’re interested in any of my other works or Science Fiction. Head over to this page: https://www.amazon.com/J-Alex-McCarthy/e/B00VMSXGW8/ 
 
      
 
    If you want any updates or to learn about me and my book releases, join my mailing list here: 
 
    http://jalexmccarthy.com/ 
 
      
 
    Hope I kept you entertained! 
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