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Chapter 1
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We met him at a cemetery. About ten at night. The moon was full early, on this particular night.

Luna and myself faced his backside, a tall man who held a massive clever in his hand, with the clever dragging against the ground. He wore a hunter’s male uniform, an open long coat like blazer with a black shirt underneath and black jeans. Though the knees on his jeans were torn, with his blazer being nearly spotless. 

He moved at a slow paste, as he walked further into the cemetery, with his clever dragging against the ground, picking up grass and dirt along its blade. 

He held a raspy voice, breaking the silence around us as we followed after him, keeping a safe distance.

He asked us what it was we wanted. I couldn’t speak up fast enough, slightly hesitating. His presence alone brought bad vibes to me. There was just something off about him. Not to mention that we were meeting him in a cemetery. Though he was pronounced a forbidden hunter and banned from the very hunter’s society, so I could only assume that that was the reason why he resided here.  

Luna told him that we needed his help. She told him that she had heard that he was able to “cure” himself, stating to him with a eery look and voice, as she told him that she “knew what he was.” This got his attention.

The near silent hunter stopped walking. He turned around, slowly placing his eyes on the two of us. His glare was just as eerie as Luna’s, if not worst. 

He asked Luna what she wanted, repeating his question from earlier, but this time, in a more irritated tone. Luna spoke up once again, telling him that she needed him to tell her how he did it. How was it that he was able to cure himself?

The hunter answered. But...in a cold tone. He tells her, that he was never able to cure himself. He said that there was only one cure, and that he couldn’t obtain it yet. Luna asked him what it was, stating that maybe they could obtain it ourselves. 

He paused for a moment. His eyes bounced from me to Luna. From Luna to me. He then uttered the word, “Death.”

He rushed me, at near break neck speed. The distance between us was closed so fast, as if he still wasn’t dragging a massive clever in his hand. His speed alone, verified, that he wasn’t human. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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The clever swung through the air, with my super speed barely being able to avoid the massive air slash. The tip of the massive blade slammed onto the ground beside him, landing in place. Though he didn’t even seem bothered by its weight.

It was obvious that this guy was trying to kill me, so I went on the offensive. While his left arm was wrapped over his chest, from the weight of his weapon, I rushed him with a serious right punch. Though he caught it, with his right hand. I couldn’t budge. I couldn’t get free.

He gave me a menacing smirk, before spinning me in a 180 and launching me through the air. My back clashed into a tombstone, breaking it before I landed back  on the grass, with a few rolls as I eventually came to a stop on my stomach. This was nuts. His reflexes was off the charts. He was even able to match my vampiric speed. He was as strong as a lycan though. What the hell was going on?

Luna rushed him, with his focus mainly being on me as he dragged his massive clever into my direction. He had a menacing but patient walk. As if he wasn’t worried about me getting up and leaving. And I know he wasn’t worried about combatting me. He seemed to already have the upper hand in that. It was like I could already feel the difference between the two of us. He was on a way other power scale. I couldn’t help but be intimidated.

Luna moved in fast, drawing her sidearm onto the back of his head. She even cocked it. The sound of her gun echoed the silent night, stopping the hunter in his place.

He told her that that won’t kill him. She responded with the first shot wouldn’t, though it would hurt like hell. He merely chuckled. 

He followed up by telling her that the only cure for me, was death. He hadn’t even turned her way yet, his focus still being on me. I hadn’t had the courage yet, to stand up. Fear had overwhelmed me. This guy...this guy was something different. I was discouraged. For the first time, I felt as if Luna had to save me, instead of the other way around. 

The man attempted another step, though Luna told him that if he took another step, that should would empty an entire clip into his head. The man took a more serious look. He looked over his shoulder at her, telling her that what she seek does not exist. “There is no cure.”
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Chapter 3
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He didn’t move. Luna kept the barrel of her gun, pointed at the back of his head. Luna warned him once again about moving, just in case he had suddenly lost interest in listening. Or maybe she was just as alarmed as I was. 

She told him that she would empty the entire clip into his head, even swearing on her life, showcasing, how serious she was. The hunter took her warning more serious than expected.

The hunter uttered the phrase, looking over his shoulder slightly at her, “there was no cure.” He told her that I would only get worst and worst, just as he did, eventually harming others. I stood up by this point.

Enraged, I took a few steps towards him, getting his attention and stopping in place as a shot of fear went back up my spine. I told him, with a shiver of doubt, and power in my voice, that I would never become a monster. That I would never harm others. I was in denial, telling him that a cure had to exist. 

The hunter’s voice crept into a lower tone, telling us as if he was monologuing, that first I would harm strangers, or less familiar people to myself, then it would be close acquaintances, and then it would be my loved ones, if I wasn’t stopped. He further states that the hunters watched him do the same thing, which led to his banishment instead of his death. Nor Luna or myself moved at the sound of the tale he was telling.  

The hunter further states that he was the first hunter to become supernatural, forcing them to take strict measures. Laws that weren’t in place at the time, were made because of what happened to him. 

He states that once he couldn’t control his own actions for periods of time, that the hunters got rid of him, and that the only reason the hunter’s society didn’t kill him, was due to him being a studied specimen. He told us that they used him as a “test subject,” and that out of guilt, they banished him instead of killing him. He told us that he was infected during a hunt the hunters had sent him on. A hunt that went completely left. 

We had nothing to say. No response. The night air around us had become as cold as his tone. He was heart wrecked. Visible in his voice. And that same voice had told a story, without saying anything other than what he had told us. How a man who hunted to protect those that couldn’t take on the evils of this world, placed his life on the line, and became casted away. Only to use that same feeling, to make him into a cold unstoppable force. He had the facial expression to match it. 

I wasn’t sure if he was going to attack me again, because of this. But he spoke, taking myself out of deep thought as I couldn’t resist but to lock back into his eyes, seeing as he hadn’t taken his focus off me in minutes.

He made another statement. As if it was his final statement. His mood changed. He was less serious, and “surer” of himself. 

Keeping his focus still on me, with a smirk that showcased his own set of fangs, the hunter told me that someone would have to kill me, sooner or later. That the thirst for carnage doesn’t go away. And that just because he was half lycan, and I was half vampire, that there wasn’t much different. His look could have changed fate. As if he seen my future before I did. As if there wasn’t any other way than what he had told us. 

Luna silenced him with her own voice. She told him that no one would kill me, and that if it came down to it...then she would do it herself. 

Luna then made her way over to me, keeping her handgun aimed at the head of the hunter. He still didn’t move.

Luna grabbed my wrist with her free hand, pulling me away as she lowered her gun, but kept it gripped. I couldn’t help but look at the lonely hunter, as he stood in the cemetery, watching my best friend...drag me away. He hadn’t taken his focus off me still.
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Chapter 4
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The night was later. About two in the morning. Though we made it back on campus. Well, we snuck back on campus. I barely said anything on the entire way home, resting in my bed right away with my face to the wall. I could feel Luna facing my back.

Luna sat beside me, though I couldn’t face her. My worry was at an all time high. I even told her, that I was worried for the two of us. She asked me why.
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