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Chapter one

End of an Era





Monsters. Monsters have been present on every mission since Comrade’s first. Where do they keep coming from? Why are there so many? Has Night created them all? Is he releasing them around The City to torment us? 

Grey sits by me in my office. She eyes some documents brought over from the City Investigative Network. Grunts exit her as she looks through them. One of their members should have been here by now. They’re hardly ever late to see me. 

As I walk through my office, I have the lights cut off. Only light from the great outdoors greet us. Though, the skies are grey and dumping rain outside. Thunder crackles, shaking the building a bit with each boom. It’s been a year since our fight with Night. He’s been making himself known at various places around The City and Forest. Always with the monsters. I know it’s him. It has to be. 

“Hey, Henry. Wasn’t there supposed to be a new recruit coming in to talk with you today? I remember looking through her files earlier. You were going to give her a real mission,” Grey says. 

As I stand by the window, the C.I.N agent gets ready to come in. A long, black trench coat hangs off from him. He shimmies in, shaking some water droplets off his coat. 

“Yes. She’ll be coming in after the talk with 1122. I’ll be getting some details on a place to investigate,” I say.

“Oh, really? Do you know much about what he’s coming in with? Are they similar to the files we already have? Who are you going to give this mission to?” Grey asks. 

“I’m not sure. He didn’t really give me much to go by over the phone. Comrade and Kit will get this mission if possible.”

A knock smacks the old, wooden door. Grey gets up to open it. As she lets him in, he takes off his wet coat. He hangs it on the doorknob before sitting down in front of me.

His blue eyes look dull and tired. A new scar runs down across his left eye, meeting the one that already ran down his mouth. Chips rip through the tops of his ears, with his left one having a bigger rip than the right. His paws sit on the table. Fur is missing on them that hasn’t grown back. The sarcasm that used to line his eyes and face are now replaced with sorrow and dread. 

“Looks like things are rough over there. I’m at least glad you’re letting me see yourself instead of wearing those trench coats all the time as we talk,” I say. 

He looks me in my eyes. I don’t really see much soul left in him. 

“It is rough over there, Henry. I have another mission that may be of interest to you. Are you interested?” 1122 asks. 

“Huh. That would be a first. Usually, the C.I.N demands I do their missions for them. What is it then?”

He goes back over to his coat, pulling out a dark blue folder. Slowly, he comes back over to his seat. Grey eyes his every move. He opens the folder, scootching it closer to me. Pictures of a forest line the folder with files neatly arranged within. Strange creatures walk past trees. I can’t make out what they are exactly. 

Caves sit in the background. Many. I wonder what secrets they hold or if they have any significance. This is certainly not what I was expecting. I look back up at him. His eyes refuse to look back at me. 

“I know you look for caves. I don’t know why you do. I thought this place might be something special for you. I know what you’re going to say to me,” he responds. 

“Yes. This will be the last mission we take from the City Investigative Network. I agreed to forty years when I first started Renegades. That ends this week. Forty years too long if you ask me. We will no longer accept missions from you or your bosses,” I say. 

His ears drop at the statement. He looks away from me, darting his eyes out the window.  

“I figured. That’s why I personally sent this one to you. No one knows about it over there. All they know is the forest in the pictures has odd creatures roaming around. None of us have been over there yet. Maybe it can answer some questions of yours. I owe you that much.”

As I scan the pictures again, a phone rings. Its song echoes through the room. 1122 looks frantically for it. He answers, walking to the window. He tries to whisper, but nothing gets past Grey’s ears. She listens fiercely at his conversation. 

He slams the phone closed in his paws. Fear in his eyes, he goes back over to his coat. Throwing it back on, he opens the door. I rush out, grabbing his arm before he can get too far. 

“What’s all that about? Is this a trap or something?” I ask with a growl in the back of my throat. 

He looks back at me. Sadness brews in his eyes. He stops for a moment.

“It’s the end of an era, Henry. I may have always been hard on you, but you always succeed. You always do a good job, you and your animals. Things are going to get bad before long…without you doing these missions,” he says. 

“What are you talking about? I’m not going to stop doing missions. I just won’t be taking them from the C.I.N every time they don’t feel like working. I know how to come up with missions. I’ve been doing this for a long time.”

“I can’t tell you anything else. I’ve already disclosed too much. They can hear me everywhere I go. Just look for those caves.”

He rips from my grasp and goes straight for the stairs. I go over to the window. Rushing, he gets back to a C.I.N van. Someone in a trench coat similar to his meets him by the back of it. They force him in, grabbing him by the arm, and pulling. The van speeds off, disappearing after a few seconds. 

“That certainly wasn’t normal, was it, Henry?” Grey asks. 

“No. Its wasn’t. His demeanor was off. He was fidgety. He never gives me missions that might be of personal use. The last one was pure luck that it had something to do with me. Come over. Look at these with me.” 

Grey comes over. She pulls a chair next to mine. We both look curiously through the pictures. Grey points at some caves. She’s probably thinking what I’m thinking. 

The strange creatures catch my eyes. They’re different from the ones Night’s made. They look like weird, hybrid creatures. Though, all I can see is their silhouettes. One looks like a flying rat. Another looks like a fox with antlers. Beyond them, a giant lionlike creature. What could these be?

“How does he know we are interested in caves? I’m intrigued but a little cautious if we should go investigate or not,” Grey says. 

“He seemed genuine. That’s not something he’s ever been before. The way they pulled him in that van just seems off. We should go to the caves but someone else should investigate the creatures.”

As Grey gets ready to make a statement, she’s cut off by a knock at the door. She huffs and goes to open it. A white cat with light blue eyes enters in. Her fur is somewhat fluffy. A heart-shaped locket hangs from her neck. She clings to it as she walks over to me.

She wears a light pink skirt that swishes around as she walks. She politely shakes Grey’s paw before coming over to me to do the same. Her eye twitches a few times before shuffling her paws. We both sit. 

“Hello, Lillian. I’m very glad to see you completed and succeeded your practice mission and written test. I think you’re ready for the real deal. I just have to ponder on where to send you and who to send you with. Sound fair?”

Her eyes get giddy and wide. She grabs my paw, shaking it aggressively. I let out a small chuckle. This much excitement reminds me of a certain someone. Hmm. 

“Oh! Thank you, Henry! You have no idea how much this means to me. Ever since I got out of prison, I was worried I wouldn’t be able to get a job that made a difference. Thank you for giving me this chance. Maybe this will help my case of getting my beloved daughter back.”

My ears perk up at the statement. Getting her daughter back? That contradicts what she was telling me when I interviewed her. 

“Your daughter? I thought you said you gave her up for adoption when she was a baby, before you went to prison,” I question. 

“Well, yes. Surely, they will see I’m good now. Don’t you think they’ll see that? That’s what I’ve lived for since I got in.”

A phone rings downstairs from my office. Grey goes down to answer it. Lillian looks so excited. Her eyes shine like the sun. Her tail swishes around frantically. I don’t think she really knows how everything works yet. I don’t want to be the one that crushes her heart. 

“Lillian, I really don’t want to say this, but you can’t just get her back. She’s been with her family for four years now. It isn’t reversable. Legally, there’s nothing you can do. You did what was best for her. That’s all you can do,” I say. 

Her eyes fill with storm clouds. The brightness in them disappears. Her paws slam on my desk as she gets up from her seat. Her tail puffs out. 

“That’s not what the prison guard told me. He said once I got out, I’d get to see her again. He even got me pictures of her. He wouldn’t lie to me.”

Grey enters back in with her ears reared back and tail to the floor. She comes back over beside me. Lillian settles down. Her ears go back and her eyes mist as they look away from me. Grey nudges my arm and whispers something in my ear.

“1122 is on the phone. He forgot to tell you something earlier. It sounds urgent. You need to see what he wants,” she says softly.

“I see. Lillian, stay up here with Grey. I’ll be back shortly.”

She nods her head. Grey takes my place in my chair. As I go down, an uneasy feeling overwhelms me. The fur on the back of my neck stands on end. Hopefully, this is good and not bad news. I pick up the black phone beside my bed and hold it to my ear. 

“What is it?” I ask, not really wanting to know the answer. 

“Do you have someone of the last name Evans over there? Has four younger sisters, triplets plus another?”

“Yes. Kit has triplet sisters. Why?”

“I got a call from Fostering Love. They have his four sisters there. Something bad happened with their parents. They need a home. Someone’s already got interest in them.”

The phone gets cut off. Beeping rings from the other end. Faintly, laughing echoes through the phone. Great. That’s horrible news for Kit. I better get him and break the news. I guess I’m meant to be the bearer of bad news today. 

By the bed, my safe sits. I enter the code and the door pops open. Some small bags of gems lay by Comrade and Zackery’s old childhood items. I grab a few bags and lock the safe back up. This should do Kit some good. 

I enter back up. Lillian and Grey talk with one another. The two stop as I enter in. Lillian gets up, approaching me slowly. 

“I’m so sorry for how I acted earlier, Henry. Please forgive me.” She pleads, holding two paws together. 

“It’s all fine. Overnight, I’ll think of where your first mission and partner will be. You are dismissed for today. I need to find Kit.” 

I open the door for her. She exits out quietly while shuffling her fingers around. Out of the corner of my eye, Kit walks down the hall with paperwork in his paws. I run down the hall, chasing after him. 

“Kit! It’s an emergency! Something happened with your parents. Your sisters are at Fostering Love. I’ll come down there with you if you’d like.” I say, trying to catch my breath. 

Kit drops his papers on the floor. He rushes downstairs. I try to keep the pace, but he’s too fast. Before I know it, he’s out of the building. Orange sits at her desk. She tilts her head at what she just saw. 

“It’s fine. Call up to Grey. Tell her to watch the place while I’m gone, please.”

She follows suite. I continue to chase after Kit. After I exit out, my eyes scan the street to see if he’s still around. He took off so fast. Fostering Love is just a few blocks down from Renegades. They’re who I had to fill out Comrade’s foster paperwork with, followed by the adoption papers later. 

As I run down the sidewalk, nobody is out. The rain tends to keep City Goers in. Water splashes up my legs as I run. It came down in buckets earlier. I bet The Forest is flooded. Dark clouds still linger in the sky. 

I approach an old, iron fence. It lines the outside of the Fostering Love mansion. A huge house with many rooms stands before me. Old and new wood line the house. Shimmering windows shine, even in the darkness of the storm. 

Young ones play in their rooms with their toys, all awaiting a loving home. Towards the top, a young girl, she looks no older than five, watches outside the window. She holds a striking resemblance to Kit. Her eyes beam with hope as I walk through the gates. 

Kit must have beaten me to it. I knock on the door. Footsteps stomp on the other side of the door. I’m met by a lovely golden retriever. She wears a white dress full of sunflowers and carnations. A pink and yellow bow sits on her left ear. Her chocolate brown eyes welcome me warmly. 

“Hello, Mr. Henry. It’s been a while since you’ve been here. Are you here with Mr. Evans?” she says. 

“Yes, Madeline. I heard his sisters are here. Something happened with their parents.”

“It’s terrible, Henry. Those poor little girls. They’ve been through so much already. Come with me. They’re upstairs.”

She leads me to a set of stairs that wind upwards. Old wood lines the stairs. My paw grabs on to them as I walk up with Madeline. She was here when Comrade was young. She’s done a good job keeping this place nice for the young ones all these years. 

“Do you know who was trying to get them? 1122 told me someone else already called about them,” I ask.

“I don’t know. They didn’t sound like they had good intentions. I try to keep families together if I can or at least animals they already know and trust in Comrade’s case.”

We get to the top of the stairs. Down the hall, a door stands opened. We walk down a hallway with dark blue carpet and light blue wallpaper. Cartoony pictures line the walls, some are a part of the wallpaper, others are artwork of the young ones. 

As we approach the door, crying escapes from the other side. Three young girls cling to Kit’s legs. The other, much younger one, stares up at him with pure joy in her little eyes. He looks over at me, looking overwhelmed. I don’t blame him. I’ve felt the same way. 

“Mr. Evans, I wanted to know if you could take in your little sisters? I want to keep you all together.”

The three girls stare up at him, letting go for a second. Each has a nametag. A young girl of the name Melody has a white coat of fur except for her tail which is grey. The next is Melina, who has white fur, except her feet and paws are grey. The last triplet is of the name Marceline. She is white with a grey muzzle. Each have dark green eyes just like Kit. 

Over on the bed, looking up admirably at Kit, is little Mitzi. She must’ve been the one I saw out the window earlier. She is the spitting image of Kit. Fur, eyes, everything. I can see why they named her Mitzi with her little white feet and paws. She clings to a stuffed animal that looks similar to her brother. He even has a cop badge and vest on. 

“Of course. How can I say no to them?” Kit says. 

All their little eyes light up. A feeling of pride fills me. Oh, how I’m so proud of you, Kit. 

“Great! I’m so glad to hear that. Let’s go downstairs and fill out some paperwork. Henry, do you mind keeping your eye on the girls?” Madeline asks. 

“I sure will. I’ll see you outside, Kit. I’ll help them get their stuff together.”

The two exit out down the stairs. As I look down, the triplets watch me like a hawk. They look to be no more than twelve or thirteen. The littlest one looks no more than five. She jumps down off the bed, grabbing a backpack and carrying her little Kit toy. 

“We don’t need any help. We can get our stuff ourselves. We’ll meet you downstairs,” little Melody says. 

“Yes. Please leave,” says little Marceline. 

I exit out slow with my paws in the air. They close the door as I exit. As I head downstairs, the sound of children playing and laughing rings through the air. Some are just playing games together. Others are playing musical instruments, filling the air with beautiful music. It feels hopeful in here. I’m glad. 

Kit gets done filling out his paperwork. Him and Madeline shake paws. His eyes are full or worry and fear. His ears stay reared and his tail puffs out just a bit. He just got a big responsibility put on him. 

“I know this is all new, Kit. If you need anything, just call. No matter what. I know what having this much responsibility thrown upon you feels like,” I say calmly. 

“I don’t know what to do, Henry. I don’t want to fail them.”

I give him a hug, patting his back in the process. He embraces me. I back up, pawing him a bag of gems. He’s going to need this extra help. 

“Here. This should help you out. Go take them somewhere fun and to a nice place to eat. Get their minds off all this. They’ll be down in a few. They wanted to get ready by themselves.”

We shake paws. Madeline gives me a friendly wave and I return the favor. Making my way out, the clouds have gotten darker. This storm just will not break. A nearby clock shows it’s already passed time for everyone to leave. I’ll clock Kit out for him. 

I approach Renegades and notice Grey standing outside. We enter in together. Everyone has left, leaving the place feeling a bit empty. The elevator dings as it comes down and we get in. 

I get back to my chair, looking through the documents 1122 gave us. Grey eyes me the whole time. Her ears flick as she tilts her head. 

“So, is everything okay? You usually don’t leave me with Renegades unless it’s an emergency.”

“Kit’s sisters got taken out of their home. He decided to step in and care for them.”

She covers her mouth with her paw. Her eyes look sorrowed. A small whimper escapes from her. 

“It’ll be okay. I know he’ll be there for them. I got an idea to run by you. How about tomorrow night, we investigating these caves? I’ll be sending Comrade off to investigate the strange creatures.”

“Sounds fine by me. Who are you sending him off with if Kit’s taking care of his sisters?”

“I’m going to test his leadership skills. I’ll be sending him off with Lillian. I think the two can help each other in more ways than one. Kit will be out for a while. Comrade needs to get used to working with other operatives.”

Grey nods in agreement. Thunder crashes as a bolt of lightning shoots through the air. No more light shines through outside. A feeling of dread and anxiety rush through me. Today did not go as planned. I hope Comrade likes his new partner. I hope Kit can be a light for his little sisters during this dark time. I feel as if the darkness is coming and we got to be ready for it. 








  
  

Chapter two

Changing





The morning sun manages to beam through the thick storm clouds lingering over The City. I wonder when this thing will let up. Puddles stand below my steps as I hop down on them. No one’s out and about. 

Usually, Kit meets me by my mailbox. He isn’t here yet. Hm. I look down the street. Still no sign of him. Well, I’m sure he’s fine. Maybe a little under the weather or just running a little late. 

Walking down the sidewalk, a small streak of lightning flashes through the sky. The sight causes my tail to fluff out, but I manage to calm myself quickly. Take a deep breath in, then take a deep breath out. Henry was right, those sessions have been helping. I should have started them sooner. 

While walking into Renegades, still no sign of Kit. I sure hope he’s okay. Orange notices me. She flails her arms in the air, gesturing for me to meet her. Concern fills over me. What happened to my brother?

“Hi, Comrade. If you’re looking for Kit, he’s fine. Henry was going to explain things to you since you had the day off yesterday,” Orange says. 

“That’s a relief. I was starting to get a bit worried about him,” I say. 

The intercom systems rings through the air. Everyone’s ears perk up. 

“Comrade, come up to my office please,” Henry says. 

“Guess I should see what ole Henry wants. Probably has to do with the Kit situation. See you around, Orange!” 

She gives me a friendly smile and wave. I return the favor. The elevator is already down here so I hop on. As I go up, thunder crackles. My tail puffs out and ears rear back. I really wish these storms would break. I’m tired of my tail puffing out every time it crackles.  

Hopping off the elevator, Henry holds his door open. I rush over and he leads me to his office. Grey waves as I pass by her. 

“What happened to Kit? I didn’t get any calls or anything from him. Orange said he’s fine but—” 

“He’s perfectly fine. Just overwhelmed. Apparently, something happened with his parents and now he has legal guardianship over his now four sisters. I sent him off for a bit to get them settled in.”

Relief fills me knowing nothing bad happened to him. Though, I’m sorrowed for his little sisters. I know how it feels to go through this. Not good. I hope they transition well. If he needs help, I’ll be more than happy to lend him a paw. 

“Poor little girls. I know the feeling. I thought he only had three sisters.”

“Apparently, they had another. Something similar to your situation happened. Especially with the younger one. She’s the same age you were.”

Why can’t these creatures just take care of their children properly? So much pain, sorrow, and fear is put into innocent children when it shouldn’t. Kids should be cared for, not hurt or scared. 

“Kit is out of the picture for any missions for a while. However, I just got a new recruit ready to go out on her first mission. She’s just three years older than you. She’s had a bit of a rough patch but who hasn’t here? I think you can help each other out.”

“Sure thing, Henry. What’s her name? Where is she? Do you think we’ll get along well?”

Henry lets out a small laugh. He gets out a folder and pushes it towards me. I pick through it, looking at the pictures within. Pictures of strange creatures hanging out in a forest are all I’m met with. Caves sit in the background with tall trees surrounding them. 

“I want the two of you to go there. I’ll let you drive yourself. The coordinates are in the files. Your partner’s name is Lillian. I may go to investigate the caves myself while you’re out.”

Both excitement and anxiety rush through me like a bolt of lightning. As much as I love going on missions, it won’t be the same without Kit. I suppose I need to get used to working with other recruits. Hopefully, we can get along. 

“I know it’s a bit spur-of-the-moment. You’ll need to learn how to work with others that aren’t related to you. Go to the second floor, room 203, and get her. Bring her to the Weapons Room. I’m sending you off today.”

Wow! This really is spur-of-the-moment. I give Henry a nod as I walk out the door. I hope she likes me. Usually, it’s just Kit and I fighting crime. 

I make my way to the second floor. Her door is down the hall. Many new recruits walk past me with nervous smiles and nods. I shoot them reassuring looks. Everyone’s got to start somewhere. 

When I get to her door, it’s shut. I knock softly. Her feet shimmy on the ground as she makes her way to the door. Her beautiful, sky-blue eyes meet mine. They sparkle like the stars in space. Her fur is so white, it looks like the snow of the Artic Mountains. She wears a pink circle skirt. A golden, heart-shaped locket hangs from her neck. For a second, I lose focus. She waves her paws in my face, and I snap out of it. 

“Hello, Ms. Lillian. I’m Comrade. Henry sent me to—”

“Be my partner! Oh, I was afraid he was going to fire me before I started. Nice to meet you, Comrade!” she yips. 

She grabs my paw, shaking it with force. A smile shoots across her face as does mine. She seems nice enough. I return the shake as we look into each other’s eyes. 

“Yes. I will be your partner. Henry is sending us off on a mission today. Can you believe that? I remember my first mission. It was a little over a year ago,” I say. 

“Actually, you’d be my first partner. I’m so ready for this new start.” 

“We need to go on up to the Weapons Room. Get our stuff together and such.”

She scampers off to the elevator. It opens as I make my way to her. Excitement radiates off her. Reminds me of myself and how excited I was when I first started as an operative. I’m glad I get to share this experience with someone new.  









