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viiT O M O R R O W ’ S  E N D

This night seems as good as any to kill the universe’s messiah.
If a human is reading this letter, do the universe a favor and kill 

yourself, for death is better than the doom that comes for your species.
I’m not going into a diatribe about my past, because to hell with it. 

None of it matters, and neither do you.
How is life worth living if there is no purpose, no point, no free will?
I stupidly assumed the good guys would win.
Don’t be a fool.
Release the preconceived notions of choice. I want you to consider 

where you live, your parents, your friends, and your emotions.
Consider the events that happen around you, how they sculpt your 

future.
Reading this right now sparks a certain emotion.
Still think you’re in charge of your life? I’ve got even better news.
People are behind the curtain pulling your strings.
Everything has been predetermined before you were even born.
I don’t care what planet you are on, or from what time you’ve 

traveled.
I’ve seen the progress of time. In the end, there was death.
Even now, I have doubts; there are so many grays in the world, so 

much uncertainty.
Perhaps humanity is weak; it needs to be controlled, because without 

control, there is chaos.
I have saved the lives of billions, yet none of them know my name.

I am Nightstalker.
A mindless marionette like the rest of you.

This night, I cut my strings.





P A R T  O N E

And I saw another savior fly in 
the midst of our fallen brethren, to 
bring unto them death to all that 
dwell beyond the earth. He brings 
destruction to every galaxy. In the 
end days, I see no forms of life, and 
no planets remain. So fear humanity 
and make waste of them. Fear their 
savior and bring about salvation. 
And in the last days, their knight 
shall fall to The Dragon. 

—The final doctrine. 
The Nullados Prophecy: 24:15





C H A P T E R  O N E
“Life contains but two tragedies. One is not to get 

your heart’s desire; the other is to get it.” 
     —Socrates

Earth in the distant future…

K
ill me! K… k… kill me! Please!”  A bed of spinning, white-hot 

nails ground into the flesh of the black-scaled alien pinned to 

a wall. “It’s A Beautiful Morning” by The Rascals roared over 

the faint, silvery voice of a girl singing along.

 “Please, God, somebody!” The creature looked down and 

watched a nail burst through the front of his shoulder. 

 Small blinking lights from a circuit board shone through an 

undulating, black, gelatinous blob. As the parasitic squid squeezed 

the crown of his skull, a torrent of voltaic streams crackled through 

the clear tentacles and into the back of his neck. Weak light flickered 

against pink confetti glued to the cracked walls with dried blood—

someone had drawn dozens of smiley faces in it with their finger. The 

room mocked with a hundred heads of grinning china dolls plastered 

within the gore.
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A long-legged silhouette of a skinny, petite girl danced. “There 

will be children with robins and flowers.”

“Oh God, oh God!” he cried.

The blob was keeping him alive. No amount of blood loss would 

give the creature peace. It was missing every major appendage, and 

every vital organ was pierced with a white dagger etched with glowing 

glyphs.

A mischievous, high-pitched giggle echoed in the dark. “Silly 

Billy. What God allows this?” She was poisoned candy, bubbly and 

childishly sweet.

An angelic female voice boomed, “Stop.”

The music muted. She still danced.

“Thanks for spilling your cute little guts.” The tip of a pink high-

heeled boot broke into the light and kicked the creature’s entrails 

across the gray steel floor.

“How many times must I tell you, genocide is not a sport! Wildfire, 

let him go,” the serene voice said.

A soft glow of white wings appeared on the ceiling.

“An angel! Save me!” the creature gurgled.

The girl laughed, the sound dainty and delicate like tingling chimes 

in a gentle breeze. “No angel, darling. One more freak playing a loving 

god. I like freaks.”

The alien watched her thumbnail, painted with a diamond skull 

and cross pistols made of bones, glide around a single red button in 

the center of an alien-symbol-covered control module.

“Release him!”

“How can I possibly be expected to handle work on a day like 

this?”

A disk hovered in the middle of the ceiling. It was angled toward 

the alien, leaving the rest of the room in near darkness. The tortured 
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creature could barely make out the outlines of a disheveled penthouse 

apartment and several piles of bodies. Beyond the long row of broken 

windows, the ash fell like snow through clouds of smoke beneath a 

pitch-black sky.

The woman’s jagged bone tiara caught some of the light. “Hire 

me, people die. That’s the breaks.”

“He told you everything he knew four hours ag—”

“Oh, pooh,” she giggled. “Will ya shut up!? I swear it’s always”—

Wildfire deepened her voice—“‘stop killing so many people, don’t 

blow up that city,’ and ‘it’s not polite to punch people as a greeting!’”

Another white dagger streamed through the air, stopping in the 

center of the creature’s chest. “So ya think he chose this suffering? 

He wanted this? You. Are. Sick.” Light bounced off Wildfire’s smile.

“Mocking me won’t make Kevin love you.”

The alien’s chuckling captor responded to the voice. Two more 

daggers hit their mark. Now there was almost no more room for 

another one on its body.

The alien whimpered. “By heavens, help me!”

Wildfire stopped laughing. “Yes . . . save him, Raksasha! Aren’t 

ya all powerful? Aww, the changeling god don’t care about you. That’s 

messed up, girlie.

Numerous alien foot soldiers halted at the base of the building 

where a loud tinkling  chorus of music boxes played. Two large 

pink flashing arrows above the front door illuminated BAD GUYS 

WELCOME  written in dripping alien parts hung on bedazzled spikes.

“Rhinestones?” An armored figure wiped blood from his goggles. 

“Um . . . we need the guin—I mean scout.”

“Yes, sir,” a soldier groaned.
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Wildfire sniffed the air. “Goody. Your pals will play!” She stepped 

into the light, inches from her prey’s face.

As seen through the curtain of green blood cascading from his 

forehead, her face was that of a sadistic clown. Half was painted the 

milky white of a geisha—the other half, the blood red of a killer. 

Scattered like bright stars in space across the red cheek were tiny black 

alien symbols speckled like glitter.

On the white cheek, a small human heart was drawn in contrasting 

blood. The woman smiled, displaying that evil jester grin. Her dainty 

voice was almost eerie. “Honey, ya buddies are gonna”—she fluttered 

her blood-drenched eyelashes—“go ba-booom.”

A little of the life-giving liquid seeped out of the crimson-filled 

sockets and flowed down her cheeks. The walls of the room vibrated 

at the sound of an approaching alien ship.

Several floors beneath Wildfire, the aliens approached. 

Glitter and gunpowder caked on the walls. Hundreds of pink 

teddy bears were piled in the lobby and fixed the scout with a glassy 

stare.

“Clear!” The scout yelled.

Dozens of soldiers entered the stairwell and waded through broken 

pasty doll parts. As the rest of them filed in, each of the bears’ eyes 

lit red.

The alien ship painted Wildfire’s room with light.

With what was left of the tortured alien in one hand, she charged, 

her body bursting through the broken windows.
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The copilot lost all color in his face. “Reverse thrust! Reverse 

thrust!”

Flinching, the pilot gripped the stick, launching a missile.

Wildfire drove her fist through the warhead. The ship’s front 

thrusters ignited.

Too late.

“You forgot your buddy!” Her body ablaze, she landed on top 

of the ship and slapped the torso of the tortured alien to the cockpit.

“Ahhhh!” The pilot thrust the stick down and dove the ship into 

the building.

Glass burst, metal crunched metal and Wildfire’s skull-and-

pistols thumbnail pressed down on the button of the control module. 

“Wheeeee!”

In an instant, the gelatinous device attached to the creature’s 

forehead expanded to the size of a basketball. There was an acidic 

pop, and the building atop a mountain of ash and debris burst like a 

Roman candle.

Then a crescendo of secondary explosions ripped through its 

floors, pulling the structure down.

Dropping the detonator, the silhouette of a female figure fell 

sixty stories, her fall turning into a dive, full of fire and destruction. 

Flaming multicolored confetti shot from bursting windows, whirling 

through the sky.

“Merry Christmas!”

No sooner had she pressed that button than came a cacophony 

of stunning proportions, a ground-shaking storm of detonations, and 

ten city blocks ignited in churning flames.

The figure spun and, moving like an Olympian, landed on her 

feet with her arms in the air, welcoming the rubble piling up on her.
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Accompanying the snapping of metal and crunch of stone was the 

prolonged, painful squeal from a group of burning soldiers crushed 

under the debris.

She was dancing around the destruction, frolicking inside the 

fire. “Doo-dloo-doo-doo-doo! I’m singing in the pain! Just singing 

in the pain!”

“Not everyone likes napalm showers,” Raksasha said. “What if I 

was still alive?”

Wildfire’s hands went to her hips. “Aww . . . why you always 

killin’ my buzz?”
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A few hours later…

Nightstalker was alone. Old New York was a skeleton of the 

city it once was. All the buildings had their guts torn out, leaving 

scorched bones. Alien corpses buried earth’s surface like a shroud. 

Even the fire that warmed him was dying.

But at least it was quiet, with the sun almost a distant memory.

Good, he thought. Sunshine always brings people. And I hate those.

His ghostly albino skin magnified the claw marks under both of 

his eyes. He blanketed himself in black.

His long black leather jacket was dirty from remnants of the 

departed beings he sat in for days. His stringy hair was so dark that 

not even the firelight could illuminate it. The strands bathed in the 

hollowed-out robotic skull, which he barely sipped from, savoring the 

fluid’s deep, sugary sting.

His expression was vacuous as he watched the liquid rainbow 

colors, beyond the human spectrum, change dramatically.

A beautiful feminine voice thundered, “This is not who you are.”

Over his shoulder, he saw the shadow of a figure on the large stone 

wall. The few walls still standing always had some kind of graffiti, and 

this one was no exception. KILL THE CHANGELING DEVILS  was 

written everywhere.

“If it is all part of a plan, there are no failures.” Her melodious 

voice pushed through his body, and each syllable tingled with bliss.

Dragging his gaze from the fire, Nightstalker looked across the 

long expanse of the alley. The bright glow spread out like the white 

wings of an angel, illuminating the far end.
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Wings moved like a shadow across the ground, feathers rose off 

the surface and burst into blood-red cherry blossoms that swirled into 

cloth. The beautiful chaos stopped, and what was left was a figure 

walking toward him.

There she was, her glow adding to the flickering firelight. Her long 

cloak was deep crimson. White hands hung from the sleeves, but no 

face was in the raised hood. In its place, an intense light surrounding 

a mass of mirror like energy.

Another hallucination, he thought.

Nightstalker turned around and, raising an elbow, lifted his drink 

to his lips. He groaned.

Ten feet away from him, she stopped. “My physical body is gone, 

but I’m here with you.” With every alluring word, the energy flickered.

Nightstalker coughed, spitting up some of his drink. He closed 

his eyes and lowered his head.

“Come back to me.” Her perfect voice cracked.

Nightstalker took another sip.

“Please,” she muttered.

He ran a hand through his hair. “Shut up. Just shut up.”

“Night, I . . .”

“Your voice . . . ,”  he whimpered, and clenched his eyes.

“Please, I need you.” She reached out her hand. “Everyone needs 

you.”

Nightstalker put down his drink and covered his ears.

Raksasha took another step closer. “You cannot ignore me or this 

future you’ve made.”

“Everything’s a choice.” He paused. “I do what I w—”

“You’re drunk.” She took a couple of steps back.

Nightstalker struggled to get to his feet. “Go away!”

He chucked the flawed diamond skull toward the cloaked figure.
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The missile fell short. It shattered into brilliant flashing crystal 

and a splash of liquid color.

Her cloak didn’t even rustle.

Nightstalker’s face grew livid. Dark steam rose at the creases of 

his clenched fists and smoldered at the edges of his eyes. Shadows 

lengthened across the ground and reached out toward the woman.

The garbage pile burning at Nightstalker’s back popped, throwing 

showers of sparks into the air.

The walls shook. Dust swirled as the ground trembled.

The alley around her exploded into molten rock and steel.

She raised her head at the flaming debris that spiraled in the air.

Shards rained down upon the figure until a cool wind rushed 

in and dampened them, shrinking them into embers. The shadows 

receded.

Raksasha’s cloak rustled slightly. “I won’t be scared away.”

“Please,” he breathed, stumbling back to his gutter. “I can’t do 

this anymore.”

Raksasha walked closer. “Demons are coming to bring hell and 

ultimate suffering. Have you forgotten?”

Nightstalker squinted at his wavy reflection in her hood. “I’ve 

tried the mind purges a hundred times. Guaranteed, my ass.”

Her hood lowered. “You’re trying to forget me.”

He winced at her soothing voice.

Nightstalker turned his head away. His face fell into his hands. 

“How dare you.” 

He clenched his teeth until his jaw muscles trembled. “There isn’t 

a second where you don’t just pop into my head.” He blinked back 

tears. “So excuse me for numbing my mind with alcohol.”
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He thought of her when the sun was supposed to be rising in the 

sky and when he played alien exterminator for credits. Thought of her 

all day, going about his endless life, watching other lives end. Thought, 

during his nightly dinner of booze and fake meats, of how her beauty 

could make him forget about everything he’d done.

She sighed. “Continue on this path, and all life, everything will 

be nothing. Help Kevin.”

“Helping requires me to give a damn.”

She raised her robed arm to the sky. “Look past the ash clouds 

and burned sky to this dying universe.”

He glanced up. The stars were vanishing. A black mist flickered 

over his pupils. He could now see beyond the moon, past Mars and 

to a crumbing Jupiter.

The Darkness spread like a raging river, bloated by the countless 

planets it devoured. Within its swirling pools of vanishing blood, 

spaceships stuck to its waves exploded when it churned. The lightless 

sludge surged forward and swallowed Mars.

He lowered his head back to the fire and shrugged.

Raksasha folded her arms. “Your vision won’t go beyond the 

Darkness, because there is nothing beyond it.”

“So?”

“Kevin is the only one who can stop all this. If you don’t protect 

him, there will be nothing.”

He sighed. “Again, why should I care? Maybe I want nothing. At 

least there won’t be suffering.”

“And no joy,” she said.

Nightstalker stared back at her. “I’ve traveled this empty space,” 

he groaned. “It’s dark, it’s cold, and life survives only by people preying 

upon one another. They cause pain by being born and—”

“Complaining about problems does not solve them.”
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“And they live by inflicting pain, and in pain, they die. Am I to 

believe your precious humans chose all these wars . . . this suffering?”

“You exaggerate.” She folded her arms.

“Do I? I’ve had it with all your missions.” He threw his hand in 

the air. “The grandiose, endless propagation  of man doesn’t exist.” He 

turned his back to Raksasha. “Your perfect future is gone.”

Her voice softened. “It’s not over.”

He threw a stick into the fire. “I couldn’t save you. So, yeah, it’s 

over.”

“You’ll fight because you choose to.” She placed her hand on his 

shoulder and he felt his depression drain away.

“That could change real fast,” he said, looking at the nozzle of 

an energy pistol peeking out from under a damp newspaper. “My 

body is a prison.”

“Please. This will be your last trip to the past. Your purpose will 

be fulfilled.”

A light glossed over his eyes and an unnatural glow relieved him 

of emotional darkness.

You always made me crazy, he thought.

Nightstalker sighed, staring at a pile of alien bodies in the distance. 

He took a deep breath and got back to his feet. “I know you can’t lie. 

All right, what do I gotta do?”

“Protect Kevin so that he can slay the Dragon. Save humanity.”

Nightstalker laughed. “Oh, is that all?” He sighed. “The Timeweb 

shows every outcome with the Dragon killing everyone—and if I face 

it, it kills me, too.”

“I will open a time flux around your old shopping center in 

Angels City.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.” Nightstalker moaned. “Am I 

supposed to believe the Timeweb is wrong?”
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The figure placed its luminous hands on its hood. “You have 

twenty-four hours until the Darkness devours Earth.”

Nightstalker stared into the fire. “You might as well feed me to 

it now.”

“My champion is on her way and will assist you.”

“I swear one day that girl’s gonna put a diaper on a bazooka,” 

he mumbled. “Well, I guess that’s it then. I’ll just figure out how to 

stop it, just like that.”

The figure floated past him toward the withering flames. Her 

voice still echoed. “You will.”

Nightstalker rolled his eyes. “Fine.”

The figure stepped into the fire. Light burst around her, then she 

was gone. At last, he looked up and saw his growing shadow on the 

wall. He watched large swirls of light within the flames as the heat 

from the now-raging fire danced higher and higher.

In the center of the blaze, huge ornate doors appeared, swinging 

open.

He sighed as a young woman entered the alley, her long ponytail 

falling like rope over her black leather bodysuit. One hand held a 

derringer; the other, a double-barreled chrome plasma cannon. And 

as soon as he saw the familiar face of his large-breasted friend, the 

doors were gone.

She made a sarcastic pouty face and shook her hourglass hips side 

to side. “Super Stud needs . . . little me?”

“Shut up, Wildfire.” He forced a smile.

She tapped him on the nose with her finger. “Which big baddy 

are we offing now?”

“The one thing that can’t be killed: the Dragon.”

Wildfire’s eyes widened with excitement and she licked her lips. 

“Ooooo, neats. I’ll sic Sparky on it.”
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“I doubt your favorite pet gun will do anything.”

Extending her lower lip, she pointed at him. “Don’t you talk 

about him like that.”

Nightstalker lightly gripped her shoulder, and with a quick smile 

passed her. “All right, Giggles, follow me.”

They stepped down the alley.

The surface of Earth was as dark as ink; its sky was charcoal. Even 

the steps they took added darkness to the air as their feet brushed 

through ash.

“It’s been years. How’s life?” she asked.

“I’m alive,” he breathed.

She shrugged her shoulders. “And?”

“That’s right. Unfortunately, I’m still here.”

“I didn’t mean to—”

“What did you expect me to say?”

“You’ll get her back.” Wildfire reached into her back pocket. “Ya 

will.” She winked.

Wildfire held out a flat, shimmering disk. “Here.” She pressed a 

diamond button in its center.

From the disk, a light illuminated twenty feet in all directions; 

the soft fluorescent glow revealed every tiny corner and crack. Both of 

them could see perfectly well without it. This was for something else.

The light bounced off the crumbled walls of a children’s toy store. 

They walked around burned teddy bears and blood-caked plastic balls.

Nightstalker grabbed the disk and began walking. “Oh, thanks 

for the light. Remind me to get another one of these gooer repellents. 

Try to keep up.”

Crispy alien and human skulls crunched beneath their feet. The 

whimpers of people dying sounded in the distance. Wildfire’s face lit 

up when she heard the light drum of explosions.
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“Do ya really have to make all this go away?” She tilted her head.

“We don’t have to do anything.” He rolled his eyes. “We choose to.”

The wind was full of toxins; green and purple hues spiraled 

through the sprinkles of black ash. Nightstalker wiped away some 

that had collected on his face.

“People suck.” He sighed.

Just then, the alien liquor he had been drinking took its toll on 

his body. Wildfire continued talking, but to him, her words were just 

noise. He leaned over and placed a hand over his mouth, hoping to 

avoid throwing up.

“Ya know, last time I bumped into ya, you were just floating 

around in space lookin’ like a corpse.” Wildfire slapped Nightstalker 

hard against his spine.

He knew she did it to try to get him to puke. He moved forward 

a bit but held his own. “I like the peace and quiet.” He coughed.

“Why you back? What was all that ‘Earth is the universe’s 

outhouse’ talk?” Wildfire asked, licking gunpowder off her fingers.

“If feces could take a crap, this would be the place. But, hey, 

Changeling Ale is the only stuff that gets me drunk.” Nightstalker 

moaned. “This will be my three thousandth mission.” He made air 

quotes with his fingers, “‘To save mankind.’ Stupid ingrates.”

Nightstalker rubbed his eyes. “Every timeline I’ve traveled ends 

in some kind of catastrophe, and goodbye humanity.”

“So, we just walk?”

“We never have a choice.”

Wildfire stepped over an alien corpse. “How’s good old Princess 

Perfect anyway?”

“Why must you do that?”
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“What?” She smiled slyly, then pushed her lips out and sarcastically 

pouted. “Poor, poor baby. Seeing your dead one true love. You can’t 

hold her, or squeeze her, or give her sweet, sweet kisses.”

Nightstalker shook his head. “Somewhere, I thought the good 

guys would win.”

“Should’ve known better, Mr. Nightstalker. Mr. Serial Killer.”

“I should have never told that reporter in 1985 my name.”

Wildfire patted the top of his head like he was a dog. “Oh, poor 

baby, it’ll be all right.”

“You’re the only one who can make me smile since she’s been 

gone. I’m glad Raksasha picked you.”

“Yeaaah.” She tossed a bullet in her mouth. “Your games are fun 

fun fun. Oh, hey, I toasted the Blood Syndicate. I squashed a ton of 

baddies trying to kill ya.”

“You know I don’t care, right?”

“Just sayin’.” The bullet crunched between her teeth.

The two entered a desolate plain of destruction, littered with the 

ashes of hundreds of warriors killed in battle.

As Nightstalker looked at the ground, memories twisted in 

his head, one after the other. He stopped, and stood staring at the 

blackened remains of the once-mighty warriors.

Wildfire stopped to look back at her halted comrade. “Beautiful, 

huh?”

Nightstalker leaned down and picked up a helmet full of laser 

holes. “I’m sure he didn’t wake up one day and say, ‘All of this living 

business is overrated. I hope I get shot in the face.’ Everything is a 

choice? ” He dropped the helmet, and they continued walking.

Wildfire never walked, she sashayed; daintily swinging her arms 

and swaying her hips, the whole world was her runway.
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Wildfire took a deep breath and soaked it in. “Ahhh, the smell 

of death. Lovely. Lovely.”

The two of them moved through Times Square, a place once 

crowded and full of life. Now the city was mostly rolling hills of 

garbage and death. Fragments of buildings were piled with rotting 

corpses; many were holding various weapons.

“Remember how the changelings crashed their ships on Earth?”

Wildfire giggled. “Like I’d forget. You kept trying to stop them, 

over and over and over and over and over,” Wildfire was skipping, 

“and over and over and over—”

Nightstalker lightly shoved her.

“They can blow me.” Wildfire made an oral sex gesture.

Nightstalker smiled. “We’ve got to stop them. Again.”

Their travel came to an abrupt halt. Gravel and ash rumbled 

beneath their feet as a twelve-story alien beast obstructed their path.

The monstrosity resembled a demonic caterpillar; its gaping, 

sharklike mouth was devouring everything in its way.

Wildfire raised her guns. “Ooh, ooh !”

“Bad, crazy girl. Bad!” Nightstalker placed his hand on the gun 

and pushed down. “They’re saprotrophs,” he yelled over the sound of 

crunching metal. “They only eat the dead. Unless you attack them!”

Wildfire made a pouty face as she put her guns away.

“But I—”

“Didn’t you just slaughter several armies of aliens?” Nightstalker 

asked.

“Pfft! Yeah, like ten minutes ago! A girl’s gotta kill. Come on, 

when are we gonna start shootin’ people!?”
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Nightstalker grabbed her hand. “These things travel in packs. I 

don’t have time right now to fight hordes of giant alien monsters just 

because of your addiction. We go around.” He pulled her behind him.

Wildfire ripped her hand away. “I’m coming.”

Nightstalker sighed. “I am so sick of being the universe’s 

babysitter.” He pushed a door that opened to a demolished football 

stadium. “Through here.”

“Should I kill the next living thing I see?” Wildfire mumbled.

“What was that?”

“Nothin’,” she said with a wide, yet seductive, manic grin. “Just 

negotiatin’ with the voices in my head.”

The sports arena was leveled. The stands were nothing but ash. A 

few surrounding walls were upright, held together by luck. Just like 

everywhere else, alien carcasses were piled in all directions.

“I think the people who died in the explosion were the lucky 

ones. I mean, the swarms of aliens just don’t stop.”

“Did the changelings do all this?” Wildfire said.

“This isn’t their fault; it’s mine. I’m sorry this is turning into a 

speech.”

She pinched his butt. “It’s cools.”
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He pushed her hand away. “Humans are crazy! They’re always 

finding new ways to off themselves.”

Wildfire giggled. “Let ’em die. Sounds good to me.”

Nightstalker hopped over a puddle of boiling chemicals. “So, the 

changeling god wants me to stop her own people. Again. I never get 

tired of her saying they’re just misguided. They’ve been killing people 

and swapping them with fakes since the species started.”

“Ya want to marry a ghost!” Wildfire started kissing the air. “Oh, 

how sweet, doing all this because ya looove her.”

“You go on ahead,” he continued. “It’s your turn to get supplies. 

Raksasha is opening a door to a different timeline. We’re meeting 

where we always meet.”

Wildfire’s face lit up. “The old supermarket where Los Angeles 

used to be?”

Nightstalker nodded. “Don’t spend all day on a mountain of 

weapons. We’ve got about twenty-four hours until the Darkness absorbs 

Earth .”

“And no,” he made gun gestures, “You can’t just bang bang that 

away too. While you’re inspecting supplies, I’ll stop by and get some 

breakfast and wait for you there.”

“Just eat my food.”

“I’m sorry, pain is not a flavor.”

Wildfire smiled. “I’m taking the light disk. They got one there 

I betcha.”

“They do.” He turned around. “And keep the body count down. 

We don’t have forever.”

“So we play with the Dragon,” she yelled, rubbing her hands 

together, “and that’s it?”

“No, he said as he was walking away, “we kill Kevin.


