HUNTED bonus postcard story

The posters are so familiar I barely see them anymore. Or that’s what I tell myself. I know
what they say off by heart: “PARAS ARE A DANGER TO SOCIETY! REPORT SUSPICIOUS CRIMES TO OUR
HOTLINE.” But I can feel Alex beside me, clenching his fists as we pass another poster fastened in a
storefront window.

“Doesn’t it bother you?” he asks hoarsely.
I shrug. “Sure.” I keep my gaze away from the poster. The hate emanating from it crawls into
my brain and lodges there like a tumour.
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But they’re not. And we are. .
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me ignore the posters, the hate radiating from them. Love. Friendship. Hope.
The people behind those posters don’t know what they’re missing.




