The Ultimate Weapon Chapter 9-Slim Hope
Disclaimer: Nothing you haven’t hear before, I still don’t own the road rovers or the characters.

It was mostly quiet in the cabin of the sky rover, the most interesting sound were the low voices of Shag and Reidar in the cockpit blending with the rumble of the engines at the rear of the plane. Hunter was glad to see that Shag didn’t seem to realise what had happened to Muzzle yet, he was having a hard enough time coping without Shag’s shrill wail resonating through his skull. He had stopped his sobbing now, instead he stood quietly over Muzzle’s body and gently stroked his head. The skin beneath his eyes was stinging from where his tears had dried, forming a salty, sticky crust that was caught up in his fur.

He looked over his shoulder as he noticed Reggie walking from the back of the sky rover up to the cockpit. He might not have been interested if it hadn’t been for the fact that they had been flying for over two hours now and Reg had stood in the same position, still as a statue for that period of time, ever since they had exchanged that brief glance as they took off. He glanced at Muzzle’s face and with a depressed sigh, focused his attention back to Reggie, needing something, anything to try and take his mind off of things and Reggie had proved to be a very interesting character over the course of the mission. As he walked past their seats, Coleen and Blitz also looked up in interest as the wolf-dog rested his arm on the head of Reidar’s seat and began to speak to him.
“How long have we been flying Reidar?” Reggie asked, looking out of the cockpit window as he did so.
“About er, two hours and twenty minutes, we’ll be back at base in about an hour.” Reidar replied, looking as surprised as Hunter, Coleen and Blitz that he had actually moved. “Why, did you fall asleep back there or something?”

“Something like that. By the way; what did you do to sabotage the enemy’s plane?”

“Honestly; there wasn’t a lot I could do to it.” Reidar sighed, seemingly disappointed. “That plane was different from most I’ve seen, I had to spend about ten minutes just trying to work out what everything was after I got the power boards open, it had loads of different strange circuits I’ve never seen before. By the time I finally worked some of it out you made that emergency call so I had to leave, only thing I managed to do was lock the steering, but that could easily be fixed if someone was a half-decent mechanic.”
“Oh, they have more than a half-decent mechanic.” Blitz growled loudly about two seats back with his typical knack for doing and saying things without thinking.

“What does that mean?” Shag asked in his strange language of moans and growls.

“Nothing to worry about Shag; Blitz is just being an idiot like usual.” Hunter blurted out on reflex, throwing Blitz a hard look reminding him to keep his mouth shut.

“Don’t you call me an idiot you stupid mutt!” Blitz spat, turning around in his seat and trying to stand up, only to fall back into his seat and yelping, grabbing his right shoulder firmly again.
Hunter was about ready to stroll over to Blitz and whack him straight in his over-groomed face before he caught Coleen’s eye, noticing the disapproving and warning look on her face. A couple of hours ago, back in the vault, he remembered thinking about how the three of them would have to stick together in the coming months to cope with the new news about Exile and knew that as the leader, he needed to be the strongest out of the three. He had come to realise now that it would be easier said than done, especially if he was going to let one of Blitz’s regular insults get to him like it had almost done. 
“Is that shoulder giving you some problems Blitz?” Reg asked, walking over to where Blitz sat after a brief moment of awkward silence in the cabin. “What happened to you anyway?” Blitz didn’t reply, merely huffing and staring at a patch of floor to his left, demonstrating once again his short temper and lack of respect for others. 

“He got blasted against the wall by a blast of wind from that short husky, the one with brown eyes.” Coleen answered for Blitz with an irritated sigh, getting out of her seat and leaning on the back of Blitz’s so she was looking over the back of his head. “And ignore him; he’s always like this when he says something stupid. He does that quite a lot actually come to think of it.”
“I say it again; you’re lucky you’re so cute…” Blitz growled under his breath, still staring at the same patch of floor.
“Well, let’s take a look and see what the damage is shall we?” Reggie replied, seemingly unperturbed by Blitz’s behaviour. As he spoke, some small threads of his armour began to move on his chest and snaked their way up to his right eye, carrying a small glowing green device.

“Was ist das!?” Blitz exclaimed, flinching in his seat.
“What-‘ow on earth, did you do that?” Coleen asked, her eyes wide, standing up straight as threads settled, covering a fraction of the right side of Reggie’s face, holding a small, green rectangular eyepiece in place.

“As I told Hunter, I’ll explain later.” Reggie sighed in response as he tapped the screen of the eye piece, prompting it to make a series of low beeping and clicking sounds.

“What is that Reg?” Hunter asked curiously, walking over to where the others were and looking at the eyepiece with interest. He was glad for the distraction, anything to take his mind off of Muzzle.
“It’s a scanning device; it’s called a portable MedScan.” Reggie replied, looking up and down Blitz’s arm. “You can use it to take a look at someone who’s injured or sick and see what they’ve done. You can see what their body temperature is, x-ray so you can see their skeleton and internal organs, on some of the advanced models you can even look at someone on a cellular level and see their nervous system and brainwave patterns.”

“So where did you get one of them from then?” Coleen asked intrigued, watching Reggie closely, while Blitz sat still, looking a little apprehensive about the whole matter. 

“It was given to me when I joined the Space Rovers; this model is a basic standard issue I can use to measure body temperature and make a regular and internal x-ray.” Reggie explained, standing up and rubbing the back of his neck. “You’ve dislocated your shoulder and have got a fracture on the blade.”

“Wait a minute-you’re from the space rovers?” Hunter asked, pointing his finger at Reg.  
“Well, yes I’m the commander of the Space Rovers Vessel Canis Major in the exploration sector.” Reg explained with his hands open in front of him, frowning. “Why? Didn’t you know?”
“We didn’t know mate, didn’t know where either of you came from until Rei told us where he was from.”  Coleen replied, jabbing her thumb over her shoulder at Rei.
“Oh, well alright then, well, now you know where I’m from.” Reg said, turning around to face Blitz again. “But yes, what are we going to do with him? Someone needs to push his shoulder back in place and the last time I did that I did more damage than good. Any volunteers?” 

“I’ll give you my kennel club official license if you let me do it.” Coleen offered without hesitation.
“Do you know how to do it?”

“Done it loads of times!”

“Then be my guest.”

“Wait a minute, what are you doing?” Blitz asked loudly as Coleen knelt beside him and clasped his arm. “No wait! Stop! I’m not ready! St-!” He yelled in vain before Coleen sharply jabbed his arm back into its socket with a pop that sent a nasty chill down Hunter’s spine. 

Hunter didn’t think that dogs could actually go green if they were grossed out by something, but Blitz was certainly getting close to resembling some mutant zombies he’d seen in a movie once. 
“I think I’m going to be sick…” Blitz mumbled, his head swaying backwards and forwards before he finally fainted, hanging limply in his chair with his seatbelt holding him onto it.

“I always wanted to do that to him.” Coleen sighed, standing up and rubbing her hands together.

“You remind me of my head of security on my ship you know that?” Reggie concluded, waving his finger at Coleen. 
“What are you guys doing back there?” Rei called from the cockpit, both he and Shag looking back into the cabin. 

“Nothing Rei, don’t worry about it. Coleen was just fixing Blitz is all.” Hunter called back, managing a small smile at the scene, true it was forced and it made his jaw ache, but it felt better than just standing over a dead body and sobbing for two hours straight. “So Reg, do you want to tell me what happened with that fireball back there?”
“I already said I’d explain about that back at the head quarters, though honestly I’m surprised you didn’t hear what Nemesis had to say back in the vault, she was talking for a good minute, but you were all gaping at something or other.” Reggie replied, sitting back into a seat behind him sideways, wrapping his arm around the head rest.
“Yeah, I’ll explain about that later as well…” Hunter replied, glancing over at Shag. He had a good idea of what Reg was talking about, he vaguely remembered hearing the fuzzy voice of the Border collie while he tried to get his head around the fact that Exile was a traitor. “What about that explosion you set off though; you said it didn’t kill them?”
“Well, in that case I look forward to hearing the story.” Reg replied, leaning forwards in his seat with his hands clasped together. “Now about the explosion, when the money disappeared and the enemy confronted you, I planted a small, portable explosive device, about the size of a hockey puck, on the topside of the mid-section of the walkway I was on.”
“Why did you do that?” Coleen asked, leaning against a table opposite Reggie with her arms folded.

“With the money gone the mission was effectively a failure and well-you saw those bodies in the entrance, even with all of us fighting we would’ve been in way over our heads if we fought them, no point in fighting over nothing right? And to be honest I didn’t think any of you were in any state to fight such a different kind of enemy after that scene in the hall.” Reggie explained, speaking with his hands as much as his voice, as even though he held them together, he was constantly moving them around as he spoke. “So I planted the device as a means to cover our escape if Shepherd gave the order.”

“So, you must’ve been contacting the Master while the enemy were talking to us?” Hunter asked, recalling how Reggie was nowhere to be found during Boris’ introduction. He didn’t approve of Reggie calling the Master ‘Shepherd’, but he’d said it enough since joining their ranks to let it blow over his head. 
“Yes, I had to leave the vault through the door at the end of the walkway; radio waves don’t travel too well through thick titanium structures so I needed a better signal.” Reggie paused to yawn momentarily and Hunter realised just how tired Reg had looked after their escape. “Sorry, anyway I called Shepherd and informed him of the situation and he agreed that it would’ve been better just to pull out as opposed to fight, but I contacted Reidar as an extra precaution, just in case we did need to defend ourselves. After that, well you saw me return, but I’m afraid I missed everything up to you charging at that husky character with the burnt ears and the freeze-ray eyes.”
Hunter glanced over at Shag after Reg had finished his sentence cautiously leaned forwards to whisper to Reggie. “Hey Reg, can you try not to mention anything about that-that guy in front of Shag?” 

“What about that Border collie girl? It seemed like you knew her.” Coleen enquired, obviously thinking along the same lines as Hunter and trying to keep the conversation going.

“Nemesis? Yes I know her, though I’m afraid that story links in with my armour, so I’ll have to explain that later as well.” Reggie replied, turning his attention to Muzzle’s body and tapping the MedScan again. Hunter was glad to see that Reggie had got the message and seemed unperturbed by his statement, though he was sure he would have done anyway, Reg was a smart enough dog. He kept his eyes on Reggie as he stood up and walked over to the table where Muzzle’s body lay and suddenly felt that painful lump forming in his throat again as he caught a glimpse of one of Muzzle’s paws sticking out from behind one of the chairs surrounding the table and quickly pulled his gaze away to face the window opposite him, wanting his attention focused on anything, but the body of his friend.
“So er-back to the explosion; what happened after you set the bomb off and joined me back at the entrance?” Hunter asked, as Coleen approached him and patted him on his shoulder sympathetically. “I mean, what happened to the enemy.”
“Once I sealed the entrance behind you all that really happened was I informed that Boris character that it was a bad idea to attack a hybrid from behind like he did and that he’d do well not to do the same thing in future. After that I set off the device and like I said it was too small to do anything other than make the walkway collapse. Once we escaped I assume they left themselves. In any case it gave us enough time to get away.” Reggie explained, all the while looking over every part of the Rottweiler, lifting his eyelids and shining a light from the small eyepiece into the eye. “By the way; he isn’t dead.”
“What do you mean?” Hunter asked, turning his head toward Reggie so quickly his neck cricked. Rubbing the side of his neck, he shot back over to the table where Muzzle lay, with Coleen following closely.
“His heart and breathing rates are very slow and he is absolutely freezing to the core, but you can plainly see-.” Reggie paused for a moment while he removed the eyepiece from his face, the small strands of black material receding back into the chest area of his armour and held it in front of Hunter’s right eye. “-that his heart is still beating.”
For a moment all Hunter saw through the eyepiece was the green, blurry outline of Muzzle’s body, until Reggie moved it a little closer to his face and he could see Muzzle’s entire skeleton and underneath the ribs and other bones, which seemed transparent through the eyepiece, his entire system of internal organs. Through the ribs, Hunter could see to his elated astonishment, the gentle beating of Muzzle’s heart and the very slight expansion and deflation of his lungs as he took in shallow breaths. Reggie hadn’t been kidding when he said both were slow though, no wonder he had looked dead on the outside.
“Coleen, you’re a medic right? You better take a look and see what can be done.” Reg handed Coleen the MedScan as he spoke, apologising for the lack of an ear piece attachment. “I don’t really need one.” He explained, tapping the material on his chest, seemingly making the individual strands slither across his chest.
“This is amazin’ I can actually see all ‘is veins and organs!” Coleen exclaimed in a brief moment of fascination, but in a typical Coleen fashion immediately grasping the seriousness of the situation and acting quickly. “’ow do you check the body temperature?”
“The thermal imaging? Just tap the screen once and it should work.”

Coleen quickly tapped the screen with her free left hand and concentrated her right eye looking through the eyepiece, her jaw dropping open her face fixing to one of shocked amazement. “What-‘ow on earth is he still alive!? He’s practically blue!” She breathed in a hushed tone.
 Just by seeing the look on Coleen’s face revoked the optimistic elation Hunter had felt upon hearing that Muzzle was alive, back to the deep depression he had felt the last couple of hours. Of course it was too good to be true, too much to hope that Muzzle would turn out to be just fine at the end of it all, such was the darkness of the day he and his fellow rovers had found themselves waking up to that morning. But wait; this wasn’t him was it? Since when had he ever given up on anything? Since when had he thrown in the towel when those closest to him needed him most? Never, he had never once allowed himself to be so weak as to abandon all hope when his fellow rovers, when his friends needed him to be the leader, he had always managed to be positive in the face of danger, when the lives of his team members were at risk. And right now, Muzzle, his closest friend was on the very brink of death itself, now was one of those times where he needed that smallest amount of chirpy, annoying optimism he had always been so good at producing.
“Coleen…” He said, looking into her eyes as she lowered the MedScan. “You have to do something! I know you can help him, just tell us what to do.”

Coleen looked into his eyes for a long time and seemed to be biting the inside of her cheek and Hunter knew she was doing some serious thinking. It wasn’t until he noticed her eyes trail off to somewhere behind him to his right, to where he knew Reggie stood, that she seemed to come to some decision. He noticed her eyes briefly glazed over before she shook her head quickly and sprung into action.
“We need to keep ‘im as warm as possible until we get back.” She said quickly, throwing the MedScan back to Reggie. “’untie, I need you take off the insulation from your armour and then get Blister’s! Quickly!”

“I’ll get that.” Reggie replied, cool as a cucumber as he paced over the where Blitz was passed out and grabbed a piece around the neck, beginning to pull it out from the chest. As Hunter reached down into his own chest plate to begin pulling out the black meshed material, he briefly caught Reggie’s eye and noticed just how exhausted and dull they looked now compared to when he had seen them in the vault, when he had been overcome by that strange sense of needing to be professional. He couldn’t dwell on that right now though, he had to help Muzzle, he had a chance to save him, to get him back when he had thought he was lost, that was all that mattered right now.
He handed the insulation from his armour once he had removed as much as he could, shivering slightly as the cold steel of the plate of his armour touched the skin beneath his fur. Reggie wasn’t long in returning to the table with the insulation from Blitz’s armour and Coleen had removed what she could from hers and she wrapped all three of the pieces tightly around Muzzle’s body, leaving only his head and tail exposed outside of the tight cocoon.

“Rei, get us to base as fast as you can, push this bird for all it’s worth!” Hunter shouted to the cockpit, while he and Coleen made sure the insulation was wrapped as tightly as possible around the Rottweiler.

“Understood, putting her to full throttle.” Reidar called back into the cabin, pushing gently on the throttle until it gradually reach the fastest point it could, the noise of the engines steadily getting louder as he did so. “Can I just ask what’s the rush though?”

“Just contact the Master and tell him we need Professor Hubert ready for two injured rovers. Shag! Sit down and stay there!” He ordered as Shag seemed ready to leave his seat to see what was happening. The large sheep dog didn’t argue, immediately turning back to look out of the cockpit window, it was times like this that Hunter was glad that nobody else was like Blitz on the team and listened to his orders, he couldn’t have Shag running around and crying in a hysterical fit. 

“Don’t worry Muzzle, we’ll be home soon.” Hunter said quietly as the Rottweiler finally stirred, stroking his head gently. Muzzle wasn’t out of the woods yet, Hunter knew it, otherwise Coleen wouldn’t have given him the look she did when he had asked her to do something. It had occurred to Hunter that keeping Muzzle warm was a decision he could have made himself, but he also got the feeling that she had thought it hopeless that Muzzle could survive; she knew more about medical stuff than he did and from her perspective as a medic, was that the chance of survival was almost zero. Yes, that had to be it; why else would she have looked so horrified after looking through the MedScan? Regardless though, Hunter had spent two hours endlessly sobbing thinking Muzzle was dead and he didn’t want to think about what he would feel if he lost Muzzle again, to have almost got him back, but to suddenly lose him all over again, that was something that didn’t even bear thinking about…
The rest of the journey back to the head quarters was as quiet as it had began, with only Shag and Rei speaking in low voices in the cockpit, Reggie moving to the back of the plane slumped against one of the kitchen cupboards his head against his chest, presumably sleeping and Hunter and Coleen sat either side of the table trying to keep Muzzle warm, Hunter constantly stroking Muzzle’s head and reassuring him he’d be alright as he drifted in and out of consciousness. “You’ll be fine. Everything will be just fine. Just hang in their buddy…” He would mutter every time Muzzle opened an eye groggily only to drift back into unconsciousness.

At one point during the journey Coleen reached over and gripped Hunter’s hand gently fixing him with a sympathetic stare and a faint smile, which Hunter returned in a brief glance, though he was quickly distracted by a weak whine from Muzzle and didn’t waste time in responding with lavish reassurance and gentle petting. He failed to notice as Coleen retracted her hand with a heavy sigh, frustrated that her message had gone unnoticed. She didn’t have the heart to tell him what she knew though, not when he was so heavily focused on Muzzle’s recovery.

With Reidar pushing the cloud Rover to its greatest speeds, they managed to return back to the road rover’s headquarters well within an hour of Hunter giving the order, with Reidar skilfully flying into the entrance chute at full speed only to slow it down to a complete stop perfectly fitting the aircraft within all four lines of its designated parking spot in the hanger.   
“Best landing ever!” Rei exclaimed, pumping his fists into the air in triumph, Shag clapping his paws in congratulations. “Professor Hubert is outside Hunter, he’s got two stretchers. I didn’t know he had an assistant though.” He added, scratching his head. “Ah well, lowering the ramp.”

“Assistant? Since when did the professor have an assistant?” Hunter asked Coleen frowning, as the ramp began to lower with a mechanic hum as the hydraulic arms went to work.
“Since I advised Shepherd that Muzzle was in critical condition about twenty minutes ago.” Reg answered appearing to the left of Hunter as he walked passed the table to where Blitz hung limply in his seat. “I thought it might be a good idea to call someone to help given the situation.” He explained, unclipping Blitz’s seatbelt and letting his weight fall onto his shoulder.
“Here, let me help you with him.” Reidar offered Reg, walking down from the cockpit and holding one of Blitz’s arms around his head, so that both he and Reg held an arm each.

“Shag! Stay!” Hunter barked, clicking his fingers and pointing to the cockpit, in response to which Shag held his hands up with a small bark as if to say; what? “Erm, I need you to-turn everything off and make sure the cloud rover is locked up tight when you’re done.” He knew Shag was clueless when it came to anything mechanical or just anything for that matter and that he’d be trying to work it out for a while.
“Hunter.” A familiar voice said from behind him, turning around, he saw Professor Hubert appear from the ramp pushing a stretcher. “We’ll take Muzzle from here, Coleen can you help me?”

“Of course Professor, ‘untie we’ll take care of ‘im.” Coleen replied, as Hunter stood aside, allowing Coleen and the Professor to lift Muzzle from the table to the stretcher.
“Excuse me there buddy, I got another patient to deal with, eh.” Another voice said as Hunter stepped back into the aisle, prompting Hunter to walk backwards into one of the chairs behind him. “Thanks there buddy.” Hunter looked up as the figure quickly stepped past him to where Reg and Rei stood with Blitz, who was still unconscious. It turned out the voice belonged to a Rottweiler, slightly shorter than Hunter, but with muscles to match Blitz…only his probably weren’t just for show. He was also wearing a MedScan, similar to the one Reggie had used only it had an earpiece attachment and was red instead of green and seemed to only be wearing the black insulation that was usually worn beneath the elastic bonds of the road rovers armour.
“Sorry I’m a little under dressed Commander, but the elastic snapped on the armour I was given and it fell apart so I had to settle for this.” The Rottweiler said to Reggie in a strong Canadian accent, tapping the screen of his red eyepiece and looking up and down Blitz as he did so. “Ah there’s nothing seriously wrong with this one, eh. We should wait for them to get out with the other first and then I’ll bring the stretcher for this one.”
Hunter turned his attention away from the new figure as Reggie began to speak to him, more interested in Muzzle’s condition than the newcomer and was quick to follow close behind Coleen and the Professor as they pushed the stretcher away to the medical room. Hunter wanted to follow the two into the room as they pushed the stretcher through the doors, but Coleen turned around to stop him.
“’untie, I know you want to make sure ‘e’s going to be alright, but it’ll be easier to deal with without you there.” She explained as the Professor pushed the stretcher through into the large room.

“It can’t be that bad though can it? I mean, you’ve only got to try and keep him warm haven’t you?” Hunter asked, looking her shoulder, craning his neck to try and see Muzzle.
“It’s more complicated than that.” Coleen replied with a sympathetic smile. “I’ll let you know when we’re done okay.” 

As Coleen walked into the medical room, Hunter remained on the spot for a moment, wondering whether he should just ignore Coleen and walk in anyway. He didn’t have much time to make a decision however as he soon heard the squeak of another set of wheels behind him and had to step aside as Reidar and the Canadian Rottweiler pushed the stretcher with Blitz past him.

“I’ll take it from here buddy, eh. Gotta do some fancy medical stuff to try and fix this guy up.” The Rottweiler said to Reidar, who let go of the trolley before the other pushed the stretcher with Blitz through the door.
“So.” Reidar said, turning around to face Hunter while rubbing the back of his neck. “What happened today? I mean in the vault, you three looked really scared by something in there. Looked like you saw a ghost.”

“Oh, it was-its just-it was nothing, I’d rather not go into it Rei if you don’t mind.” Hunter replied in a tired voice, running his hands down his face, flaking off a small amount of the crust under his eyes. “Where’s Reg? I thought he would’ve come down here, it seemed like he knew that guy.”

“No idea.” Reidar replied with a shrug. “I’m going to go make sure that Shag doesn’t do too much damage to the cloud rover. Listen though, if I were you I’d take a shower while you wait, might help relax you a bit and get rid of some of that gunk under your eyes, that’s gonna sting after a while.”
Hunter nodded in reply as Rei walked past him to go back to the hanger, briefly patting him on the shoulder as he did so. He stared down at the white floor for a while, listening to the faint voices of Coleen and the Professor in the medical room. Rei was right, that crust did sting, as though he had strips of salt stuck just beneath his eyes on an open cut, he tried rubbing it away, but it seemed to just rub into his skin like a rough stone. Maybe Rei was right about that too, maybe it would be a good idea to take a shower, if just to give him something to do while he waited for news on Muzzle, it’d be a good opportunity to change his armour too, without the insulating layer, there was nothing separating the cold chest plate from the skin under his fur except for a thin layer of elastic. He stepped forward toward the doors of the medical room and looked through the small circular glass window.
He noticed that Blitz had been left alone on his stretcher a few metres from where Coleen, the Professor and the newcomer were working on Muzzle. Coleen was fitting an IV drip, the professor was setting up what looked like life support or monitoring equipment of some kind, while the newcomer was running one hand gently over Muzzle’s back and tapping his red MedScan with the other. He was going to have to ask Reg about this new guy as well.
“Hang in there Muzzle; I’ll be back soon buddy…” He said quietly, placing a hand on the door. Finally he turned away from the medical room and headed back down the long white corridor passing through the hanger as he did so, seeing the outlines of Shag and Reidar still in the cockpit of the cloud rover, their low voices the only thing that could be heard other than his echoing footsteps as he passed through the dimly lit hanger.
After one more corridor he made it to his room and taking Reidar’s advice, took off his armour and went straight to his bathroom for a shower. He was glad that the Master had decided to fit bathrooms into each of their rooms after Shag kept hogging the original one, he needed the privacy. He sat quietly in the cubicle with his legs crossed staring at the plughole as the warm water washed over his body trying so hard not to think about anything, not to concentrate on anything, but the soothing sound of the water landing on and around him, but no matter how hard he tried, his thoughts always managed to wander back to the days events. He closed his eyes and tilted his head backward, so that his muzzle was facing directly up at the shower head; it was useless trying not to think about what had happened the magnitude of the situation was just so big, how could he not think about it, especially when he was alone like this?
No sooner had he given up it seemed that all the images came streaming back to him in one rapid slideshow from the moment he had made the decision to send Exile and Blitz on alone in the Nevada desert to the moment a few hours ago when he had pulled off the balaclava to reveal Exile as the one who had almost taken Muzzle from him. At that thought he exited the shower, deciding that his tears had been sufficiently washed away and realising that a shower was hardly going to do any good to wash away his memories of the day.
After drying off his fur Hunter went back into his bedroom and took the brown trousers and green-blue top of his regular un-armoured outfit from his wardrobe, leaving the black gloves and boots inside, after all it wasn’t like he was going to be going anywhere outside, he just needed to find Reggie and try to get some answers, at least then he might’ve been able to take his mind off of what had happened, if just for a little while. As he fastened the waist belt, he noticed something made out of black wool resting on the end of one of the armoured boots he had kicked off before landing on the floor at the foot of his bed. He bent down to pick it up, removing it from his boot where it had become stuck with a piece of chewing gum, sitting down at his dresser table, it only to a brief inspection for him to realise what it was.

It was a balaclava that reeked of Exile’s scent, the one he had removed from the husky’s face just hours before. How he wished he had just left the mask on, left the vault under the delusion that the third husky was just another one of Parvo’s thugs that went by the name of Alex, the son of a crazed cano-sapian that had willingly given his loyalty to Parvo’s cause. That wasn’t the case though; the dog in the vault wasn’t just a cano-sapian, he was a road rover or once had been and had turned his back on his friends, betrayed the very nature of a road rover to remain loyal to the pack and to protect the world from villains like Parvo who would seek to rule or destroy it.
He clenched the material tightly in his hand as he looked at his own reflection in the mirror, he may have just had a shower, but he looked anything, but refreshed as he looked into his own face. He gently held back some of the fur under his eyes with two fingers which revealed a light red sore patch of skin where he had washed away the sticky crust that his tears had left. Reidar was right; it did sting as though somebody was rubbing coarse granules of salt against his skin. He also found it quite painful to move his head either side from where he had cricked his neck earlier on in the sky rover.

He rubbed his neck gently, looking at a photo of how the rovers had been not more than a year before and as he looked over the smiling face of Coleen, he found himself thinking back to when they were sitting opposite each other in the sky rover, trying to keep Muzzle warm. She had looked at him in a funny way, in a way that now he thought about it wasn’t-normal. At the time he had thought nothing of it, too focused on Muzzle’s recovery, but now it was beginning to bug him, she wouldn’t have given him such a look for no reason, he was sure of it, so then why? 

Before he had any time to think about it though, he was interrupted by the small tag on his collar beeping and glowing a burning red to alert him, breaking free of his thoughts for a moment, he tapped the glowing brass tag to answer it.

“Hunter,” Reggie’s voice said with a small trace of static. “You wanted to talk I think now is the time to do it. Go up the ladder in the main hall and meet me on the roof.”

“Reg I-wait!” Hunter tried to say too late as Reg close the link. “On the roof?” He repeated, puzzled by Reg’s choice of location. It couldn’t be helped though; he had meant to speak to him anyway to try and take his mind off of things. He glanced at the balaclava briefly before stuffing it in his pocket and pulling on the green-blue shirt he had thrown on the bed and finally heading out of his bedroom door again.
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