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Vaca 

Slathering at the bit, I halt my work when the Queen calls out my name. It’s more of a yell, but I get the point to move quickly. “Vaca!” 

Walking to where she stands, her finger is pointing at an invisible mark that only she can see. Moment’s like this are my undoing.

“I’m sorry, my Queen.” Wiping the counter, I spray and wipe it again while silently holding back the tears, trying to complete the job to her satisfaction. When the lady of the house is upset, I know what comes next—pain. When I’m not doing my best, according to her, I take the punishment that I deserve based on the severity of the slight. 

Last time, I was relegated to cleaning the men’s living quarters, naked. That was after two days in the stone shed. The ‘hot box’ is a punishment I’ve learned to both hate and love. Lying in the burning hot sand, freezing on the super cool nights, I’m acclimated to the torture of that space. I’m relieved when I’m locked in. It’s quiet. I don’t feel a switch across my back or a spoon on my hand. Or worse. 

Our Queen doesn’t accept failure of any kind. 

When Jefe is at the compound, I’m left alone. He takes her attention away from me, saving me. But it’s been weeks since his last visit. That means hours on end of her attention directed solely on me. I’ve hardly slept. I can’t remember the last time I ate, and I’m sure that I smell like a tray of week-old Korean barbeque. 

“You’re worthless.” Her tone is soft but menacing. 

“Yes, my Queen.” Scrubbing the surface, making it spotless, I push until my arm grows weak. 

“I hope you’ve done a better job with the other rooms, as I’m expecting guests today. I want nothing out of place.” 

Moving to another counter, she wipes her finger along the edge, inspecting my work. Rubbing her forefinger and thumb together, I glance at her. I never should’ve looked up. 

Taking a quick step, moving to my side and pulling at my hair, she drags me toward the invisible mess she sees. “This is unacceptable.” Releasing me, I fall forward, hitting my ribs on the counter corner. I’ve learned that screaming out or making a noise against her attack only brings more harm. Staying silent and still, I wait for further assault. There always is. 

Hitting me hard across the back of my head with a nearby wooden spoon from the holder, I shudder. Stars cloud my vision, but I wait. If I react, the hits will only come harder.

“You disgust me.” With a heavy hit across my back, I feel the crack of a rib. I’m so accustom to it now that I immediately know when it happens. I take so many hits so often that my body no longer registers the pain. I wait. When a hit doesn’t come, I pause like an armadillo in headlights. 

The sound of her tossing the spoon down is heavy. “Clean that. Make sure there’s nothing else to cause me disappointment with your performance, Vaca.” 

Listening for her footsteps clicking on the tiled floor, I wait to rise. As the noise filters away, I lift my head from the cool countertop and gingerly touch my side. 

“She did it again, didn’t she?” 

Quintus. 

Rising, hoping that my actions are believable enough, I tell him, “I’m fine. Nothing, really.” Picking up the spoon, I place it on the counter and grab up my cleaning supplies. 

“That’s your problem, Little Bird. She can scent your lie a mile away.” 

“I’m okay.” Turning from Quintus, I move to the other side of the room. “She’s right. I need to work harder, clean better.” 

“You can’t fight this war, Little Bird. You do a fantastic job. She can’t—”

“Don’t worry.” I say it harshly, then think better of it. “Sorry, Quintus. I’ll be better. It’s not fair that she has to deal with my poor skills.” 

Quintus’s reason for being here is very different from mine. He’s paid for his employ, being as he’s the muscle. He’s in charge of the help. He catches runners, punishes them, and sometimes he’s the one who ends them. Even after all of that, I like him. 

Quintus makes sure we work off our debt until it’s paid in full. 

I’m a debt once owed—I was a payment. My worth is based on the truckload of cocaine-soaked blankets my mother lost. My life depends on that debt being paid out by my service. 

I’m almost paid up. 

I don’t count the days in a linear way; I go by milestones. I knew that I’d been nine when I was sold to the Queen. I’d been in the service of the Queen before I’d reached puberty. I’d grown boobs—small ones, but they had been noticed. That’s when I’d learned what sex was, what a miscarriage was, and what it meant to be broken. 

I’ve accepted all of it because I know that a battered body is nothing compared to the payments she demands of others. I’d once heard Quintus and the Queen talking about my worth being based on her goodwill. As long as I did as she and Jefe asked, I was worth the redemption of my mother’s debt. My worth would end when I was no longer necessary.

I scrub the marble counters until they gleam, until my wrists and elbows are aching.

“Little Bird, the kitchen is spotless.” Placing a hand on mine, Quintus causes me to pause. 

“She’s seen a fault. I need to keep going.” 

“She sees a fault, but not in you. Not in your work either.” 

Pulling the cloth from my hand, Quintus lifts my shoulders, pushing me to stand straight. The movement hurts, and no matter how I try to hide it, he notices. “You do a great job, Little Bird. Take a break. Deal with the pain.” 

“I’m fine.” 

“No, you’re not.” Reaching into his pocket, he pulls out a small vial. The white powder calls to me. “Here. Just a small hit will take the pain away, Little Bird.” Shaking my head, I remove the cloth from his hand, ignoring the tiny vial. 

The coca won’t help. Quintus may see it, but he never feels it. The rabbit hole I fall down when it touches me is too hard to climb out of. 

In the days after I arrived, I was shown what my wasteful mother had lost. I was meant to understand it—to feel the effects, and to react as a junkie would. I needed to know what it had cost. I had to know the cost to me. At nine, I understood quickly that it was something I never wanted again. That didn’t stop them, though. It was a component of my life for a few years. They’d made me, a child, dependent on cocaine. I’d grown to thank them for it when I became a teenager, my body theirs to use. It was a vice I could appreciate, but not now. I’ll deal with the pain. 

Continuing, I work until the sun hits the horizon. The villa is spotless and I’m tired, sore, and starved. A usual day in the Queen’s domain.  

I miss Jefe and his ability to take her attention away from me. I miss his kind words and his softness. Most of all, I miss his protection.

Once my day is done, I make my way to my bed in the outer building. Walking across the scrub-like desert grounds, there, in the shadows, I see him. He waits for me with a rotten smile. 

My day isn’t over. Sleep will not be a friend tonight.  

“Vaca, I’ve waited a long time for you. It’s made me very restless.” 

Marco restless means pain. Marco Vascalla is one of the cartel’s top men, a man who owns and desires. That’s the thing with Alta Noche—they own. They own the coca, they own the workers, they own the supply across the border, and they own the likes of me. Ownership means property, and property means he can do as he pleases.  

Stepping up beside him, I wait silently to enter as he reaches for the door. He’s odd in his mannerisms. He loves to hold the door for me, even though what he has in mind for me is anything but respectful. Marco feels he’s chivalrous. To me? He’s the villain. 

Walking inside, I pass the doors of the other hostages. Pausing at Lisette’s door, the sounds within tell me the story of her night. It’ll be eventful, like mine. Noise inducing, like mine. 

I didn’t always have a room, but over the years, enough have died or left, leaving me a space to call my own. I don’t have privacy, but when I’m alone I can breathe. There’s a sense of peace when I’m not dealing with Marco. 

As the makeshift door closes and Marco leans against it, I know what’s expected. I know what he needs. Like the Queen, there are expectations. When I don’t comply, I pay in other ways. 

Stripping off the thin shirt and unbuttoning my pants, I lay them gently on the floor. The bed will be a mess in minutes, and I need to look my best for the Queen tomorrow. Wrinkled clothing will only bring more attention to me. 

Kneeling down, laying my hair across my shoulder, I wait for him. Unbuttoning his jeans, he pushes them low. Without a word, I wrap my mouth around his swollen cock, my hands linked behind my back as his fingers weave through my hair. I shut down and go about his needs. I give him what he’s comes for—my body, and his release. 

It’s all I will give. He wants more, but he doesn’t deserve it. 

He’ll never get my soul. 

He’ll never hear from me a sound of pleasure, as I feel no pleasure when we’re together. And my will is mine. 

Every time he visits, to keep my mind strong and my will empowered. I count down my milestones. I know that three more are all that it takes to be paid up, unless the Queen finds further fault in my performance. 

The moon will phase three more times before my birthday. I count the rising and setting of it as a clock. 

The harvest of the coca, signaling the second. 

Last, the delivery. When the next load is shipped out, I’ll be free. 

Soon, I’ll be Vaca and Little Bird to no one. 

No more will I be owned. 
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Chapter Two
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Vaca 

Marco used me as he always does late into the night. The sun will rise over the field soon. Hearing noise at this hour still from my roommate and friend next door is disconcerting. Lise should be asleep. 

Tossing on the only other pieces of clothing I own—a tattered, dark blue tank top and oversized jean shorts—I rap on her door softly. 

“Lise?” 

No answer. Opening the door, balled up in the corner of her bed with both arms extended behind her, attached to the hooks on the wall, Lisette is battered and bruised. It’s awful to see. Her eyes are nearly closed from the swelling. Her breasts are marred with bite marks, her arms have more of a blue tint than skin color, and her legs are riddled with long, thin cuts. Some are old, healed scars, while others are fresh, just beginning to close. 

I rush to her side. “Lise, it’s me, Piper.” Detaching her hands, she groans as they fall. I don’t know how long she was like that. 

“Piper, I can’t see you. It hurts to open my eyes.” Picking up a blanket from the floor, I drape it across her naked, swollen body. Lisette is six months pregnant.

“Lie still, hun.” 

“Everything hurts.”

She’s sustained so much damage, more than I’ve seen before. “I’ll be right back,” I tell her. Moving out of her room, I race back to mine to grab up the face cloth that I’d smuggled out of the house a while back. 

Slipping out the front, I pause, seeing Quintus resting in the rocking chair. 

Without raising his head from the newspaper he’s reading, he greets, “Morning, Little Bird. Aren’t you up a little early?”

I smile. “I’m heading to the stream. I’ll be right back.” 

“Be quick, Little Bird.” It’s a habit of Quintus’s. He knows I won’t be long. 

Heading to the stream, slowly at first, not wanting to garner attention, I break into a sprint down the path. Hitting the water’s edge, soaking the cloth in the cool liquid, I wring it out slightly. 

Returning to the building, I find that Quintus hasn’t moved. “Better?” he asks as I hold the cloth behind me, out of sight. 

Stepping up the porch step, I reply, “Yes. I was thirsty.” 

Resting my hand on the handle, Quintus calls, “Hold up.” 

Shit. 

Blowing out a small breath, I feel him coming close. “You know your time is coming up, Little Bird. I’d hate—” 

With a loud shriek cutting the air from inside the shack, we pause. Lisette. 

Without thought, I turn, running to her door. Blasting my way inside, finding her balled up—knees to her chest, arms wrapped tightly around her legs—she lets out a bloodcurdling scream. 

“Shit!” Quintus yells behind me. 

“I’m here, Lise. I’m here.” Stroking the cloth down her forehead, softly petting her head, I attempt to soothe her. “Is it the baby?” 

“Baby? What baby?” Peering up at him, I can see his shock. He had no idea. 

“Lise is six months pregnant, Quintus.” 

Lisette is a tiny little thing who came here five years ago. At the time, she was plump in all the right places, which garnered her a ton of attention, specifically from Tito. He’s at least fifty, married to a friend of the Queen’s, and a sergeant of her cartel. He’s untouchable. Lisette has had at least three pregnancies that I can remember, which were all to term. Each born and sent away without Quintus’s knowledge it seems. 

Lisette works in the kitchen where she can go unnoticed. Wearing heavier clothing that’s baggy and loose, the staff are able to birth the children, then send them out with the delivery men. No one is the wiser. Tito helps make it happen. 

Why? 

He has a fucked-up fetish for fucking pregnant women. He loves to nurse from them, to harm them, to mark them as his, and to own them. Especially Lise.

“Who would hurt her like this? Why?” Quintus asks.

I explain it to Quintus, knowing that lying is far worse than covering for a man like Tito. My life, and Lisette’s, depends on Quintus. We need his help. 

When I finish telling him what she’s endured, I see the hard line of his jaw. He’s set his decision on what will happen next. 

I’ve done the best I can to clean up Lisette, to make her feel comfortable, but her body is in pain. 

“Quintus, stay with her, please?” 

Nodding his head, his eyes bug out like saucers. I doubt he’ll move while I’m gone. 

Running out the door and straight to the fields, I’m nearly out of breath by the time I reach it. My side is aching from my sore ribs, my insides burn, and it’s hard to take big breaths to calm myself. Tearing off a few leaves from the plants—which is strictly forbidden—I run to the house. Slipping into the kitchen, quickly and quietly, I pour a glassful of hot water from the on-demand system that the Queen loves so much. She hates to wait for a tea or coffee, and this system allows for water at boiling temperatures immediately. Adding the leaves, I make my way back to the shed as quickly as possible. Careful not to spill the glass and its contents, I push up beside Lisette. 

“Lise, drink this. It’ll help. The pain will stop.” I hope. Setting the cup to her lips, sipping a tiny bit at a time, Lisette’s tears continue to stream down her face. 

“What’s that, Little Bird?” 

“Coca leaves in hot water.” I look up to him with pleading eyes. “She needed it.” 

“What can I do to help?” he asks. 

“When I’m done, can you take the cup back to the house and dispose of the leaves?” I’m asking a lot of this man, but I’m hoping my trust in him isn’t misplaced. 

He nods. “Anything else?” 

I ask the only thing I know that can help. “Get her to safety.” 

“That’s more than you can ask. I can’t do that, Little Bird.” Crossing his arms, his stance becomes stiff. “Even knowing you’ve done this is too much.” 

“Then find other things for Tito to do. Keep him from the house for a few days. Give her time to rest.” 

Considering the request, Quintus finally replies with, “That, I might be able to do.” Turning, he leaves the room with the glass.

Smiling, considering what concessions I’d just been given, I bring my attention back to Lise and go about tending her wounds the best I can. When the effect of the coca finally takes hold of Lisette, I leave her to ready for the new day. 

Heading out of the shack, expecting Quintus, I’m surprised when he’s not there. Instead, it’s Marco. 

“Good morning, Vaca.” 

“Buenos días, Marco.” Stepping off the porch, I ask, “Where’s Quintus?” 

His disappointed glare speaks volumes. “He had some business to take care of.” 

I should’ve known better than to ask. I know how deep his jealousy runs. His sneer is distasteful, his evil glare is harsh, and his jealousy will be damaging...later.

Spinning on my heel, turning toward the house, I don’t dare look back. I need to get to the sanctuary of the house and under the protection of the hateful Queen. 

At least her hits I see coming. 

At least she’s tolerable. 

Her explosive temper I can accept. 
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Vaca 

Looking to the clock as it chimes twelve, this morning has been uneventful. The Queen hasn’t come down for her breakfast and coffee. It’s unnerving.

It’s quiet. 

I almost feel like smiling, though I won’t. 

Working my way through the house, content with the solitude, I wonder if it means that Jefe has returned from his trip to the U.S.. That would draw the attention of everyone, and leave the house feeling decidedly devoid. 

Popping into the kitchen earlier, I let Germano, our chef, know that Lisette wasn’t feeling well. He has a soft spot for her, treating her with a kindness that isn’t afforded to others. She told me he feels a connection to her, that he reminds him of his daughter he lost to the cartel wars in Mexico City. I think that’s why he helps to smuggle the babies out. 

“What do you mean he’s gone!” The Queen’s enraged shouting carries across the whole house. “No! No, you’re wrong. You’re all wrong. He’s not gone.” As her voice comes closer, I know she’s moving toward us. Her heels clacking on the tiled floor sound angry and quick. 

“He’s gone, my Queen. The news is true.” It’s Tito, along with two other sergeants I despise, Kinko and Umberto. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see her dialing a cell over and over, until it’s tossed across the room in a fit of rage. A new mess for me to clean.

Spinning on her heels, she yells out, “Who did it? Tell me who took my love from me!”

Kinko speaks up, his words drawing out as he works around his lisp, a factor of him losing a part of his tongue to a raid last year. The scars on his face have diminished, but the damage to his words was irrevocable. “It was the MC clubs. The SoCal Soulless and Broken Bows managed to band together with other clubs in LA, attacking King. They took him down. Jefe was lost, along with Bene and Manuello, the Mazuca Cartel leaders, my Queen. I’m sorry.” 

Pulling at his shirt, dragging him close, Kinko’s size compared to hers is almost comical. Kinko stands over two heads above her. He stares down, fearful of the tiny rage-filled woman. 

“You’re sorry! What are you sorry for? Was it you that didn’t save him? Were you unable to bring him back to me? Is that what you’re sorry for?” Grasping the gun from his belt, she points it at his chin and fires. His body falls quickly as the concussive sound reverberates off the walls. Twirling the gun on her finger, she holds it out to Tito. 

Looking my way, Queen snaps, “Clean this mess. I want the room spotless of this, puta.” 

I don’t answer; I know better. As Tito slings the gun in his belt, dragging the body of Kinko out the side door, I grab my cleaning supplies. As the blood begins to flow across the floor, the Queen saunters over with intent to her desk. Unlocking it, grabbing the gilded box she keeps neatly tucked inside, she pulls free a card. 

Handing the card to Umberto, she tells him, “Bring him to me.” 

“Which one, my Queen?” Umberto asks. 

“Either one. Both. I don’t care. They’ll pay in blood.” 
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Cap 

(Two weeks ago)

Returning to the clubhouse, finding the body of my best friend wrapped in a blanket and waiting for me to deal with the loss, I’m ready to rain down hell on any in my way. 

I want to bathe in the blood of those that caused this—but I can’t. That man’s dead. Not having an opportunity to kill who took my friend from me is beyond torturous. 

He knew. My father, Hector Guierra, knew that where Cap went, Rap went. That our lives were so intertwined that we were closer than blood. The man that I’d looked up to as a kid, who I’d put on a pedestal, had killed the only man I truly called family.

I’d modeled my life after the chivalrous man I thought Hector was. The larger than life character that I’d remembered from my childhood. The president of the Cruel Intentions, who I thought was caring, loyal, and above all, loving, wasn’t. That crushed me more than I could imagine. My memory of him was tainted. Hector was evil, without remorse, and soulless. 

When I’d joined the Marines, I swore I’d find the camaraderie that I had when we were young assholes in the Cruel Intentions MC. We’d done that, Rap and I. That was what I needed in my life after all the death I’d seen on tour. Raptor was at my side through it all. 

He was my family, my brother in all that mattered. Our bond was incomparable.

I still expect him to walk through the door, for his presence to light up the room and save me from my own rancid thoughts. To save me from the reminders of the things we’d done. The things I’d done still haunt me. He knew how to settle the ghosts, to give me peace. I need him now more than ever. 

I’m adrift and broken, and I can’t kill the one man I want to for it. 

I have to now learn to survive alone, to push the past where it should be. To live in the now. 

Day Two...

Hiding in my apartment at the clubhouse, I’ve hardly ventured out the door other than to grab up a bottle of Jack. Maggie, my favorite girl, looks at me as I pass with disappointment in her eyes. 

I can’t handle that today. 

Maybe not even next week. 

I uncap the Jack and guzzle it down as I walk back toward my apartment. “Make sure that shit stays stocked up. I’ll be needing a lot of this.” 

Raising the bottle, I continue on. I continue on until I’m numb for days. 

Day Five...

Today is the funeral, where I’m expected to say goodbye to the only man who’s been by my side.

The need to drink myself into oblivion is a driving force. I haven’t touched my bike. I haven’t showered, I haven’t fucked, and I’m pretty sure I haven’t eaten. It’s been a date with the half-empty bottle in my hand. 

I’ve downed a few bottles already. 

The fight with Magnus King and my father took everything from me. 

I’d killed men in war, but never in my own country. 

Taking the lives of those siding with the dirty DEA agent was a necessity. This war was for the lives of women taken against their will. For the life of my brother’s girl, Oubliette, and her best friend. For those that didn’t deserve the fate that was laid out in front of them. They were to be whores to men that would rather kill them than keep them safe. 

They deserved better.

Before all this, I knew what the Broken Bows Club was about, and while we’re no fucking angels at the SoCal Soulless MC, I knew that when I was asked to help in this fight that I had to. 

We had to.

The wrongs of the previous Bows administration had to be resolved, and my brother Lucius was the one to make it happen. 

Stepping in that hellish building, guns aimed, I fired and reloaded until the last men standing were us, King, and my father. We were righting wrongs. The thing was, we also learned that our troubles with the law, all the arrests and deaths, were because of our interaction with the Alta Noche Cartel and the dirty DEA, all orchestrated by our father. These people had held our balls to the fire. 

Standing side by side like we always had, Rap and I watched as my estranged brother Lucius had taken the life of Magnus King. King’s reign and power over us, I thought would end. We’d be able to run our clubs the way they should be run—clean. Well, cleaner. 

I hadn’t anticipated the shot that killed Raptor. I didn’t see it coming. In all fucking honesty, I didn’t think my father would do that, but I was wrong. It disgusts me more that I hadn’t anticipated it. 

Remembering Rap’s final moments, I slug down more amber fire. Sitting on my bed, thumbing at the picture that sits by my bedside even now, the one of our last mission in Afghanistan, the smiling face of Rap stares back. His sly smile, the one that always indicated I would be in shit soon enough, taunts me. 

“Fuck, man, I need you here. I can’t do this without you.” 

I move to set the frame back down, but I miss. Tumbling off the edge of the table, it shatters the glass across the floor. “Fucking shit!” 

Huffing out a breath, I carefully remove the picture from the glass, brushing off the shards, hoping not to damage it. Finally relenting, I talk to the memory of Rap as I rest in the mess surrounding me. “This is more than I can handle, fucker. I thought I could, but you’re not here to lighten me up, to keep me looking forward to the future. To remind me of why I’m doing this. That there’s more to this world than the evil of men who want it all.” 

The picture flutters to the table as I release it. Swigging mouthful after mouthful of booze, I lay my head on the pillow and dream of better times. Times when I didn’t have to think of his flag draped over his coffin. 

The part that pisses me off the most is, I knew I was to blame. I’d asked him to follow me into every battle, skirmish, and war. This family feud was one too many. We’d lost our final stroke of good luck. 

Lucius over the past few days has called me, or texted, but I’ve ignored him. Setting it on vibrate, it hums on the table by my bed every few hours. I can’t face him. He’ll say some sorrowful shit, tell me to...I don’t know what he’ll tell me to do, but I don’t want to hear it. 

After Rap’s death, I didn’t have the energy to go home. I knew that if I did, there’d be reminders of Rap everywhere. Here, in the clubhouse it was minimized. There was less. In the house that we’d bought with Joker, it would be on every surface, every knife’s edge, every plate. I can’t do it. 

Day Seven...

Now it’s here, his day of reckoning. 

I can’t say goodbye. I don’t want to. 

When the door to my apartment opens, I don’t bother to look up. 

“You need to sober up, Cap.” Joker, Jordan Graves, one of the guys who’s known me and Rap through childhood, juvie, and tours, hands me a big bottle of electrolytes. “Drink this shit down. I’ll get you a plate of food after you shower.” With a light cough, he covers his mouth. “You smell like the bowels of a dead camel. Freshen the fuck up, man. Rap wouldn’t want you to miss this.” 

“Miss what? The moment his ass is lowered into a fucking hole? Like Rap would even know if I’m there or not.” 

He slaps me hard across the jaw. “Man the fuck up. This is bullshit, Cap. You know it, I know it. Fred wouldn’t want your ass on the floor in your own piss, moaning about his death.” 

“Fuck you, Jordan. Go away.” There’s no fire in my voice. I’m sloppy and uncaring. 

Punching me across the jaw this time, my head snaps up. “Fuck off, Jordan. Go bother someone else.” 

Now I’m pissed. I still haven’t lifted my ass off the floor, but I’m pissed. 

“Get up, Codero. Stop wallowing in pity. You need to.” 

Moving to punch me again, I shift to my side and roll to my knees quickly, standing on shaky legs. “Don’t do that again. You’ll fuckin’ regret it.” 

“Then don’t make me.” Turning to my closet, he pulls out a fresh shirt, jeans, and my cut, and tosses them onto the bed. “Get ready, asshole.” 

When he moves to take the current bottle of Jack from my hand, I slap it away. “Fuck off. I don’t need your motherfucking help.” Slurring the last part, I attempt to open the door, ready for him to be gone.

“The fuck you say?” Shoving me, I fall back against the wall. “Your ass couldn’t fight its way out of a pigpen. Get the fuck in the game. Let’s get your shit together. Fred would be so pissed—”  

“Fred can’t say shit right now, Jordan. And why’s that? Because he’s fucking dead on account of me!” Screaming at him, I teeter on my feet.  

“Well, seeing as he can’t, I fuckin’ will.” Pulling the bottle from my hand, he tosses it into the trash and shoves me toward the bathroom. 

“Fuck off, Jordan! Like you could take me.” 

“In this state, a fucking child could kick your ass.” 

Normally, he couldn’t. I’d put him in the dirt with a few good hits. Pushing me again, I swing, narrowly missing him. 

“That was pitiful, asshole.” 

Pushing back against him weakly, I
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