
  
    [image: At Reality's End]
  


  
    
      AT REALITY'S END

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        DELTA SQUAD

        BOOK SEVEN

      

    

    
      
        JESSE WILSON

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        Chapter 39

      

      
        Chapter 40

      

      
        Chapter 41

      

      
        Chapter 42

      

      
        Chapter 43

      

      
        Chapter 44

      

      
        Chapter 45

      

      
        Chapter 46

      

      
        Chapter 47

      

      
        Chapter 48

      

      
        Chapter 49

      

      
        Chapter 50

      

      
        Chapter 51

      

      
        Chapter 52

      

      
        Chapter 53

      

      
        Chapter 54

      

      
        Chapter 55

      

      
        Chapter 56

      

      
        Chapter 57

      

      
        Chapter 58

      

      
        Chapter 59

      

      
        Chapter 60

      

      
        Chapter 61

      

      
        Chapter 62

      

      
        Chapter 63

      

      
        Chapter 64

      

      
        Chapter 65

      

      
        Chapter 66

      

      
        Chapter 67

      

      
        Chapter 68

      

      
        Chapter 69

      

      
        Chapter 70

      

      
        Chapter 71

      

      
        Chapter 72

      

      
        Chapter 73

      

      
        Chapter 74

      

      
        Chapter 75

      

      
        Chapter 76

      

      
        Chapter 77

      

      
        Chapter 78

      

      
        Chapter 79

      

      
        Chapter 80

      

      
        Chapter 81

      

      
        Chapter 82

      

      
        Chapter 83

      

      
        Chapter 84

      

      
        Chapter 85

      

      
        Chapter 86

      

      
        Chapter 87

      

      
        Chapter 88

      

      
        Chapter 89

      

      
        Chapter 90

      

      
        Chapter 91

      

      
        Chapter 92

      

      
        Chapter 93

      

      
        Chapter 94

      

      
        Chapter 95

      

      
        Chapter 96

      

      
        Chapter 97

      

      
        Chapter 98

      

      
        Chapter 99

      

      
        Chapter 100

      

      
        Chapter 101

      

      
        Chapter 102

      

      
        Chapter 103

      

      
        Chapter 104

      

      
        Chapter 105

      

      
        Chapter 106

      

      
        Chapter 107

      

      
        Chapter 108

      

      
        Chapter 109

      

      
        Chapter 110

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 Jesse Wilson

      Layout design and Copyright © 2024 by Next Chapter

      Published 2024 by Next Chapter

      Cover art by Jaylord Bonnit

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the author’s permission.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The world and everything on it was coming to an end. The face of destruction had revealed itself for the most fleeting of seconds and caused everyone that saw it to despair.

      As it stood, everyone was going to die—worse than death—erased. This was a threat that was so far beyond any of them that it dwarfed the concept of good and evil.

      The mood aboard the Leviathan was hard to describe. It was a twisted mix of pain, terror, and rage. Too much had just happened, and getting a handle on it all was impossible, even for the large gathering of warriors like this—it wasn’t easy. They were still, underneath it all, human.

      All besides the cosmic ones, who had come to their aid at the last minute when the Commander destroyed himself to give the world a fighting chance to exist past today. However, despite the situation, not everyone was ready to throw the past out.

      Gemini and Blood Wraith did nothing but glare at one another, each having a special kind of crazy that refused to mix. Somehow in the chaos, Gemini had become the protector of Emily’s cage. He held it in his right hand, his left ever ready to grab a blade and get to work.

      The various teams had started to move apart from one another as well. Wyatt was frustrated at the division taking place, but there wasn’t anything he could do about it now.

      “You—the Commander died for you. Take off your damn helmet, show me who you are,” Wyatt said, staring at the dragon. It was the only thing he felt he could have control of right now. The Dragon shrugged, reached up, twisted the helmet a little, then took it off.

      Black hair, blue eyes, pale skin. “Of course, they made a woman,” Blake said and rolled his eyes.

      “I don’t know, I think she looks good,” Dustin replied. Blake looked at him. “Shut up,” he said, and Dustin almost laughed.

      “Don’t worry, boys, none of you are my type, we’re practically family, and that’s weird,” she replied. Josh started to lift his weapon in her direction.

      “Josh, put it down. We’re not going to kill one another now, or did you forget what you saw?” Wyatt asked, and Josh put his weapon down. “Not today,” he replied.

      “Wonderful, we know what she is now, let’s get back to business before everyone starts making their own plans and messing everything up,” Wyatt said and turned his attention back to Bob.

      “Hey, cosmic weirdo, start talking,” Wyatt said, and Bob turned his blue eyes towards him. Wyatt didn’t feel afraid—not when the threat they were facing was so intense, there was not enough time for it.

      “Story time, right,” Bob remembered the story he was going to tell when Cyranthis stepped forward. “Rookie. Let me explain this. I’m good at explaining things, it’s what I do.” Bob glared at him, Theron and Darius laughed. Erebus stood in the back, doing his best not to laugh, too. “Rookie, me? Well, by all means.” Bob motioned for him to continue.

      Cyranthis cleared his throat and narrowed his golden eyes.

      “The unleashing of the other cosmic horror guys—even one of them—into the ‘reality’ screwed with the connection to their powers. They have mere sparks compared to what they used to. They can even die,” Cyranthis said and glanced towards Bob, not minding if he died today—right now would be fine with him.

      Wyatt knew all that, and he shrugged. “Anyone have any useful information, like how to kill those things, maybe?” Wyatt asked and pointed to where they were moments ago.

      Bob and Theron shrugged at the same time. “Best guess, if they take a physical form, you can kill them once they are in it?” Theron said, it was more a question than anything.

      “If it bleeds, we can kill it,” Josh replied. “Yeah, that’s the theory,” Bob replied.

      “Long story short, we’ll help, but don’t count on them for much. Me, on the other hand? You’re lucky I came back,” Cyranthis pushed back into the conversation, and his eyes glowed for a brief second. “You—why are we lucky? Unless you invented a bigger gun or bullets that kill cosmic entities, I don’t see what use you are,” Dustin said, and Cyranthis shook his head.

      “Stop being a little bitch and listen to me for a minute, alright? I crafted your Delta power using the Nexus of reality itself. I was busy back in the day, I had my reasons. Those true weapons—same deal. I don’t have as much of the cosmic blood in me as these guys do, so I had to make my own power. Power you people have used to your own evil ends.” He looked at Mark, Jake, and Max and wasn’t too impressed. They didn’t seem to notice his gaze.

      He turned his golden eyes back to the Squad.

      “You’ve only ever used what you needed. It’s how you barely pulled through most of your battles. But, kids—you never tried to tap into the main power source. Not that you ever needed to. We need to draw it out. If you ever needed all of it, it’s now,” he said to them.

      “How are we going to do that?” Wyatt asked and glared at the same time. “Well, look at you. Mister talks too much, never thinks about what he says. How else are you going to do it besides practice?” Cyranthis said with a knowing smile. Nobody liked what the word “practice” meant. It was never a good word.

      “Hey, before we start, where’s the Devil?” Blake noticed this one was missing.

      “He’s on a special mission—don’t worry about it. Right now, we need to worry about the omnicidal maniacs that are out there intending to find bodies for the rest of their numbers and kill everyone. Start your training now,” Theron said and walked away towards the Zodiac members.

      Wyatt felt like this was all going to be a waste of time—the others did as well. There was a sense of frustration among them. “Guys. Listen. I know how you feel, but everything is going to be erased, so get over it,” Cyranthis said.

      “Just tired is all,” Dustin replied, saying what all of them were feeling. Cyranthis smiled. “Well, we’re on the verge of getting erased. I’m sure you can suck it up a little longer,” he replied.
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      Bob walked to the edge of the Leviathan, Darius followed him. The two still hated one another, but they knew better than to act on it. “Kid, this changes nothing between us,” Bob said.

      “That’s obvious. These things you fear—tell me about them. Dad.” Bob could only smile at the reply, straight to the point, he liked it.

      “Ah, you are your mother’s kid. Anyway, if you really want to know, it goes something like this. A long time ago, there was only the infinite, living void. It was filled with things you couldn’t understand because they didn’t have a sense of reality, or form, like we do today. You could call them all family.” Bob stopped, struggling to find a way to explain it. Darius was kind of an idiot, and he didn’t want to repeat himself.

      Darius seemed to be keeping up so far.

      “Personally, I am a fan of chaos, not living voids. Theron and I, we escaped along with Nero’s mother. She was barely able to be convinced and threatened to eat the both of us on multiple occasions. Anyway, the moment we escaped, we used our collective power to create a barrier. This barrier—we called it reality—was something the void couldn’t exist in. Pure poison to them, and us, for a vast number of eternities,” Bob said, looking up to the sky, a little thankful to see the stars were still there.

      “It wasn’t until Theron and I got into our fight that caused, well, you know that story. Reality cracked, and neither of us was really paying attention enough to fix it. Theron knocked me out and created his own realm. Mercy was always one of his biggest weaknesses—he should have killed me,” he said, gazing out into the dark.

      “The Omniverse. Let me tell you—Theron has one hell of a right hook, because when I woke up, there was all kinds of light and stuff. Not only did this attract me, it attracted them as well. But because reality is toxic to them, due to the damage, a vast amount of the energy had left the Omniverse, they had to form protective shells to explore it—not nearly as nasty as it once was,” Bob explained. Darius looked at him.

      “I have questions,” he said, and Bob stopped him. “It was so long ago, the memories are going to be a little fuzzy, just accept it. Some of the story might not make a whole lot of sense,” he said, and Darius shrugged.

      “Alright, but could you get to the point? The urge to stick my sword in your heart is rising, after all,” he said, and Bob thought about pushing his kid off the edge of the ship but resisted it. “Sure, I’ll see what I can do,” he replied.

      “They threatened everything Theron had worked so hard for. I told him to end his little experiment and end the whole of reality. He wouldn’t have any of it, and to be fair, I kind of grew attached to it at the time. Theron and I, well, we couldn’t let these monsters roam free, so we came up with a plan, and together we made something of a cosmic patch. We aligned the stars to create a seal—the Nexus was to be the binding force, and the life energy of the whole Omniverse as well.”

      “We gave the Nexus control points. This planet is the closest to the outside realm. The Outsiders found this place and attempted to destroy it, but we trapped them here. We thought the life forms on the planet would have been a great food source for them and called it a day. Apparently, humanity wasn’t as tasty as we thought it would be. The protectors of this universe, well, they sure were unhappy with the choice and tried to get the humans to war against the monsters. This was a bad idea, and they all became slaves to the Outsider—and food. We kept a close eye on things, but eventually, the dark energies mutated the reptiles on the planet into, almost people,”

      “With a few centuries’ time, the two worked together to rebel against the Outsiders, and to our amazement, they managed to drive them back with their own magics. It was that moment we knew that the humans and the snake people were special and could handle their own business,” he said, almost smiling at that.

      “I’m going to kill you—is there a point to this rambling? I am literally never asking you a memory lane question again,” Darius replied.

      Bob looked at his kid and shook his head. “Your generation has no patience. Let me continue,” he replied. Darius crossed his arms. “Get a move on, old man,” he replied.

      “They were eventually trapped by Josh, the Red King, over there and his snake friends after they had been forced into mere shadows of their normal selves, preying on people who strayed too far into the dark. I watched the whole thing go down—didn’t intervene or anything. That would have been cheating.”

      “Now they need bodies to return, and the seal is shattering. Once the other five get their bodies, there will be no stopping them, and all will be swallowed by the Void. You’re all on the brink of destruction,” Bob said and laughed at this.

      “Could be worse. You could be fighting me,” he said and leapt off the edge of the ship, flying off into the distance with blinding speed.

      “Yeah, you buzz off like you always do, idiot,” Darius said and turned around, looking towards the group, and was reminded of the old days. Lucifer was the only one who was missing.

      “Just like old times,” he said and started his way back to the others.
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      “It was impending doom then, it’s impending doom now. It’s always on the brink of everything being wiped out!” Brianna said, pissed.

      “Yeah, what are we going to do about it? Everyone is pissed at us for not mentioning the whole dead horseman thing, and they’ll need someone to take their anger out on. Maybe we can get into a fight before they decide to kill us both?” Angel replied, almost worried about what was going to happen to them next.

      “No, they won’t kill either of you. If they did, that’s just two more bodies the things get a chance at,” Aphrodite said, walking over to them.

      “That makes me wonder why they just didn’t kill us all when they were here. It would have made sense,” Brianna said, but Amanda shook her head.

      “No. We had all of them show up to help this time. I don’t think they had the power to kill us all. We got lucky. We won’t be next time. We’re not mad or anything. Telling us wouldn’t have changed anything,” Amanda said. It made them feel a little better despite the situation they were in.

      None of the Olympians had their armor on. Being powered down was enough to scare them into not relying on these suits anymore unless they had to use them.

      “Thanks. I hope we get another chance,” Brianna said, but Angel wouldn’t have minded if he never saw any of them again.

      “Oh, you’ll get another chance,” someone said. The Olympians and the remaining horsemen turned to look. It was the Dragon. “The guy in green with the color-changing eyes let me pick my own clothes. What do you think?” she said and spread her arms out.

      She was dressed in jeans, a red T-shirt with a dragon in the center. It was breathing fire towards the bottom of the shirt, and the flames were bright yellow and white.

      “You must be the Dragon,” Amanda said as she looked her up and down.

      “Yeah, I am. That is my code name. I’ve been here before. I was having such a good time, then something pulled me out, and now I’m in this body. What the hell,” she said with a touch of anger.

      “My name is Ally, and I’m really not happy. The last thing I remember was being eaten by some kind of demonic thing, and then, well, the light and the good times started. Why am I here? Who is responsible for this?” She was angry, yet calm too. It was giving them the creeps how well the emotions were mixing.

      “I don’t know, but calm down. The commander gave his life for you and the rest of us. So, relax, lady. There will be plenty of time for anger later. Believe me,” Angel stepped up and challenged the rage. Her eyes got wide.

      “What do you mean, that’s not possible? The commander couldn’t die like that.” She stopped, wondering how she could know this. Half memories in her mind. Too many lives and experiences were flooding in at once. She knew who she was, but there was so much more now.

      “No, we all watched it. Viper went boom, and the only one who got off was you,” Angel said and looked away. Ally looked around to the others. She didn’t see the Commander.

      “This isn’t my body. I never looked like this before. I feel damn near invincible in this thing.” She looked at her hands and knew how much power was in them, or at least she thought she knew.

      “Well, just keep your invincible self handy and practice using your body,” Amanda said, and Ally looked right back at her.

      “I’ll get plenty of practice, don’t worry,” she replied.

      Then something new got everyone’s attention.

      The sunlight was beginning to show itself, but something was wrong, and with the first rays of light, there were strands of darkness swirling in the light. The sunlight was sick.

      “Reality is already trying to reject the invaders, like an infection. Everything is getting all screwed over. There is nothing we can do about this,” Theron said. Wyatt was about to comment but didn’t get the chance.

      Adam ran to the deck and put the incoming communications on the loudspeaker so everyone could hear it. “Everyone, listen to this,” he said and turned the transmission on.

      “Is there anyone out there to hear this? Listen. I don’t know what is going on. We are in Los Angeles, and something has opened up over the city. I don’t know what it is. First there was screaming, but it stopped. This vortex opened out of the sky. It’s horrible. My name is Abdul, and if anyone out there can hear this and is not suffering the same thing, we could use some help. Something is coming down out of the vortex, lots of something. They look like containers, and--” The transmission cut off.

      It was enough to get everyone’s attention from whatever plans they were making. No one looked nervous or worried about the lack of information. The Delta Squad looked worried.

      “How in the world would Abdul not know what they were or what was going on? All I know is that vortices are never good. I think we should investigate,” Adam said, and Wyatt looked at him.

      “You got magic, right? Get us there. I don’t want to risk whatever is going on messing with the teleporter,” he said.

      “I can send five people to go assist. I have the power to teleport five of you,” Adam replied. Wyatt knew they were up.

      “Looks like practice is going to have to wait. Delta Squad, let’s go help our own.” He began to walk away, and the others followed.

      “Guys, you don’t know what you’re getting into. You can’t go into this. You’re not ready. None of us are,” Adam said. Wyatt turned around.

      “Ready? I watched my best friend kill himself to stop the rest of these things. That’s all the ready any of us will ever need.” Josh almost smiled. Dustin and Blake didn’t bother saying anything, Wyatt nailed it.

      “We’ll go see what we can do. The rest of you prepare for battle. Whatever you need to do, do it,” Josh told them and looked at Erin and Dana, who were there, staring at them, wondering if they forgot how the Outsiders shut everyone off with a thought.

      They were going to say something, but it would have been a waste of time. Josh knew what they were going to say, but risks had to be taken. It was part of the job. Dana nodded, it had a sad feeling. Josh winked back and smiled. Then turned back to the others, smile fading as he did.

      “Four down, one left. Who else will go with the Squad on their suicide mission?” Adam looked around, but there was only silence. Nobody was willing to go back into the mess so soon.

      “I’ll go,” she said and came forward. Nobody had seen her before, and now everyone was looking.

      “Can’t be,” Blake replied, getting ready to use his rifle.

      “I remember all of you. I got eaten by a demonic Emily thing, but that’s alright. There wasn’t much anyone could do about that. I’m Ally, remember me? Now let’s go do something,” she said with a strange fire burning in her eyes.

      Wyatt didn’t have time to question it. “Alright, let’s go. Seems like you’re the only willing one.” Wyatt said, but Josh was concerned.

      “Do you not remember when my heart was almost torn out?” he asked.

      “I do. She isn’t coming with us. Pick someone else. I don’t care who she says she is. We can’t trust her,” Josh had a good point.

      Wyatt turned to him. “Dude, look at her. Hotness forgives all past events. Seriously. That was so three hours ago. Get over it. The Dragon is coming with us,” he replied, then looked at her. “You are the Dragon, right?” he asked, and she nodded. “Thought so.”

      “Wyatt, you’re an idiot. When we all get killed, I’ll be sure to blame you.” Wyatt shrugged it off and continued walking away. Ally glared at Josh and the other two.

      “Ladies first,” she said and pointed at them to keep walking.

      “I don’t have time for this,” Blake said and walked off too. Dustin was trying not to break out laughing. He could tell Josh was a little afraid of her, and this was a rare moment for him. He didn’t want to miss this. Anything to try and break the tension of the end of everything.

      Time was an issue, and he walked off as well. Josh grabbed her by the arm and tried to pull her along, but she wasn’t having it and escaped his grasp.

      “Next time that happens, you lose that arm,” she said and walked ahead of him without another word. He narrowed his eyes but followed them anyway.

      “Remember. You’re facing off against the most powerful beings anyone has ever seen, and who might be able to level you with a thought. Do your best not to die. We might need you later. Oh, and do your best to stay on the path. It gets a little dicey if you don’t,” Adam said, then the shadows came to life and engulfed them all.
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      The Squad appeared in the middle of a street somewhere in the city as the shadow melted off of their armor. They didn’t know where they were, and it didn’t matter. They looked up, and sure enough, the sky was swirling into a black hole formation.

      “Well, that’s fun,” Blake said.

      “Yeah, sure. Fun,” Wyatt replied.

      “It has to be a portal. There isn’t any gravity pull, no wind, nothing,” Dustin said, pointing up as, from around the sides, things were falling from the swirling clouds like missiles, tearing through buildings and everything in their way.

      “A portal? What was your first clue?” Josh asked, and Dustin shrugged.

      “Just trying to be helpful, don’t be a dick,” he replied.

      “Alright, we need to find a way to shut this down, find Abdul, and get him out of here,” Wyatt said. It occurred to them that nobody knew how to do this.

      “Suggestions?” Blake asked.

      “We need to find those two troublemakers and tell them to knock it off. Seems simple enough,” Ally said, now covered in her dark blue nano armor, which looked like the Cody’s used to.

      “Well, would you look at that. New girl has a special kind of armor. I wonder what happened to the old stuff she was wearing?” Dustin thought about it for second, then changed his mind—he needed to focus.

      “You look like him, but I call the shots,” Wyatt said, and Ally shrugged. He didn’t like the new look as much as he thought he would.

      “Well, let’s stop wasting time,” Josh said, and took to the air.

      “Can’t let him go off alone,” Wyatt replied, even though now was not the time to be reckless. It didn’t look like Josh was going to give them much choice.

      They wondered what those things were that were falling down from the sky, but they didn’t need to wonder long.

      “Look at that! It’s an army,” Blake said, pointing as they watched one of the black containers morph into something that only looked human from a distance.

      It reminded everyone of a BOBO soldier.

      “Well, now what do we do?” Josh wondered aloud, and Wyatt pointed to the left.

      “Look over there.”

      The scene in the distance was a last stand.

      Syndicate Soldiers and common people were behind a barricade of burning cars, shooting at these black things. Their bullets knocked the monsters down, but it didn’t kill them. Their black flesh flowed back into their bodies, and they jerked back to life.

      “Oh good, immortal foot soldiers. As I always say, my day just isn’t complete without immortal foot soldiers from beyond reality,” Blake said, watching the things reform.

      The five of them watched as a Syndicate soldier, trapped outside of the barricade, got torn to shreds by the thing that towered over him. He didn’t even have time to scream. Then they watched the beast devour the pieces.

      “Space Bobos?” Wyatt asked.

      “Good enough for me,” Dustin replied.

      “If bullets can take these things down, I can save them. Blake, take the others and find Abdul. I’ll stay here and lend a hand. I’ll join up with you later,” Wyatt ordered. Blake was about to argue the point, but Wyatt didn’t want to argue.

      “If I get eaten, you’re in charge. Go,” he said.

      Blake shrugged.

      “Sounds like a plan,” he replied and took off into the alien sky. The others didn’t want to argue right now and followed Blake.

      “Alright, you overgrown space nightmares, let’s go,” Wyatt said, pulled his sword, and flew to face the unknown.
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      Rob was confused. One minute, he was patrolling the streets of Los Angeles looking for any resistance. Then the sky started to scream, all hell broke loose, and he found himself alone, running through the streets.

      “What the hell?” he asked, doing his best to catch his breath, leaning against a wall. He looked up into the sky, and it wasn’t like it was minutes ago. A horrible black shape was twisting in the air, eating everything he could see.

      Nothing else on the ground changed, and the dark sunlight cast an eerie and sick shadow over everything. It felt like worms on his skin, but there was nothing there to wipe away.

      “Jesus, help me,” Rob cried out, struggling to control the urge to tear his skin off to get the invisible bugs away as best he could.

      He was distracted when something landed near him with enough force to dig into the concrete and send shrapnel in every direction a second before he could duck back behind the wall, sparing himself any injuries, at least for now.

      Rob took a look around the corner to watch the black thing turn into a liquid form, then change itself into an almost human shape. Its face was nothing more than a slit that opened up to form a wide mouth, filled with razor-sharp teeth. Long, black arms that ended in claws. Rob swore they were living shadows.

      “Grim tooth,” he said, recalling an old fairy tale his grandmother told him ages ago, not being able to recall the details of the story, but the beast reminded him of all his memories of the thing.

      “You’re not getting me,” he whispered, his hands tightening their grip around his weapon. Not quite sure what to do.

      “These are my streets, bitch,” he said, making his choice. Taking a deep breath, he pulled himself around the corner and pulled the trigger.

      Grim tooth was hit in the chest, and it fell like a human would. It screeched as its black shadow blood splattered on the ground.

      At that moment, he knew they could fight back.

      “Eat it, demon,” he said, feeling good about himself—only for a moment. The beast started to push itself off the ground. Rob cursed his luck and started to run. It was pointless to make a last stand here.

      More of those things were falling out of the sky now, a rainstorm from hell. The invasion was only getting worse as he ran through the streets. From the corner of his eye, he thought he could see people getting ripped to pieces, being eaten. No choice but to put it out of his mind—he had to keep running.

      Gunshots in the distance, to his left. Signs of life. Rob stopped, caught his breath, then switched directions to make his way towards the fight. He was surprised that he had managed to live this long in the nightmare by pure luck alone, he figured.

      Turning one more corner, he saw it. A mix of Syndicate soldiers and normal people shooting the monsters from behind a barricade of cars. Without thinking twice about it, he ran to the cars and jumped over the edge, sliding over the trunk of some blue thing and landing on the other side, feet first.

      “Welcome to the party, pal,” someone yelled at him, and Rob didn’t bother replying. Instead, he turned around and pulled the trigger, blasting the thing that was rushing right at him.

      “Worst party ever,” Rob said as he watched the Grim tooth fall to the side. He waited for it to get back up.

      “We should get the hell out of here while we can,” Rob yelled, but over the gunfire, no one heard him, or maybe no one cared. It was clear that there was nowhere to go anyway.

      Only a few minutes went by. The chaos in the sky got worse, and the number of alien things increased. It was clear there was no way out of here. They were going to die.

      A new panic gripped the group to drive the point home. The gunfire was starting to die out. The ammo was disappearing.

      Rob felt his weapon get a little lighter with each pull of the trigger. Not many rounds left, and the fate he was facing was clear. To be devoured by a monster.

      “I have other plans,” he said and put the barrel of his gun under his chin, closing his eyes. He thought about his wife, children, and friends. He supposed they were all dead or about to be soon. If all of this nightmare existed, maybe there was an afterlife too. Maybe he could find forgiveness in death.

      Before he could pull the trigger, a new sound filled the air. A whistle. Something was coming at them—something new. Rob opened his eyes and looked towards the sound.

      Like some kind of avenging angel, the black-armored being sped into the middle of the fight and attracted everyone’s attention. Rob watched as the figure sped around them. It was hard to keep up with. The black blur, covered with gold lightning, burned through the monsters. It looked like they were being cut up with a sword. Black limbs covered the ground.

      In a second, they were all as hurt as Rob thought they could be.

      Then the stranger approached them.

      “Are you alright?” he asked, and they were too shocked to answer.

      “Hey, listen to me. Snap out of it. Are you alright?”

      “Yes. What is going on?” Rob asked the stranger.

      “I don’t know. Get your people out of here—out of the city. Get everyone you can out. The city is lost, I think,” Wyatt told them, and they didn’t seem to understand. Rob watched them all get obliterated in seconds. How hard of a fight could this be with someone like him on their side?

      “We want to fight them. We want to take our city back,” Rob said. The others agreed. Wyatt looked at the dismembered bodies on the ground. He didn’t have time to try and talk people into common sense. The world was ending, and they were all dead anyway—they didn’t know it yet.

      “Do whatever you think is right, but work together and save as many as you can. Always have a way out. Good luck.” Wyatt turned to walk away.

      “Hey, are you Delta Squad?” Rob asked. Wyatt stopped and looked over his shoulder.

      “That’s exactly who I am, nice of you to remember. Now, you should leave,” he replied and took off into the air, not giving the people a second thought.

      Rob almost smiled, but then he noticed the limbs on the ground begin to shiver.

      “Oh hell,” he said.
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      Blake was able to scan the signals that remained active in the city. If Abdul was still here and alive, chances are he’d remain close to the signal source, so if someone did come, they wouldn’t have to look very far.

      “Abdul, where the hell are you? If you can hear me, pick up a phone and call or something. Delta’s here for a pickup,” Dustin said as he tried to do a system-wide communication. There was nothing.

      “Do you think he got eaten?” Josh said as he looked down below into the chaos.

      “A former commander? No, I doubt he got eaten. Just keep looking,” Blake replied. He tried to be optimistic, but the idea was never far from his mind. In this madness, anything could have happened.

      “Guys, glad to hear from you. Don’t know where the hell I am. Being chased by Void soldiers or whatever you want to call them. I don’t think they have a name. Track me down and assist, need the backup,” Abdul’s voice came through, followed by gunfire.

      “AK-47s? What’s Abdul doing with those?” Dustin asked as he heard the sound of the guns. Blake tracked the signal with ease.

      “Got him. Let’s go,” Blake said, and they flew toward his location. He wasn’t far, and at their speeds, less than a minute away.

      Abdul wasn’t lying. He was running down a street with a horde of the things following him. He’d turn around to blow holes in the ones that got too close. He had a weapon in each hand, and his shirt was covered in red and black blood.

      “Yeah, these things are going to get annoying,” Dustin said and flew to the street. Josh followed him.

      Josh and Dustin opened fire into the horde of things chasing him down, careful not to get too close to Abdul, watching as the back line collapsed into heaps in seconds.

      Blake knew those two were trying not to get that close, but close was what he did best. He aimed his rifle and fired four times, killing the ones behind the former commander with one shot each. Abdul stopped, turned around to see that the things had been obliterated, at least for now.

      “Nice work, team,” he said as they landed.

      He pointed both of his weapons at the lady.

      “Who are you? You’re new. Why are you new?” Of course, he already knew the answer. There was only one.

      “Cody’s toast. We don’t have time for that now. We need answers,” Ally said taking a step forward.

      Abdul lowered the weapons.

      “You’ve had a day,” Dustin said.

      Abdul looked at his clothes.

      “Yeah, I kind of have,” he replied, but he decided to tell what he knew—there wasn’t much time.

      “The Syndicate fell, all over the country and world, it fell apart. We thought we won. Then this happened. The void things came from the portal. Everything went to hell. These things are like the BOBOs, but worse somehow. I watched them eat more than just the body. I watched as one of the generals of the resistance was eaten, devoured. I saw the life force be torn away from the body into one of these things. When that happened, it mutated into something… worse.” Abdul looked away. Worse was the only word he could have used to describe such a thing.

      “It eats souls,” Josh said.

      “And everything else,” he finished.

      “Let’s get him out of here,” Ally said. Josh nodded.

      “Josh to the Leviathan. We have Abdul. Lock on to his signal and transport him back to the ship. Get him up to speed. We are not done here yet,” Josh said into the intercom.

      “No, guys. Wait, we need to come up with a plan and—” Abdul was gone in a blue flash.

      “Hey, a plan would be nice. Does anyone have one?” Dustin asked, looking back behind them. All the things they had shot to pieces were already starting to show signs of life.

      “When have we ever had a plan that worked out?” Blake asked.

      Wyatt dropped out of the sky, landing beside Blake.

      “We need to stop this. Any suggestions on how?” he asked.

      “Well, thank you, I had no idea that was what we needed to do,” Dustin said and trailed off.

      “I know how. I did it before, so if you don’t mind, I need to take charge. Follow me,” Josh said and flew into the air. Wyatt shrugged.

      “Well, let’s go,” he said, not worried about who was in charge at this second, as long as everyone had a plan. Then they followed him into the twisting sky.

      “They are beings that exist outside of reality. Their power is insane, but we can counter it. They are not used to reality and balance, and to keep their bodies, they must constantly be aware of where they are, what they are doing. Without that, they’ll lose focus and burn in our reality they find so dangerous. At least, that’s how it worked back then,” Josh said, looking for any obvious signs of anything weirder than what was going on above them.

      Then he saw it in the distance.

      “There, the weird purple light. It’s a beacon to the others. Let’s go,” Josh said and banked in that direction.

      “Oh, the intense sky beam thing, yeah that’s a clue anyone would have missed. It’s so not obvious or anything,” Dustin replied. Josh thought about shooting Dustin, but now wasn’t the time. He had to ignore it.

      “We got lucky, we’ll take it,” Wyatt replied. Even though they knew what to do, how to do it was still a mystery, and he hoped Josh’s experience would be enough to bring this to an end fast. It would be a nice change of pace.

      “I can’t wait to get lucky,” Ally replied.

      Blake looked at her.

      “Now’s not the time. Focus,” he replied and knew that Nero might be listening. He regretted saying much at all seconds after replying.
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      Zauron and Terazine were overseeing the destruction of the city from the sky. Everything was going fine from their perspective.

      “This is amusing, but it’s getting old. We could just erase all of this with a thought. Why are we taking our time?” Zauron asked.

      Terazine looked at him.

      “Well, this will end. Why not take it slow? Enjoy it for a minute,” Terazine replied.

      Zauron was going to reply, but he looked to the west and saw something new, something old.

      “Oh look, the Red King and his servants are here,” Zauron said, and they turned to look at them.

      “Yes, I remember you, Red King. We remember you well. Long have we waited to rip you to pieces,” he finished.

      “Their armor is their only weapon. Maybe they need another demonstration as to why this doesn’t work?” Terazine asked and laughed at this.

      “No, I tire of these pests,” Zauron replied and raised his left hand. From his hand fired five blinding bright red arcs of energy. The squad had no time to react. The beams hit them in an instant, knocking them all out of the sky and into the ground.

      None of the squad could move as the red energy crackled across their armor.

      “God damn,” Blake said, trying to flex his fingers, but they wouldn’t respond.

      “Well, the direct approach doesn’t work. Good to know. Any brighter ideas?” Dustin asked and tried to get up, but the strange energy was still arcing off their armor like a strange web. Getting up was tough.

      “No, that was my only one,” Josh said, and the others knew if they didn’t get up fast, they wouldn’t be getting up at all.

      “This is just a web. You gotta push through it, or it’ll cut you to pieces. Fight back,” Josh added, clenched his right fist, and pulled his arm off the ground. The energy around him shattered like glass, disappeared. He took a deep breath as the pain faded.

      “Maybe we shouldn’t have rushed into this. That was stupid,” Wyatt said and laughed. It hurt to laugh. Watching Josh do it, he wasn’t about to be outdone and pushed against the energy until he managed to sit up.

      “We don’t have a choice here. We need to run. We got Abdul out. There isn’t anything else we can do,” Ally said in between painful gasps. “Agreed, but we can’t just let them have their way either,” Josh replied.

      The others managed to break through the energy as well, able to stand as the pain faded seconds later.

      “Fine, we ask for some help, I guess,” Wyatt replied, but he still wanted to take another shot at these creatures before doing it.

      “Yeah, I want to take another shot at them too, but we’re kind of out of our league here, at least right now. Maybe Cyranthis is on to something, and we need to work with him for a bit before we can be useful,” Blake suggested. He knew the outsiders were playing with them—another attempt would have been suicidal.

      “Wyatt to Leviathan. We located the targets. We need, uh, backup. We can’t let them have this city. It’s infested with unknown enemies. Send help, I suppose, if anyone wants to help,” Wyatt said into the intercom. None of those words were easy for him to say.

      Dustin gave him a thumbs up.

      “Ask and you shall receive.” Theron was standing there beside them.

      “You did way better than I thought you would. The fact you lived through that at all and stayed in one piece is pretty impressive. Train with Cyranthis. You’ll need to figure all this stuff out. I’ll see what I can do here,” he said, and before they could do or say anything, they were gone.

      Then he went to meet the other two.
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      Theron was in the sky before both of them. “Well, look who it is. Moron number one and number two. Always coming out to play when you’re not wanted. You’re never wanted. You made mortal enemies get along. That is how not wanted you are,” he said and crossed his arms.

      “You are but a spark compared to your former self. You stand here, thinking you can stop something, anything at all? Really, you are useless to them and us. You’ll be wiped out like the rest of everything here,” Terazine said.

      “Leave the people alone. They are helpless before you. Killing them individually is pointless.” Theron had just said the wrong words and only realized his mistake a second after he said it.

      “You’re right, you’ve always been right, let our servants swarm this whole world and pick it clean of all living things. We will devour everything at the same time because one at a time is so tedious, like you said,” Terazine said, and then there was a strange moment of silence.

      “Well, warn them. We’re waiting,” Zauron said, and Theron tilted his head in confusion. “Of course, it will be a whole lot more fun if they are all terrified before they get erased,” Zauron added, and Theron didn’t understand.

      “Why would you care how they feel?” he asked, and they both shrugged. “Feels like the right thing to say in a situation like this,” Terazine replied.

      Theron wasn’t going to waste the chance he was given, and his eyes glowed bright blue.

      “Hey, everyone. Literally everyone on the planet. I know this is kind of awkward, but you’re all about to have a bad day. We have a couple of pricks who want to kill—no, not kill, erase—you. This is not death, but obliteration. There is no help coming. Fight with everything you have in all the places you find yourselves for as long as you can. Good luck,” he said, and his eyes returned to their normal shifting state.

      “Did you warn them yet? Good. Now for the main event,” Terazine said and clapped his hands together.

      All over the world at the same time, similar portals began to open, and black things began to fall out of the sky like rain. Theron could feel it.

      You do realize you will pay for this, and you will suffer not only imprisonment this time, but eradication. We will find a way to break you and wipe you out,” Theron said, but he knew they didn’t care about words, and there wasn’t much he could do here. Their presence alone cut off his powers, for they were older, and even in chaos, there was only one rule.

      “Yeah, we’ll see how that works out for you. So, do you want to fight us here and now, die, and get it over with, or will you run home to your friends? Doesn’t matter to us,” Zauron said and waited for an answer.

      “Another time,” Theron replied as he looked down to the city. “But first, something I need to do.” He put his hands together, and from the sky bolts of green energy down into the city where Terazine’s army were landing in the greatest numbers.

      “We’ll send more,” Terazine said.

      “Oh, I know, but now everyone will have a chance to get out or fight. It’s not going to be easy. See, I know why you don’t burn this place. It’s because you can’t. You’re weak, and you know it. I’ll be seeing you again,” Theron said, then he vanished.

      “I wonder why he didn’t try and kill us here. He had the power. I could sense it,” Zauron said.

      “No idea. Theron was always creative, too clever for his own good. I’m sure he has some kind of plan. I don’t like it,” Terazine replied and snapped his fingers. The army began raining from the sky portal again.
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      The base where the Delta Squad had fought the Chronovore was a disaster. Bob didn’t care about any of that. The Angels were still here, dazed and confused, recovering. He didn’t care about them either. Not right now.

      However, he had sensed what the others had not. April and Josiah were still there on the ground, lying in their blood. This was his main concern. Fresh bodies for the outsiders to take couldn’t be allowed.

      He rushed to their side. “Damn, Wyatt, you really did a number on these kids,” he said. Then he closed his eyes, and his hands started to burn with black fire. They pulled themselves together, and Bob hit his knees.

      April opened her eyes. “Why does everything hurt?” she asked. “Who are you? What happened?”

      “Calm down, you were dead for a while, and I couldn’t let extradimensional spirits take over your bodies. My name is Bob, nice to meet you.”

      April didn’t know what any of that meant.

      “It’s lucky I found you when I did. Your souls were about to leave town,” he said with a smile.

      “What in the hell is going on? I remember,” she cringed as she remembered the blade.

      “Don’t think about that too much. We have bigger problems now. The end of your world is taking place as you know it, and guess what? It’s all hands on deck. Even these idiot Angels need to step up to the plate once they recover. You guys need to get back to the Leviathan.”

      “What is the Leviathan, some beast? End of the world? You expect me to believe I was dead? Not possible. I am invincible. I am the greatest,” Josiah said. Bob glanced at him, already regretting wasting that much energy to bring him back. Even if he was covered in blood, that didn’t convince him of anything.

      Bob pointed over to the horizon. “Take a look,” Bob replied.

      “It’s just a trick. Nothing that big could ever exist. This is pointless. The real threat is you, just trying to trick us into doing what you want, like that green witch did,” Josiah’s golden eyes flared, and he lunged at Bob.

      “Don’t have time for this,” Bob said, stood up, and reached out with his left hand, grabbed his attacker by the collar of his bloodstained shirt.

      “You’re out of this story,” Bob said and threw him to the side.

      The second he flew through the air, a portal filled with fire. The man didn’t even have time to scream as the portal closed up after him.

      April didn’t even flinch as she stood up. “Never liked him anyway,” she said.

      “See for yourself.”

      April turned to look and saw what looked like a massive storm in the distance, but it was all wrong in that the storm looked too perfect. “It’s a portal, right?” she asked.

      “Yes, this is happening all over the world,” Bob said, and by now the others were gathering around them.

      “Bob, the hell are you doing here? You can’t be here,” Alex began to complain, but he saw what the two of them were looking at and shut up.

      “Oh,” he said.

      “Yeah, ‘oh’ is right, flesh bag,” Bob said and looked at the group.

      “You have two choices. Come to the ship and ‘gather’ with the others or go out there and fight,” Bob said, his gaze never leaving the storm.

      “We fight. Plain and simple.” Alex spoke what they were all thinking. Bob was getting frustrated. Was everyone so eager to die?

      “Two rules to follow. One, don’t attempt to challenge the leaders of this mess. They’ll kill you. Rule number two. Don’t depend on anyone but yourselves. I know you have the blood of what you call angels in you, but no one is going to watch out or over you. If you die, it’s game over. They will steal your bodies, or erase you,” Bob said.

      “The abominations have come out in full force, and the war between the Guardians and the Syndicate has left us helpless to fix this,” Brittany said, realizing the reality they were in.

      This was more than any team could handle alone. This had never happened before, not in living memory at least. The monsters came out in lesser capacity before but were always beaten back.

      “Girl, listen. We can do this. This is what we were born to do, destiny and all that, right?” Hale asked.

      “Alright. We’ll fight the monsters, save people. It’s what we do, after all,” Alex said, nodded, then looked at April in her armor. “Who are you?” he asked. She looked back at him. “I am April and, I have no purpose,” she replied.

      “Want to kill some monsters?” he asked. She looked at Alex and the Guardian Angels. “Yeah, I didn’t have anything else planned,” she replied.

      Alex turned to the group and began to point. “Dani, Hale, Brittany, Melissa, and I make up the Guardian Angels. We’re kind of special, welcome to the team,” Alex said.

      The ladies didn’t say anything. April waved a little, unsure of what to do. “Great, introductions have been made. I expect you all to get along. We don’t have time for idiocy anymore. World’s ending, and it’s singing our song,” he said.

      “I think she’ll make a fine addition to the team,” Melissa said. The others did their best to smile. It wasn’t easy.

      “Awesome,” Alex said, sensing the tension already.

      “Ladies, listen up. You all know what to do. This is what we’ve been training for this whole time. Not the human threat, but this. You know the enemy. You know what’s at stake. Let’s do it right.”

      The group had always been ready for the supernatural threat, but this was beyond their pay grade. This is what failure looked like.

      Alex took a breath, then took off into the sky towards the storm. The others followed. Bob watched them go and thought about going with them. “Nah, it’ll be fine,” he said and watched them go.
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      Tony and his group got the mental message at the same time as everyone else on the planet did. Seconds later, the threat became real as the hole opened up above them, and the voidlings began to rain down on the city. They watched as the slimy things began to take shape.

      “Alien slime people invading the world. Just when I thought everything was about to get weird on us, it all goes back to normal,” Lance said, and the others thought it was funny too.

      “This is happening all over the world. Everyone is going to have to hold off an infinite horde of… whatever the hell these things are until the problem is solved at the source. So, where do we make our stand?” Nate asked, looking down at the city, then up at the strange portal.

      “They’ll never stop. We could fight in one spot forever and accomplish nothing,” Paxton said. Tony agreed.

      “I know what we need to do,” Joey said and continued. “We need to come up with a plan,” he said, looking as serious as he could as he said it. This passage of words just made the others shake their heads in disappointment.

      “You really need to work on the whole grasping the obvious thing, Joey. Really,” Paxton replied, looking up at the sky and tilting his head.

      “Well, we have incoming. Fight now. Plan later,” Paxton finished and avoided a black flying thing. It had wings and arms that ended in tentacles, deep red eyes, and a mouth full of horrifying sharp teeth.

      The group scattered as the one missed all of them, but it wasn’t the only one. The sky was full of them, and against the black swirling sky, they were hard to see. Their life energy was erratic, and the armors couldn’t seem to get a good fix on them.

      “God damned bats outta hell,” Lance said as he tore the wings off one, and it fell screaming below. The flesh was weak in his hands and felt like melted rubber almost. He tossed the wings to the sides.

      “Just keep shooting, watch your back because we all have our own issues to deal with. No help is coming.” No sooner had Tony said this than he saw Joey get tackled by four of the things at once and disappear into the black. He fired his freeze ray, and three of the things shattered upon impact.

      “Joey, you’re ever the inspiring one, truly,” Tony said to himself and continued the battle he feared would never end. Nate wouldn’t allow his enemies to even get near him. The physical properties of their flesh were fluid enough to allow Nate to render them into shreds with his mind.

      “Lance, these things are using the black to hide. We need some help, think you can do something?” Nate asked, ripping apart four of the things as they charged him.

      “Yeah, let me try something. Hold on,” Lance replied. He entered the minds of the others and enhanced them. The monsters would give off a white aura, outlining them. This was as good an idea as it was a bad one. Now they could see their enemies, but at the same time, they could see how outnumbered they truly were.

      “Oh, this is one of those good news, bad news situations people always talk about. How lucky can you get?” Nate asked as he saw them flying around in all directions, chaotic.

      “Either they are complete morons, or they just attack anything they get close to,” Paxton said, observing this, then came up with an idea.

      “Lance, think you can reach into their minds and make us invisible to them?” It was as good an idea as any.

      The last thing Lance wanted to do was see what these things thought about, but he tried to do it anyway. Lance reached into their minds. There was a horrifying wail that tore through Lance’s brain, and the pain that came with it made him fall for a couple of seconds before he could disconnect.

      “No, I can’t. They only want one thing. They want to eat souls. That’s why Silence was swarmed. No armor. They could see Joey’s soul, moths to a flame, basically,” Lance said.

      “I guess they do kind of remind me of bugs,” Nate said, looking around. Then it was easy to see what was going to happen next.

      Grandmaster Silence was more than a match for the pests, wiping them out before they could even get close. “What the hell, I’m not the only one here, attack someone else,” he said as he punched a hole through the chest of a monster and ripped his arm out through the side.

      “Kid, you’re a torch to them, we need to get out of here,” Tony yelled at him, and Joey got another idea. “I’ll lead them away.” Joey took off as fast as he could, and the monsters followed their lunch, looking like a black river in the sky.

      “Uh, well. Great. Where are you going, and what was the rest of this inspired plan supposed to entail?” Tony asked himself and sighed as Joey led the majority of the monsters away.

      “Truly inspiring. Anyway, let’s go down there and see what we can do to help,” Paxton said.

      “Yeah, Joey can handle himself, he’ll be fine,” Nate replied, and the three of them flew to the city to see what the situation was like.

      They finished and went to the town, landing in the middle of a street. The people were armed—men, women, teenagers.

      Everyone who could fight was ready. Then four armored things fell out of the sky in front of them. Three of these beings looked like they were ripped out of Hell itself. The people started shooting at them. The bullets bounced off the armor.

      “Oh, damn it, they think we’re the enemies,” Paxton said as the bullets bounced off the armor.

      “Do you really blame them? You look like bad guys to everyone, even me. So yeah, what did you expect?” Tony replied, and Lance stepped forward. Suddenly, the shooting stopped.

      “There we go. We’re not the bad guys. We just look bad. See, your true enemies are being led away by, well, another member of our group. I know you want to fight, but your best bet is to run like hell. The monsters aren’t interested in destruction. They want you. Run, take everyone you love and can with you, and hide,” Lance said, and the others gathered around him.

      “How did you do that?” Paxton asked. Lance looked at him.

      “Simple. I made us look like angels, wings and all. People tend to believe heavenly messengers much more than, say, this. Did you forget what I do already?” he asked.

      “Oh right,” Paxton replied.

      “The people don’t stand a chance on the run. If these things are after them, they’ll never stop,” Nate replied.

      “Yeah, it’s a bad situation no matter what. At least if they run, they can hide and live longer. This shouldn’t have happened. Whatever this is, it’s not their fight. It’s always been ours. We fight, we die. They don’t have to,” Tony replied as he watched the group retreat.

      “We can’t save everyone, we never could,” Nate replied.

      “Yeah, doesn’t mean we can’t try,” Tony said and began walking down the street looking for anyone who might be hiding.

      He wouldn’t get very far as a strange sound could be heard coming from the sky, in their direction. They all looked up and saw Joey flying towards them. Behind him was a swarm of those things.

      “Oh, Joey, you are the worst distraction of all time,” Paxton said, and all of them prepared to fight the sky horde.

      “Well, it wasn’t a very well-thought-out plan to begin with. I guess if we have to do this, we may as well go all out,” Nate said.

      “We have chosen death and violence, let’s show them how we do things on Earth,” Paxton replied.

      “Alright, just don’t get stupid. Remember to change directions and work together,” Tony said, and then they charged into the unknown enemy.
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TERMINATION
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