The Ultimate Weapon Chapter 4-Acceptance 
Disclaimer: I do not own road rovers or any of its characters.

Hunter lay awake in his bed, resting his head in his arms, staring up at the dark ceiling of his bedroom. It had been a full week since Exile and Blitz had been ambushed in the canyon, but who they suspected to be Parvo’s troops and Blitz was steadily on his way to making a full recovery, though he was still required to keep his head wrapped up until it had healed a little more, at least he was allowed out of the medical room now. There had still been no trace of Exile though and nobody was feeling any better because of it. One among them was lost, possibly dead and there was nothing that could help to heal the rift that had formed. It was not knowing what had happened to him that Hunter couldn’t bear, and he was sure it was the same for everyone else. He was also sure, that if they could just find some hard confirmation of what had happened to Exile, whether it was to be discovered that he was dead, (the very thought sent an unnatural chill down his spine) or alive, then the very certainty at least, would allow them to cope a little better.
Hunter had thought a lot about the attack since it had happened and his thoughts were about to go over that very mystery again tonight, before he could though, he was interrupted by a message on his dog tag radio. Sitting up, he tapped the gold marker to allow the message to get through. Why would someone call at this hour? He pondered. It must’ve been way past midnight and way into the early hours of the morning.
“Huntie, it’s me.” Coleen’s voice answered from the tag. “The master wants you to come to the briefing room, it’s about Exile. I’ll explain everything when you get ‘ere.” At this point the transmission stopped in a small burst of static.
Hunter wasn’t about to waste anytime in gathering himself together, not even stopping to wonder why the master was requesting his presence this late, if it was anything to do with finding Exile, he wanted to know about it as soon as possible. It was just as well that he hadn’t even removed his road rovers armour yet, in fact, it had been two days since he had last cared to remove it, thinking too much about his missing team mate. He near enough sprinted to the briefing room and was there within the space of about two minutes. When he arrived, he discovered Coleen and Professor Hubert sitting around the table, with the master projecting his image on the large screen on the wall opposite the table. He sat himself on the chair four spaces the right of Coleen, so that he was sitting in between the two with some space between each of them, quickly throwing Coleen a quizzical look before turning to look at the master’s large image.
Before he could speak or ask a question though, the master begins to speak. “Hunter, I’ve called you here because it’s time to come to a decision about Exile.” The master said in a commanding yet, somehow sympathetic tone. “I asked Coleen and Professor Hubert to return to the canyon one last time to look for any trace of Exile, or anything that might suggest what happened to him.”

He stops talking at that point, while Professor Hubert pulled something red and black out of his lab coat pocket, sliding it into the middle of the table where everyone can see it. It didn’t take long for Hunter to realise that it was Exile’s road rovers collar. The material was heavily singed for the most part with the gold tag heavily blemished and apparently partly melted.
“We found it at the front of the wreckage.” Professor Hubert said, his hands cupped together on the table. He sighed heavily before he spoke again and for some reason decided at that moment to clean his glasses on his lab coat. It looked to Hunter as an excuse not look at him while he spoke. “There was also a heavy stench of singed fur in and around the wreckage.”

Hunter’s heart had sunk when he saw the collar, he had hoped they might be able to locate Exile with his tracking signal, but that unfortunately was located on the collar itself, the one that now lay before him. It seemed there would be no way of locating him now. “So what do we do now?” Hunter asked almost instinctively, looking around the table from Coleen, to Professor Hubert and finally to the master. “Is there any other way we can find Exile?”
“Huntie…” Coleen said, apparently struggling to speak as Hunter turned his gaze upon her. “Don’t you realise what this could mean? We found the collar inside the wreckage, near where the flames had been most intense. Professor Hubert also said that was where the smell was most strong, even I could smell it!”

“What are you saying Coleen?” Hunter asked, breathing heavily and a sickening feeling rising in his stomach. He knew exactly what she was implying, but had to hear it himself to be sure.
“Hunter, I know this may be difficult to bear, but it might be an explanation as to why there isn’t any trace of Exile.” Professor Hubert said again, this time looking directly at Hunter. “It appeared to me at the scene that Exile had taken off his seatbelt, probably to try and grab the radio easier; according to Blitz, he dropped it mid-transmission. Its more than likely that he was thrown back out of his seat at the point of impact, it’s not impossible when you consider that the sky rover hit the ground at an angle from the rear. As for why there is no trace of him, well, we use rocket fuel to power the sky rover and it burns at extremely high temperatures and at a rapid rate. Therefore…it would be unlikely to leave any solid trace of anything burned by it…”
A heavy silence fell upon the room, leaving an atmosphere so thick with emotion someone could cut it with a knife. Hunter gulped, trying and failing to get rid of a sore lump that had formed in his throat. He wanted to argue, wished he could argue, but he couldn’t, he knew he couldn’t. Out of any conclusion they could come to, this one made the most sense, with the most weight behind it. What choice did he have, but to accept it? He had wanted the uncertainty to end, wanted some form of conclusion of what had happened, just to end that uncertainty, but this wasn’t the conclusion any of them had wanted, yet it seemed to be the only possible explanation for Exile’s disappointment. 
“I’m afraid I have no choice Hunter, I’m going to make an official announcement tomorrow with all of you present.” The master tells the three in the room, showing his strength as a true master should in the face of bad news. “Exile is the first; and hopefully the last road rover to have fallen in the line of duty. I know it’s not what anybody wanted to hear, but we can’t ponder on this while danger could strike at any moment. Professor Hubert, I need you to investigate the mysterious nature of the attack first thing tomorrow; I want answers on this as soon as possible. Hunter, Coleen; I suggest you get some rest tonight, tomorrow will not be an easy day for any of us.”
“Understood master.” They all replied at once, like usual, though with less enthusiasm than would normally be present. Professor Hubert left down a separate corridor from Coleen and Hunter, leaving the room with the collar on the table for all the others to see tomorrow. Hunter couldn’t talk; the lump in his throat seemed to restrict his very ability to express himself. He was thinking again, about how he had given the order for Blitz and Exile to fly on ahead, alone and without support. Was he responsible? Was it that very decision that had lead to Exile’s tragic demise? Had he, without meaning to, played a direct role in the death of one of his comrades? Thankfully, Coleen gave him an excuse not to answer that question, asking if he wanted to spend the night with her, if just so that they didn’t have to suffer alone.
“Thanks Coleen, I just-I don’t-I don’t think I can cope alone.” Hunter accepts the offer gratefully in a heavily broken voice, his throat sore from the lump in his throat. Tears had started forming in the corners of his eyes.

“I know, to tell you the truth, I don’t wanna be alone tonight either.” Coleen replied with a forced note of laughter. Maybe that was her way f coping, Hunter thought, trying to drown the sorrow with laughter. 

He allowed her to guide him down onto her soft bed, it was softer than Hunter’s anyway and he sunk fairly deep into the mattress, his was also a double bed though, he always felt more comfortable with a little extra room, but tonight he was grateful for Coleen’s company as she lay down beside him. Neither of them got too close that night though, instead just opting to sleep on the covers with their armour still on, simply having each other’s company was enough for now, if just so they knew they weren’t suffering alone. Hunter refused to allow himself to carry on thinking anymore that night and forced himself into a deep sleep quickly, he would have plenty of time to sleep tomorrow and he was sure he was going to do plenty of it….
Well, here’s the fourth chapter, the fifth will hopefully be along soon. Until then read and reviews are very much appreciated as well as comments on the story and it’s content so far.
