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Yo, space suckers, picture this: Out in the cosmic dump called Zorath, where the fat cats hog all the creds and the rest of us choke on smog and fake hope. This yarn’s about a busted crew of alien misfits who got sick of playin’ background noise. They bail to Earth, slap on holy collars like it’s some costume party, and start preachin’ clean while livin’ dirty—booze, bets, and bedroom sins on repeat. They’re runnin’ from drones, dodgin’ the heat, and laughin’ at their own dumb luck.

Comedy? Hell yeah. Chaos? Double-stacked. They talk democracy on this blue rock, pretendin’ like they believe in people power, but deep down they miss that one-boss rule back home—the devil they knew. So buckle the hell up. This ain’t no hero’s tale. It’s about hustlers hustlin’, priests who curse louder than sinners, and the kinda freedom that comes with a price tag sharp enough to cut.

If you’re lookin’ for saints, close the book. If you want crooks in robes, pray with us.
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📄 Page 1

The air on Zorath stank like burnt wires and old riots, thick with factory smoke and the ghost of protest signs still smolderin’ from last night. Dim orange beams from the government spires stabbed through the haze, makin’ long, ugly shadows over alleys crammed with folks too scared to shout their rage. Surveillance drones buzzed like flies over a carcass, and sirens whined in the distance—peace here was a bedtime story nobody believed.

Jax, three-eyed leader of this busted crew, leaned on his window frame, jaw tight. His mission? Get the hell off this rock before the regime turned them into wall posters. His squad was ready—Lira, sharp-tongued hacker queen; Marko, fists bigger than his patience; and Sira, smooth-talker who could charm a corpse into laughin’. Their desperate play? Run to Earth, blend in as holy men, and hustle faith for cash.

But trouble hit quick. Regime sweeps were trending—random checks for “disloyal posts.” Jax had just blasted on the galactic net: “Spire lords feast, we starve—flip the script!” The post blew up, likes pourin’ in, but so did the alerts. Drones locked onto their block. Sirens screamed closer.

Marko froze, fists trembling. “What if I bounce and my sisters starve worse?” he muttered, torn between blood and crew. Lira snapped back, “We stay, we’re meat. You choose—family ghost stories or a real shot at life.”

They hacked a shuttle pass in minutes, alarms shrieking all around. Jax shoved Marko toward the door. “Decide now, bro—ride with us or rot!”

Engines roared. The shuttle blasted off, Zorath shrinking below, but in Jax’s gut one thought lingered: freedom or just another lie?

📄 Page 2

Dust swirled through the cracked tunnels of Zorath’s undercity, neon adverts flickerin’ promises of jobs that didn’t exist. The stench of rotten waste mixed with sweat from hungry crowds clawing for ration scraps. Propaganda screamed from public screens: “Unity under the Leader brings prosperity!” The crowd’s laughter was bitter, hollow, like a joke told at a funeral.

Lira kept her eyes sharp, mind locked on the prize—fake creds to pass as Earth clergy. Nights spent in hack dens had her fingers twitchin’ faster than the keys. “We land this, we eat good,” she muttered, though guilt gnawed deep. Her underground network back home still needed her, and ditchin’ them felt like betrayal.

First snag: the black-market dealer wanted double the creds. “Regime’s sniffin’, prices rise,” he barked, blaster glinting. Sira tried slick talk, but his grin backfired. The dealer’s eyes narrowed. “Think I’m dumb? Pay or crawl.” Marko’s fists itched, ready to smash. “Let’s take him, yo!” Jax yanked him back, eyes blazing. “Smart over dead, bro. We buy.”

They scraped the creds, tension boiling. Marko stormed outside, cursing, torn between fightin’ for Zorath or runnin’ like a coward. Lira slid the forged papers into her bag, hands trembling.

A sudden ping blasted from the sky: “Dissidents identified. Lockdown imminent.” Sirens wailed, drones closed in. The crew bolted through rain-slick alleys, creds burning in their pockets.

But doubt trailed them like a shadow—would they make the launch pad alive, or end up tagged and bagged before freedom even began?
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📄 Page 3

Rain hammered the cracked pavement, floodlights cutting through the storm as security drones prowled above. Shouts and stun blasts echoed through the night, protestors dragged screaming into armored trucks. Thunder rolled like the crowd’s anger, but hope was drowned.

Sira pulled the crew close, voice low but slick. “Listen—we hit Earth, we’re kings. Forget this dump.” His tongue said confidence, but inside guilt twisted like a knife. Debts unpaid, lovers abandoned—he was running from more than Zorath.

Checkpoint loomed ahead, guards scanning every face. “Papers!” one barked, eyes cold. Marko twitched at the pat-down, nearly throwing a punch. “Hands off, pig!” Jax gripped his arm hard. “One swing and we’re toast!” Lira hissed at Sira, “Your charm better save us, not bury us.”

Bribes bought them passage—Sira slipped a guard a hacked trinket, but it cost their last contact in the undercity. Marko muttered, “We just sold out our own. That who we are now?” The crew pressed on, splinter cracks showing.

Engines roared nearby—the shuttle bay in reach. Then a patrol drone spotted them, red beam slicing through the rain. Sirens lit up again, louder, closer.

They ran, hearts pounding, every step echoing the question: were they fleeing toward freedom, or dragging Zorath’s hunters with them?

––––––––
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📄 Page 4

The underbelly of Zorath throbbed with neon bars, smoke curling through the stale air. Basslines rattled walls while gamblers cried into empty glasses. The crew pushed through shadows, desperation painted on every face they passed.

Marko clenched his fists, jaw set. “I got you all,” he swore, the protector role weighing heavy. But inside, demons whispered—violence had taken too much already. Was he doomed to repeat the cycle?

The launch pad was crawling with enforcers. “Traitors! Halt!” one bellowed, blasters raised. Jax slammed a device, jamming comms. The comm blackout worked—but fried their nav system too. Sparks spit, warning lights flashed. “Dammit! We’re blind!” Lira cursed, scrambling through tangled wires.

“Your big mouth lit this fire,” Sira snapped at Jax, anger boiling. Marko shoved him back. “Not now, pretty boy. We fix or we fry.”

They hotwired the backup, alarms blaring, but a guard lunged close. Marko froze—knock him out, or show mercy? For once he chose mercy, letting the man stumble away. Seconds later, reinforcements stormed in.

Engines screamed, the shuttle lifted, city lights shrinking below. Marko gripped the frame, regret heavy. His mercy had cost them stealth. On the comm, static hissed... then a whisper cut through: “We see you.”

––––––––
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📄 Page 5

Fog wrapped Zorath’s orbital docks like a coffin shroud. Cold recycled air carried the stink of fuel and fear, klaxons echoing as purges raged below. Stars outside gleamed sharp, mocking the prison planet they left behind.

Jax hunched over a cracked terminal, eyes burning. “One clean wipe, and we’re ghosts,” he muttered, erasing every trace before the jump. But the fire inside sputtered—was he a revolutionary or just a deserter dressed in holy lies?

Dock AI barked: “Anomaly detected. Quarantine initiated.” Red lights flared. Sira froze, guilt flashing as his stash of contraband lit up scanners. “Aw hell,” Marko growled. “You smuggling dice and booze? We’re dead!”

Fists nearly flew. Lira slammed her fist on the console, sweat dripping. “Shut it, all of you!” She hacked the AI, feeding code like prayers, bribing the machine with false data. The quarantine lifted—but their window shrank to seconds.

Jax’s choice was brutal: wait for safe clearance or punch hyperspace raw. He chose risk. Metal groaned, lights flickered, and the shuttle tore through the void.

Zorath vanished behind them, but Jax’s chest was heavy. Freedom wasn’t a taste of victory—it was ash on the tongue. Then a soft ping echoed on their comms, cold and steady.

A tracker. Someone back home was already on their trail.

📄 Page 6

Earth’s skyline stabbed the twilight, towers of steel glitterin’ like knives under drizzle. Exhaust fumes tangled with the smell of fried hotdogs from corner carts, neon signs buzzing in a thousand tongues. New York, 2087—a beast that never slept.

Jax’s crew rolled in with one goal: blend, hustle, and cash out. “Priests don’t pay taxes, priests don’t get searched,” Jax smirked, tugging the stiff collar. But inside, fire smoldered. Every holy lie he told smothered the rebel he once was.

Their first hurdle came fast. The forged diplomas flickered under church scanners. “These look shady,” grumbled Pastor Hank, a grizzled veteran of the cloth. Then Sira, ever the idiot charmer, winked at Hank’s young assistant. “Blessed be, sweetheart.” She snapped, “Keep it zipped, padre.” Cover shaken, the crew froze.

Lira shot him daggers. “You can’t quit chasin’ tail, can you?” Her own chest tightened—every hack she made on Earth risked pinging Zorath’s hunters. Jax stepped in smooth, spinning a sob story about missionary stress. Hank shrugged, but suspicion lingered.

They donned robes, blending with incense and whispers. As Jax adjusted his collar, a holo-screen flickered in the corner: Zorath broadcast, bounties posted on deserters. Faces blurred, but the message clear—hunters were coming.

––––––––
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📄 Page 7

Rain drizzled down Times Square, neon lights dripping color onto cracked pavement. Sirens wailed, taxis honked, and St. Jude’s church loomed like a relic swallowed by chaos. Inside, the pews groaned beneath restless souls.

Lira hunched over busted terminals, muttering. “We wire donations through a backdoor, we eat like kings.” Her goal: tech the scam until it paid fat. Yet every keystroke felt like betrayal—hadn’t she sworn never to become the monster she fled?

Problem was, the church’s tech was ancient trash. “This thing’s a fossil,” she cursed, sparks flying. Marko, bored and seething, slammed his fist into the casing. Plastic cracked, wires fizzled. Hank’s suspicious eyes narrowed. “Clergy don’t smash holy machines.”

Jax swooped in with a silver tongue. “Mission fatigue, Father. Long days.” Hank grunted but didn’t buy it whole. Tension flared in the crew—Marko’s temper, Sira’s smirk, Lira’s glare.

The hack finally worked—donations funneled clean into their pockets. But shadows moved. Hank’s assistant lingered too long, eyes sharp. And on Lira’s screen, a darknet ping flashed: “Zorath deserters sighted.”

Freedom tasted rich, but danger stalked them through the incense haze.

––––––––
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📄 Page 8

The city roared, hover-cabs slicing through smog while street preachers battled megaphones. St. Jude’s gothic towers pierced the skyline, holy stone against neon grime. Inside, desperation sat heavy in every prayer.

Sira slid to the front, grin slick. “Smile, preach, profit,” he whispered, milking the crowd. But beneath the charm, shame gnawed. Back on Zorath, he’d conned women, skipped debts. Here he was doin’ the same, only in robes.

Trouble sparked quick. A desperate mother shoved her sick child forward. “Heal him, Father!” she begged. Sira raised trembling hands, bluffin’ a blessing. But a skeptic shouted, “Fraud!” and shoved him. Marko’s fists flared, ready to break bones. Jax growled, “Not here. We keep it clean.”

Then Lira’s hologram sermon glitched, screens fizzing out mid-prayer. Gasps rippled through the pews. Sira scrambled, switching tongues. “Bitte, wir helfen!” he crooned, mixing German and prayer. The crowd calmed, barely.

As coins clinked in the donation box, a cold text buzzed Sira’s burner: “We see you.”

He slipped the phone back in his robe, grin frozen. Maybe faith was a hustle, but someone out there was hustling harder.

––––––––
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📄 Page 9

Morning cracked over the skyline, painting glass towers yellow while delivery drones buzzed like hornets. Coffee steam curled from vendor carts, masking the stink of trash fires in the alleys. St. Jude’s echoed hollow, faith turned racket.

Marko stood guard, arms crossed. “No one touches us,” he muttered, but his gut twisted. Every punch he threw on Zorath cost him friends. Here, would fists cost his soul?

Hank summoned them, eyes sharp. “Charity drive. Show me faith.” The crew nodded, sweat cold under collars. But before they could plan, local gangsters swaggered up, blades flashing. “Pay the tax, fake priests, or bleed.”

Jax raised palms, voice calm. “Brothers, peace—” but Sira smirked, ready to mouth off. Marko’s fists clenched, thunder in his chest. Lira hissed, “You swing, we’re dead!”

Cash changed hands, gangsters laughed, and the crew’s stash thinned. Survival bought at a price.

As they prepped for Hank’s charity drive, a holo-news droned overhead: “Alien fugitives rumored in city.” Faces not yet revealed, but the chill was real.

Marko watched the screen, fists trembling. Earth was supposed to be freedom. But cages had many names.

––––––––
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📄 Page 10

Night smothered the city, neon bleeding across wet asphalt. The air stank of fried noodles, gasoline, and sin. Outside St. Jude’s, laughter spilled from clubs, drowning the hymns inside.

Jax pulled the crew into a circle. “We play it smart, we live. No slip-ups.” But every word felt heavy—leadership meant holdin’ their failures too.

The charity drive brought crowds, cameras, and danger. Media drones hovered, lenses hungry. “Smile or we’re toast,” Lira muttered. Sira stumbled to the mic, drunk eyes glassy. “Yo—Earth’s dope, ama—uh, amen!” His slurred words cracked the crowd. Hank’s gaze sharpened, suspicion growing like fire.

Marko yanked Sira back, covering fast. “Brother’s exhausted from prayer.” The crowd murmured, not convinced.

Back in the basement, Jax slammed his fist against the wall. “One more stunt and he’s out.” Sira glared, bottle in hand, but said nothing.

A ping lit Lira’s screen: “Zorath enforcers landed.”

Silence fell heavy. The walls of St. Jude’s felt smaller, tighter, like a trap. Outside, sirens wailed—was it cops, or hunters from home?

––––––––
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📄 Page 11

Fog rolled in off the river, mixing ocean salt with dumpster stench. Streetlights buzzed above graffiti-tagged walls, and bass from a nearby club rattled the ground. St. Jude’s no longer felt like a church—it was a bunker, barely holdin’ them safe.

Jax paced, voice sharp. “We scale this scam bigger. Cult vibe. More followers, more creds.” His plan sounded bold, but doubt chewed his gut—was he still a rebel, or just a con man in robes?

Then came the knock. City inspectors with clipboards and badges. “Show us your tax records,” one demanded. Lira froze. She’d skimmed extra into her personal stash. “That’s mine,” she hissed under her breath. Marko’s eyes flared. “You stealin’ from family? I left my girl behind for this, and you stashin’ creds?” His words cut deeper than fists—his ex’s memory haunted every choice.

They cooked fake records on the fly, Lira’s fingers flyin’, Jax spinnin’ lines about donations. The suits left, unconvinced but empty-handed.

But the fight in the crew stayed. Forgive or fracture? Jax forced them to share, though the trust cracked.

As they slipped out back, a shadow detached from the alley wall. Cold eyes glinted under a hood. Not a beggar, not a thief—Zorath agent. Watching. Waiting.

––––––––
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📄 Page 12

Morning traffic turned streets into rivers of honks and curses. Steam rose from bagel carts, blending with exhaust and sweat. Inside St. Jude’s, tension thickened like bad incense.

Lira hunched over a glowing screen, idea blazing. “Prayer app. Digital holy. Subs, donations, passive income.” Greed licked at her veins. Yet her chest tightened—wasn’t this the same exploitation the regime thrived on?

But hurdles hit. The church servers’ firewalls were ancient but iron-clad. “Locked up tighter than a nun’s thighs,” she muttered. Before she cracked it, Sira barged in, poker tabs flashing. “Yo, I just needed a little action.” The system crashed, lights flickering.

Jax nearly exploded. “You gamblin’ our cover away?” His shout shook the basement. Lira lunged at Sira, rage burning. “One more stunt, I’ll bury you.” Marko, still raw from regrets of the girl he’d left behind, growled. “We family or nothing.”

They rebooted, barely patching the system. The app went live, downloads spiking, creds pouring. But a bug flashed across the screen—code fragments marked with Zorath signature. Hidden. Watching.

And then a message, encrypted, cold: “Return... or perish.”

––––––––
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📄 Page 13

Twilight soaked the city in purple haze, barbecue smoke mixing with hot pavement rain. Bars roared with laughter while church bells tolled solemn. In the vestry, the crew whispered like hunted animals.

Sira adjusted his collar, grin masking dread. “Charm the rich, fleece the flock.” His game never changed. But every kiss, every lie was a bandage over the wounds he carried from Zorath. Always running, never staying.

Opportunity came fast. A wealthy donor pulled him aside. “Confession, Father?” she purred. But her eyes were too sharp, her questions too precise. An undercover, digging for slips.

Marko bristled, stepping in. “Back off.” His protectiveness—fueled by lost love—made it worse. Attention turned, suspicion flared.

Jax’s jaw clenched. “Your junk’s gonna get us killed,” he spat at Sira. Lira’s eyes, meanwhile, gleamed at the donor’s glittering jewels. “We could rob her blind,” she whispered.

Choice split the crew—bail or bluff? Sira leaned in, spun a tale with broken German. “Alles ist Sünde, bitte... forgiveness.” Somehow, it worked. The woman smiled, handed over a fat donation.

But as she walked away, her glance lingered cold. Not fooled. Hunting.

––––––––
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📄 Page 14

Midnight crackled with sirens and the smell of rain on asphalt. Stars peeked weak through the haze, city noise never sleepin’. Down in St. Jude’s basement, screens flickered, shadows deep.

Marko set his jaw, task clear. “I guard, we breathe.” But the weight of Mia—the woman he’d abandoned—pressed like chains. His lone-wolf heart ached for something real, yet here he was drowning in lies.

The gang from before stormed back, blades flashing. “Pay up or pray.” One thug squinted at Marko’s tattoo. “That’s him. The bounty freak.” Zorath ink betrayed him.

Lira hissed, “Hack their creds, bleed them dry.” Jax shook his head. “We talk. Buy time.” Sira muttered, “I say we run.”

Marko acted. Quick, brutal, but bloodless—wrenched weapons away, sent thugs crawling. Mercy again, though his hands shook with rage.

But mercy bought nothing. Word spread. Zorath’s hunters were inbound, ships on scanners.

Later, the crew huddled in the glow of failing lights. Jax snapped, “We’re hunted, broke, and half drunk. One slip, we’re ash.”

Silence lingered, broken by Marko’s whisper. “Left Mia for this? Some freedom.”

––––––––
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📄 Page 15

Dawn bled orange across rooftops, birds singing against the grind of trains. The city looked almost gentle, but St. Jude’s doors creaked to another day of lies.

Jax slapped his hands together. “Miracle show. Smoke, sparks, crowd eats it up, donations flow.” His words had bite, but his heart twisted. Exploiting the desperate made him no better than the tyrants he fled.

They rigged holo-projectors, sparks meant to simulate divine fire. But in rehearsal the props blew out, wires spitting smoke. “We’re fried!” Marko cursed.

And of course, Hank walked in. His eyes narrowed at the chaos. “Explain yourselves.” Lira, quick as ever, forced a grin. “Divine test run, Father. Spirit shakes the tech.” Hank’s suspicion thickened like tar.

Still, the show went on. Crowds filled pews, eyes wide. The “miracle” lit the church in dazzling light, smoke swirling like heaven cracked open. They cheered, tossed creds like confetti.

But victory tasted sour. Anonymity gone, attention blazing. And as Jax scanned the crowd, his stomach dropped—by the doorway, tall and wrong in silhouette, an alien figure stood.

A hunter.

📄 Page 16

Noon heat baked the city, air shimmering with exhaust and the sizzle of grills. Crowds bustled like ants, voices clashing with jackhammers and car horns. St. Jude’s swelled with gawkers, miracle hype turning holy ground into a circus.

Lira leaned over her screen, eyes blazing. “Prayer app ain’t enough—we monetize the miracle. Premium prayers, monthly subs.” Her greed burned hot, but a crack gnawed inside—wasn’t this the same hustle the regime pulled back home?

Firewall slammed down hard. “Locked tighter than a coffin,” she cursed. Before she broke it, Sira leaked beta access to impress a girl coder. “Scored me a date,” he grinned, but the system groaned, holes exposed.

“Your hookups are gonna bury us,” Jax snarled. Marko, still haunted by the lover he left on Zorath, added bitterly, “We all got weaknesses, bro. Yours just got a body count.”

They patched fast, app launching with a flood of subs. Creds rolled in, but a bug flagged red—Zorath code embedded deep. Hidden, pulsing. Watching.

On Lira’s feed, a message cracked through encryption: “Your freedom is a joke. Return... or perish.”

The church bells tolled noon, but the sound felt like a countdown.

––––––––
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📄 Page 17

Twilight painted the streets in bruised purple. Rain steamed on hot pavement, barbecue smoke twisting through alleys. St. Jude’s bells rang hollow, drowned by the city’s roar.

Sira slicked his hair back, grin stretched. “Charm the donors, farm the flock. We eat.” His game never changed. Yet guilt itched—every laugh, every lie patched over scars from debts and lovers he’d ditched on Zorath.

A rich woman approached, draped in silk. “Confession, Father?” she purred. But her eyes cut too sharp, accent too clipped. She was probing. Undercover.

Her questions dug deep, catching slips in their Earth slang. Marko stepped in, protective fire in his chest. “Back off.” His shove drew eyes, tension spiking.

“Your libido’s gonna get us bagged,” Jax hissed at Sira. Lira’s gaze drifted to the woman’s jewels, greed humming. “We could lift her clean.”

Choice split them—rob, run, or bluff. Sira leaned into broken German, whispering, “Alles ist vergeben... sins forgiven.” Somehow, she smiled, dropped a fat donation.

But her eyes lingered cold, promising return. Not fooled. Not finished.

––––––––
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📄 Page 18

Night crackled with thunder, city lights glowing like false stars. Sirens wailed, rain slicked the streets. In St. Jude’s basement, screens flickered like nervous eyes.

Marko tightened his fists. “I guard, we breathe,” he swore. But Mia’s face haunted him—the girl he left for freedom. Was this freedom, or chains in new robes?

The gang returned, louder, sharper. “Pay or bleed,” their boss sneered. Then he saw it—Marko’s tattoo, bounty-marked on darknet boards. “That’s the alien. Dead or alive.”

Weapons clashed. Lira whispered, “Hack their creds, strip ’em dry.” Sira hissed, “Run, live to scam another day.” Jax raised a hand, voice steady. “We talk. Buy seconds.”

Marko struck first—quick, brutal, but merciful. He dropped them cold without blood. Mercy, again. And again it cost them. The gang limped off, but whispers spread faster than fire: alien priests, hunted prey.

Screens lit in red. Zorath ships breached orbit. Enforcers inbound.

The basement fell silent. Above, thunder rolled, like drums of war.

––––––––
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📄 Page 19

Dawn clawed its way across the skyline, light orange and cruel. Birds sang against the grind of subways. The city woke restless, like it sensed the hunt.

Jax’s hands shook as he scrawled plans on scraps of paper. “Miracle show wasn’t enough. We need a cult. We vanish inside faith.” His words sounded sharp, but his chest ached—he’d become the tyrant he once fought.

Lira snapped, “Faith’s a currency. We bleed ’em till we bounce.” Her voice trembled, fear hidden under greed.

Obstacle came fast. Hank demanded proof. “Show the faithful signs, or you’re out.” His suspicion was iron.

Complication: the crew’s holo props shorted again, smoke choking the altar. Crowds gasped, murmurs rising. Sira staggered in drunk, eyes glassy. “Yo, Earth’s wild—uh, praise be!” His slur cracked the illusion.

Marko dragged him offstage, fury shaking. “One more stunt and I’ll bury you myself.” Jax forced a grin, spun the glitch into “divine fire.” The crowd roared, creds poured.

But at the back pew, a silhouette lingered. Tall, alien, wrong. Watching.

The hunter had arrived.

––––––––
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📄 Page 20

The sun burned high, heat waves shimmerin’ off glass towers. Vendors hawked falafel and noodles, mixing spice with smog. St. Jude’s swarmed with new faces, miracle buzz spreading like rot.

Lira tapped furiously, launching version two of her app. “Premium blessings—push notifications for salvation.” Greed glittered in her eyes, but inside she felt the trap closing. Every line of code was a leash.

Suddenly, firewalls slammed back, harder than before. Zorath code traced her signal, flooding screens with black text: “Run all you want. We hunt in every system.”

Sira leaned close, whispering, “We’re ghosts. Play the crowd.” His smirk couldn’t hide the shake in his hands.

Outside, black vans idled across the street. Not cops. Something colder.

Marko stood at the door, shoulders wide, whispering Mia’s name under his breath. His fists trembled—not from rage, but fear.

Jax pulled the robes tighter. “Stay sharp. Tonight, we either preach... or we burn.”

The church bells tolled, drowning the city in iron sound.

📄 Page 21

Night settled like a bruise, sky smeared in purple smog. The city pulsed with neon veins, sirens crying in the distance. Inside St. Jude’s, the crew huddled in the basement, tension hanging thick.

Jax slammed his palm against the table. “We either tighten this scam or choke. Hunters ain’t just sniffin’, they’re here.” His voice cut, but doubt churned—was he leadin’ them forward, or straight into the grave?

Lira flicked her screen, stats climbing. “Subs doubled. We got creds to run.” But her eyes flickered with fear—credits meant nothing if Zorath dragged them back in chains.

Marko leaned against the wall, jaw tight. “I left Mia for this? Dodgin’ cops in robes?” His fists clenched, veins bulging. Sira swigged cheap whiskey, smirk masking panic. “Relax, big man. A cult’s still better than a cage.”

Then—bang. Basement lights flickered. A silhouette appeared in the stairwell, tall and wrong. A voice hissed in broken English: “Sinners wear collars now?”

The hunter stepped into view, cloak dripping rain, eyes glowing with Zorath steel.

––––––––
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📄 Page 22

Rain lashed the stained-glass windows, lightning splitting the sky. St. Jude’s basement vibrated with tension, the hunter’s shadow stretching long.

Jax raised a hand, steady voice hiding fear. “We’re free men now. Earth ain’t yours.” The hunter smirked. “Earth? Every rock is ours.”

Lira’s fingers danced, hacking cameras to blind the feed. Sparks flew, smoke rising. Sira tried charm, voice slick. “Yo, maybe we deal? You let us breathe, we slide you creds.” The hunter laughed, metallic and cold. “You think money buys chains off?”

Marko lunged, fists colliding with steel. The fight rattled pews above, hymnals tumbling like dead birds. The hunter’s blade sliced air, sparks biting stone.

They scrambled—Lira frying lights, Jax swinging pipes, Sira distracting with mock prayers. Marko took the brunt, bruises blooming, blood dripping.

Finally, with a hacked surge, Lira fried the hunter’s visor. Sparks blinded him, buying seconds. The crew bolted, hearts hammering.

But as they slammed the church doors shut, Jax caught his breath—hunters never came alone.
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📄 Page 23

The city outside was chaos—rain-slick alleys alive with sirens and shouting drunks. The crew stumbled through puddles, robes clinging like chains.

Sira gasped, “That bastard wasn’t alone. You feel it? Eyes everywhere.” Jax shoved him forward. “Move. Fear slows us.” But his own chest pounded—he knew Sira was right.

They ducked into a subway tunnel, damp air thick with piss and grease. Neon ads flickered half-dead, screaming “Confess, Consume, Believe!” A sick echo of Zorath propaganda.

Marko leaned heavy against the wall, blood trailing down his arm. Lira patched him quick, muttering, “You keep swingin’ like that, you’re dead.” Marko’s eyes burned. “Better dead than dragged back.”

A train roared past, lights blinding. In the reflection, Jax caught movement—another hunter, stalking from the shadows.

He froze. “They’re tracking us in real time.” Lira cursed, fingers flying on her pad. “They slipped code into our app. Every download’s a beacon.”

The miracle scam had become their noose.

––––––––
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📄 Page 24

Dawn’s gray light seeped into the subway, dripping through cracks like dirty water. The crew huddled near the tracks, the city above buzzing with sirens.

Jax’s mind raced. “We cut the app. Kill the trail.” His voice shook, though he forced it steady. Lira hesitated—credits glittered on her screen. “That’s our future.” Jax snapped, “Future’s ash if we’re hunted.”

Sira paced, muttering. “We can still spin this. New IDs, new robes, we vanish again.” Marko growled. “Vanish where? Earth’s cages just prettier.” His voice cracked on Mia’s name, whispering like a ghost.

Suddenly, the tunnel lights flickered. Shadows moved. Dozens of footsteps echoed—cops, gangsters, or hunters, no one knew.

The crew pressed back against the wall, breath sharp. Lira’s screen buzzed, message clear: “Sinners will kneel.”

The sound of boots grew louder, closer.

––––––––
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📄 Page 25

The subway roared alive, trains shrieking through darkness. The crew crouched, hearts beating like drums. The footsteps turned corner—local gang, armed with pipes and blades.

Their leader sneered. “Fake priests, fat pockets. Hand it over.”

Sira grinned, stepping forward. “Brothers, peace—donations for all.” His charm oozed, but the gang wasn’t buying. Marko stepped up, fists like boulders. Jax hissed, “Don’t. Not yet.”

Lira’s eyes flickered, hack ready. “I can fry the tunnel lights. Buy us seconds.” Jax nodded. Darkness swallowed the station. Screams erupted, fists and pipes clashing. Marko swung blind, bones cracking.

The lights snapped back. Bodies sprawled, groaning. The crew stood bloodied, shaken.

But in the chaos, one thug had filmed it all—priests unmasked, alien glints flashing on camera.

By the time they fled the tunnel, the footage was already viral.

📄 Page 26

Morning drizzle glazed the streets, the air sharp with wet concrete and sizzling taco carts. Horns blared, pedestrians cursed, the city alive with chaos. St. Jude’s glowed false through stained glass, a beacon of lies.

Jax’s mission burned clear: finalize the Zorath trip, show off as kings. “We roll in, flex hard,” he muttered, but his rebel heart twisted—lying to his people was betrayal with a robe.

Snag: the shuttle dealer hiked the price to triple. “Pay or scram,” he sneered. Sira, desperate to prove his slick, tried Turkish charm. “Hadi, indirim yap!” The dealer barked a laugh, waving a blaster. Marko’s fists itched, ghosting his crush again fueling rage. “Cool it,” Lira snapped, eyes already on the dealer’s crypto wallet.

The crew splintered—Jax cursing Sira, Marko snapping at Lira. Choice: steal or pay. They paid, creds bled dry. The dealer’s grin lingered sharp—like a snitch already dialing.

As they prepped to move, a darknet ping buzzed cold: “Deserters, you’re watched.” Jax’s gut tightened. Trap set.

––––––––
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📄 Page 27

Noon heat pressed heavy, streets reeking of motor oil and fried food. Drums pounded as fire-jugglers worked the crowd. In St. Jude’s basement, tension snapped like wires.

Lira’s grind: fake a grand broadcast home, trick Zorath into believing their “holy mission.” “We shine online, we’re untouchable.” Yet her greed whispered—skim creds, cut and run.

Obstacle: Zorath firewalls crushed her hacks. “This code’s a monster!” she spat. Then Marko, still spiraling from ghosting his crush, slammed the console in frustration. Alarms blared. “My bad!” Sira laughed, tossing in German, “Dummkopf!” Jax exploded. “You’re a damn wrecking ball!”

Clash lit sparks—Lira accusing Marko of sabotage, Marko raging at her secret stashes. Choice: abort or push. She pushed. Signal rerouted through black pools, broadcast blazing.

But a feedback screech hit—Zorath tech signature pulsed. They gained airtime, lost stealth. On the feed, Lira glimpsed a hunter’s face, grainy but real.

––––––––
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📄 Page 28

Dusk cooled the streets, fried dough smoke mixing with drizzle. St. Jude’s walls throbbed with pressure—one bad move and it’d all blow.

Sira’s play: milk the flock one last time with a “pre-blessing.” “We charm, we bank,” he grinned. But his hollowness gnawed—fake flings, empty scams. “Am I hustlin’ or drownin’?”
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