Chapter Nineteen: 

What now?

Robert led the way down the invisible trail. All of a sudden, he stopped and said, “Where are we going?”

“What do you mean? We’re the ones following you.” Ray said, somewhat agitated.


“Yeah, I thought you knew where you were going.” Shane said.


“Well, I’ve been in sort of a stupor for the past few minutes—“ 


“—Hours.” Ray interrupted. 


“Uh, yeah, hours, and I guess I thought I knew where to go, when in fact I don’t know where I’m going.”


“What are you saying? Doesn’t Teneria have like a castle or a base, sort of like the bad guys in books you read as kids?” Shane asked.


“I wouldn’t know. I know nothing of Teneria except her name, that she is a dark sorcerer, and that she slaughtered my family and friends. And that she needs to pay.” Robert replied.


“Well, if you don’t know anything about her, how are we going to find her?” Ashley asked.

“I…don’t know.” Robert said, after a long pause. 


“You don’t know? What is that supposed to mean? We have been walking for three hours. I thought you knew where you were going. I guess not. Well, what now?” Ray said, more agitated than before.

Ray stormed off to the east, Shane had no choice but to follow him, and Ashley stayed with Robert. Robert stood silently for a minute, and then decided it was best if he followed Ray and Shane. If they were to be split up, the results would likely be disastrous. 

Robert and Ashley ran to catch up with Ray and Shane. As they approached, Ray steadily quickened his pace. He obviously wanted nothing to do with Robert after being led on a wild goose chase for three hours. Shane once more had no choice in the matter, and he followed Ray’s example.

The pace quickened to a point where Robert and Ashley were literally running after Ray and Shane. They ran for a good ten minutes, until something much unexpected interrupted them.



A gunshot.


“What in Hedea was that?” Robert exclaimed. “Guns are only legal in Haurisa, and that’s got to be at least five hundred miles away!”

“We have been walking for three—” Ray tried to say.


“Oh, shut up, Ray.” Robert interrupted.


“Just because it’s not legal here doesn’t mean I can’t have one,” the man with the gun said with a smirk. “My name’s Vince. I’m gonna kill each and every one of you. Why? There’s a bounty on your heads, and it pays quite a hefty sum. I think I’ll start with that redhead.” He took aim with his gun, a double-barreled shotgun, but Robert managed to dodge. Vince loaded another shell and took aim again.

“Coward, fighting with a gun…” Robert said.


“It’s not cowardice if nobody else knows about it!” Vince said and shot once more. He missed again, due simply to bad aim on his part. “Gah! Cheap piece of crap.” Vince said, frustrated, and loaded another shell. 


“You may want to work on your aim. My aim, however, is near perfect.” Robert said, and shot a small ball of fire from his finger at Vince. It hit his leg.


“Ah, you freak!” Vince said, cringing slightly. He took aim again, but his singed leg caused him to miss to the left. “Oh, come on!” Vince said, his level of frustration quite high. He loaded one of his remaining three shells. Instead of taking aim at Robert, he took aim at Ray and shot. This time, he made contact.

“Ow!” Ray exclaimed in pain. The shot had pierced his sword arm. “I need that for slicing!” He covered the bleeding wound with his hand until Ashley came over and wrapped the wound in cloth.


“Why won’t you idiots die!? Don’t you know how?” Vince yelled out of pure frustration and loaded another shell, which he instantly shot with warning. Amazingly, the bullet pierced the same wound Ashley had just nursed. 


“Son of a…” Ray said weakly as Ashley treated the double wound.


Vince loaded his last shell, confident that he would kill at least one person with it. He took aim carefully, forgetting that his leg was bleeding profusely. He fired at Ray, but it missed him completely.


It hit Ashley. 


She fell to the ground. The bullet had pierced her chest and had only missed her heart by a few inches. She was still alive, and the wound was not fatal, but removing it would be dangerous. She patched her bullet wound up with more of her cloth and made sure not to make any sudden movements because if she were to jar the bullet, it would surely kill or paralyze her.


“Hmm, nobody dead. Yet. I came prepared, though!” Vince yelled maniacally as he threw his shotgun to the side (which he did not know could hold two shells, and that one shell was still in there) and pulled out a machine gun from its sheath on his back.


“Take cover!” Robert yelled, and Ray, Shane, and Ashley slowly and carefully took cover behind Robert. 


Vince started to fire. The machine gun roared and spit seemingly endless bullets at Robert. He spun his blades in such a way that it deflected the bullets. Vince could not see this, as a veil of smoke shrouded Robert. 


As his machine gun slowed down to a purr and the smoke cleared, he thought he had killed Robert. However, to the contrary, Robert was still very much alive, albeit surrounded by a pile of deflected bullets. Vince gasped.

“You—you deflected every one of my bullets…” Vince said, struck with awe.


“Not every one.” Robert said and he raised a bullet up that he had caught in his teeth, an amazing stunt. He ignited and fired the bullet from his hand using a fairly complex series of sparks he created. It fired directly at Vince, and it hit him in the leg wound he had neglected before. He fell to the ground, mortally wounded and in great pain.


He struggled to speak, “No wonder the bounty’s so high…” as he winced in pain. Robert walked up to him, picked up the shotgun (which he somehow knew had one shell remaining) and aimed it directly at Vince’s eyes, with each of his eyes looking into one of the two barrels of the shotgun.


“Tell me what you see,” Robert said. “Do you see life, or do you see death? Do you see salvation, or do you see damnation? Do you see a light at the end of the tunnel, or is it all dark? Do you see at all, or does your greed blind you? Tell me. What do you see?” Before Vince could answer, Robert pulled the trigger.


A gunshot.


Silence.


Long after Robert and his group had left Vince’s body to rot in the ground, someone stopped by.


“Oh, Vince, you always had a habit of starting jobs but never finishing them. Story of your life. Oh well, I can always finish it for you.”
