Flesh Eaters

“Jesus Christ, dude. How many times do I have to tell you to be careful out there?!”, My brother; Jack exclaims. A five-foot six skinny eighteen-year-old. Light brown hair, green eyes.
“Most likely the rest of our lives. Besides, it wasn’t the Eaters I fought.”, I tell him.
“Yeah, I know. You got into a fight with Devan again! Ryan, how many times are you going to fight him? Until one of you die? Huh? You and Bill are the only family I have left!”, he scolds.
“Look. You are right. But you don’t know Devan like I do. Before all these dead flesh-bags came along… He took a lot of my friends from me.”, I say.
“Brother, I don’t care what he’s done! Even if he… looks at our mother wrong, don’t let that get to you. You used to tell me that there’s this thing called ‘Karma.’ You said she’s got a mean bite when need be. So, let her deal with him. Besides, if he could take them so easily from you, were they really your friends? Or were they fake,” He says as he drags me to a chair, “Now sit before I get Bill to double team on you like we used to as kids.”
“You know the last time I needed stitches.”, I say.
“Yeah, you about broke the table,” He tells me as he grabs a knife by the blade and hands it to me, “I’ve got nothing else right now, so bite down on this.”
Without arguing like I’d usually do, I bite onto the handle of the knife. Bill walks by, going to the living room. “Dude, why don’t you just put the guy down already? Seriously, you hate him, don’t you?”, Bill asks as he stops to talk. Bill is about five-foot four. Sixteen-years-old. Long dirty-blonde hair that reaches his chin, light blue eyes.
“Bill, Ryan doesn’t need any ideas in his head.”, Jack tells him as he works on my cuts and bruises.
I take the knife out of my mouth. “Hating someone is a waste of my time. And trust me, baby brother, I have thought of killing him. But he’s got too many friends in this camp.”, I say.
“For the last time, I’m sixteen! I’m not a baby!”, Bill says.
“You’re sixteen but act like you’re ten.”, Jack tells Bill.
“Speaking of, don’t let me catch you with those junkies again. Or Devan won’t be the only one having to keep an eye open at night. You know Mama would throw a fit if she seen you doin’ that.”, I say firmly.
“Yeah, I know. You don’t have to remind me.”, Bill sighs as he goes to the living room.
Jack finishes up taking care of my wounds. “Did I say something wrong?”, I ask.
“No… but you could have said it differently. Maybe, ‘Hey, Bill. I’ve seen you play with drugs the other day. I don’t want you being in that junk. If you need help, instead of drugs, maybe you can talk to me or Jack.’ You forgot how soft he is. He’s a boy with a big heart in a cold, Flesh-Eater infested world.”, He tells me.
“Yeah… I did. Just wish we weren’t disconnected from Pops and Mama. It’d be much easier with them.”, I say. 
“Well, what do you think they’d say if they were here right now? They’d tell you the things you’re doing now is right. But the fighting has to stop.”, He sighs.
“You remember when I told you when we were kids that fighting’s one of the things I love in the world?”, I ask.
“Yes, I remember,” He says, “But which is more important? Fights or us?”
“Dunno… hard decision there,” I joke, “You guys, obviously. Can I at least fight if it’s for y’all?”
Jack sighs, “Yes, Ryan. You can fight as long as it’s for us. One condition: you don’t start the fight, unless you have the right reasons to.”
“Crap, I forgot I have night watch tonight.”, I say watching the sun leave the sky.
“You’re not going. I’ll fill in tonight.”, He tells me.
“No, no you ain’t. I’m going.”, I say.
Jack laughs, “You? In your condition,” all of a sudden he gets serious, “Those eaters go for the weaker prey. I am NOT losing my older brother.”
“Jack, you got more patience with Bill. I need to be out there. Not in here, at least for tonight.”, I tell him.
He sighs, knowing he won’t get anywhere arguing with me. “Fine, but don’t forget you gotta meet your girl’s parents tomorrow night.”
“Didn’t forget it.”, I say as I stand up, grab my leather jacket, and walk out the door as I put it on, closing the door behind me.
I walk to my post to be greeted by; Juan, who can only speak little English. I’d say he’s about five-foot-eight, with short dark brown hair, dark brown eyes. Hispanic man. “Hola senor Ryan,” Juan says as he looks behind me, “Where… dog?”
“Hola, Juan. Daisy is sleeping.”, I tell him.
“So… no play with dog?”, He asks.
“Sorry amigo, maybe Jack will let you play with her tomorrow.”, I say.
He looks disappointed a little. He then smiles as if he remembered something. “Almost forgot. Gift. For you,” He says as he grabs a cowboy hat and hands it to me, “Fits your boots and jacket.”
“Gracias, amigo. But, you didn’t have to get this for me.”, I tell him smiling. I put the hat on, after making sure my long dyed dark-red hair doesn’t get in my face.
“I did, senor. You helped me and Mama when she wasn’t feeling…”, Juan pauses.
“Amigo, it was the best I could do. You’re new here,” I say, “My brother reminded me earlier today that Karma is a thing, and though she does bad to bad people, she also does good for good people. I helped you, and in return, I got a friend.”
“Friend?”, He beams.
“Si, Juan, friend!”, I smile.
“I don’t mean to bother you but...”, he uses his finger to circle around his face. I know what he means.
“Oh. Right, yeah… I got into a…”, I motion to say fight.
“You look… bad.”, He tells me.
“Well, you should see the other man.”, I say. 
“Amigo, you are loco.”, He says.
“Yeah, my chica won’t be pleased about it. You’ll stop thinking I’m the loco one, after you meet her.”, I tell him, scratching at my neck.
After a two-hour chat and covering the wall, making sure no Eaters get inside, two other people come to take the shift. Adam and… a man I keep forgetting the name of. Tony, I think? Adam, with a big fluffy beard, and in a beany, with some biker jean-jacket, black jeans, on the overweight side. Black hair, light skin, green eyes. Tony, a skinny guy, short beard. Blue eyes, military short blonde hair, wearing camo jacket and pants.
“Thanks, guys. C’mon, Juan. I’ll see if you can make a little visit to Daisy.”, I say to him while I start to walk towards my house.
“Okay, amigo!”, He says in an excited voice.
We get to the house, I open the door and see Sophia on the couch. “Hey, what are you doin’ here?”, I ask her.
She stands up to be a five-foot four lady, with long dark brown hair, light brown eyes. “What, a lady can’t see her boy-,” She says as she walks over to me, “The heck happened to you?” She puts a hand on my face, as she does that, I notice a bruise on her arm.
“Don’t worry about me. But what happened to your arm?”, I say.
“Bad time to see dog, yes?”, Juan asks.
“Daisy, here girl!”, I say and whistle for her.
A big Rottweiler walks out of my room, into the area we’re in, wagging her tail. “It’s nothing, just my dad being an idiot again.”, She tells me.
“Again? He puts his hands on you?”, I ask.
“My question wasn’t answered.”, she says, changing the subject.
I look at Jack, wondering why he hadn’t told her. “Hey, don’t look at me. Your cuts, your girl, your problem.”, He says.
“Well you could’a told her before I got here.”, I tell him.
“Do you really think I’d tell a Spanish girl that her guy got hurt? Spanish moms give bad punishments, I don’t want to know what she’ll do to me if I had told her.”, He holds hands up.
“Jack, shut up before I take my shoe off and hit you with it!”, she yells at him. 
“Real brother like of you,” I say and look at Sophia, “I got into another fight.”
She glares and curses in Spanish for what feels like hours. A few times she’s smacked me. “Boys and fighting! The heck is wrong with y’all?!”, She exclaims.
“You done yelling?”, I ask her.
“No, but I don’t want to lose my voice by tomorrow night, so for now I am.”, She tells me, still got that glare.
“Amigo. You were right- Very loca.”, Juan tells me.
I try not to laugh. “What’s the boy talking about?”, She asks.
“Uh, a guy thing.”, I say.
“Uhuh.”, She says sarcastically.
I hear a small playful growl from Daisy. “Well, I have things that need done. So, I’ll see you for dinner tomorrow night,” I tell her, “And Juan, I’ll see you for the next shift.”
“Okay,” Sophia says, “Jack, you better keep my Ryan out of trouble, you hear?”
“Yes, ma’am.”, He tells her.
She gives me a hug and walks out the door going home. “Ryan, why’d you have to get the, as you say, Loca girl?”, Jack asks me.
“Why don’t I? So far, other than fighting, she’s kept me in line, has she not?”, I reply.
“Guess that’s true.”, He says.
“Adios, see you tomorrow.”, Juan says and leaves for his house.
I shut the door, and I go to the kitchen where my guns and ammo are stashed. I unholster my Glock 17. I take out the ammo clip, then take out the extra bullet in the chamber, setting them down. I start taking the gun apart, putting the pieces onto the kitchen table. I get the gun cleaning kit. “Do you have plans of using that?”, Jack walks into the kitchen.
“No.”, I tell him.
“I’m sensing a ‘but’ somewhere.”, He says.
“I think we should leave here.”, I say.
“What about Juan and Sophia though?”, He asks.
“We bring them along.”
“What if their parents got something to say?”, Jack continues.
“Well, I don’t care what Sophia’s parents have to say. You heard her ignore my question of her father hitting her. Juan, though, he can probably talk his mama into coming with.”, I tell him.
“Okay… Now what do we do about Bill and Daisy if we do leave?”, He asks.
“No questions asked, they’re coming with us.”, I say as I clean up the parts of my gun.
“What if Daisy gets trapped between a wall and some Eaters? What if Bill does?”, He questions.
“I got some armor waitin’ for Daisy, and as for Bill… I’m working on it. Go to bed. I can’t have these questions while I’m cleaning.”, I respond.
“Sure. Just make sure you don’t open up those cuts- “
“Jack! Go to bed!”, I say.
“Fine. Sorry for caring.”, He says as he walks off to bed.
I sigh. I finish up cleaning the gun, load it back up and I go to the next gun. I clean for about a half hour. I put everything back where I found it in the kitchen. I go to my room, put my new hat on my coffee table, along with my gun. I set my leather jacket at the end of my bed; I take my boots off, setting them at the side of it.
I grab a hair tie and tie my hair up in a bun. I go to the bathroom, I shave my facial hair away with an old razor. I look into the mirror for five seconds and I decide to punch it. As expected, it shatters. My hand starts bleeding. Small cuts all over the back of my hand. I’m too tired to care so I just take my shirt off and wrap it around my hand. I walk back to my room and lay down in my bed.
Bill walks to my room and stands in the door way. “Ryan, why is our bathroom mirror broken?”, He asks.
“I wanted to break something.”, I reply.
He stays silent for a minute. “But why the mirror?”, He asks.
“It’s the thing I wanted to break,” I tell him, “Go to bed.”
“Okay.”, He says, leaving my room. 
Daisy jumps onto the bed with me and lays down on my good arm. I pet her with the other. I stay up for an hour, my mind circling around, too many issues at one time. Another half hour goes by and I can fall asleep, finally. Before the sun rises, I get up and out of bed, I take off the shirt that’s wrapped around my hand, I put a different shirt on.
I sit on my bed, putting my boots on. I get up again, putting on my jacket. I set my hat onto my head. I grab my gun off of the coffee stand, resting it in its holster. I walk out into the kitchen, grabbing my hunting knife and a hatchet. I strap them to my belt. I write a note that says, “I’m going out for a while. I’ll be sure to get back by noon. -Ryan.” 
I leave it on the kitchen table. Daisy walks into the kitchen out of curiosity. I kneel, give her a hug and a kiss on the forehead. “I’ll be back soon, girly. Behave yourself while I’m gone.”, I tell her.
I walk outside, shutting the door behind me, walking to the gates. Behind me I hear, “Ryan, what’re you doing up so early?”
I turn around to see Sophia. “Going out. Couldn’t sleep much last night. Hoping this will help me sleep better tonight.”, I tell her.  
She walks up to me. She tied a pink bandana around my neck. “Sorry. I didn’t find one in red or black.”, She says.
“It’s alright. I like the color pink.”, I say. 
“Why’d you shave though?”, She asks.
“Got bored of the beard.”, I tell her.
“Well, I liked it. Do me a favor and grow it back, will you?”, She says.
“Sure.”, I say, giving her a hug and walking back towards the gates.
“Be careful out there!”, She hollers.
“I will.”, I tell her.
I get to the gate, where our vehicles are all stored near. I go to my bike, a beautiful black painted bike, with hot-pink flames and skulls. Handle bars stretched up in the air a bit more than an average bike. I start it up and drive it to the exit. “Hey, Rebel. What you doin’ up this early?”, Jeff, an old nice fellow, who’s about sixty years old. White hair, green eyes. He wears the old fashion western clothing.
“Heading out. Clear my head.”, I tell him.
“Well, I hope you get what you want. My hat’s off to you, kid.”, he says taking his hat off. 
I do the same to show respect. He opens the gate, as I put my hat back on. I drive off, into a direction of the city before it was overrun. It takes me a few minutes to get there. I slow down to a stop at the edge of the city. I turn off my bike, roll it over into the grass, lay it on its side. I get into its side pack. I grab out a camo tarp; covering the bike with it.
I walk into town, with not many Eaters in sight. Though it’s common for them to hide during the day. There are two types of Eaters we know of as of now. Mares are the ones that take shape of horses, but sharper teeth, longer neck, red scaly skin, and a long leathery tail. An average horse would be a foot shorter than this type of beast. The second type, we call those Lurkers. They stay in the shape of man, except they grow to eight feet tall. 
I only see about three Mares, and two Lurkers. As I walk through the city, being sure to stay out of sight, I hear arguing. “Well, I don’t care, Gerald! We shouldn’t be here!”, A woman’s voice says.
“We need the supplies! We’ll die without them!”, I’m guessing that would be Gerald.
“I want Ann’s opinion on this!”, The woman says. Layla’s near? It’s been a while since I seen her. 
I walk near them, cautiously. I see a man in some average clothes, plain blue shirt, blue jeans. He’s got some green eyes with dark brown short hair. I see a woman in a white shirt, skinny jeans. Brown eyes, blonde long hair. “This… Ann. She a Russian girl?”, I ask. 
“Stay where you are! Who are you?”, The man asks pointing a gun at me. Looks to be an AR. I put my hands in the air. Being calm is the best option right now.
“How’d you know she was Russian?”, The woman asked.
“Assuming. But I got my answer.”, I tell the lady.
“My question wasn’t answered. Who are you?”, Gerald asks again.
“People call me Rebel where I’m coming from.”, I reply.
“Why are you here?”, He questions.
I notice a Mare sneaking up behind the two. I roll out of the sight of the AR, making my hat fall off of my head. I grab my gun out, aim at the head of the Mare. I put two bullets into its skull before it goes down, with a sound between a horse cry and a screech. Crap, that’s going to bring them all here. “Look, I know a place we can hide out for a while. Just lower your weapon and we won’t have an issue, sir.”, I tell them.
“Why should we trust a man called Rebel, and wears all that cowboy crap?”, Gerald asks.
“It’s either trusting me for five minutes or I leave you to all of these Eaters out here. And I’m doubting you have enough ammo.”, I respond. 
They stay silent a second. “Alright, he’s got the gun down. Help us.”, The woman says.
“I want the mag of the AR in my sights before I get out in the open again.”, I tell them, leaning against a brick wall.
They go silent again. “Time’s running out, people!”, I say.
“Give him the mag, Gerald!”, The woman says.
I hear him unload the gun, and slide the clip across the ground. I see it now. I get out of cover, pick it up, putting it in my back pocket. I walk over to my hat on the ground, I grab it and put it back on my head. “Let’s go.”, I tell them as I walk between them, down the street. I turn left and enter a building that I reinforced. 
As they get in, I shut the door, and set a pile of boxes in front of the door to block it off. “Gerald, Kim, who is this man?”, a familiar voice says.
“He goes by Rebel apparently, Ma’am. He also appears to know who you are.”, Kim replies. 
I turn around from the door, to see Ann. My best friend from high school. A woman with blue eyes, brown hair, about five-foot four. She calls me some Russian words I’m never going to understand. “I thought you were dead!”, She says.
“Yeah. I can say the same for you,” I say as I hand her Gerald’s AR clip, “Your friend here, needs more ammo.”
“How’d he get his hands on this, dude? He’s smart, but not that smart.”, Ann asks Gerald while flashing it in his face.
“Well, I had my gun on him but, he got out of the way shooting a monster thing. And hid behind cover til we agreed to give him the clip so we could get to safety.”, he replies.
“That ‘monster thing’ is called a Mare.”, I tell him.
“Ry- I mean, Rebel, why are you here though?”, Ann asks me.
“My camp was getting on my nerves so I had to leave for a while. My girl expects me back soon.”, I respond.
“Also, why do you have bruises and cuts all over you?”, She asks.
“Fighting.”, I say.
“Of course. And I assume your brother fixed you up.”, She says.
“Boss, how do you know this guy?”, Gerald asks.
“High school. He was a reckless kid. Still is.”, She tells him.
“Always will be.”, I add.
“Wait, he said something about a camp. Will you take us in?”, Kim asks.
I look at Kim, sigh and reply with, “I ain’t the leader there. I just live there, while I do my own thing.”
“Huh, didn’t take you for the follower type.”, Ann says.
A little annoyed, I say, “I ain’t no follower. I will never be part of a sheep herd.”
“There’s the old you I know.”, She says.
“Speaking of sheep herds though, he’s at my camp.”, I tell her.
She stays quiet to register what I mean by ‘He’. “How is he not dead yet?”, She asks.
“I question that every day.”, I reply.
“Well, get the job done.”, She tells me, with the Russian attitude. 
“I’ve got more important things to worry about. I have a dog, and my two little brothers to take care of.”, I say.
She sighs, “You say that, but it looks like you get into fights with Devan a lot. Get it over with. Besides, if something happens to you, isn’t Jack old enough to take care of your youngest brother and the dog?”
“Lady, I hate it when you’re right.”, I tell her.
“I know you do, which is why it’s fun.”, She replies.
“Who are we talking about here? And the heck is going on?”, Kim pitches in.
“Tishina, debil.”, Ann says.
Kim looks at me in confusion. “Hey, don’t look at me, I don’t know what she says when she speaks Russian either.”, I say. 
“Well, as fun as this reunion was, I need more supplies, that’s why we’re our here in the first place.”, She tells me.
“I can help y’all with that. But I work at a small fee.”, I tell them.
“Oh? What’s the fee?”, Ann asks.
“Two nine-millimeter bullets. I wasted them to save your friends and I want payment.”, I say.
“Da,” She says as she looks at the other two, “Cough ‘em up. One bullet each.”
“We didn’t ask for him- “, Gerald tries protesting.
“He didn’t ask for a gun to be pointed at him, now did he? But you still did, right? I’m only telling you two one last time. Cough. Them. Up.”, She scolds.
They comply and give me two bullets. I get my gun out and replace the bullets I had shot. I put it back in my holster. “Thank you. Now, shall we go?”, I say.
Ann nods. I move the boxes out of the door way. “You brought a vehicle for all of us to fit in, right?”, Ann asks.
“Nope, I brought a bike.”, I tell her.
She curses in Russian. She thinks a minute. “Alright. Okay. I’ve got an idea. These two, Dumb and Dumber, stay here, while you and I ride the bike and get some supplies for us, and we’ll be on our way.”, She says.
“What? What if they get in?”, Kim asks.
“They won’t. This is my work. It’s held up ten mares and Lurkers so far. It’ll hold more.”, I tell her. 
“Let’s get going.”, Ann says as she walks out the door. I lead her to my bike. I take the tarp of my bike and put it in my bike bag. I pick up my back off the ground and roll it out of the grass, facing back to camp.
As I start the bike I say, “Alright, hop on.”
She gets on behind me, making sure she’s secure on it before we leave. I drive off back to camp. Another few minutes driven back to camp. “Open the gates! It’s me, Rebel!”, I holler.
Jeff looks over the top of the ten-foot gate made of metal. “Who’s the girl, kid?”, He asks.
“Old friend.”, I respond.
He looks down, as if to consider something. “Alright,” He says as he looks down to the people on the other side of the gate, “You two, open the gate’s it’s Rebel here.”
The gate opens up and I drive in. I park the bike where it’s supposed to go. I walk to my house. I notice the door was busted in. I pull out my gun. “What’s going- “
I put my hand on her mouth. “Quiet.”, I tell her. She smacks my arm away and stays silent.
I cautiously enter my home, aiming down my gun sight.  I aim in different rooms, all clear. Jack lays on the ground bloodied, weapon in his hand. “Sophia! Wake up! Please, wake up!”, I hear Bill say.
“Check on my brother,” I order Ann as I rush to where Bill is, “Bill! What happened?!”
Bill’s just sitting there, trying to wake Sophia. “They came here and attacked us. I hid with Daisy. Why did they come? Why did you leave?! This wouldn’t have happened if you were here!”
“Who came here?!”, I ask.
“Devan and his friends.”, He says.
“Ann’s here with you. Stay here with her.”, I say as I walk away.
“Where are you going?!”, Bill exclaims.
“Ending this. They crossed a line that shouldn’t have been.”, I tell him. I run out of the house. I run towards Devan’s. I shove through everyone in my way. Once I get to Devan’s house, I kick down his house door.
It’s shoot to kill now. I shoot two people in the head as the walk towards me with weapons. I walk in the house. I shoot all the people til I’m out of ammo in the gun. I drop my gun, taking my knife and hatchet out. Four more men come at me. I stab one in the head with my knife, I lodge my hatchet in another’s head. I leave them there.
I kick one of the last two down, grabbing a vase and hitting the other in the head with it. “Devan! Get out here, you coward!”, I yell. 
The man I kicked gets back up and attacks me with a knife. I get out of the way at the right time with a small cut on my stomach. I break his arm for it. I take the knife from the man and shove it through his right eye. The man I hit with the vase hits me from behind, trying to slice my back with a shard from the vase. My leather jacket stopped him from cutting. I turn around. I punch him in the face. I grab a gun off the ground and put a bullet in his head.
“Devan! Let’s play a game! Here’s a hint to the game I want to play: One of us are going to die today!”, I say, as I hear a woman’s cry, I walk over to his door and find him shirtless with a shotgun aiming near the door. 
“I refuse to die, Ryan! I’ll be the one living!”, He yells.
“It’s just us now, Devan. Everyone you ever cared about in this house is dead!”, I tell him.
“Impossible! How can an idiot like you kill them all?”, He exclaims. 
“Put the gun down and I’ll show you.”, I say.
“Never! I want you to die!”, He shoots the shotgun. Sounds like a twelve-gauge. One shot done. He gets crazy and shoots two more as he walks out the door. He aims at me, but I’m close enough to knock the barrel away from me. The last shot is fired into the ceiling. I bash my forehead onto his nose. He backs away, dazed. He immediately gets out of the daze and tries to push me. 
I grab him by the wrist, turn him around and break his arm with my elbow. I throw him onto the ground. I tower over him. I grab him by his hair. I break his neck. “Bunch of cowards doing things as a group. Don’t got the balls to do it yourselves.”, I sigh.
I hear a whimper from the woman again. I enter their room. “Get out. Nothing for you here anymore. Besides, he was just going to cheat on you anyways.”, I tell her. I exit the room and pick up my belongings as I leave the house.
“Drop the weapons, Rebel. Should’a known a son of the Marine would go crazy like this.”, The leader; Dominick says. Blonde short hair. Green eyes. Average clothing. Red shirt with a picture of some bird on it. Blue jeans. He aims a gun at my head, too distant to do anything though.
“I just picked them up!”, I yell at him.
“I said drop them!”, He yells.
“He attacked my family. You’re the leader of this dang camp, but you still feared Devan? What leader you are.”, I say putting the weapons on the ground.
“Ryan… What is happening?”, Juan asks from the side.
“Devan attacked my family, so I put him and his crew down like rabid mutts.”, I answer.
“Get on your knees,” He says, but I don’t listen, “I said on your knees!”
I stare him down, refusing to listen to any order he chooses to bark. “I have brothers, a dog, and my girl to take care of. Do what you have to do, but you ain’t going to stop me from taking care of them.”, I tell him. I walk off towards my house, ignoring the pain of my wound.
He shoots between my legs, at the ground. “Get back here, Rebel!”, He yells. I choose to ignore him. He wastes all his ammo in his gun on warning shots. I get to the house. I walk inside.
“About time—Oh, the heck happened to you?”, Ann asks, with a worried look. 
“Cuts,” I respond, picking up my brother, Jack, “Help Bill pick up Sophia and get her to the camp’s doc.” 
I walk back out of the house and carry him to the doctor. “What happened to him?”, The man I’m never going to remember the name of asks.
“He was beaten to a pulp, moron.”, I reply agitated as I set Jack in an unoccupied bed. 
“Watch her head, kid.”, Ann barks at Bill.
“Sorry.”, He responds as they set Sophia in the bed next to Jack.
The doc analyses them both. “This is going to cost you quite a bit.”, He says.
“Make a remark like that again and I’ll break your nose. I obviously know it’s going to be a lot!”, I say. 
The doc stays quiet and goes to work on cleaning their wounds and stitching them up. I just sit in a chair, watching over them.  Ann sits on one side of me, and Bill on the other. “Looks like they’ll have to wait a little longer for me to come back.”, Ann sighs.
I think for a second. “Take all that you can carry, put it in my bike, and drive to your friends. I’ll have Juan help you out. Tomorrow, I’m going to get Daisy and Bill ready to meet y’all at the place in the city. Juan and his mother will be coming with them.”, I tell her.
“What? You can’t be serious! I want to be here for Jack and Sophia!”, Bill argues.
“This isn’t up for debate, Bill. I should have done this sooner.”, I say.
“What about these two and you?”, Ann asks.
“After he’s done making sure Jack and Sophia are alright, I’m going to have the doc stitch me up. I’ll have to rest a day or two. So, be as patient as you can.”, I sigh.
“Well, I’ll see you in the future then.”, She says as she goes to walk out of the building. I begin to think.
“Wait a second. Take Bill with you today.”, I tell her.
“What- “
“Woah. Bill’s cool and all, but I’m not good with children.”, Ann protests.
“Please? It’ll be just for a few days.”, I say. 
“Nope. No! I’m not going anywhere! I’m staying with you guys!”, Bill keeps arguing.
“Well I don’t exactly trust you staying here with me being in a weak state. End of discussion.”, I tell him.
“Your brother has a point, kid. Who knows what’ll happen once- “
“Shut up, Ann! I didn’t ask you!”, Bill yells. I smack him on the back of his head.
“You are going with her, even if she has to drag you on the bike.”, I say.
Bill looks at the ground. Obviously depressed. I did it again. Made him feel as if he can’t do anything right. I sigh and put my hand on his shoulder. “Look, I love you little brother. I envy your courage to stay here. But, this camp is going to crap. As long as I live, I’m making sure you’re safe. And here, it- it’s not as safe as we thought. Bunch of cowards everywhere. And- woah… I’m feelin’… dizzy.”, I say, holding my head.
“Quick, he’s lost a lot of blood. help me drag your insane brother to bed.”, is the last thing I heard before I pass out as I almost fall onto Bill.
I wake back up, in bed without my jacket, bandana, or boots on. “Ah, you’re awake, good. I thought you wouldn’t survive, if I’m being honest.”, Doc says.
I look around the room. “Where are Ann and Bill?”, I ask.
“They left as you requested.”, He replies. 
I try to get out of bed, but my arms are cuffed to either side of the bed. The pain doesn’t help either. “Get me out of these things, Doc.”, I order.
“Sorry, but a little bit after you passed out, Dominik came in here and put you in cuffs.”, He tells me.
“What do you want, if you get me out of them?”, I ask hoping to get a deal. He just shakes his head. 
“I can’t make a deal with you.”, Doc says.
I get furious. “Doc, get me out of these things! You hear me?!”, I yell.
“Get my brother out of them, Doc. Would you rather live or let a good man go to the cellar like a dog?”, Jack says, up, out of bed holding a gun to the back of Doc’s head.
“It’s my job to keep him here!”, Doc says.
“Yeah? If I remember correctly, it’s also your job to keep people alive. But if you let him get put in the cellar, he’s going to kill every man in his way to get out. You don’t want that blood on your hands, now do you?”, Jack asks. 
The doc has a tear running down his face. “N-no, sir.”, He says.
Jack takes his gun off the doc. “Oh yeah?”
“Yes!”
“Prove it. Get him out of the cuffs.”, Jack orders. Doc does as told and takes the cuffs off of me.
I rub where the cuffs were on one arm. “Thanks, Jack.”, I tell my brother.
“Now, I want to know, what got you cut up and put in cuffs this time?”, My brother asks.
“I killed them. Killed them all.”, I reply.
“I told you to let Karma get them!”, He yells as he puts his gun in the back of his pants.
I get out of bed. Walk over to Jack, getting in his face. “Karma took too long. I didn’t want to leave their action to go unpunished,” I tell him, “You got a problem with I do things to keep you alive, speak up.”
“What’d you think would happen if Mom knew you did that?”, Jack asks.
“Well, she’s not here. Hasn’t been for a while. Until Ma’ and Pops come back to us, I’m the one taking charge.”, I say. 
“Are y’all always at each other’s throats when I ain’t around?”, Sophia asks, as Jack sits on his bed.
“Hey, you’re awake. You okay?”, I ask her in return.
 She replies with, “Other than the throbbing pain I have, yeah. I’m fine. What about you? You look like crap.”
“I’m fine. And yeah, I do, don’t I?”, I don’t feel like telling her what I did. Not yet.
She laughs a tiny bit, “Yet, you still pull it off.”
I tell her, “I can say the same for you, still lookin’ good.”
“I can argue with you about that all day.”, She tells me.
“Yeah, I know you can.”, I say. 
“Hey, Rebel. I see our doctor has let you out of your cuffs.”, From behind me I hear Dominik. I turn around.
I decide to be a smart-alek for cuffing me. “Huh, didn’t notice.”, I tell him, “You seem to have forgotten that us brothers, we’re loyal to each other. Unlike this camp entirely.”
“Get back in your cuffs.”, He says.
I refuse his order. “Look at Sophia and my brother. You know who did this to them? Huh? Devan and his crew did. So, I punished them for it. I ought to put a bullet in you for not doing your job right.”, I say.
“Get in your cuffs, Rebel.”, He commands.
“Or what? You goin’ to kill me? Try it, see what happens.”, I tell him, obviously in a sour mood.
“This isn’t necessary! Rebel, please get back in bed. And Dominik, cuffs aren’t necessary. Look at his state, he’s pretty much ha- “
“Hey! You don’t get to talk about Rebel as if he’s dying. He ain’t so I suggest you watch what you say.”, Sophia says.
“Rebel! Get back in those cuffs or I’m going to- “, Before he could finish his sentence, he was shot in the head.
“I never liked that man.”, I hear Juan say. I turn to see that he’s holding a pistol.
“Dude, you didn’t have to kill him!”, I tell Juan.
“I did too! He was going to kill you if I didn’t!”, He argues.
I sigh, “For a man that’s supposed to be older than I, you sound like my brother!”
“We are amigos? So why don’t I—”
“Sorry to interrupt, but… I have news I just remembered, for you Mr. Rebel,” he says as I look at him curiously, “Mr. Dom, here, had agreed to put his most dangerous man into a fighting arena. Now that Devan’s gone, you are that fighter.”
“Devan. More dangerous than I? Oh please. He was a sheep in wolf clothing trying to act top dog.”, I say, nearly amused to the statement that has been said to me.
“Ryan! Are you not hearing him?! Dom agreed to sending someone to a fighting arena and now that man is you!”, Sophia says frantically. 
I turn to Sophia. I walk over to her. I take her hand in mine. “Yeah, I know. But I’m not leaving you without a fight.”
She has a tear in her eye. “You are a fool sometimes, you know that?”, She tells me.
“Yeah, I had that thought.”, I reply. 
She tries cheering herself up, “You remember how all you did was work and talk to nobody until I bugged you into talking to me?” 
I smile, “I do. You are entirely different than I. You’re outspoken, while I’m quiet most of the time.”
She laughs a tiny bit, “I remember asking you why you go by ‘Rebel’, instead of your actual name.”
“I told you that my real name was for only specific people so I wouldn’t get attached to anyone.”, I say.
“Look at how that worked for you. You got me as your gal now, and you got Juan as a friend.”, She responds.
“Worked only ninety-eight percent of the time then.”, I laugh.
“Brother, there are men with guns at the door.”, Jack says, angered. 
I turn to face the door, and just what Jack had said was true. “Well now, who killed our ally here?”, a man with a clean shave, short brown hair. Blue, cold eyes. He wore some tactical dark gear along with other men. 
“Who’s askin’?”, I ask, standing up, chest out, ready for a fight. 
“Easy there, man. I had only come for my prize. But looks like someone killed the man who was going to give me a gift. My name William Jackson.”, He replies.
I smile wickedly, “Guess what, your prize is dead too.”
“Oh? Who killed the prize?”, Jackson asks.
“You’re lookin’ at him.”, I say as I walk to get closer to the man. Apparently, his men didn’t like my move, cause now they got guns pointed at me.
“Who killed Mr. Dom?”, He asks me.
I choose to lie, to protect Juan from any punishment, “I did.”
“How does one man that looks half dead kill another man that is healthy?”, He interrogates. 
“Sheer will and power.”, I reply.
“You are not taking- “, Jack was about to say something that sounds like what I’d do.
“Shut up, you pup,” I say, turning to face him knowing if I don’t do what I’m about to do, they’ll take him too, “This fighting arena is mine! I’ll hurt anyone that poses a threat to my rule of it!”
He knew what I was doing. “I’m not going to let- “
Within seconds, I rush at him, and I punch him in the face, knocking him to the ground. “I already told you. This is MINE,” I yell, then my voice turns to a whisper, “Take care of Sophia and them for me, will you? I’m sorry for striking you. But I don’t want to be scared of losing my brother in the arena.”
He stays silent, not angry, not sad, but calm. “I understand. I know I’d do the same if I were you. I’ll do my best of protecting them, I can promise you that.”, he says.
I turn to the Doc with an aggressive look on my face to keep up the act. “You keep this bug in line!”, I turn to Jackson again, taking a glimpse of Sophia’s face. She looks as if she’s about to break-down in tears.
I’m ashamed of what I’m doing. But it’s necessary to keep them alive. Family is more important than anything to me, more than life itself. I choose to hide the shame and keep the act. “So, you’re not even going to put up a fight?”, Jackson asks.
“Well, you have guns pointed at innocent people, so no. I’m not. Let’s just go.”, I tell him.
“Very well,” Jackson says as he turns around to leave, “Let’s move, men. We got what we wanted here!”
One of the men walk to me with cuffs. I was close to attack him, but that would have ended badly for everyone.  I hold out my arms for him to cuff me. I don’t let it go unnoticed that I hate the cuffs. He shoves me to follow Jackson. I bite my tongue so I don’t say something I’d regret. I hear distant cries from Sophia. Don’t worry, I’ll come back to you someday, I thought to myself.
“Wait! Before you take him, there’s something he needs.”, I hear the Doc say. 
We all turn around to see him carry some pills and my bandana to me. “Okay, do as you wish before we leave.”, Jackson tells him. 
He walks up to me, hands me the pills and tries to put the bandana around my neck. I stop him there. “It’s already got enough of your scent on it. Just hand it to me, I’ll put it on myself.”, I say harshly. He does as he was told to.
I tie the bandana around my neck, the cuffs didn’t help. I put the container of pills in my back pocket. “Take one of those two times every-day.”, Doc says.
“I know how to read the directions, Doc.”, I say, annoyed.
I decide to turn and walk away in the direction I was supposed to, before I decide to smack Doc. The people taking me start walking again. “You got a mean attitude. I like that!”, Jackson says.
 I stay quiet as I get in the back of a big armored truck. The bed of it doesn’t have a roof to it. I sit on one of the benches that were drilled into it on either side. The people sit in the back as well. As one of the men in the driver seat starts the truck, I get the scent of diesel. I’m starting to like this group, even though I shouldn’t.
“I don’t think I got your name, boy. What is it?”, Jackson asks. He leans on the truck. 
I don’t answer his question. He doesn’t even deserve to know my nickname. “Hey! He asked you a question. Answer the man.”, one of his men say.
I just give the man a glare, keeping my mouth shut. I choose to spit on the man’s boots, out of spite. The man stands up to smack me. “Hold it, Vince. It’s okay. No need to abuse him for it. We’ll just call you Hick-Fang, since you dress like a country boy and got the attitude of an aggressive dog.”, Jackson says.
Jackson walks off as the man sits back down. Jackson gets into the passenger seat. We start driving out of the camp. “Spit on my shoes again, and I’ll beat you.”, Vince tells me.
I lean close to him. “Threaten me again, and I’ll stick that gun of yours where the sun don’t shine. Not a threat, but a promise.”, I respond.
Vince’s men seem to be amused because they made the sound of kids when a fight happens. Vince himself, smiled, but in his eyes, I see that he already hates me. Good. We drive through the city, passed the hideout Ann had taken Bill. Speaking of which, I see Ann hold a hand over Bill’s eyes as the truck passes by. She goes to reach for her gun, but I shake my head. “Who you looking at, boy?”, Vince asks.
“None of your dang business.”, I reply. 
“Looks like the Country boy’s got a lip on him.”, Vince says. 
“Unlike you, this country boy knows how to survive without ARs and groups.”, I look him in the eye. I study him, looking for a weak spot if it ever comes down to me fighting these people.
He shuts up, already embarrassed enough. An hour of driving goes by, and I’m tired. I keep the tough act up ‘til I can get some shut eye. Which is about another hour later. “Alright, get the fighter to his resting place.” Jackson orders as he gets out of the truck.
Vince grabs me and shoves me off the truck. I stand up. Deciding that it wouldn’t be a good idea to make my death bed just yet. They lead me to what looks to be a prison. I enter through the front doors, go through some turns and corners, until I’m put in a cell.  They take off my cuffs through the door. I take a pill as said on the bottle, and I lay down to sleep after putting the container back into my pocket. 
“Wake up, Hick-Fang. Your turn to fight.”, Vince says on the opposite side of the cell door. 
“Later.”, I tell him. 
“Now, country boy!”, Vince says as he opens the door.
I groan and I get up. “Fine. What do we exactly fight here anyways?”, I ask.
“Mares, Lurkers, other people, and some other things you are going to have to survive long enough to see.”, He replies.
I sigh, “You could have just said the usual except some new beasts I may not have seen yet.”
“Stop with that attitude or do you want to die now?”, He says.
I groan, “Why are you so annoying?”
He ignores that and puts the cuffs on me. “Let’s go.”, He tells me. 
Vince leads me to the back of the prison, where there’s a big make-shift arena that should have taken a year or so to build. As we enter the arena, there are multiple people in the crowd, like those old Greek arenas, but instead of sand bricks, it’s made of metal. There was an arsenal of melee weapons. No guns at all. All from a pocket knife, to a make shift katana made from what looks to be a sharpened, post that holds construction signs. That’s just what’s on the left. On the right, there are axes, from a hatchet to a Fireman’s axe.
“Nice weapons. Now, do I have to earn them, or… Do I just use what I want?”, I ask, wanting to understand what happens here.
“Well, what do you think? Obviously, they wouldn’t be here if they were meant to be earned.”, He answers.
“I was just wondering cause in Greece, I think they left them here, but you had to earn them. So, no need to get your panties in a bunch just because of a simple question.”, I tell him.
He gives me a glare as he takes my cuffs off. He then shut the gate as he leaves, letting it drop behind him. I look at the weapons of choice to pick from. I decide to take a knife that looks to be a Marine blade. Why would they have this? I thought to myself. I walk into the arena fully. On the opposite end of it, I see a Mare, chained by the neck. At least they have the decency to put make shift cover in here. “Release the Mare! I’m ready to fight!”, I yell, although I’m not healed from the day before.
On command, it was released, with the chains coming off of it. It immediately charges at me. I get behind cover, and get behind it. I cut its muscles in the back of its hind legs. It shrieks, turning around, it stands on its hind legs as long as it can and comes down at full force. I roll out of the way, and run under, slicing its stomach. The crowd cheers, as the Mare falls to the ground. 
I step onto its back, grabbing the mane of it. I go to put the blade into its skull, but it had different ideas. The Mare shakes its head violently, knocking me off, onto my back. It turns, teeth bared, going for a bite. I get my arm under its head before it can’t do so, blocking the Mare. I jab the knife into its head. Apparently, the blade stabbed its brain, as it goes limp. I slide the Mare’s head off of me. 
I stand, slowly. I think I sprained something in my leg when I fell. The crowd of people on the stands, cheer. I turn and look at them all. I give them what they want as I put my blade in my left hand and raise it. I yell in victory, and beat my chest with my right hand. “That is Hick-Fang for you ladies and gentlemen!”, An announcer says. 
Instead of looking for the announcer, I decide to go back with a limp in my leg to the entrance of the arena I came from. I put the Marine knife the way I found it. Jackson is at the gate to greet me. “Wow, a soldier’s knife? I never seen anyone here use that. They usually go for bigger weapons.”, He tells me.
I respond, “I’m more of a close-up guy when it comes to my weapons. Less distance between an enemy and you, can end badly. But it depends on who you’re facing.” 
I was going to tell him a Mare’s weakness. He either knows it, or he doesn’t. I wasn’t about to let him overpower a Mare after taking me from my family. “Well, I just want to tell you, congrats on surviving. Not many people survive a Mare like you did.”, He says.
I look him in the eye, “Most of them were weak cowards. Didn’t deserve to live.”
He looks at me as if he were to be thinking. “Never thought of it like that.”, He finally replies.
“Survival of the fittest. Kill or be killed.”, I say.
He laughs, “That is very much true.” 
I think of a question to ask him. “What do I gotta do to get out of this place? I got people to take care of.”
“That’s a great question. Sorry to burst your bubble but there is nothing you can do to do. You came here, you stay here. Now, you can work to get out of the arena and your cell. Do this for a couple of months, you’ll be able to get a job as one of my men. You’ll be able to do runs. And once you’re stable enough, you can get your people here.”, He tells me. I fill with disappointment to myself for making this choice.
“Now another thing. Are there visiting rights here?”, I ask.
“Matter of a fact, there is! Your people can visit you here!”, He smiles.
“Good. I want you to get your people to bring me a Russian girl.”, I tell him.
“Oh? Russian girl? Never thought a Hick like you’d be interested in Russian girls. Very well, I’ll get one for you.”, He says.
“What? No. I want a specific one. I got a girl waitin’ on me to come back to her anyways.”, I say.
“So… the Russian girl isn’t yours?”, He asks.
I sigh, “Just get the girl for me.” I give him the details of her. I also tell him where she should be located.
He responds, “Alright, I’ll get that done for you.” He walks out, but before he leaves entirely, I grab him by the arm.
“If I hear that the little boy she’s with, a blonde haired, and blue-eyed boy, gets hurt, well… You will regret ever existing.”, I tell him firmly.
He stays silent, nods and takes my hand off of his arm. He then walks away, letting Vince come back and cuff me. “What were you two talking about?”, He asks.
I simply respond with, “None of your concern.”
He takes me back to my cell, and uncuffs me. He shuts the door behind me. “Lunch will be soon.”, He tells me. 
I go to grab my meds out of my pocket, but they’re no longer here. I check under my bed, but not there, or anywhere in this cell. Maybe I dropped them in the arena? I’m stupid to forget that they were in my pocket. I lay in bed, eating after the food was delivered, and bored for the next few hours. 
“Prisoner! Your visitor is here.”, A guard says. 
Finally. I get up and out of bed. I go to the door. I put my arms out, waiting for cuffs. He just looks at me. “We don’t use cuffs for visitations. Just for outside.”
I think for a second. Why not? Are they not worried about their ‘prisoners’ attacking them? “Seems… un-logical, but whatever. Your funeral.”, I say.
The Guard opens the door and leads me to the visitation room. It looks just like they did in the movies. Circular tables with circular stools attached to them. At one table, I see Ann, completely fine, except maybe a few scratches.  I sit next to her. She looks at me, “You look more of crap than last time. What’d they do to you?”
I respond with, “Fights. They put you in some kind of arena here, force you to fight just about anything dangerous they can get their hands on.”
She gets angry after I tell her that, “If they hadn’t taken my gun…”
I sigh, “Maybe you shouldn’t fight them, yet.”
“Don’t tell me who I can and can’t fight.”, She responds.
I raise both hands a bit, “Hey, I didn’t say such thing. I just said you shouldn’t.” 
She gives me a glare, “Sure you didn’t.”
“How’s Bill?”, I ask her.
“He’s fine. He’d throw a little hissy fit every once in a while, so he could visit his brother and, I’m assuming sister-in-law? He also threw a fit for your dog to be with him.”, She responds.
“Well, at least he’s fine, and no. We ain’t married.”, I tell her.
She smiles a bit, “Just imagined how adorable your kids would be with her.”
I scratch the back of my neck, “‘Course you did. But she’s the one that’ll make ‘em angels.”
Ann shakes her head, “Dude, have you looked at yourself lately? Aside of the scars, cuts, and bruises, you’re a good lookin’ man.”
“You’re just sayin’ that cause of what I’m in right now.”, I say.
She says jokingly, “Maybe a bit.” 
I ask, “How… how are my brother and girl doin’?” 
She sighs, “They’re fine. Doing as well as after you left. Except more whining from Sophia. Kim says we should leave that place when we can. But loyalty to you is much more important to me.”
“I appreciate that. When you get back there, do me a favor?”, I say.
“Sure.”, She says to me.
“Smack Kim upside her head.”, I request.
She laughs, “Our minds think alike. Though I was thinking of a bit harsher punishment for saying such a thing.”
“Any punishment works for me.”, I tell her.
“The audacity of that girl, thinking I would agree to leaving and not take care of your family. They’re mine too now. She’s going to have to get over it if she wants to roll with us.”, She shakes her head in disappointment.
The same guard comes back and says, “Time’s up.”
I give Ann a hug. “Be safe out there.”, I say.
“I always am. But you’re the one that needs to be careful, with having to fight.”, She says, hugging me back.
“No touching!”, The guard says. I shoot a glare at him.
Ann gets up, off the bench and looks the guard dead in the eye. “YA delayu to, chto khochu. Sdelay bol'no etomu cheloveku zdes', i ty otvetish' mne.”, She tells him. I’ve got no clue what has been said, but knowing her, it’s to be a threat.
“What’d you tell him? It looks like he’s about to pee himself.”, I ask her.
“Oh, nothing… Just something to keep him in check.”, She says as she turns to face me, with a little evil smile.
I sigh, “Go. Before they decide to keep you here too.”
She groans, “I can’t have any fun here!” She walks out of the room, to go back where she’s supposed to be.
“You… have a weird friend.”, The guard tells me.
“A good weird friend. Better person than I’ll ever be.”, I reply as I stand up and limp walk back to my cell.
The guard shuts the door behind me. “If you don’t mind me asking… How did she become your friend?”, he asks.
“I was socially awkward in school. But she didn’t care. She wanted to be my friend more than anything. She introduced me to a few of her friends. I got along with them for a while. The famous kid at our school,” I tell him, “He wanted to act tough and put his hands on her. I broke his nose for that. I broke his arm, a leg. I wanted to take the one thing men can’t live without. Pride. But I was stopped by Ann’s friends before I could do more. They took his side.”
“Dang, what happened after that?”, He asks.
“She fought like the Devil. She chose me to be her best friend after that. Loyalty is the one thing all men and women should have. But they didn’t have it for her. They turned on her. Stabbed her in the back.”, I say.
“Wow… That is… awesome. I envy it. I wish I had a friend like you and her.”, He tells me. 
“Well, what’s your name?”, I ask him.
“Dillon, Mister.”, He says.
“Dill, as long as you do right by me, I’ll do right by you.”, I say.
 He nods, “Thank you. But uh, what do I call you?”
I think a second. “You can call me Rebel. But don’t use it unless you’re around me.”, I tell him.
“Okay, Rebel. Nice to meet you.”, Dillon says. I can’t exactly give a description since he wears the same like everyone else, tactical black suits, and masks.
“Yeah. I need some sleep, so I’ll rest.”, I yawn.
“Oh, don’t forget. There is a time where other prisoners or fighters get to hangout and talk to one another.”, He tells me as I lay down in bed.
I think. Do I want to go to it? Yes. I have to. Vince had said something about us fighting other people. “Okay. Wake me up when it’s time for that.”, I tell him.
“Of course.”, He says.
He leaves as I stare at the ceiling. I stare and stare until I eventually fall asleep. After sleeping for a while, I hear Dillon say, “Rebel, time to wake up. It’s time to meet up with other people.” 
I wake, and sit up. “Alright. Open up the cell so I can get going.”, I say as I slowly stand up, with the limp. He leads me back to the visitor’s room, but it’s filled with fighters instead. 
“Who’s the newbie? And the heck is with that bandana? A pink one!”, a Korean man laughs. He’s about five-foot four, black hair, brown eyes, a small scar over his nose.
“The ‘newbie’ got this bandana from his girl. Something you probably won’t have in your life with that attitude.”, I respond.
He gets immediately got offensive. “Excuse me? I’ve been with many girls!”, He yells.
“Body pillows don’t count.”, I say. 
He walks up to me. “You want to eat those words?”, He asks.
“Hye! Back off! How many times have I told you to not mock guys in pink?!”, a Korean girl, in a black shirt and skirt asks. She’s got purple streaks in her dark, black hair. Brown eyes.
“I’m just having fun, sis. Besides, he’s a girl with his pink bandana.”, Hye says.
 I tell him and smile, “I’m more of a guy than you’ll ever be.”
“Watch what you say!”, He says as he grabs my bandana and tank-top collar. I grab him at the wrist. I put all the pressure I can into it.
As he lets go of his grip and lowering to his knees, I say, “Touch me again, and it’ll be far worse next time.”
“Please! Let him go. He’s all I got now.”, The girl pleads. 
I stand and consider letting him go, “Fine. But keep this mutt on a leash next time.”, I say as I let go of his wrist.
She nods as she walks up behind him and smacks him in the head. “You’re such an idiot! You always get aggressive!”, She tells him.  
“Sorry for trying to protect my only sister!”, He says.
“If you want to protect her, keep your hands to yourself and mouth shut. The only reason you get to open your mouth and use your hands is if a man got some hands on her, or you’re stuck in that dang arena.”, I say. 
“What do you know about family, huh? A white boy like you shouldn’t care what others do.”, Hye instigates. 
“I’m a white boy with brothers I was forced away from. I’ll do anything to get back to them. Even if it means killing all of you here.”, I say, harshly.
“Even… kill a pregnant lady?”, The sister asks.
I’m taken by surprise. “You are?”, I ask.
She immediately goes red in the face. “No! That black lady, over in the back corner. She is carrying a child. She lost her man in the arena.”, She exclaims. 
I look over to where she had pointed to. “I’ll go talk to her.”, I say.
“Please. Be kind to her?”, The girl says.
Who would have the audacity to be rude to a pregnant woman?  I thought to myself as I walk over to the woman. I sit next to her. “I’m sorry for how you were greeted here, young man. Hye’s an overprotective jerk.”, She tells me. She’s got black hair and dark brown eyes. She wears a cotton jacket and a white shirt underneath. Blue jeans.
“’Young man’? What do you mean? You look as if you are my age or younger.”, I respond, kindly.
She got a laugh out of that, “How sweet of you, but I’m really in my thirties.”
“Yeah, I still can’t see it.”, I tell her.
She laughs a tiny bit more, “My name is Tasha.”, she says as she reaches out her hand.
“The people here are calling me Hick-Fang. But, you ma’am, can call me Rebel.”, I say as I shake her hand.
“Rebel? Never heard a name like that. But, if you don’t mind me askin’. What got a sweet kid like you here?”, She asks. 
“I don’t want to scare you, so I’ll just say this; I got in trouble with the leader of a camp my family used to be at.”, I respond. It got me to thinking though. Are they okay still? What is happening with them now? Should I break out of here? No. That’d get them into trouble. 
She looks at me in silence for a second. “Well, it is nice to meet you, son.”, She says.
I begin to think again before speaking. “What if… What if I take your place in the arena?”, I ask her.
“What? What about trying to stay alive for your family?”, She responds.
“They’d be mad at me if I didn’t help a pregnant woman. Especially if she has to fight for her life to protect her child.”, I tell her.
She shakes her head. “That’d double the amount you have to fight.”, She says.
“I insist. Besides, the mare wasn’t much of a challenge for me.”, I reply. 
She sighs, “You got a death wish, boy. But if you do really insist, I accept your request.”
“Thank you, ma’am.”, I say.
“I should be thanking you! You’re risking your life for a woman you don’t even know.”, She smiles.
I nod, “That’s what we rednecks and hillbillies were demonized for. The city people all demonized us ‘cause we do things differently, and according to them, ‘Hillbillies are racist and rude all the time. All they do is hunt and sleep. They help us in no way at all.’” 
She laughs, “That’s because they’re mad they can’t do what y’all do.”
She was right. All sad sacks that are scared of killing an animal. “Very true I suppose.”, I laugh along with her.
“Alright, time is up, people! Time to go back to your cells!”, Vince says.
“Actually, send your boy, Jackson here. I want a chat with him.”, I turn in my seat and face Vince at the door.
He just sighs, and walks away as the other people go to their cells. It’s just Tasha and I here. We talk a while for what seems to be an hour. She speaks of her man, her husband, named Damion. She tells me how she was treated like a queen with him. How before all of this, she’d get breakfast in bed everyday of the weekend, when she didn’t go to work. She talks more of him, how great of a man he was, and he didn’t deserve how he died today. She stops talking as Jackson enters the room.
“Vince said you requested me?”, Jackson asks.
I stand and walk up to him, “Yeah I do. This woman is pregnant, so why is she here?”, I ask him.
“Her husband wouldn’t do anything unless he had her at his side.”, He responds.
But why? Why would he put his woman in this kind of danger? I thought. “Okay, well I’m fightin’ her fights for her, starting tomorrow mornin’.”, I tell him.
He looks at me surprised. “You want to fight double the amount?”, He asks.
“Yes, sir.”, I tell him.
He nods, “That’d decrease the amount of time you have to stay here in the cell by a month.”
“Well, I only wanted to fight just for the lady. Not for my own benefits. But that seems good.”, I say.
“Get some rest. You’ll need it tomorrow.”, He tells me. 
And that is just what I do. I go to my cell and fall asleep. I wake up. Go to the arena. Fight two beasts at the same time. Sleep. Meet other people. Go back to sleep, ready for the next day. This cycle goes on for half of a month. On the other side of the arena, I see two people. A big buff man, bald guy, in a tank top and a pair of jeans. The other man was the exact opposite. He had a bunch full of hair on his head. Short. In a sweater and some sweat pants.  Dang. People. Why now? Why do I have to kill them for sport now?! Yet, I know exactly why. 
This is a game of life or death. I plan in my head. Okay, do some old military strategies Pops taught you. Separate them and take them on that way. Plan seems reasonable. But for how long can I separate them until they know what I’m doing? Doesn’t matter. I’ll be quick about it. I grab the fire axe with one hand, and I pick the katana with the other.
I walk to the fighting area. You took on a whole house full of people. What are two more? I tell myself. 
I raise my right arm to show I’m ready. Just don’t let Ape-man get his hands on you and you’ll be fine. They proceed to raise their arms. After the people give us the okay to fight, they rush me. The big man was all muscle, so that’d slow him down. The short guy gets to me first. He swings his machete at me. I’ve got a cut on the right of my chest. I cut his hand off with the katana. As that happens, the big one swings his double-sided axe and I back away to only get a cut on my face from my left cheek, up to my left eyebrow. I rush past them to get more room. 
As I turn around, the shorty, with his hand missing comes at me with the machete in his other hand. He swings it, I block it with my katana. I swing my axe and it finds a new home in his head. I struggle to get the axe out of his head, that gives the big one time to swing his axe. I roll out of the way, leaving my axe behind.
I get to my knees, as he swings it again. I put my katana in front of me to protect myself from that blade. Of course, it stops the axe, he goes for another swing aiming for the katana itself. As soon as the axe connects with the katana the second time, it shatters into pieces. I stand up quickly and get more space between him and I. Blood starts to flow over my left eye, so I’m now blinded for now. 
Someone in the crowd throws down a military knife. I pick it up quickly as the big man walks towards me, going for a swing. I run and slide before the axe hits me, and I slice the man’s ankle. He falls to a knee. I get up off of the ground, and grab his chin from behind. I go to stab him in the brain, but he flops onto his back, breaking a few of my rips as he crushes me. 
He turns around and puts his hands around my throat, choking me. I stab him in what feels to be his gut, but that didn’t stop him. I got this far. I am not letting an Ape kill me now! I feel the ground franticly until I got the grip of a big rock. I swing it at his head. He lets go of his grip on me. I swing it again and finally he falls off of me and lays onto his back.
I quickly get up and sit on his chest as I bash the rock into his head until I know he can’t get up anymore. I get up, off of him. I limp over to my area of the arena. As I get there, I pass out from loss of energy and blood. I’m in a white room, I see a dragon across from me- a dark purple colored one, dark red eyes, long neck. It’s as big as an elephant. Scars on its long snout, and body. What seemed weird is that it had fresh, similar cuts across its eye and chest like me. It coils its tail around its body, with eight spikes at the tip of it.
It’s not attacking. Just staring. I walk up to it, put my hand under its chin. I get the feel of tough, reptilian skin. Almost like a crocodile or an alligator. Now that I’m closer, I see a tint of gold on the underbelly of it. It looks down upon me. Am I looking at a demon of myself? Am I seeing what’s truly within? Or what other people see of me? Either way, it’s me. Just before I could speak to it, I awake from my sleep. I’m in a hospital bed. Tasha sits next to me in a chair. 
“Hey, you’re awake. I’m happy you’re up. I’ll go get the doctor.”, Tasha smiles, as she stands up.
Before I could say anything to her, she’s out the door. I just sit in silence trying to remember what is it that put me in this bed. Then it clicks in my head that I was in the arena. That explains the bandages on my face and chest. Within minutes, Tasha comes back to the room. In tow is a doctor. The one at my old camp.
“Doc, what’re you doing here?”, I ask him.
He scratches the back of his head. “Your brother threatened to kill me if I didn’t come here and take care of you.”, he answers.
“How is he now?”, I ask.
“He recovered. Along with Sophia. Bill’s got an attitude towards me though.”, He says.
I sigh, “Good to hear they’re fine. And Bill’s goin’ to have that attitude for a while. He’s a teen angry at the world.”
“You two know each other?”, Tasha asks.
I nod, “He used to work for my old camp. But the Leader was killed.”
She asks, “Who… Who killed him?”
“A friend of mine. But I took the blame.”, I respond.
Doc says, “You are an idiot, Mr. Rebel. You shouldn’t have taken the blame. You wouldn’t be here, in this condition if you didn’t.”
“Juan would be dead if I didn’t! That boy can barely stand after shooting a Mare dead. All they have here are melee weapons! No range to them.”, I say.
“Your brothers are out there, trying to make a plan to get you out! They are worried about you- Scared to lose another person close to them.”, Doc yells. I hate what has been said to me. Knowing my brothers, they are doing exactly as he said they are. They should be focusing on their survival, not mine.
I simply respond with, “I want my daughter here, with me.”
Doc looks at me. He says, “Okay. I’ll put in a request for her.” He walks to the door.
“Hey Doc.”, I say.
“Yeah?”, He asks.
I tell him, “You ever get a tone with me like that again, I’ll make you regret it.”
He leaves the room. “A young kid like you has a daughter?”, Tasha asks.
I nod with a smile. “Most gorgeous little girl in the world.”, I respond.
“How old is she?”, Tasha questions, looking weirdly interested in the fact that I have a child.
I think a second trying to remember when we had gotten Daisy. “I’d say maybe two or three years old.”, I respond.
We speak of children, life, people, things before these beasts taking over the world. For four hours we spoke. Until my brother; Jack had walked into the room, in tow was Doc and Daisy. “What have they done to you? Who do I need to hurt?”, He asks.
“It seems that Doc was wise enough to bring you along with my daughter.”, I say.
Jack looks into my eyes, “Don’t change the subject, brother. Who did this to you? Was it them?”
As Daisy stares at me, I reply with, “Jack, don’t worry. I killed them.”
I slide out of bed, onto my feet. I get to my knees, reaching a hand out for Daisy. She growls, baring her teeth. I’m a little offended my daughter doesn’t recognize me, but I’ve been gone for a month, and I have more scars than the last time she’s seen me. I hum a little lullaby I used to do for her when she was a pup. She stops baring her teeth and her growling. She excitedly jumps on me, smothering me in her slobber.
I laugh, ignoring the pain from my cuts. I pet her, giving her hugs and kisses. “Your daughter is a dog?”, I hear Tasha ask.
I look at her with a smile, “I realize now I failed to mention that she was. I apologies for that. But, yes. She is. My best friend.”
She gives a laugh, “I can see that! What a wonderful lady she is!”
“Who’s the lady?”, Jack asks.
“Right. Tasha, this is my brother, Delta. And Delta, this is my friend, Tasha.” I say. Jack chooses to go by Delta with new people.
Jack looks at her, in curiosity. He then walks up to her and hold out a hand, “Nice to meet you, Tasha.”
“Nice to meet you too, Delta.”, She says as she shakes his hand. 
“Rebel, I need a chat with you. Alone.”, My brother says.
I look at him curiously. What is he going to scold about now? “Okay, everyone, exit the room for a bit.”, I say as I stand. Everyone but Daisy, Jack, and I are out of the room.
“What’s your deal, Rebel? Those don’t look like cuts from any Mare or Lurker.”, He tells me.
I sigh, “These new cuts did in fact, not come from those beasts. I was forced to fight other humans.”
“Why did you have to agree to come here?”, He asks.
“If I didn’t, someone else would have.”, I respond.
“If you weren’t my brother—You do know you’re an idiot, right?”, He says.
I sarcastically stay quiet for a second, then reply with, “That has crossed my mind.”
He starts pacing the room. “Why are you fine with this?! Your life is on the line for entertainment for others! And—and all you can say is that you’re okay?!”
I smile. I then tell him, “As long as my little brothers aren’t on that field, I’m fine with anything. As long as my brothers are safe, I will do whatever it takes to keep it that way. Knowing that y’all are safe, helps me sleep at night.”
He looks at me, frustrated, “Have you considered that maybe we aren’t getting any sleep? Huh?! Omega can sleep for only a slim amount, he wakes me up, every night. He asks for his oldest brother to come back! Yes, you two fight, a lot, but he misses you a lot.”
I sigh and tell him, “Our baby brother will have to be patient then. I’m working on getting out of this mess, but they doubled the number of beasts I have to fight.”
“How much did you have to fight to begin with?”, He asks.
“I started with fighting one. But with Tasha being pregnant, I decided to double it.”, I say.
He gets a bit angrier, “You’re telling me, that you volunteered to fight more?”
I nod, “She’s pregnant. So, yeah, I did. Plus, it lowered the time of have in the arena.”
I sit in bed. Daisy jumps on the bed, laying next to me. “You are one reckless man. Putting yourself in more danger than you need.”, He says.
“Yeah, sounds like a me thing.”, I say.
Jack looks hesitant to say something else. I give him a curious look. He knows that I know something’s up. He says, “It’s not something you need to know with right now.”
I ask him, “Are you sure? You look like crap right now. And that’s coming from me.” I point at my cuts.
He looks as if he’s about to break. I hate seeing that in my brothers. “Just… Just keep Daisy here with you.”, He tells me. 
I look at him with a glare. “I’m not letting my daughter live in a dangerous place like this.”, I say.
“She’s more in danger out there! Since you left… She’s barely eaten anything! I had to pretty much shove food down her throat like we had to when she was sick.”, He yells.
He’s right now that I look at Daisy closer. She’s skinny to the bones. I’m such a fool! “Fine, I’ll keep her. But that means you’ve lost your sentry.”, I sigh.
After agreeing to have Daisy with me, he seems to look a little better. A little. “I didn’t lose the sentry. I gave it to someone in need the most.”, He says. 
“You still look like crap. You usually don’t let anythin’ bother you. What’s the matter?”, I ask him.
He sighs, “Fine. You really want to hear it?”
“Well, I wouldn’t be askin’ if I didn’t.”, I tell him.
He hesitates then just lets it out, “Sophia. She’s flirting with me now that you’re gone.”
I look at him with a smirk. He looks at me surprised. He’s about to say something else. “Yes, Delta. I kind of knew this would happen, my brother. I see how she’d look at you. That’s why I don’t get attached easily.”, I reply.
“But, how are you okay with it?”, He asks.
I laugh. I stand and put my hand on Jack’s shoulder. “After separating from Mom and Pops, I made an oath to myself. I live for you, Omega, and Daisy. As I would die for y’all.  I refuse to back down from a fight. I refuse to let anythin’ slow me down from protectin’ y’all.”, I tell him. 
He sighs, “Hillbilly runs in your veins. That explains why you don’t care what situation you’re in. How do I not have it?”
“For a man with more brains than me, you sure are dumb. You have it in yours too. You just need to embrace it.”, I say.
After a little chat of catching up on each other’s side of this problem, he had to leave and I was forced back into my bed. I take my bandana off and throw it into an old trash bin at the side of the bed. “How’d the visit of your brother go?”, Tasha asks as she sits back where she did before. 
“It was… good. I can’t wait ‘til I get done fighting in the arena. I can get a home for my family and I. Although I have to work everyday for it.”, I tell her. 
She looks down at the floor then back up at me, “I almost forgot. There’s new people here.”, she says.
I look up at the ceiling. “Are they goin’ to be a threat to me and my objective?”, I ask.
She sighs, “No… but maybe to me. One of them looked at me as if I was a piece of meat. The little girl she had with him, just looked afraid.”
I face her, “When I get out of this bed, I’ll fix that for you.”, I say.
She shakes her head. She says, “No. I’ll take care of myself. As you should take care of yourself and your child. You’re already doing so much for me.”
“I was raised to treat women right. Letting you do something that’ll probably get you in trouble, is not how I roll.”, I say.
She gives a smile. “Well, it’s the way you’re going to have to roll for a while. You need to get you a home for you and your family. I’ll do just fine.”, She tells me.
I see Daisy stare at Tasha, with puppy dog eyes. Daisy knows Tasha has something. “Looks like Daisy knows you’re pregnant.”, I say to Tasha. 
She laughs. Tasha stands up and asks, “Can I pet her?”
“Yeah, she’s not going to bite.”, I say as I put a hand on Daisy’s back.
Tasha pets Daisy on the head, while Daisy sniffs Tasha’s stomach. “She’s so gorgeous. I bet you’ve spoiled her before all of this.”, Tasha says.
“That I did. Pops didn’t like it though. Mama always fostered puppies and kittens until they grew up. Daisy loved them, always sad when they left. I think she loved the children more than she loved me.”, I say as I smile. 
We spoke about Daisy and my childhood. We spoke until it was night. She had to leave to go to bed. A week of recovering goes by. I fight the rest of the time I have in the arena. Tasha had stay by me every second of the fighter’s meetings, or whatever they call it. She pleaded for me to not kill the new guy. But on the last day of being here, I was fed up with it.
On the way into the visitor’s area, I see the man touching the little girl he had with her. He was fat. Barely any hair on his head. He wore an old man’s checkered button-up shirt. I walk up to him and rip him out of his seat, tossing him onto the floor. “You seem to have the balls to touch a little girl. How about you try your luck with me?”, I say.
Hye was the first to get in between the new guy and me. “Dude, stop! You’re going to get in trouble!”, Hye tells me.
I stare at him, angerly. “This man is touching a little girl, your sister, and Tasha. And we’re just sitting here, doing nothing?!”, I exclaim.
“I don’t like it either! But I can’t hurt him outside of the arena otherwise I’ll lose my life and I can’t be here for Bada.”, He says. The fatso gets up. 
He looks up at me with a glare. “You messed up, buddy! I’ll get you for that!”, Fatty said in a gravelly voice.
Before I could say anything, a guard comes in and says, “What’s going on here?”
“I want to fight this creep right here!”, I say as I point at the pedophile.
“Don’t! Please! I need my friend with me.”, I hear Tasha plead.
I keep my eyes on the moron. “You won’t lose me Tasha. The one that’s going to die is this idiot!”, I tell her. 
“Guard! Help! He- he attacked me!”, The man exclaimed acting like a victim.
“And you touched these ladies. I think you deserved it.”, I say.
I go to grab his collar, but a few more guards come in and surround me. One puts me in cuffs. “There’s going to be a fight tomorrow between Hick-Fang and Dave. At first light.”, I hear Jackson say as he enters the room. 
“Jackson, get your men and these cuffs off of me!”, I yell.
He shakes his head, “I’m sorry, but rules are rules. You broke one. Put him in the cell for more dangerous people tonight. He’ll have to redeem himself tomorrow.”
As I’m shoved into the bigger cell, the cuffs are taken off, and the door shuts behind me. I lay on the cement floor. Cold. I rest my head on my arm for a pillow. I fall asleep.
I have a dream of getting a mask some room. It’s a black mask that works like a wielding helmet, except no wielding protection glass. Just black tinted glass in its place as it were to be sunglasses. Later on, in the dream, I end up spray painting a red clown smile on the bottom of it. I install some black metal horns that are meant to be demon horns on the top. 
I wake up to a knock on the metal door. “Wake up, Hick-Fang. You’re fighting first this morning.”, Vince says from the other side of the door.
I stand, and hold my arms out for cuffs to be placed onto my wrists. Vince opens the door and puts the cuffs on me. He takes me through the prison, out to the arena. We get to the usual spot I enter from, to the weapon selection. “God save his soul. For he is going to die today.”, Vince says as he takes the cuffs off of me.
I look at him confused. “You do know I’m not going down, right?”, I ask.
“Oh, no. I’m not praying for you. I’m praying for the old man.”, Vince says.
That makes more sense. “He’s not going to Heaven. From what I know, your God puts people like him in a place that they deserve.”, I tell him. 
He shrugs, “You never know. He’s forgiving.”
“If he forgives this man, there’s something wrong.”, I say.
He agrees with a nod and leaves the arena. I choose not to grab a weapon. This should be fun without weapons. I think to myself. As I enter the actual arena, I raise a fist, showing I’m ready for a fight. Dave holds up a hatchet. As the people give permission to fight, I run at him. Fueled with hate. 
He runs at me swinging the hatchet. I grab it by the handle. I punch him in the face. I slam my boot against his knee cap. He falls to the ground. I drop the hatchet next to him. “Get up! You want to touch women, thinking you’re all that. How about fighting me!”, I yell at him.
He stands up as he begs, “Please! I’m sorry! Let me live!”
“Pity is not a thing I have for scum like you. Now, pick up your hatchet and fight me.”, I tell him.  I back up giving him time and a bit of space to do as told. I want to enjoy his pain. I’ll extend this fight at much as I want.
“I don’t want to fight! Please, forgive me!”, he says as he picks up his hatchet and swings it at me. I grab it again. I back hand him this time. I push him away. 
I groan with annoyance. “This is supposed to be fun for me! Stop being so boring!”, I yell as he runs at me with the hatchet again actually getting a small cut on me. I got distracted with complaining. 
“Just kill me already if I can’t escape this! I’m begging you!”, He yells. I laugh hysterically at that.
“Oh, no. I want you to feel what it’s like to be over powered by someone stronger than you. I want you to feel the pain those women feel around you! This is my domain where I can do as I please,” I tell him as I rip the hatchet out of his hand, “You will die a slow and painful death.” 
I strike him with the back of the hatchet. He grabs for it. I pull it out of his reach and swing the hatchet at his other knee. I leave the hatchet in his knee. He cries in pain as he hits me in the face. “What would your parents think if they seen you torturing an old man like this?!”, He exclaims, obviously trying to get under my skin.
I smile. “My Pops once told me to never pick a fight with men weaker than myself. But in this case, I think he’d be okay with it.”, I respond. 
I grab his arm. I bash my own against his, breaking it. It takes an hour for when I’m pleased with my torture and I decide to kill him by taking the hatchet and stab it into his skull. With the crowd silent in shock that it took me this long to kill something, I leave the arena to the weapon’s area. Vince was waiting for me. “That was just wrong. You should have killed him exactly when you had the chance to.”, He tells me.
“It was wrong for him to live after being a creep, but he was still alive, now wasn’t he?”, I ask.
He nods, “True.”
I hold out my arms for the cuffs. “Actually, Hick-Fang, as much as I hate to say this, you’re now a free man. Well, one of Jackson’s soldiers now. Except, he says you earned getting to choose your own style of uniform and mask.”, He says.

“You serious?”, I ask.
He shakes his head, “I wish I wasn’t.”
Vince walks me to where I get my outfits and masks. The same room from my dream. I end up doing as I did in my dream. I go to the outfits, and I look through all of them. I put on a dark purple shirt, black jeans, and a black leather trench coat. I put on some black leather gloves too. I change into some military strapped boots. I put the mask on my head, keeping it open.
I walk to the nearest mirror. I look at what I got on, and I like what I see. “This’ll do just fine. Though, I need to cut my hair off. Too long for this helmet.”, I say.
I see Vince nodding in the mirror. “Definitely don’t suit a fighter like you.”, He says.
“Didn’t ask for your input. I was talking to myself,” I say as I take off the trench coat, “Where’s your holsters and guns at?”
“This way.”, Vince says as he walks into another room to the right. I follow him in. On the left side were different selections of holsters and straps. On the right side were many guns. From the smallest pistol to the biggest LMG. There’s what seems to be five of each gun. In the middle of the room, there is a selection of knives and axes to choose from.
“Wow.”, I say in amaze.
Vince looks at me and says, “We’re not so bad now, are we?”
I could only respond with, “Y’all had me with the diesel truck.”
I grab the straps that hold a gun next to the chest on either side. I put it on and strap it tight. I put on a belt that holds ammo for pistols and an assault rifle of my choice. I strap on a knife sheathe on both thighs. I clip a hunting knife to the back of my belt.  I attach a hatchet sheathe to the belt.  “Impressive. Not one soldier went for more blades than guns.”, Vince says as he studies they way I have the sheathes on me.
“You can never have too many of knives or guns,” I say as I go to the gun side and grab a Remington assault rifle. I put a strap on it so it can go on my back, “Oh, can you get someone to put a rottweiler on the back of this trench coat?”
After an hour getting all my wants, I have military knives on my thighs, a hatchet at my side. Ammo for my guns on the belt, along with my hunting knife. I have the Remington AR on my back. I also have two Glock 45’s in their holsters. “Your jacket’ll be done by tomorrow.”, Vince tells me. 
“Alright. Anything else need to be done today?”, I ask. He gives me a tour of everything passed the arena and the prison. Hotels, houses, a gas station, a diner and a lot of similar places like that.  He takes me to one hotel room, at the very top. Very luxurious. 
A door is open to the right, that leads to the bathroom, a room to the left, the kitchen. The room closest to me is the living room, with a balcony to look over the city. Bedroom is to the left but closer than the kitchen.
“You’re the best fighter here, and Jackson wants the best to have the best. So, you’ll get a radio to request whatever you want.”, Vince says as he takes a little radio out of his back pocket. He hands it to me. 
I take it, and my brain has already got an idea of what I want. Payback. “Now that I think of it, I request to have a lady that has a resemblance of my choosing.”, I say. I give him details of a country girl.
Within minutes, there’s a girl I need at the door, I answer it. “Vince sent some men to grab me. What do you want, dude?”, She asks. She’s got long blond hair, blue eyes. She wears a camo hat with the American flag on it. She wears a jean jacket, with a white shirt underneath. She wears tight blue jeans, along with some black leather boots. She’s my height or maybe an inch shorter.
Straight to the point. I like it. “Well, there’s this girl, and I need your help with her.”, I respond. My face feels like it’s on fire just looking at her.
“So. You asked for a country girl. Just to get advice on girls. A guy like you shouldn’t have an issue with that.”, She says with some irritation. 
I shake my head a bit. “More like I need payback. She wanted to get with me to be closer to my brother. So, I want to mentally torture her for it.”, I say.
She leans against the door frame thinking. “Fine. But you owe me. I have debts to pay off and now so do you.”, The woman says as she walks past me looking at the place. 
I turn around and say, “I didn’t catch your name. Also, what debts?”
I see on the back of her jacket, there is a bulldog with a bandana on. Under it, the words “Rogue Mutts” were sewn in. She stops in her tracks and sighs, “My name is Racheal Williams. I needed places to stay, so… I acted cute to get in. They expected more from me, but I ran before then. Until I got this place. They’re chasing me now.”
“From what I’m hearing, you want me to kill them to pay off my debt to you.”, I guess. 
She shakes her head. “No, I just want you to scare them off. No need for bloodshed. From what I seen of you in the arena, there were multiple times you went against men scared of you.”
I study her, wondering if she was there when I fight. Yes, she was. “Miss Williams, the people I fought, heard of me. That’s why they were scared. How am I supposed to put fear into people that don’t know me?”
“A, you go for the most bad and biggest. B, I need an actual name for your plan to work. ‘Hick-Fang’ isn’t going to work on your cheating gal.”, She responds.
I sigh, “The name’s Ryan. Ryan Langton.”
She studies me head to toe. She then says, “Your nickname’s going to be Ry-ry. Lose the helmet and the AR at the least. Other than that, I can work with it.” 
I want to tell her that only Ann could all me that. If I did, she’d probably argue with me. “Alright.”, I say.
We get everything set up right as I call for my group I made out there to come to my place. We get Tasha and Daisy settled in. I have some men to build some baby supplies in the room for her as well. She requests us to not be so loud since she wants to nap. Racheal’s plan includes me going shirtless, gloveless, and no guns. I hate the plan, but I choose not to argue. Her plan also involves her waiting in the bathroom for them and Sophia to arrive. 
Hours later, we hear a knock on the door. Racheal takes me to the bathroom, and flicks water on me. False sweat, nice idea.  I walk of the to the door and open it. The first person to enter would be Sophia. She jumps on me, almost taking me down. “Hun, who’s at the door?”, Racheal puts a fake pant into her voice. 
“’Hun’? Who is that? Why are you so sweaty?!”, Sophia hollers. I back out of the range of Sophia. Ann looks at me and gives a smirk as if to say ‘Impressive’. 
I feel a smooth touch from behind. Racheal wraps one of her arms around my waste as she stands next to me. “Visitors. Racheal, this is my brother, Jack. Best friend, Ann. And, here is Sophia.”, I say as I point at each of them. 
Sophia shoots a glare at Racheal. “Get your hands off of my boyfriend!”, She orders.
Racheal looks down upon Sophia and says, “If he’s yours, why is he in my arms?”
“Can you two keep it down, our roommate is taking a nap. So is Daisy. We all know how fussy she gets when she’s wakened up.”, I say.
Jack walks past Sophia and into the living room saying, “Completely agree. She didn’t like me for a month.” 
“I don’t care who’s sleeping!! I’m out there, working my butt off, trying to survive! But I find my boyfriend, here, not even needing to lift a finger, cheating on me!”, Sophia yells.
I look at her dead in the eye, pleased with her pain and anger. I then tell her, “Explain how I got these new scars, after getting here then. Explain to me, how you are supposedly working, but Jack, my brother works his butt off more than anyone. He’s also got to deal with your failed flirting attempts.”
Just behind her, I can see Ann giving a Devil of a grin. Sophia quickly defends herself for my statement, “Not my fault you’re not out there with me! Not my fault he’s the only actual man I’m interested in out there!”
“Ry-ry, I’m bored here. I’m going to the kitchen.”, Racheal says as she walks away.
“Alright.”, I say, watching Sophia glare at Racheal. 
I’m getting the Devil glare from Ann now. With a bit of jealousy in her voice, she says, “Ryan Lee Langton. We agreed that ‘Ry-ry’ was my name for you.”
It’s best to not argue with Ann when she’s in a foul mood. I reply with, “Sorry. I had only told her my actual name, and she thought of that.”
“Well, tell her to stop using it!”, Ann says with her Russian accent.
“Can you guys and gals be quiet, I asked twice now. I ain’t going to ask again.”, I hear an angry Tasha at her bedroom door.
Sophia yells, “You’re with her too?! I’m with a moron!”
I calmly motion Tasha to shut her door, as I say, “You’re right about one thing. I am a moron. But I’m a moron because I actually wanted to date you. Now that I’m looking back, it makes me sick. I should have cared about the red flags sooner.”
Sophia begins to speak, “I lo—”
I interrupt her, “My brother warned me the exact night I brought you to my home for the first time. Then, I was warned from other guys at the bar. I told myself, ‘Well, maybe I could change her. Maybe I could be her last boyfriend.’ But looks like I was wrong.”
She grabs her head and falls to her knees. “I hate you! I wish you died! You are a jerk! An idiot! I deserve better than you!”, She cries.
I just look at her as if she is a bug I could easily step on. I tell her, “I’ve heard all of that before. Your words have no affect on me, Sophia. Leave. You’re no longer apart of this group.” 
“You are evil!”, she says as she gets to her feet, with tears in her eyes. I raise an eyebrow. 
I say, “Thanks. But flattery ain’t goin’ to work for you here no more.”
That sets her off. She smacks my face twice. “You’ll regret this, Ryan. Jack! Come on, they don’t need us here.”, she exclaims. Ann walks away probably answering her radio. 
“Sorry, Miss Lopez, but I’m not going with you.”, Jack says as he puts his elbow onto my shoulder. 
Sophia looks hurt as she looks at Jack. “But you said—”
“I know what I said. But it was an act. I knew while Ryan was away, he’s been thinking of ways to hurt you.”, Jack says, sounding as if he’s holding back a laugh.
“Actually, it was all Racheal’s idea.”, I admit.
She goes back to anger, as if not knowing what to feel. “Please, keep me with you!”, she begs.
“Sorry. Bros before… well, you.”, I say as I go for a fist bump from Jack. He gets me back with it. I finally notice that Bill’s not here. Where is he? I thought, but before I could ask about it, Ann comes in, looking as if she’s trying to keep something down. 
“Jack, we need to leave. Dumb, Dumber, and Juan are being more stupid.”, Ann says as she grabs him and drags him out the door. Sophia runs to follow them. One of them had kicked her to the ground. I shut the door and lock it before she decides to try to come in again. 
“Well, how do you feel?”, Racheal asks as I turn around.
I respond with, “I feel naked without my shirt and guns. Other than that, I feel fine.”
She enters the kitchen again and exits with my stuff. She hands my shirt to me first. I put that on. Then the gun holsters. Then my gloves. “I’ve been meaning to ask. What’s with the snake tattoo on your shoulder?”, she asks.
“It’s a tattoo my old friend and I got before I met Ann,” I say, “Speaking of her, she’s told me to have you stop calling me ‘Ry-ry’.”
She fakes arguing, “But Ry-ry, I like the name!”
I look at her dead in the eye. “Racheal. Enough with the name, please.”, I say to her. 
She giggles a bit, “Fine, but don’t forget the debt you owe me.”
“Sure.”, I say as I sit on the, couch which is brown and soft. No leather, just the old stuff they used to make couches with. I let out a sigh as I lay my head on the top of the couch.
“Well, I’m heading out. Have a good one, Ryan.”, She says.
As she says that I realize, I never got the names of the groups I have to scare off. “Wait. Who are the groups I need to deal with?”, I ask her.
She tells me, “We’ll talk tomorrow. You should get some sleep. And a shower.”
As she leaves the apartment, I sniff my armpit. Bad decision. “Yep—Definitely in need of a shower.”, I say. 
I stand up, taking off my guns again. I set them on the couch and I walk to the bathroom as I take my shirt off. I toss my shirt onto the bathroom floor as I shut the door. I take a photo that I always carry around out of my pocket. It’s a photo of Ann, Jack, Bill, Mom, Pops, Daisy, and I. There’s also someone else in it too. He’s African American. Same height as I, dark brown skin, hair and eyes. He wears a pair of jeans, black belt, and a white, saggy tank top. Built from muscle.  His name is Damion. 
Looking at him got me remembering how mad both of our parents were for getting these tattoos. Partying too much with the football team.  I look at Mom and Pops in the photo. Pops has the military haircut, black hair, dark brown eyes. Grayish beard and mustache. He’s got his glasses on. Tank top, some camo shorts, and gray crocs on his feet. He’s six-foot one.
My mom has a bandana holding her dyed black hair back. Short woman compared to everyone else in the photo. She wears some white sunglasses, with a black shirt and some blue jeans. I set the photo in the mirror’s corner so it doesn’t fall off. She’s five-foot three
Looking at the photo still, I wonder what Mom and Pops would think of me now with all of these scars from fighting twenty-four-seven. Mom would most likely yell at me for not being safe. As for Pops, I’m torn between the thoughts of him being proud for fighting, or disappointed for being reckless. 
I grab a pair of hair cutting scissors. A half hour of cutting my hair, I got my sides, cut down to bare. On the top, I leave enough to braid. Ann would hate me if I didn’t keep enough for her to braid. I can finally see my earrings that I need to get out. Two loop earrings in the top of each ear. A skull earring at the bottom of each ear. I take them all out. I’m going to miss them, but I don’t need things that’ll make me vulnerable. With the earrings, men that see them, will try to rip them out to get me to bleed.  
One hot shower later, I dry up, put on my clothes. I put the towel I dried off with onto the hook on the door. I pick up the straps, opening the door. I walk to the kitchen, set the straps on the counter. I look through the cabinets looking for a small snack. I find some jerky and crackers. Which do I go for? Meat or crackers… Jerky wins.  I grab the jerky from the cabinet and take it out of the wrapper. 
I toss the wrapper into a random bag. I walk over to a bookshelf I hadn’t noticed until now. I grab a random book. I walk out to the balcony. Looks like the sun is about to fall. As I sit down, Daisy walks up to me. She looks at the jerky and drools. “Sorry girl. This is poisonous for you.”, I say. Then I remember I’m practically Royalty right now. 
I bite down on the jerky, I stand back up, going back to the bathroom. I grab the radio. I call in a big dog bed and food. Within a half hour, the things I had requested were brought to the door. I set up her bed next to the couch. I set her food next to the kitchen wall. Daisy starts chowing down on her food.
I go back to the balcony, eating the jerky and reading the book. I end up falling asleep in the chair. I’m back in the room with the dragon. I try to speak, but nothing comes out.  Something else happens. The dragon charges at me. He’s right at my face, but I wake up in a cold sweat, to find Tasha walking up to me with a blanket. “Oh, you’re up. I thought I’d bring you this. Why do you sleep shirtless again? And why are you… sweating?”, She asks.
I lean forward, holding my head. “I sleep shirtless when I feel like it. No comment on the sweating though.”, I respond. 
She asks worried, “Are you okay?”
I only say, “No.” 
I get up. I walk into the living room, grab my shirt and put it on. “What’s wrong?”, Tasha asks.
“I need to get out for a while. Clear my head.”, I say.
I think of taking my weapons or not. No, I just need out. I walk to the door, and exit. I leave the hotel and just walk around the town Jackson and the crew had taken over. I stand still for a bit. I take a deep breath of the night air, and breathe it out. I begin to walk around again. I walk to where the bar Vince said would be.
I enter it, to only see a drunk crowd of people. “Ah, Hick-Fang! You made it!”, Vince says as he holds a woman in one arm and a drink in the other.
“Made it? I ain’t got no invite.”, I tell him. 
“You didn’t? Huh. That’s strange. Also, why don’t you have your weapons?”, He says, looking confused.
I notice at the last second, everyone still carries their weapons. Even here. “Didn’t find a reason why I should need them.”, I respond.
He gives a smile, “That’s a very good point.”
Out of the corner of my eye, I notice a man squeezing a girl a little too much. I turn my attention to him. I can only look at his back. He’s got black medium sized hair. Black shirt. Jeans that look like they’re about to fall off, even sitting down. Fat guy too. “Hang on… I woke up in a bad mood. This shall perk me up real’ quick.”, I say as I walk towards the man.
“Hick-Fang, whatever you’re going to do, don’t. Not a good idea!”, I hear Vince say. I choose to ignore him. I already got my sight on the man I want to fall victim to my power. 
“Excuse me, I can’t help but notice you squeezing this woman here. Do you mind telling me why that is?”, I ask as he turns around.
He looks at me, with a confused look on his face. I’m speechless to what I’m looking at. The man that put me into this world is here. In my life again. I’m going to take him out permanently. “Sorry, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Who are you again? You look familiar but I can’t put my finger on it.”, He says in an innocent voice. Just looking at his face, his small mustache and one blue eye, makes me sick.
The anger blinds me. “You don’t remember your own spawn? I’m offended,” I say with sarcasm, “Father. Or would Jason suit you?”
His eyes go wide, but still decide to lie through his teeth. “I’m sorry. I haven’t seen my kids in years. You don’t look like any of them.”, He says.
I lift my shirt and point at a scar given by him. “You remember me now?”, I ask with a tiny hint of aggression. 
He looks confused. “I still don’t know who you are, sorry kid. I hope you find what you’re— “, he begins to say.
I grab him by his throat. I toss him against a wall. “You seriously don’t know who I am, do you? Let me jog up your memory!”, I say as I pick him up by the head like he did me. 
“Hick-Fang! What is this madness?! Put him down!”, Vince says as he tries grabbing me. I push him off, dropping Jason to the ground.
“No! He’s the man I’ve been wanting to destroy my whole life!”, I say as I grab Jason by the collar. I go to hit him in the face but a group of people grab me from behind. I throw a few of the people off of me as I try to hit Jason.
“Hick-Fang! That is enough! You told me you needed fresh air, not start a fight!”, I hear Tasha say. I stare angerly at Jason. 
I laugh a small bit. “I just realized, Father. I got no idea what Ma’ used to see in you before you went and beat on her.”, I say. He punches me in the cheek. I bash my head against his nose. I kick him in the stomach with both of my legs while being held by the group of people. 
Tasha requests, “Can y’all be dears and take him back to our apartment?”
“I’ll kill you! You hear me?! The next time I see you, you’re a dead man, Jason Lee Dansler!”, I yell out of hate for the man as I’m taken away. I spit blood and my back-bottom tooth onto the ground.
Tasha stops in front of us with the expression of anger. “What were you thinking in there? You can’t just do what you want when you want!”, She yells at me.
I look Tasha dead in the eyes. “You still want to know how I got here?”, I ask.
She stays silent for a bit. “Sure. Let me hear it.”, she finally says.
“I went on a run one day. I come home, to find my brother and a lady I thought I knew, on the floor, beat to a pulp. I knew exactly who it was. The only one that truly wanted to hurt me. So, that exact same day, I kicked down their door, and killed every single man in there. Multiple people were shot in the head until I couldn’t shoot anymore. People were stabbed and cut by my knife and hatchet until I couldn’t do that anymore. I used my hands until it was finished.”, I tell her.
Tasha’s eyes widen. The grip of some men that hold me there tighten. “You… you killed everyone?”, She says, with a hint of fear in her voice.
I spit out more blood onto the ground. “Now, I assume you know where I’m going with this. That man you seen me get aggressive with, he’s my father. He wanted to play top dog when I was only a tiny kid. He put his hands on my mom. After she left, he started beating on me. My brothers, they were so small when he hit them too. I hate my father. I want to hurt him the way we were. I want to make him feel our pain. I want to kill him.”, I say.
She looks at me as if studying me. “Then why didn’t you back there?”, She questions.
“You take me for a fool, Tasha. If I killed him there, and not in the arena, I’d end up dead along with him. I’ve still got plans that are far too important right now.”, I respond.
She asks me, “Why’d you kill the group that hurt your family, knowing there’s a big chance you could die there?”
“Well, for one, that had not crossed my mind once. Two, you can say I’m a demon of the world. I’m here to do Karma’s job. Now, can we go home already? I’m tired.”, I yawn. 
She nods her head. “Yeah, let’s get home. You need sleep.”, she says as she leads the way back. As we get to the door, the men let go of me and leave. Tasha and I walk in to the home. Tasha goes back to her room, as I go to the balcony. Daisy walks up to me, slowly wagging her tail.
I sit on a knee. I give her a hug and some kisses. “Hey girly, what’re you doing up?”, I ask. I notice her short fur stick up. Her eyes are looking past me. It’s a good thing I taught her to be silent when something she doesn’t like is near me.
“Don’t just stand there in the dark. What do you want? You obviously got something against me, otherwise you wouldn’t be here.”, I say as I stand up. 
The room stays in silence for a minute. “Who was it you killed? What group? In what camp?”, A boy’s voice, maybe around sixteen, fifteen at the least. The more I think of it, he sounds very familiar. Not Bill though. Who is this kid? Then it clicks. 
“Ben? Is that you?”, I ask. I turn around, and my suspicion is true. Devan’s little brother. He’s got the same traits as Devan, except smaller. Same tan. Same blue eyes. Same brown hair. Same slightly buff body. He wears some sweatpants and a baggy dark blue shirt. He’s maybe a few inches shorter than Bill.
He looks angry. In his eyes, I can see a bit of fear. It’s dark in the hotel room, but I can still see it. “You surprised I’m here?”, He asks as he points a pocket knife at me.
I give him a bored tone. “Not really. Devan’s made you strong, I’ll give him that. You want a water?”, I say as I walk to the kitchen. 
As I grab two waters, he says, “No. I just want to know if you’re the one that killed him.”
“Too bad, it looks like you ain’t drank nothing in days.”, I say as I toss one of the waters at him. He catches it with one hand, as he holds that knife in the other. I sit on the couch as Daisy lays in her bed, not taking her eyes off of Ben for one second.
With no hesitation, he yells, “Were you the one that killed him?!” 
Time to spice this thing up. “Yes, I am the one that killed him.”, I say as I lay one arm on the head rest and I drink my water with the other.
It takes him two minutes to cough up one word, “Why?”
“Why do you think? He broke into my home with his goons and attacked my family. His punishment was death.”, I respond. Tasha slowly comes out of her room again. 
She rubs one of her eyes. “What’s going on now?”, she asks, in an irritated tone.
“Easy, ma’am. Kid’s got a knife.”, I say. 
She shakes her head. “Stop toying with him, Rebel. Young man, give me that knife!”, She says as she walks up to him holding out her hand. 
“No!”, He turns and points the knife at Tasha. Bad move, kid. 
I sigh, “I don’t want to hurt a kid, but I will if you hurt that woman. Actually, I can have the dog do it. She may have other ideas for you than I. Give up the knife.”
Ben switches hands for the knife and goes to attack Tasha but Daisy bites down onto his wrist. Before I can react, he’s stabbing her mouth. That got me going. I get off the couch and grab him by the throat. “Rebel! Stop!”, Tasha screams. 
I choose to not answer her. “Daisy, drop him!”, I say, she does as I tell to and whines as she sits down. I slam him against the wall. 
“Rebel I’m fine, let him leave!”, Tasha begs.
I tighten my grip on his throat, as he frantically tries to stab me. I grab his hand that has the knife. “Not doing this for you. He hurt my daughter. He’s going to pay for that.”, I say. Daisy starts growling. I assume Tasha tried to get my hands off of him.
“Let… me… go.”, Ben says through being choked. 
“Tell me why I shouldn’t kill you right here, right now!”, I yell. 
A tear falls from his eye. “All I wanted… was my brother… but you… you took… him from me.”, He struggles to speak. I am too tired, too annoyed to argue with him. I drag him out the door, and throw him across the hall.
I give him one warning, “If you ever come back, I’ll kill you.”
I shut the door and lock it. I walk over to Daisy. I try see what I can do for the cut. “I’m sorry girl. I should have reacted faster.”, I tell her, obviously feeling guilty. She licks my hand as if to tell me I’m fine. 
I think of requesting someone to get Jack here, but it’s too late at night for him. He’s also too far away for me to wait. I look for a med kit. This place has practically everything but a med kit. Starting to think I’m not Royalty here as much as I did. I decide to call up a vet for Daisy. While we wait for the vet to get here, I hold onto Daisy’s wound. She whines. 
“I know, it hurts. You’ll be okay. I promise you that, girly.”, I say as I pet her head. I keep talking to Daisy to calm her down, in my kindest voice I can have at the moment. 
“What is wrong with you?! First, attacking someone in the bar, then this?! Why did I agree to letting you fight for me? Now I’m stuck living with you until I can find work to get out of here!”, Tasha lectures me.
I can’t help but smile at that. It’s humorous for me. “That man I attacked in there, like I said is my father. He’s beaten me more than anyone though. He’s beaten me so much I fell in love with the pain. Right now, you’re looking at a monster that’s a product of abuse and torture. As for you living with me, you can either take your chances, back in the arena, with the probability of losing your unborn child in the process, or live with me and stop lecturing me on something you know nothing about.”, I say as I look at her dead in the eyes. I probably scared her more than intended because she shut up, and went back to her room. 
After a while of waiting and holding Daisy’s wound, a vet comes in. He wears some old doctor clothing, and a face mask. He’s about my Pops’ height but bigger in weight. “What happened here?”, The vet asks as he sets up his stuff to fix up Daisy.
“A kid broke in, threatened me, my dog, and a woman that lives here too. He’s only hurt her and then I got him out.”, I respond.
He grabs some stitching stuff and liquid out of his kit. “Where is the kid now?”, He asks as he goes to put something on Daisy’s wound.
“No! Don’t do it yet! She’ll try to bite your arm off- As for the kid, though. He’s out somewhere maybe plotting against me.”, I say as I grab a chew toy and shove it between Daisy’s jaws. 
As the vet gets to work, I do my best to keep her still. After a while of the vet working on Daisy, she is finally done. The vet puts a cone on her head, to make sure she doesn’t scratch at her cut.  “Thanks for your help. What do I owe you?”, I ask.
Vet shakes his head and says, “You don’t owe me a thing. Just take care of your kid. Oh, one thing, feed her soft foods, she can’t eat hard foods for a while.” He leaves after packing up his stuff. I sit next to Daisy’s bed. She lays on it and rests her head on my leg. I pet her as she tries to fall asleep. I stay awake for the rest of the night, until the sun rises. I then fall asleep, with a hand on Daisy.
I appear to be in a black room- like a void. Right in front of me, I see the most wonderful woman. Light green eyes, brown hair. She’s in a white dress. She’s about Bill’s height. She walks up to me, with the most beautiful grin. She puts her hands on either side of my face, “Come visit me soon, my love. It’s not like you to take this long. What’s wrong?”, She says, in the softest voice.
I try to hold her in my arms, but I wake to find Racheal standing in front of me with a jacket. “Dude, Tasha let me in, saying you went insane last night,” She begins to say, as I feel a tear fall from my cheek, “Are you… crying? What’s wrong, Ryan?”
I wipe it away, as I rub my eyes, to clear my vision. “Nothing… What time is it?”, I ask.
Racheal looks out to the sky, and responds with, “I’d say about noon.”
I collect my thoughts. “Okay, you said we were to talk about the groups that are bugging you today, give me the information I need to work with.”, I tell her, trying to focus on something else. Racheal drops the jacket onto my lap, waking Daisy up. Daisy lifts her head, with a sneeze.
“Something told me you weren’t going to actually listen, so here are some pictures and papers on these guys. They’re not people to be reckoned with, until you come along. Seeing on how well you survived in the arena, you can survive them.”, She says as she grabs something behind her. She holds an envelope out, I take it in my right hand.
As she leaves, I open up the envelope. I look through the information Racheal has collected. There are three leaders she wants me to look into. I look at the pictures of the leaders. One is a bald man, with a small beard. From his face alone, his face is only a small bit plump, so I’d say he’s a little bit on the heavy side. 
The second man has both, long hair and a beard. He has a cut in one of his eyebrows. The third man is Dom with his short blond hair and green eyes. Why would Dom be on this list? I don’t remember seeing Racheal anywhere near that camp- Then I remember that there was a girl in a hood walking by me as I went home after a night in the bar. Oh well, Juan already killed him so, no need to go back to that dump.
I study a bit more of where they are and who they are, the first, and bald one is named King Keith the papers say, and he takes place in the big cities, since he had taken that over. The second one, named Insane Isaac, takes over an old amusement park. I set the papers onto the couch, get up and grab my shirt. I put my shirt on as I pick up Daisy’s food.
I take it to the kitchen, putting it in the sink. I turn on some a little over warm water. I soak the food up enough. I turn off the water, and put the food back. I strap on my pistols again, I put on my trench coat. I put my AR onto my back, after that, I grab my helmet and put it on. I hear Daisy chowing down on her soaked food. 
“What are you doing?”, Tasha asks. I turn to face her.
I lift up the helmet and tell her, “Going out. I have a job to do. I need some recruits though.”
She looks at me as if she was a cop and asks me, “And where are you going to get those recruits of yours?”
Now that I am thinking of it… Hye and Bada’s last day in the arena is today. “I can just get Hye and Bada to work with me.”, I say. I pick up the papers, fold them back up, put them back in the envelope. I slide the envelope into my back pocket. I go to the door, but Tasha stands in my way.
She glares at me. “Are we going to act like last night didn’t happen?!”, she exclaims. 
This again? “Are you going to keep being a jerk? I did what I did. If you don’t like how I do things, like I said last night, get out! I don’t have time for this!”, I yell. I move past her and out the door, slamming it behind me. I grab my gloves out of my pocket, and put them on as I walk down the hall, to the stairs which lead to outside. I walk down the stairs as I put my helmet down, turn to the right, and out the door. 
I walk towards the prison. When I get there, I open the doors to it. I go to the closest guard. “Excuse me, would you mind sending Hye and Bada to the visiting room?”, I ask. 
“You just missed them, they went to the arena a minute ago.”, The guard says. 
“Okay, thanks.”, I say as I walk back out the door and towards the arena. I walk some staircase up to the stands where the crowd watches people fight from. I sit in a seat closest to the action. I see that there are two Lurkers and Mares going against Hye and Bada. Then I see a third human down in the arena. Bill. What is he doing in there? With them? My heart sinks.
Everything in my body wants to jump down there and kill all the Lurkers and Mares. What will happen if I do? Will I get all four of us in trouble? Could I possibly be putting all of us in more danger? All I can do right now is sit and watch. Hye cuts into a Mare with a katana, while Bada bashes a fire axe into a Lurker’s leg. Bill stands frozen. Come on, baby brother. You are strong, you can do this. I have faith in you.  Hye cuts another Mare’s throat out, as Bada struggles to get her axe out of the Lurker’s head. 
The last beast goes after Bada, who still is struggling. I hear a little kid’s scream, as if it was supposed to be a war cry. I then see Bill run at the last Lurker with a machete. He cuts the Lurker’s thigh. The Lurker groans, which sounds like a pig and a tiger mixed. The Lurker smacks Bill away as if he was a bug. I get up out of my seat, about to jump into the arena. 
Before I know it, Bill’s back on his feet. He picks up the machete and runs at the Lurker again. I sit back down. Worried about the results of what’s about to happen. Bill cuts the back of the Lurker’s leg and it falls down. Bada then smashes her axe into the last Lurker’s head. I stand up, with everyone else in the crowd, and clap. Hye puts a hand on Bill’s shoulder. It looks like they’re having a conversation.
I leave the arena and wait by the fighter’s door on it. Bill walks out with cuffs on, and some guards leading him to the prison. I want to follow him but I need to talk with Hye and Bada. “Hye, Bada. Over here.”, I say as I lift up my helmet.
“Yo, what’re you doing here, Hick?”, Hye asks as he puts out his had to shake mine.
I shake his as I respond, “I was here to recruit y’all on a job. But I have a question. What the absolute heck is the kid doing in the arena?”
“Oh, Bill? He got here yesterday. He was sweet when Hye and I went to talk to him at the meet up.”, Bada says, looking towards the prison.
Hye nods. “Yeah, all he asked for was a big dude named… Rebel, he said? He said the dude also went by Ryan?”, He says as he shrugs.
I give a long sigh. “He’s looking for me. I’m Rebel, aka Ryan. He’s my youngest brother. “, I say. 
Bada turns to Hye and smacks his shoulder. “I told you they looked alike!”, She says as she gives him an annoyed look. 
Hye just looks at me and asks, “You said something about recruiting us, what’s that about?”
I pull the envelope out of my back pocket. I open it up and give Hye the papers to Keith and Isaac. “I owe a debt. And I need you two to help me with that.”, I tell them.
Hye looks through the papers and asks, “What’s in it for us?”
I respond with, “You’ll live with me, where you can pretty much get anything you want. I live up at the top of a hotel, with Tasha and Daisy.” 
Hye gives a smirk. “Okay, but what about equipment and weapons?”, He asks. 
“We’ll talk more later. I need to chat with my little brother. I’ll have a soldier make your way to the hotel I’m in.”, I say as I walk towards the prison. As I told them, I sent someone to take them to the hotel. I request for Bill to meet me in the visitor’s room. I sit down at a table, with my helmet covering my face. 
Bill walks through the door. He slowly makes his way to the table I sit at. “Um, I was told someone was here to see me. Would that be you?”, Bill asks. I motion for him to sit. He does. 
I nod. “Yep. That’s me. Someone told me you were here to find a man that goes by Rebel?”, I ask.
He lights up. “Yes! Do you know where he is? I came here to see him! Even here, I cannot see him. Will you help me find him?”, He says, with hope.
I smile under my helmet. “You are looking at him.”, I say as I talk of my helmet and set it on the table.
He gives me a bummed look. “You are not him. He has longer hair. Earrings underneath it all. He definitely does not have a scar on his face.”, He says disappointed. 
“Bill, it’s really me. I had to cut my hair to fit my big head in the helmet. As for the scar, and earrings, I got the scar in a fight in that arena. I took my earrings out so people couldn’t use that as an advantage.”, I say. Bill looks like he’s concentrating on his favorite game, looking at me. 
“It is you! How come you aren’t in here anymore? I mean I’m happy you’re in a safer place, but still.”, He exclaims. 
“I’m out for the same reason you’re going to be. I did my time, ‘til I got out. Speaking of, how long are you staying in here?”, I ask. 
“A man, named William Jackson said, ‘Since you’re a little kid. You’re going to work with Hye and Bada. And once they’re done with there time, you have a week to fight in here.’ And he looked at me, as you would say, ‘trying to scale me up’. I don’t know what for though.”, He tells me, with a worried look.
What he’s told me got my blood pumping. I try to keep my calm with Bill though. “Little brother, he’s not goin’ to do a darn thing to you. I’ll be sure of that if I have to put a knife in his throat. As for the arena, repeat after me. ‘I’ll fight like a soldier! I won’t stop until my last breath!’”, I say. 
“I’ll fight like a soldier. I won’t stop until my last breath.”, He repeats.
I shake my head. “No, put some gut into it. Listen.”, I say, I put my chest out, “I’ll fight like a soldier! I won’t stop until my last breath!”
He repeats again, but louder and prouder, “I’ll fight like a soldier! I won’t stop until my last breath!”
I smile. “Good. You’re a rattlesnake just like me and Damion! Welcome to the club, Bill.”, I say with a laugh. 
He smiles and stays silent a second. “Ryan, does that mean I can have a tattoo like you guys?”, he asks happily.
I shake my head, “No, not ‘til you start growin’ in some facial hair.”
“No fair! You and Damion got them when you were my age!”, He agrues.
“One, blame Damion for that. He spiked my drink at the football party. Two, I tried hiding it for a while, til Ma’ and Pops found out. I got in trouble for it.”, I laugh.
He looks at me as if he has a bad idea. “Alright, I want to make a bet then. If I can hit you in the crowd with a Mare’s eye the next match you see me in, you have to pay someone to get me that tattoo on your arm!”, Bill says. 
“Oh, you’re on! Bet.”, I say, trying to hold down a laugh. A guard comes in.
“Prisoner, time to go back to your cell.”, says a guard, who sounds like Dillon.
I look at him. Bill gets upset. “Why? I’m talking to my brother! Please, let me stay a little longer!”, he pleads.
“Sorry, rules are rules. Come on, kid.”, The guard sighs.
“Dillon, that you?”, I ask.
He focuses on me. “Yeah. What’s it to you?”, He responds.
“It’s Hick-Fang, remember? This is my little brother here, and for as long as he’s in here, I want you to take care of him.”, I say.
“Oh right! Will do.”, He says. With that, I give my little brother a hug, and leave the prison, heading back to the hotel with helmet in hand.
I put the helmet on my head and cover my face with it. I walk in the door, up the stairs and into my hotel room. “I’m home!”, I say as I take my helmet off. I see Bada sitting down where Daisy should be, but she’s running towards me. 
As I set my helmet on the floor, I kneel, bracing for impact of Daisy’s hugs. She has trouble hugging me, due to the cone on her head. I give her a hug and I kiss her on the snout. Hye walks up to me from the living room. “Nice place you got here. So, when we heading out on that mission?”, He says. 
“Patience, Hye. We still gotta go get some gear for the two of you.”, I say. 
“Right. Forgot about that. What happened to Daisy though?”, He asks.
I sigh, “I thought Tasha woulda told y’all what happened.”
He shakes his head and says, “No. All she said was don’t let you go on this mission. And also said we shouldn’t go either.”
I stand up and ask, “Oh? What’d you tell her?”
He scratches his head. “Actually, Bada’s the one that spoke. She told her, ‘We owe Hick-Fang. We are not going to let anyone stop us from paying off that debt, even if we have to die for it.’ Tasha didn’t like what had been said. She went back into that room of hers.”, he tells me. 
I look at Bada, who is standing up and walking towards the balcony. “Ah. Well, what happened to Daisy is some kid got into here, threatened Tasha, Daisy, and I with a knife. Daisy bit down onto the kid’s wrist. He took that as a chance to stab her.”
Hye tenses. “You didn’t kill him… did you?”, He asks.
I shake my head. “No, I was tempted, though. But I threw him out instead. Come on, let’s go get some gear.”, I respond. I pet Daisy. I pick up my helmet again and put it on my head.
“Bada, we’re getting ready to leave. Let’s go.”, Hye turns around and says. 
“Coming! Just want to get a book to read while we’re on our way to the mission.”, Bada calls out. She comes with the book she wants in tow. I don’t pay attention to what book she had taken. 
“Tasha, we’re heading out! Probably won’t be back ‘til midnight at the least. Do me a favor and soak Daisy’s food when she’s asking for more, the vet says she can’t have hard foods for a while.”, I say as I open the door, letting them go through first. Hye walks out, Bada behind him. I follow, shutting the door behind me. 
I lead them out of the hotel. I walk towards the gun storage. “I’ve been wondering, Hick. What’s with the outfit?”, Hye asks as he walks on the left side of me.
“Well, I knew I would have missions to do, might as well look decent doin’ them.”, I reply as I crack my neck out of boredom. We take a turn to the right, down an alley way between some makeshift buildings. 
I hear a laugh from Bada. “’Decent’ my butt, as Hye says, ‘That looks lit!’”, She says, imitating her brother. 
“Bada! I do not sound like that! But, yes. You do have a point with that stupid impression of me, it is lit. I like the outfit, better that I can probably pull off.”, Hye says. We finally get to the storage.
We pass the guards by, and enter the place. “Take the things you are sure you’ll need.”, I say as I sit in a chair next to the doors. They walk around the place getting what they want. 
Hye’s the first one done. He comes in with a bookbag, a black hoodie on, black jeans, black shoes. He has a machine gun I am not familiar with strapped to him, next to the bag. Then Bada comes in with a pink T-shirt, blue jeans, and some black shoes. She has guns holstered on either side of her waist. I raise an eyebrow. 
“What? You can’t be the only one fighting in style.”, Hye says.
I shake my head, and respond with, “Nah, that’s cool and all, but why don’t Bada got a big gun?”
“I’m not good with machineguns. I only do well with snipers, but all that’s back there is a lame 22.”, Bada says. She crosses her arms. I get excited.
“Wait, there’s a 22 back there?! I didn’t even notice it!”, I say as I get up out of my chair and into the gun room. I look through the guns, and I finally see it. I pick it up, it’s the bolt-action version of the gun. My favorite. 
“Why are you so happy to see a 22?”, Bada asks.
“I used to have one to hunt squirrels and rabbits with.”, I tell her with a smile on my face. I check to see if there is clip in the gun. Nope, no bullets yet. I grab a clip, which it empty. I grab an ammo box, and fill up the clip. I do that for five more clips. I put the clips in with my AR ammo. I go to tie a strap on it, when I notice some engravings on the side of the gun. 
In the wood of the gun, I see B+R, with a heart around it. I stare at the gun for what feels like hours. “Hick, what is it?”, Bada asks, with concern in her voice.
“Hye! Go to the guards and request a map! We’re making a detour on our way to the mission, and I need a map to do so!”, I order. Angerly, I tie a strap to the gun. I put it on my back, next to the Remington.
I walk out of the gun room. I walk into a room I hadn’t last time I was here. It’s an indoor makeshift gun range. Targets hanging, I decide to check if the scope is still sighted in. I aim right at the head of one target, with the 22, and shoot. Right where I wanted the bullet to go. I put it on my back again, and leave the range. 
“Hick! Answer me! What is wrong with you right now?!”, Bada yells. 
I turn to Bada. I breathe, and cool it before I spoke. “This 22… It’s mine. It was a gift from someone that used to be very close to me, before all of this happened. I had to leave this behind, at my house, and take the guns that could do real damage to protect my brothers and I. This gun being here, means they went to MY home, and went through MY family’s stuff. If I catch anything very important there missing, I’m setting this place to flames one way or another.”, I say as I crack my knuckles to calm myself down a bit.
“What about your—”
The doors of the building open and close, and I hear someone say, “Hick-Fang, where do you think you’re going? Now that you got rest for a couple of days, it’s time for you to get to work. And you’ll need to be closely watched since you got two strikes. One for attacking a man before getting in the arena, and the second is for attacking a very important man, that was here to close a deal with another settlement. Which, he wanted your head after you beat on him, but we spoke him out of it, so you owe us a debt.”
My blood starts boiling more than it has since Devan. I turn to face, Vince, and my vision starts to fade, but within seconds, I am restrained, by someone smaller than I. I turn my head to see none other than Bada, wrapping her skinny arms around my chest. She then whispers, “If you really love your brother, do not attack yet. Wait until the time is right.”
I hate that Bada is right, I can’t attack him, or I’ll go back, and it may reveal that Bill and I are siblings. I ball my hands into fists, and tighten them. I breathe in and out, for a bit, to calm down. “Fine, but I got my own job right now. I’ll pay the debt when I have time, so, if one of your men has to watch me, then they can tag along.”, I say, looking at Vince in the eyes.
“Hick, you don’t have authority over me or my men. You will do as I say, when I say it.”, He says, as he gets closer, close enough to smell what he last ate.
I smirk, silently, refusing to do a darn thing for him or his guys.  I open my mouth to reply with a smart remark, but before I could, I hear, “Let him do this mission, and I’ll take the punishment for him not obeying.”, it was Bada, she spoke with a slight hint of fear in her voice.
I see some men stare at Bada, as she lets go of her grip on me and stands in front. They look at her, with evil grins on their faces. One of the men say, “I’ll volunteer to go with them, and I’ll be sure to give her a punishment when we stop.”
I’m disgusted in the men, but angrier at Bada for stepping up to take the punishment. “Very well, Caden, here will accompany you on this mission of yours.”, Vince says as he and the other guys leave, and we’re left with some six-foot moron, black long hair, blue eyes. He wears a military uniform, with the American flag patch on his left arm. 
You are so pathetic, you do not deserve to wear that flag patch. I bet you didn’t really serve, went through training at the least, from just a look at you. I thought to myself, knowing I can’t speak it or Bada’s punishment would be worse. Hye then comes back in the building saying, “Guys, I got the map and some car keys…”, he shut up, and looked at the man in the uniform.
Caden, just stands there, keeping his eyes on Bada. “Hye, this guy is tagging along, lead the way.”, I say, trying not to go off and kill Caden. I can tell Hye already dislikes the guy. 
We leave the building with Hye and I in front, while Bada’s in the back with Caden. Hye leads us to the car, which is an old beat up four door mustang. “I’ll drive since I got the keys.”, Hye says. I want to get into the back.
“I’ll be in the back with the girl, since this is your mission.”, Caden says. I sigh, there goes my plan of keeping Caden’s hands off of Bada. Oh well, I’ll deal with him later. I sit in the passenger seat with the map in hand. Bada and Caden get into the back of the car, and we drive off. Two hours out, maybe an hours’ worth of driving to my house, I lose patience with Caden.
I put the map on the dashboard of the old car, and calmly say, “Stop the car, now.”
“What? Why? We’re almost there. Just a little while longer.”, Hye tries to argue, but my mind is set, no point in changing it.
“I said stop the dang car!”, I say louder. I glare at Hye. He does as ordered, I get out of the car, move to Caden’s side, open the car door, and pull him out. 
“What do you think you’re doing, Hick-fang? Do you know who I am?! I fought for this country until it was no more! I am a Mar-“
“My Pops was a Marine, but, you, you’re a dang joke! If a real Marine was here, he’d take one look at you and laugh.”, I say angerly. 
Caden stands up angry. “Don’t make me turn this car around and put you back in that arena!”, He tells me.
“What is it with y’all thinking I’m going to listen like a dog? Matter fact, let’s say we were dogs, for a second. I’d be a Great Dane, while you’re just a little, insignificant, Weiner dog that’s dying for attention you’d never get.”, I say, with an evil grin, from ear to ear. 
“Hick-Fa-“
“You know what? I don’t think I’ll call this in and turn the car around, I think I’ll just kill you all here,” Caden pulls out his pistol and aims it at me, “You go first, since you want to be a pest, unless you want to get on your knees and beg for mercy!”
I grab the barrel of the gun, hit his wrist, and twist the gun out of his hand. I hit him with the back of it. He’s unfazed. He goes to punch me in the chest, I drop the gun, grab him by the wrist, and twists it enough to turn him around, with his arm in the air. I elbow it, break it, and put it in a chicken wing. He turns around and hits me in the nose. 
I back up a bit and kick him in the knee, breaking it. I punch him in the nose, I punch him in the jaw next. I keep hitting him in the face multiple times, until he falls over. He slowly starts to get back up. I decide to sit on top of him and punch him in the face with my right and multiple more times. I then stop, stand up and say, “I refuse to kneel for anyone. I am a dog of no one. I fight for my family’s survival. If anyone gets in the way of that, well, they better plan on running away.”
“What now?”, Hye asks, getting out of the car. 
“Open up the trunk, let’s see if there’s a rope or a wire.”, I tell him, walking to the back of the car. It pops open, I lift it up the rest of the way to find a bag of stuff, and an extension cord. I walk towards Caden, pick him up by the collar of his shirt and drag him towards a tree on the side of the road.
“Woah. What are you doing? We can’t just leave him tied up here. They’ll come and eat him.”, Hye says, completely against it.
“That’s the point. He doesn’t deserve to live. What do you think he’d do to your sister if we couldn’t stick with her the whole time? Do you think she’d be fine?! No! So, I’m not taking that chance.”, I say, setting Caden against an oak tree. 
I walk back to the car and grab the cord out of it. I walk towards Caden. “Dude, stop! He’s still human, you can’t tie him up for a crime he didn’t commit.”, Hye says. 
“They’ll find me. They’ll come after you and kill you all.”, Caden says. I hit him in the face. 
“Shut up! We weren’t—” – BANG!
Caden goes limp, silent, with blood dropping from his head. I turn to look at the source of the sound to find; Bada, with her gun aimed at Caden. She drops the gun, tearing up. “What’s the point in fighting over a bad guy’s fate? His fate was sealed. Hye, you don’t understand what happened back in the armory while you were gone! Ryan was the only one that made sure they kept their distance from me. But Ryan, Caden was right, if we didn’t kill him, they would have found him, and came after us…”, Bada, says, in a shaky and scared voice. 
I walk over to her, dropping the cord, and pull her into my arms, hugging her. “You are right, Bada. I was blinded by my anger. Thank you for getting me out.”, I tell her. 
“Bada, I’m so sorry. If I knew what was going on…”, Hye says, trying to find words to apologize, as Bada hugs me back.
“Hye, I don’t want to hear it. I would have expected you to trust in what Ryan was doing. Or, at the least help him find an alternative of getting rid of Caden.”, Bada says, still in tears. 
Before anyone could say anything else, we hear, “Caden, report.”, from what sounds like a radio. I let go of Bada, walk to Caden’s corpse. 
“Caden, come in. Give me updates on the three people.” Vince. That was his voice on the radio. I search for it and find it on his belt loop, on the back of him. 
I hold the button to speak, “Caden’s… dead. Eaters got to him. He gave us the radio, to try to get help, but it was to late for him.”, I lie. 
The radio stays silent for a minute. “How far out are you? How close is your mission?”, Vince asks, as if Caden’s death wasn’t important. It’s not, to me, but it’s strange how he doesn’t care about his men. Not how a place should work. 
I go for the map and look at where we are, where the place we left is, and where the mission is to take place. “I’d say… two hours out, an hour closer to the mission.”, I respond. 
“Okay, we’ll be waiting for you to come back after the mission. If you come back after the sun sets, you must find shelter until day again, we are not opening our doors at night. Vince, out.”, he says, then the radio goes silent. I put the radio on my belt loop next to the sheathed blade of my hunting knife, in the back. I search Caden’s body to find two clips of pistol ammo. 
“Let’s go.”, I say, facing Hye and Bada, which Bada’s try to keep her distance from Hye right now.
Hye hands me the keys. “You drive. I’m in no mood to drive now.”, He says, walking towards the front passenger door. 
Bada stops him and says, “I’m sitting in shot gun this time.” She then opens the passenger door, and sits in the car, shutting the door. 
I walk to the driver’s side, picking up Bada’s and Caden’s guns up. Through the car door, I hand Bada her gun and put Caden’s gun in the cup holder. I take the 22 and Remington off of my back and set them in the back with Hye. I sit in the driver’s seat, start the car and start driving. The drive stays silent for maybe a half hour until Hye broke the silence.
“What happened while I was getting the car and map? In the gun storage?”, Hye asks.
I look at Bada, who looks down at the floor of the car. I then put my eyes back on the road. “Vince and his men came in, trying to take me on one of their missions. I told him I had my own, and after a bit of arguing, Vince said somewhere across the lines of, ‘You got a debt to pay off, and you’ll do as I say.’ That’s when Bada pitched in… and said, ‘Let him go on his mission and I’ll take the punishment for him not obeying.’ That’s what Caden was here for… He was going to ‘punish’ Bada in a way I refuse to let happen to her.”, I tell him. 
“You just let her say that?”, Hye asks, understandably angry.
I sigh. I then tell him, “I didn’t let her do anything. She did it before I knew what she was doing. Even if I did, I couldn’t have stopped her, they’d make her take the punishment if I wanted an alternative. I’m actually angry that she spoke up to take the punishment in the first place.” 
From the corner of my eye, I see Bada flinch as the last of what I said. The car falls back to silence. Another half hour goes by. I drive on a dirt road, to the house. When we get there, the front door is broken down, leaning against the porch railing. I turn off the car, grab the Remington from the back, and get out. I walk to the house. “What have they done?”, I ask, looking inside.
The couch is across the room, the tv that was attached to the wall, is broken in half on the floor. Coffee table is in pieces everywhere. I’m mixed with the feeling of sadness and anger. Part of me wants to destroy Jackson and what he built. Part of me wants to rot here, with the rest of the house. “Hick, you good…? Oh… I’m sorry, man.”, Hye says, behind me. 
I see a small picture frame on the floor, face down. I slowly walk over to it, pick it up, and look at the picture it holds. It’s me and a girl from my dream earlier. Beth. Same hair and eyes.  I look at the picture for what feels like hours. I then feel a hand on my shoulder.
I turn my head and see Bada’s hand on my shoulder. “I’m good. Thanks.”, I say. I take the picture out of the frame and put it in my pocket with the other picture. I walk up a set of stairs, to the second floor. I go to a room on the left, which is my room. There’s a bed in the right corner of the room, and a desk to the left, next to the closet. I go to the desk, and sit in the desk chair, letting out a sigh. I feel around on the bottom of it, knowing darn well Pops left something for me and my brothers here. 
I find it, and peel the tape off nicely, and set the letter on the top of the desk. I read it and it says, “Hey sons, I hope you are all safe. Ryan, you are in charge of them, but don’t bark orders to your brothers too much. I also hid your late birthday gift in your bed, Beth, your mom, and I all bought it and got it before the world went to crap. I know you got too big of a heart to put Daisy down, to let her go, so she doesn’t have to be in the world we used to call home But, you better promise me that you’ll do your absolute best to keep her and your brothers safe. 
Jack, your gift is hidden in your favorite spot. Now, I understand you were just getting the hang of medicine before we were forced from home, but do your best to keep Ryan and Bill’s health in a good condition. I know you’re smart, so if you happen to run into trouble while separated from your brothers, talk yourself out of it, if it’s humans you’re going against. 
As for you, Bill. You do your best to listen to what your brothers ask of you, son. You go out and hunt with Ryan, every day when you run out of supplies. Make sure Ryan stays out of trouble too, I know your oldest brother can be a handful, and too hardheaded to back down from a fight, but you do your best. You have a gift hidden in the basement, with Jack’s but under that old carpet you asked to take out of your room. 
Well, now for the bad news. Your mom and I were infected, a day before we wrote this. I don’t know how long we have, I don’t know if we can fight it. Whatever you do, don’t get bit, scratched, or eat the flesh of those monsters who roam among our lands. And Ryan, visit your girlfriend one last time, once you read this. 
Love from all of our hearts,
Mom and Pops.” 
I grab my helmet from my head, and set it on the desk. I read the letter again. I don’t want to believe the words “Your mom and I were infected.” But, Pops never lied, even if it was super bad, to the point he should’ve. “Ryan, are you okay? You’re tearing up, dude.”, Hye asks. 
I look at him and say, “My parents were infected. They’re dead or worse now.” I get up from the chair, and take the covers and sheets off of my bed, grab my knife out, and cut where it looks like my Pops had sewn up the bed. I put my knife back and reach inside the bed, ripping the stuffing out, to find a battle axe, half the size of a fire axe. Beth and them knew me well… Ever since I watched a Viking show, I was into Viking things. 
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