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In the year 57.12.57, the General Assembly of the United Planets (U.P.) approved the law establishing the Planets Eden (P.E.).

The following year, the President issued the decree establishing the High Commissionerate of the Planets Eden (H.C.P.E.) with full powers over the establishment and management of the Planets Eden.

Planets where natural processes can occur without external influences, dedicated to the preservation of biodiversity, natural resources, and scientific studies, are called Eden.

All scientific and commercial expeditions are required to report to the H.C.P.E. the new planets to be explored and submit the first report within twenty revolutions of the planet around its star.

No activity on the exploring planet is permitted without the authorization of the H.C.P.E.

Transgressors will be punished with the maximum penalty existing in their home planet, as decreed by the High Commissioner of the Planets Eden, with no possibility of appeal.

For the establishing laws, please refer to the legislative database of the United Planets.
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Venezuela. Atuana Tepuy. 8th of April 2013. 10:21am.

"Rome." Titus had just finished breakfast. "Rome." He hadn't said a word. "Rome." Titus couldn't think of anything else. "Rome." He had been whipped, crucified, and had his legs broken in Rome. He died hanging on a wooden cross on the Appian Way. "Rome." That word brought up too many buried memories. "Rome." He had arrived in Rome as a child with his father. The tent of a legionary and him, only eight years old, sold as a slave. "Rome." His father walking away with a bag full of sesterces. "Rome." General Anco Marzio, Brutus, the Legion, the Picts, the battles, Hadrian's Wall. "Rome." A tomb, a gravestone with three maple leaves engraved, Adsullata buried there. Antonio reading a book. "Rome." Adsullata, his beloved. He still loved her today, after almost two millennia. He hadn't known any other woman after her, and he was proud and proud of it. It was his way of remembering her and paying for his guilt. The guilt of being reckless, the guilt of thinking ill of his commander, the guilt of acting on instinct. The blame for the death of the slave priestess was his and his alone. That's why he wandered restlessly and sadly through the cave without a specific task. He headed towards the training cave, hoping that the exertion would make him forget that word. "Rome."

Ivan had been missing for two days, ever since Milo and TJ had brought him what he had requested. He only showed up for meals and then disappeared with Adam. He spent his time in the armory at the workbenches or on the computer. He was always busy.

Autumn spent most of her time in her clinical laboratory. No one, except Jay, knew exactly what she was doing in there, but she was busy with her experiments. From what they could gather, the clinical tests involved Jay's blood and Nick's sympathetic genetic mutation.

Milo, Jay, and Antonio were busy preparing for the trip to Rome. They didn't know what would happen after Jay made the phone call. They wanted to be prepared for any eventuality and therefore tried to come up with a plan that included both capturing Nilus Blackhill and safe escape routes for themselves. They were aware that Rome could be a nightmare for everyone. No matter how hard they tried, they couldn't find suitable areas for their purposes. An eventual confrontation would most likely take place in the area of St. Peter's Square, perhaps the most frequented tourist and religious area in the world. There would be passersby even in the middle of the night, and involuntarily involving someone would be very dangerous. They were also stuck with the escape route until Milo intervened.

"Why don't we create it?" Milo suggested.

"What do we create?" Antonio asked.

"An escape route.”

"Right, it can be done," confirmed Jay, wasting no time. "Computer! Give me a map of Rome on the table."

"Executing, Jay," Computer immediately responded.

A complete map of Rome, with high details, was projected onto the table. They stood silently looking at it for a couple of minutes until Milo had another idea. He approached the table, gestured in the air as if touching the map, and highlighted some streets that led from St. Peter's Square to the Colosseum.

"Computer, color the selected area blue. Here: Colosseum, Via dei Fori Imperiali. It's a straight road, you can go at maximum speed. It's easy to close off traffic. Let's cause some disruptions, the authorities will be forced to close it, at least for one night. What do you think?"

"I think it can be done. And I already have a half-idea on how," replied Antonio.

"Okay, organize everything. As soon as we're ready, we'll leave. Now let's go have lunch, I'm hungry," added Jay before leaving the Skywalk.

Jay silently headed towards the common room, he was worried, too worried. He didn't know what to expect in Rome. That Nilus Blackhill was a mystery, as was the First Tribe. He would have wanted to leave everyone safe in the cave and go alone. What leader takes their family into battle? Exactly! He had reconsidered it, his family was in the cave, not an army of unknown soldiers. What would happen if something went wrong? He couldn't allow anyone to get hurt. That's why he would take every possible precaution to keep everyone away from danger. He would use Ivan as the communications coordinator. That boy, kept safe in a control room, would make a difference. The presence of Autumn comforted him, having a fully equipped war surgeon with him and her team was reassuring.

That day, Eve had decided on a beef and pork barbecue. She was serving ribs and T-bone steaks smothered in spicy sauce, all accompanied by French fries. Everyone was delighted. Antonio was the only one missing, and when he entered, he announced that he was ready for Rome and that they could leave at any time. Jay turned to Ivan and asked if he would be ready by tomorrow after dinner, around 8 p.m. Departing at that time, they would arrive in Rome around 6 a.m. Italian time. They would also find Jay's Roman residence ready to accommodate them.

"I'll definitely be ready."

Milo, intrigued by Ivan's secretive preparations, asked, "What are you working on that's so complicated?" He had been trying to figure it out for the past two days, but Ivan had evaded all his questions, simply saying it would be a surprise.

"Well then, it's settled. Tomorrow evening, we'll depart for Rome. Get ready," Jay declared before taking a bite of his fourth steak.

Venezuela. Atuana Tepuy. April 9, 2013. 9:43 p.m.

The shuttle was filled with medical supplies and equipment. Autumn had brought her field operating room, while Ivan arrived with a large crate, accompanied by Adam, who seemed inseparable from him. Titus was forced to sit with his legs spread apart, with a box in front of him. Antonio, as always, remained calm, although he seemed to avoid eye contact with Autumn. The awkwardness between them was evident. TJ enjoyed observing their behavior. They seemed perfect for each other, but when would they realize it? Antonio would never openly court Autumn. He was very reserved and respectful when it came to courtship.

Milo was at the controls in the cockpit with Jay when he activated the intercom. "Make yourselves comfortable. The journey will take about four hours, and we'll arrive in Rome at 6 a.m. local time. Ladies and gentlemen, now for a little show. Computer, activate the visual."

The walls of the Flying Coso seemed to dissolve from the inside, no longer existing. They could see the cave all around them. Then the wall facing the outside began to slide, and the shuttle lifted a few meters, gliding slowly outside. The shuttle remained suspended in mid-air until the wall behind it closed. They found themselves leaning against a rocky wall halfway up, with a breathtaking view. Suddenly, the Flying Coso started climbing the cliff until it reached the edge. Below them, they saw the flat summit of the mountain illuminated by the stars. The fantastic sight lasted only briefly as the shuttle made a half-rotation, gaining speed, and they felt the sensation of flying freely in the sky. Ivan wasn't happy with this choice; he clung to the seat with his eyes closed, overcome by vertigo. Autumn noticed and asked Milo to make the walls opaque, which was immediately done.

"Sorry, Ivan," Milo said, feeling mortified.

"It's not your fault," Ivan replied.

Autumn took a small jar from her backpack, opened it, and took out a tiny pill. "Ivan, put this under your tongue. It will help with the motion sickness, and for a few days, you won't feel dizzy."

Italy. West of Rome. April 10, 2013. 6:27 a.m.

They landed in a residence along Via Pontina, about 3 km from the Grande Raccordo Anulare that encircles Rome. The shuttle entered directly into a large hangar and stopped humming. The hatch in its belly opened. They had arrived. Just outside the makeshift hangar, they saw a door of the nearby building open, and a figure appeared in the doorway. It moved swiftly, almost jerkingly, and in an instant, it reached them and threw itself into Jay's arms. They all recognized him—it was Nick, the librarian. After the usual pleasantries with Jay, he affectionately hugged everyone else. Ivan had stopped questioning things; he accepted everything as natural. Nick puzzled him; he should have been so old as to be dead, yet here he stood, vital as a child. Ivan finally figured it out—he was a child.

"Mr. Sokolov, I'm glad to see you. It's a shame about our dear Maple. Jay promised me he'll rebuild her even better than before, and you and I will be there again," Nick said.

"I hope so, Nick. I would even be satisfied with the old Maple. How are you?" Ivan replied.

"I'm good, always good. It's great here. We eat well, and we're in Rome, Caput Mundi. There are so many libraries here."

Jay's villa, like everything related to Jay, was enormous. The entrance hall had already been cleaned, the floor polished, and the walls adorned with ancient Renaissance paintings and antique statues that would be coveted by the finest museums in the world. A large table occupied the center of the immense hall, which might have originally been used as a grand ballroom by some Roman patrician. On the opposite wall from the entrance, two huge flights of stairs with travertine balustrades led to the upper floors. Below the stairs, there was a large opening with three doors that led to the living quarters that were once occupied by the staff. Nick had arranged their accommodations there, as the upper noble floors were unused. Jay called everyone together.

"Finish setting everything up, and during breakfast, we'll discuss our plans. Good work, everyone. Oh... Ivan, can I talk to you? In private?" Jay requested.

Ivan was taken aback, hoping it would be Anne, but it wasn't. Jay had grown fond of the boy, and if he didn't treat him well, who would tell Anne?

"Tell me, Jay. Any news about Anne?" Ivan asked.

"No, not yet. Unfortunately, she's fine and knows that you're with me. You'll hear from her soon. Can you do me a favor?" Jay replied.

Now poor Ivan was flustered. Jay's face looked troubled.

"Yes, of course, Jay."

"Next time before you dismantle another piece of the Flying Coso, let me know in advance," Jay said.

Ivan paled; Jay had figured it out before the surprise. He wanted to give him a surprise.

"You see, I thought that the ramp that descended every time the hatch opened, made of that metal, was unnecessary in the shuttle. So I replaced it with a steel ramp. With Adam's help, I created two powerful bows for Titus and Antonio. From what I understand, firearms are difficult to use against the First Tribe. And I made thin strips that I sewed inside a leather suit for TJ, so he could help if needed. Plus, I had some leftover metal, enough for a few other things. I know that the weapons and armor of the Legionnaires are made of metal..." Ivan rambled.

"Stop! Stop! Don't say anything else. I know everything you've done. Next time, let me know in advance, okay?" Jay interrupted.

"Of course, Jay! I'm sorry," Ivan apologized.

Jay smiled.

"Sorry, well done anyway. Now let's go have breakfast and see what Nick has prepared."

Nick proved to be a cook equal to Eve, or even better. He knew cookbooks by heart and never made a mistake in any cooking method. His technique was perfect, blending it with his creativity to create original dishes worthy of five stars. He prepared a fantastic tiramisu accompanied by warm croissants with quince jam and a splendid cappuccino. He started by serving a magnificent espresso.

"A little attention, please."

Jay waited a few seconds and continued.

"Our Ivan has gifts for us. Please, Ivan, show us."

Ivan quickly got up, blushing. His cutlery flew to the center of the table, and a splash of warm jam with a perfect parabola hit Titus.

"Sorry, sorry, I apologize, Titus."

In response, Titus tasted the splatter of jam.

"Delicious! Boy, you're the first in history to hit me so sweetly."

They all laughed. Ivan, relieved, presented his gifts.

"Adam, please bring everything over."

The flying robot placed a huge box behind Ivan. He turned around like a magician and took out some tiny objects.

"These are newly designed bone conduction earphones/microphones. They transmit voice vibrations when placed in the ear. They were made from cellphone Bluetooth. They operate in an open circuit and can be turned on and off with a voice command. With these in your ears, we can always communicate. Of course, C. encrypted them, and they cannot be traced by anyone."

Then he pulled out modified Apple phones.

"These iPhones look like regular phones, but they've been modified. It's like having a computer with you at all times. You can interact with it directly using your voice."

Finally, he presented what looked like tiny pins.

"Miniaturized HD cameras to be worn as pins or buttons. They transmit everything to the computer and can also be controlled with the phones."

Ivan turned to TJ and took out a suit from the box.

"This is for you. It's a two-layer tactical suit made of leather. I sewed blue metal strips as armor inside, and I also embedded the phone, earphones, and cameras in the fabric. Activate everything with voice commands and use these glasses as augmented reality monitors. They will provide you with tactical information based on where you're looking, at your command."

Ivan handed her a pair of glasses made of a thin sheet of transparent blue metal. Then he took another pair.

"These glasses are for you, Milo. I've put everything in your armor."

"Beautiful, Ivan. Thank you," Milo and TJ said in unison.

"For the two of you," he said, addressing the Legionnaires. "I've prepared these," showing two fantastic-looking bows.

"They're made of the same metal as your swords, so you can use the bow without fear of breaking it. Each bow has only one special arrow made of the same metal. Understand that when shot by you, it can penetrate any type of armor. It should only be used in extreme cases and then retrieved. I've placed a tracker inside the arrow."

It wasn't over yet. Adam showed two quivers of high-quality steel-tipped arrows.

"Each quiver contains 100 available arrows and is divided into two parts. The larger part contains normal arrows, and the smaller part holds ten high-potential explosive-tipped arrows. The bows are calibrated to penetrate a half-meter steel cube, equivalent to the resistance of a Primeborn's armored body, as Jay described it. To assist you, the bow has an automatic mechanism to adjust the power. There are three positions: PN1, PN2, and PN3, corresponding to a Primeborn at zero to one hundred meters, two hundred meters, and three hundred meters, respectively. Then there's the free position, depending on  your preference. Understand that if the arrow passes through the target, it can hit whoever is behind it. If you don't know the distance, simply aim without tensioning the bow, and the computer will automatically adjust the position for the power. To train, I brought the steel cube."

Adam took the cube and placed it at the far end of the room. Titus got up and hugged Ivan. He had his favorite weapon again. Antonio noticed Autumn's eager eyes on those bows, took his own, thanked Ivan wholeheartedly, and approached her.

"I think you'll appreciate it more than me. I've always been terrible with bows."

Autumn stood up, touched by the gesture, took the bow, and brushed Antonio's hand as she did. In that brief moment when both were holding the bow, Autumn gave Antonio a thankful kiss on the cheek. The silence around the table was deafening. Ivan tried to continue; he had only one more thing in store.

"I made a small modification to the shuttle. In the hatch area, I installed hooks for an automatic target-seeking machine gun. I built it with Adam. It automatically attaches and can be fired downward, using the augmented reality glasses to identify targets. That's all; I had more ideas, but there wasn't enough time."

"Magnificent, Ivan. Thank you. Today, we'll test everything," Jay concluded.

"The best bow of my life. Look," Titus said.

Titus pulled the string and released it, and all they saw was the streak of air left by the arrow as it pierced the wall, passing through the half-meter thick steel cube like paper. It was a deadly weapon, and only a Primeborn or Titus could handle it. Autumn also tried her new toy, pulling with less force than Titus, but her accuracy was perfect.

"Titus!" Jay exclaimed. "Instead of destroying the Villa with my niece, come to dinner, and then we'll take a little trip to Rome."

Italy. West of Rome. April 10, 2013. 8:20 PM.

After a magnificent plate of spaghetti carbonara, Jay wasted no time.

"Ladies and gentlemen, tonight we will make the road from Piazza Venezia to the Colosseum inaccessible. We will close it to traffic and create sinkholes. We need the authorities to close the road for at least 24 hours. We will use it as a potential escape route, and I want it clear of pedestrians and cars, so we can avoid harming the Second Natives in case something goes wrong."

Everyone was hanging on Jay's every word.

"Have you tried the new equipment?"

"Yes!" they all replied in unison.

"Any feedback? Suggestions? Is there anything wrong?"

No one spoke up.

"Antonio, is everything ready for the Via dei Fori Imperiali?"

"Everything is in order."

"Ivan and Antonio, the three of us will go to Rome with Titus. Milo, explain to TJ and Autumn how to use the shuttle and the onboard equipment. Computer?"

"Yes," Ivan's PC responded.

"There you are. Have you made peace with Tina Jane Russo?"

"Yes, Jay. It's better to have her as a friend."

"I agree, Computer. Tina Jane Russo, maximum authorization."

"Authorization granted."

"Computer! We need to have a talk at some point. First Adam, and now granting TJ maximum access without my order. What's going on? Anyway, we'll discuss it later."

"I am always at your service, Kenway Elkal."

Tina blushed visibly at Jay's authorization, while Milo enjoyed the banter. Jay always liked to lighten the mood, even though this time he was very worried about the phone call he would have preferred not to make. But the responsibility weighing on him was enormous. The fate of an entire race, and perhaps the entire planet, depended on his choices.

"I don't understand why you always make me travel uncomfortably. The first time we met, I walked through Gaul on foot to follow your advice," complained Titus, as usual.

"You know I prefer not to attract attention. Enjoy the scenery, we'll be there very soon."

"Fine, Jay, but next time I get to choose the mode of transportation. Promise me!"

"I promise, Titus. Next time, it'll be your choice."

Inside the Fiat 500, crammed in and feeling sick, Jay noticed that Ivan was holding back. As usual, he didn't want to be a bother.

"Ivan, ask me any questions you want."

"I was thinking, why am I coming with you in the car? What can I do?"

"Nothing, you won't do anything. We'll plant the explosives, prepare the escape route. Your task is to observe everything else carefully. I want you to understand the spaces where we'll be fighting if necessary. So, we'll take a nice walk."

"Okay, Jay, that makes a lot of sense. Computer, record all the details and send a probe to the Colosseum."

Antonio was a very quiet guy, hardly spoke at all, but this time he couldn't hold back.

"Wait a minute, kid. How are you connected to Computer? It's located on the other side of the world."

Apparently, during Ivan's explanations around the table, Antonio had been preoccupied with something else, someone named Autumn.

"No, no. Computer is with us, well, it's also inside the shuttle, and we're using it through our earpieces."

"Jay, this kid is a godsend, it can't be otherwise," Antonio exclaimed.

"I agree with you. That's why he's with us. Someone sent him just in time."

"One more question, if you don't mind," Ivan added. "Is it possible to deliver a modified phone to Anne?"

Jay smiled, expecting the question from Ivan. Despite not wanting to be a bother, he knew exactly what Ivan wanted.

"I promise that once we leave Rome, Nick will bring one to Anne. I promise. That way, we'll hear from her soon."

"Thank you, Jay. Thank you," Ivan replied, relieved by the news.

"Can I say something else?"

"Yes, of course, go ahead."

"Nick. He seems old, but he behaves like a child. What is he? He's different."

The traffic to reach Rome was as chaotic as usual. Antonio had always hated the Roman confusion since the time he used to sell his crops at the market. Memories, however, resurfaced in his mind. All the memories, sad and happy, of his family, his home. He tried not to dwell on them and, for the first time, he answered Ivan's question himself, surprising everyone.

"Let me tell you who he is. It was Titus and I who came across Nick. We had just arrived in Aachen, it was the year 1748, and a peace treaty that affected the whole of Europe was being signed. It was sunset when we reached the square in front of the Cathedral, where my good friend Charlemagne is buried, may he rest in peace for eternity."

Antonio made the sign of the cross and continued after a short pause.

"There was a huge crowd shouting as if possessed, 'Burn the devil, burn the devil.' We made our way through children running around, street vendors, and peasants hurling insults at someone until we got closer to see what was happening. In the center of the square, a massive pyre of wood had been erected, and on top of it, tied to two stakes, was a woman and a child. We approached even closer and realized that what had seemed like a child was actually an old man who seemed to not understand what was happening. The woman begged for mercy for her child, shouting at the attending priests that he appeared old because of illness, not because he was possessed. She was ready to kiss the cross, drink holy water, do anything, but she pleaded for the salvation of her child. The flames of the fire were beginning to lick at her, but she only thought of her child."

Titus interjected in the narrative.

"Yes, I remember, and I remember that we looked at each other and leaped onto the wood, tearing the ropes, but the smoke had already suffocated the woman. The child called for his mother without getting a response, and that's when I noticed that he was a strange child, very strange. He possessed an uncommon strength, and his eyes had turned red."

Titus paused, understanding that Antonio wanted to tell the story himself.

"Sorry, brother, you continue."

"Very well. I picked him up in my arms, and we jumped towards the Cathedral. From there, we started running, and in no time, we were out of sight of the residents. Now we had a problem; we had interrupted the mission, and someone we were looking for had seen us. However, it was worth it. We saved a child, a Firstborn child. We headed into the forest where Julius, I mean Jay, was waiting to join the mission. As soon as he saw the child, he took him in his arms, looked him straight in the eyes, and smiled at him. Nick calmed down, became sociable, and asked for some water. He always asked for his mother, but she was dead. How do you tell a child that his mother is dead? Impossible. Nick needed us. We grew attached to him; he was an incredibly sweet child, though he seemed old, he was a Firstborn cub. Then we discovered his abilities; he learned to read by himself, he learned to speak Latin, English, French, and who knows how many other languages he knows now. He remembers everything, every smell, sound, conversation, he remembers it all. If he reads a book, he remembers it. He has an incredible memory, but unfortunately, he has his illness. And then we noticed, apart from his physical appearance, his slow mental growth, his brain is that of a teenager. May God help him as He has

done so far."

Ivan took a deep breath, fascinated by the brief story. It was difficult to comment on it, so he simply said, "Thank you for the magnificent story. Thank you for saving him."

Jay interrupted them, "Guys, we've arrived."

Ivan saw the Colosseum for the first time in his life and was amazed. That was the Flavian Amphitheatre, majestic, ancient, beautiful, and historical. They got out of the Cinquecento, Titus stretched and smiled as he looked at the Colosseum.

"Why are you smiling?"

It was Jay, who, knowing Titus well, expected his complaints about being in Rome.

"I don't know why, but I remembered what I did to Talamonius. It must have been the year 318 AD. It was a fantastic day."

"Yes, I remember. And I also remember that to punish Talamonius, you foiled the plan we had to capture a group of Firstborns."

To Ivan, it seemed like he was listening to an unknown language. Curiosity surged in him like a guard on duty.

"Forgive me, but what are you talking about? Who is Talamonius?" Ivan asked.

"I'll explain it to you in a few words, kid. These two will never understand what I really did," Titus proudly replied.

"We're listening, but make it quick because we have work to do. And don't tell lies, you know you can't lie," Antonio added, as concise as ever.

"Fine, fine. Here's the short version of the story. We were hunting Firstborns, a gang that sowed death wherever they went. We knew for certain that one of them was masquerading as a gladiator. Killing humans was entertainment for them. At that time in Rome, the most famous gladiator was a certain Talamonius, with countless victories behind him. He was a free man and did it for a living. He was taller and bigger than Antonio, which is almost impossible. He instilled fear in other gladiators with just his presence. He was hailed by the Roman nobility, and girls went crazy for him, ready to give themselves to him. I met him while pretending to be a gladiator; that's right, I fought in the Flavian Amphitheatre. Sometimes I let myself be defeated not to attract attention. It was on that occasion that I met him. He was a decent guy, friendly and splendid with everyone. He never used violence gratuitously. He respected his opponents, a perfect sports champion. But he had a vice, or rather a perversion. I discovered it after a few months of knowing him. He loved to rape girls who didn't even give him a glance. He ruined their lives, and when he was reported, he always got away with it thanks to his gladiator fame."

"You're dragging it out; try to be concise."

"Alright, alright. I understand, Antò. So, one evening I followed him and saw that Talamonius was following a girl who was running away in terror. He caught up with her and pinned her against a wall to rape her. That poor girl had no hope. I leaped down from the roof where I was watching and stopped him. However, it was too late. That poor girl was devastated by the abuse she was enduring and fell to the ground, presumably from a heart attack. If I had intervened earlier, I could have surely saved her. I swore to myself to make Talamonius pay dearly. No, I didn't kill him even though he deserved it. I couldn't kill a human. It was against all of our principles. I made sure to strike him where he held most dear, his pride and his body. I confronted him in the arena. In the packed Colosseum, there were probably over fifty thousand spectators, the entire Roman nobility was present to witness the spectacle. We stepped into the arena. Talamonius' name echoed throughout Rome. Everyone thought he would be the victor. Titus Hennius was the designated victim. Yes, I used Antonio's last name during that visit to Rome, it was amusing. The battle began. Talamonius made the first attack, I watched it in slow motion, he seemed almost still. I calmly watched him approach, moved just enough to evade his strike, and gave him a shove from behind, causing him to crash into the arena wall. He was furious, came charging again like a bull, and I treated him as such. I struck his arm and made him drop his sword, I picked it up and threw it at his feet. He grabbed it and attacked again, the crowd was ecstatic, they began chanting my name. I saw him coming like a fury, this time I didn't dodge, I blocked his blow and countered, smashing his shield. There was a wave of excitement in the Colosseum. I threw away my shield to be fair and stood waiting for him. He attacked again. He was a magnificent warrior, I must admit, but he was also a great bastard and he had to pay. I parried his strikes, as one would with a child, then I brought him down to the ground and put my foot on his head, pinning him. I leaned close to his ear and said, 'Talamonius, you have one chance to live. Confess publicly to what you've done and ask forgiveness from your victims. Distribute everything you own to them and leave Rome forever. You will no longer be a gladiator here or anywhere else in the world.' I took away his sword, shattering his right hand. He had ended his career. He screamed in pain, begged for mercy, and consented to my request. He stood up and confessed what he had done. I don't know what happened afterward, all I know is that he disappeared from Rome and nothing more was heard of him. He had paid for his perversion."

"Now that you're done, open the rear door of the car and grab the steel pipes. Give the ones marked in red to Antonio and the blue ones to me. Be careful, the blue ones are really dangerous," Jay said as he grabbed two enormous clubs.

Antonio had prepared steel pipes loaded with explosives. He had inserted radio detonators, and on one side of the pipe, he had created a conical tip to facilitate insertion into the ground. The quantity and power of the explosives varied significantly from the red to the blue pipes. The red pipes were used to create small craters, forcing the authorities to close the road to the public. The blue ones were meant to create traps under the feet of potential pursuers, causing deep chasms as wide as the road and about fifteen meters deep. They had planned to set off an explosion every hundred meters, and on the ground, they would paint blue lines. Each time they crossed one, Antonio would press the remote control, triggering an explosion behind them, while he would maintain a safe distance.
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