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On the main road, there was a long quiet stretch between the tree covered hills that seemed so peaceful. All that could be heard there was the sound of a wolf howling somewhere in the forest. Another wolf came out from between the trees and bushes and started to cross the road when it briefly paused, looked to its right and then ran out of the road and disappeared into the forest. It had heard the sound of the approaching vans.

The two vans had been driving down the main road for a little under an hour. Both of the Elms Cops driving the vans were still in a state of shock. One kept saying the ruling family's name over and over again, and the one driving the van with Cassie in the back sounded like he was starting to lose his mind. He kept telling himself that she was in the box and that she couldn't hurt him. After seeing how she'd used her powers to kill the other Elms Cops, they were both afraid of her.

The other prisoner in the back of the van was starting to regain consciousness. Disorientated and in pain, he couldn't remember what had happened or how he ended up in the glass box. He wanted to wipe the blood from his face and saw the strange-looking handcuffs on his hands. He tried in vain to free his hands. He even tried to use his powers to blast the handcuffs off, but the strange symbols all over the metal part of the handcuffs which covered both of his hands started flickering, flashing and glowing every time he tried to use his powers. Pausing as his level of panic started to go from 'I'm trapped' to 'I'm going to die in here' he started screaming and begging to be let out of the glass box.

The Elms Cop driving that van couldn't take the sound of the prisoner's screams.

“Heeey! Shut up back there!” he yelled.

The prisoner didn't even hear him. He kept screaming and started crying out of fear for his life as he begged to be freed. After yelling at him to shut up three more times, the Elms Cop knew that his words were falling on deaf ears. He started humming loudly and tried to ignore the prisoner. After several minutes of screaming and begging, the prisoner stopped and started crying. He thought he was as good as dead.

The screams hadn't woken Cassie. She was still out cold in her glass box. She was in the middle of a strange dream. In her dream, she was standing on a small raft in the middle of absolute darkness. She could hear many voices whispering a bunch of gibberish all around her. The raft started to glow before it started to burn, but she remained unmoved. The darkness around her started to light up until she could see that she was in the middle of the ocean. Nothing but miles and miles of water all around her. The whispering voices started to grow louder. It reached a point where the whispers became screams – screams for help, sad screams, angry screams all mixed into the deafening noise. She kept looking around to see where the screams were coming from but could see nothing but water. Something caught her eye. There was something big moving around underneath the surface of the water. Whatever it was, it started circling the raft, moving faster and faster until it formed a glowing red circle underneath the raft. White light flashed underneath the raft as it started spinning around. Cassie collapsed onto the burning raft and called out for help. She called out Gusta, Axton and Berin's names. 

A big bright red glowing ball of light came out of the water. It glowed brighter and grew bigger as it circled around Cassie's head. The ball of light stopped in front of her and remained there as she and the raft kept spinning around in circles. The middle of the ball grew dimmer until she could see a face start to form in it. She called out her sister's name when Gusta's face formed in the middle of the ball.

“I'm coming to save you!” Cassie yelled.

“You're too late! I'm already dead and it's your fault!” Gusta said angrily.

Cassie couldn't believe what she was hearing.

“You can't be dead! Hang on! I'll save –”

“You were too busy helping other people to save me! You're a worthless sister!”

Gusta's voice started to change into a deep, almost demonic voice. Another glowing ball came out of the water and glowed brighter as it stuck to the side of the first ball. The middle of the ball grew dim until Axton's face appeared in it.

“I died for you! I sacrificed everything I had in the city to be with you and you made me die for nothing!” he yelled.

Cassie was in tears. She couldn't say a single word because she felt too heartbroken and guilty. Seeing her sister and the love of her life's faces telling her that she'd failed them made her feel as if her entire world was falling apart right in front of her.

A third glowing ball came out of the water and stuck to the side of the second ball. Berin's face appeared in it. 

“Stupid, stupid, stupid little girl!” Berin said.

Cassie covered her ears to try and block out the harsh words being said to her, but that didn't help. She could still hear all three of them accusing her of being weak and of failing all three of them. A fourth ball of light came out of the water and stuck to the top of the ball in the middle. Many different faces appeared and disappeared in the middle of this ball. Ugly faces and scary monster faces until Thadius' face appeared in it.

“You thought you could go up against the ruling family. We rule the world! You were destined to fail! Elms forever!”

All of the faces began spinning around her, chanting, “Elms forever!” The voices grew louder as the ocean around her started sending waves of fire heading straight at her from all directions. She gave a long loud scream before the waves crashed on top of her.

Cassie woke up from her nightmare in tears. Disorientated and in pain, she didn't know if she was awake or if what she was seeing around her was all part of her nightmare. She looked at the prisoner in the glass box next to hers and realized that it had been a nightmare. Every inch of her body hurt as she moved. Her emotions were all mixed up. Hope and despair were battling with each other again in her mind as what she'd seen in her nightmare haunted her thoughts. She didn't want to believe it. She tried to keep the hope alive that her sister was still alive somewhere, but when she remembered what had happened to Axton and Berin on the road, it became even more difficult for her to believe that Gusta was still alive. She wanted to wipe the tears from her face and that was when she saw that her hands were completely covered with the strange-looking handcuffs. She tried to free her hands. Her wrists were starting to hurt as she tried to pull her hands free. Her eyes started to glow as she tried to use her powers on the handcuffs and that was when she saw how the symbols on the handcuffs glowed every time she tried to use her fire powers on it. She tried to use her powers to control the lock on the handcuffs to open them, but the same thing happened. The symbols flickered a few times and glowed. The prisoner just stared at her and shook his head as he saw how she tried everything he'd already tried. He knew it wouldn't work. She began banging the handcuffs on the glass box with all of the energy left in her body, but that only made the symbols on the box flicker and glow.

Despair was sinking its fangs of hopelessness deeper and deeper into her mind. What little hope and determination was still left in her mind made her continue banging the handcuffs against the inside of the box for more than a minute. The prisoner yelled at her that it wasn't going to work, but she didn't hear him. She was making too much noise to hear him. Even the driver yelled at her to stop making so much noise. She finally stopped when her wrists became too sore to continue. 
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Back where Cassie had been taken, all that could be heard was the sound of the breeze blowing through the trees of the forest. Other than that, everything was dead silent. The dead bodies of the Elms Cops who Cassie had killed and Berin's body were a grim reminder of the battle that the Runners had lost. When the breeze died down, there was absolute silence for a full three minutes, until something broke the silence.

A voice screamed out Cassie's name. A blood covered hand gripped one of the front seats in one of the vans in the ditch. Axton was still alive. Badly hurt, bleeding and disorientated, he didn't know where he was or what was going on. The only thing going through his mind was that he had to help Cassie. Every part of his body hurt as he tried to climb out of the van. The fear that she might have been hurt or worse made him force his body out of the van through all the pain. He was so weak that he struggled to pull himself out of the van. After losing his grip and falling back into the van twice, he finally managed to pull himself out. He continued to call out Cassie's name after he tried to climb off of the van and fell into the ditch. Everything from his head to his toes was hurting. The pain he felt throughout his entire body made it feel to him as if he was dying. Not even that was going to stop him. He got onto his hands and knees, called out her name again, took a deep breath and got back on his feet. Climbing out of the ditch was easier said than done. After almost a full minute of struggling to get out of the ditch, he reached the top and was on his hands and knees on the stretch of dirt next to the road. What he saw in the road filled his mind with sheer horror. The dead bodies of all the Elms Cops who'd been killed while he was unconscious in the van. It looked as if a small massacre had taken place. The gory sight of all the bodies made him fear that Cassie might be among them. He got up and struggled to stay on his feet as he stumbled towards the nearest dead body. He couldn't believe his eyes. Lying in the dirt in front of him was Berin's body. The man who'd become like a father figure to him, the man who'd helped him to build up enough courage to tell Cassie that he loved her, was dead. He screamed Berin's name as he stumbled towards the body and fell down next to it. Just by looking at all his wounds, it was obvious that he was dead, but Axton still tried to revive him. What he was doing was totally pointless, but he couldn't accept the fact that he was dead. 

After he'd tried everything he could think of to try and revive him, he could do nothing except see how his tears were dripping on Berin's face. He got back up thinking that Cassie's body might be among the dead. He kept crying and shaking his head as he moved from body to body looking for Cassie. He even looked inside Berin's car to see if she wasn't in there. He froze when he heard a voice coming from the ditch. For a split second, he thought it might be Cassie, but when he heard the voice cry out in pain, he could hear it was the voice of a man. He grabbed one of the pistols off of the backseat in Berin's car and made his way back to the ditch. 

Inside the other van in the ditch, there were two Elms Cops who'd survived the crash. Badly injured and bleeding profusely, both of them had broken bones and deep cuts. The one in the back was still unconscious. The one crying in the front of the van was in so much pain. His face was a bloody mess with shards of glass stuck in his cheeks. His badly broken leg was like a limp piece of meat twisted beneath him. 

Axton slipped and fell as he went down into the ditch. With both vans on their sides and the Elms Cop van halfway on top of the other van, he didn't know how he was going to get to whoever was still alive inside of it. The Elms Cop in the front of the van started screaming for help. At the same time, the one in the back of the van regained consciousness. Hearing the one screaming, Axton knew that he had to know where they'd taken Cassie. He had to climb on top the van he'd woken up in to get to the front of the Elms Cops' van.

In the back, the injured Elms Cop regained consciousness. He struggled to move his injured body at first, but when he looked to his side and saw that one of the van's back doors was open, he wanted to get out.

The Elms Cop in the front of the van stopped screaming when he saw movement through what remained of the windscreen. Dazed, confused and in pain, he thought it might have been another Elms Cop who came to help him. He cried out for help right before Axton kicked out what was left of the windscreen. Seeing the Runner with an angry look on his face made him start begging for his life. Axton reached in, grabbed him by his arm and started pulling him out of the van.

“Nooo! Don't! Please!” he screamed.

Axton could hear that his injuries were causing him agonizing pain, but he didn't care. He wanted to know where Cassie was. That's all that mattered to him. Any thought of being merciful to anyone standing in between him and the love of his life had left his mind. He punched the Elms Cop once, grabbed him by the throat as he got down on him with one knee on his chest and pressed the pistol against his forehead. 

“Where is she?!”

The Elms Cop was too busy begging for his life to hear what he was saying. Axton cocked the pistol and demanded again to know where Cassie was. 

The other Elms Cop was busy dragging his body out the back of the van. Hearing Axton screaming and threatening the other Elms Cop made him stay as quiet as he could considering in how much pain he was. When he finally pulled himself out of the van, the Elms Cop grabbed hold of his holster only to feel that his sidearm was missing. For a moment, he considered trying to get up and sneaking away like a coward while Axton was still busy with his colleague. He got on his hands and knees as he struggled to get up and that was when he saw all of the guns that had fallen out of the van during the crash lying in the ditch.

Axton pointed his pistol up into the air and fired a shot to show him that he wasn't playing. He wanted answers. The Elms Cop stopped begging for his life and just cried. He knew he was going to die. Axton pointed the pistol between his eyes and demanded to know where they'd taken her.

The other Elms Cop was back on his feet, but with the first step he took towards the nearest assault rifle lying on the ground, his right leg gave way beneath him and he fell back down. 

Axton kept threatening to shoot the Elms Cop. He went as far as to punch him in the face and strangle him, but he still wouldn't tell him where they were taking Cassie. He knew he had to turn his brutality up a notch to get answers from this brainwashed Elms Cop who obviously was willing to remain loyal to the ruling family to the end. He pressed the pistol against his shoulder and fired two shot. The Elms Cop screamed in pain and tried to use what little energy he had left to try and fight off Axton, but he was to weak to even swing his fist at him. 

“Tell me! Where did they take her?!”

The Elms Cop couldn't take the pain anymore. He used what little energy he had left in him to grab hold of Axton's hand and pressed the pistol underneath his own chin. He struggled as he tried to speak. Almost everything he tried to say came out as a whispering sobbing mix of gibberish.

“Death... Death... Death Angeles... They t-t-took her to Death Angeles. The m-m-master wants every person with powers captured... Do it. Please just do...it!”

Axton realized that the Elms Cop wanted him to kill him. Clearly he feared the ruling family much more than he feared death. He was rather willing to die than to face the wrath of the Elms family. Axton pulled the trigger. One bullet into his head put the Elms Cop out of his misery. Knowing where they were taking Cassie, Axton didn't want to waste anymore time. He got up and was about to jump off of the van when he heard a loud scream coming from his left. The remaining Elms Cop opened fire as he struggled to walk around the vans to get to Axton. Bullets were flying in random directions. He was too badly injured to take aim. Axton hurt his leg as he jumped off on the other side of the van and took cover. He limped around to the back of the second van and saw the Elms Cops struggling to hold on to his weapon as he fired. Axton fired the last two bullets in his pistol at him and wounded him in the leg and stomach. The Elms Cop dropped his weapon as he collapsed. He reached out and tried to grab it but before he could do so, Axton jumped on top of him and started pistol-whipping him mercilessly. He did so for just under a minute. When he finally stopped, he realized that he was hitting a corpse.

Physically drained and in pain, he got up off of the body and saw all the other weapons lying close to the body. He collected a few of them before he tried to make his way out of the ditch. With all the weapons he was trying to carry, he struggled to make his way out of the ditch. By the time he reached the top, he'd dropped a few of the guns. He didn't care. The only thing on his mind was to get to Death Angeles and save Cassie. He took the guns to Berin's car and put them in the back with all the other guns. He got in, started the car and drove over the body of a dead Elms Cop as he sped off. He didn't know how long the drive was going to take or how he was going to get into Death Angeles. He didn't care. All that was on his mind was to find and save Cassie.
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The black van started driving faster. The driver feared Thadius as much as the next Elms Cop, but he'd personally witnessed how his ruler shot and killed two Elms Cops who'd failed to complete the tasks they'd been ordered to do. Everything he did for his ruler he did while fearing for his life.

In the back of the van, all six women were still unconscious. One of the other women was lying with her head on Gusta's shoulder. The space in the back of the van was too small for everyone and everything in it. The Elms Cop in the back of the van kept looking at each of the women one by one. The sick pervert's mind was full of twisted ideas of all the horrible ways in which he wanted to sexually assault and brutally murder each one of them. He took out his sidearm and began dragging it up and down one of the women's legs. He was about to start undressing her when he felt how the van was slowing down. When the van stopped, he quickly put his sidearm back in its holster, sat down and acted as if he was half asleep. 

The passenger side door opened and the Elms Cop yawned as he got out and walked to the back. He unlocked the back doors, opened them and told pervert in the back that he wanted to sleep for a few hours in the back so that he would be ready to drive during the night. The pervert was angry that his colleague was spoiling his sick plans with the sleeping women. Nevertheless he kept his pose and told his colleague that he didn't mind. After the two had swapped seats, the van continued on its way to Death Angeles.

Gusta was lucky. If the two Elms Cops hadn't swapped seats, she would've been the first one the pervert would've done unspeakable things to.
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Thadius and Slave were being escorted down the stairs to the underground prison. Everyone simply referred to it as the cells, but there was nothing ordinary about this prison. It was a prison Thadius had designed himself. It had been specially built for people with powers. The glass boxes, or cells, were twice the size of the ones in the back of the vans. There were so many strange symbols on each of them which made them look like big works of modern art. Each cell had a thin sponge mattress on the floor and a toilet on the inside, as well as two plastic pipes through which prisoners were given slop and water from the outside. Everything inside the cells, except the mattresses, also had symbols on them. Three Elms Cops were on guard duty, walking up and down with their guns in hand. Each of them had a stun gun as well. 

Even though all the prisoners with powers who were being held captive in the cells couldn't even touch Thadius, all his guards stayed close to him and Slave as they walked down between the rows of glass boxes. All of the prisoners were dressed in strange short brown robes. Some of the prisoners cowered in fear when they saw him walking past, while others banged their handcuffs against the insides of their boxes and yelled threats and insults at him. Both Thadius and Slave smiled as they looked at the prisoners. They were looking forward to seeing the prisoners fighting each other to the death. Their smiles disappeared from their faces when they reached the empty glass boxes. Thadius was under the false impression that there were more prisoners with powers in the cells. He shook his head as he stopped, pushed one of the guards out of the way and banged his fist against one of the empty glass boxes.

“More! Why aren't there more prisoners down here for the games?! With all the men I sent out to look for more contenders for the games, every cell should've been filled by now!”

Slave stepped up behind him and gently touched his hand.

“Aren't these enough?” she asked.

“No! This would never be enough! The more prisoners we have for the games, the more chances I'll have to try and gain more powers. At least ten more!”

Having had a foretaste of what having powers was like, Slave agreed with him. She would never have gone as far as to tell him that she also wanted to have more powers, so she just agreed with him and told him that, the more people took part in the games, the more opportunities he would have to try and siphon the powers from the losers.

Thadius grabbed one of his guards by the throat and told him to contact every squad of Elms Cops on the outside who were hunting for people with powers and tell them that if they didn't return to the city within the following three days, he would personally execute every last one of them in public. The guard was shaking in his boots. Slave stood behind Thadius giggling like a school girl as he let go of the guard and sent him running up the stairs. 
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Hobart was sitting at a large table in his bedroom. The table was packed full of tools, small electronic devices, hologram devices, etc. He was adding the final touches to an odd looking gadget which he'd been working on in his spare time for months. With all his knowledge of war machines, spying devices, and communication devices, he was using his tech know-how to build a gift for Josephine. Sure he was mean and heartless when it came to how he ruled and how mercilessly he killed anyone who disobeyed him or failed to do exactly as he commanded them to do. Yet somewhere in his ice cold heart there was still a warm spot for Josephine. After all they'd been through and all the cruel things they did to the workers, he still loved her. To any of the Elms Cops, guards and servants who served him, the entire notion that this stone cold ruthless bastard felt anything even remotely similar to love would sound like a far-fetched story that someone just made up. He'd always wanted to give her everything that her evil heart desired and did everything he could to keep her happy. What he'd noticed over the last number of years since she gained a obsession for power and the dark arts, her love for him seemed to have started to fade. He wanted to give her a gift that would remind her of how things between them once was and hopefully create a big enough spark in her heart to reignite the fire of love.

When Hobart finished building his gadget, he pushed a tiny red button on its side. A old love song started playing as five holograms began appearing and rotating above the gadget. Each hologram was an image of him and Josephine together. The images kept changing every ten seconds, showing different images of when they were younger. It didn't take a rocket scientist to create such a device, but he felt proud of his handy work because he'd made it all on his own. 

He took the gadget and left his bedroom. Two guards escorted him to Josephine's room before he told them to leave. Unsure whether or not she was awake, he quietly entered the room and approached her bed.

“Are you awake, my love?” he whispered.

“What did you bring me? I'm hungry! Have any of your useless men brought any more relics?”

He slowly pulled the curtain back far enough to give her the gadget.

“There are more relics coming, my love. Please be patient. I have another gift for you. Something I personally made to give you a look back at our years together.”

He pressed the button on the gadget and handed it to her. The song began playing and the hologram images appeared above the gadget. He smiled, thinking the images would help her to remember their happy times together. Seconds later, he had to move out of the way when Josephine threw the gadget straight at him.

“What's the meaning of this?! Why would you waste my time with this garbage?!”

“Don't you remember? Didn't it help you to think back to when we –”

“I don't care, Hobart! Nothing in the past matters to me! All I want, all I care about, all I love is more power! Make yourself useful and go tell your men to do more, work harder, look further for more relics! I need more power and I need it now!”

Hobart hung his head as he walked away from her bed. He left her room and wiped a tear from his eye. His ice cold heart was in pieces.
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Both of the Elms Cops driving the two vans had been contacted via radio and told that Thadius wanted all the people with powers who'd been captured to be brought to Death Angeles immediately. They were racing down the main road as fast as their vans could go.  

Every hour on the road felt like an eternity to Cassie. No matter what she tried, she couldn't free her hands or break out of the glass box. The prisoner kept shaking his head as he looked at her trying in vain to free herself. She was draining her energy trying to break free. It became hard for her to stay awake. Slipping in and out of consciousness, she kept crying every time she regained consciousness. She felt she'd failed her sister and, thinking that both of her companions were dead, she felt guilty.

When she regained consciousness for the umpteenth time and stayed awake, the prisoner tried to get her attention. She didn't really even notice him. Her mind was too busy punishing her with feelings of guilt and thoughts of how what had happened could have been prevented. 

The tired and sad expression on her face slowly started to change. A glimmer of light started to pierce the darkness of sadness and guilt in her mind. She tried to forget the nightmare she'd had and tried to convince herself that Gusta was still alive. She kept the hope alive in her mind by reminding herself that she hadn't seen her sister's body and that a mere nightmare wasn't going to convince her that she was dead. The prisoner stared at her and began to think that she was losing her mind as she continued to try and free her hands. The symbols on the handcuffs and glass box flashed brighter than before as she used all the strength, determination, sadness and rage left inside of her in her weakened state to try and free her hands. 

“You're wasting your strength! It won't work!” the prisoner yelled.

With the glimmer of hope still alive in her mind, she knew she couldn't give up now. No matter how hopeless everything seemed at that moment, giving up was totally out of the question. She knew that she'd sacrificed too much and gone too far to throw in the towel now. 
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Axton was driving like someone who was intoxicated. He had driven onto the stretch of dirt next to the road a number of times and almost crashed the car. Every single part of his body was hurting. He looked like someone who had just finished fighting a brutal war, but he didn't care. Every pain he felt in his body and every drop of blood he was losing through the cuts on his body was worth it to him. Every time he almost lost consciousness behind the wheel and almost crashed, the only thing keeping him conscious was Cassie. He didn't care what he had to do, where he had to go, or what he had to endure, he wasn't going to give up until he found her and saved her.

Next to the road, close to the entrance to another ghost town, two female Runners and one male Runner were in the middle of beating a bad Runner to death with their bare hands. The three had caught him while he was busy trying to steal their tools and food. When they confronted him, he tried to stab one of the women with a shank. Axton drove past the entrance to their ghost town and the three as one of them was bashing the bad Runner's skull in with a rock, but he didn't even notice them. Sure, he saw shapes that resembled people, but none of them was Cassie. They didn't matter to him. All that matter to
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