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Dystopian Fantasy
“Please! I have nothing to give you!”
Repeat after repeat, it’s never any different. I look all over the room, always the damn same, a wooden table in the middle, a stove in the corner, it’s fire still breathed. In another corner, there are always two rooms, one for the parents and one for the kids, though they are staring at me in the back, grovelling as they clutch their dolls, too scared to even make a breathe, though even that gets old.
“You need to pay, like everyone else.” I say calmly, the man bows his head.
“Just give me another week, I swear! I’ll pay you back!”
The man crawls up to me, tugging at my leather vest as tears fell from his face, his wrinkled face bearing even more wrinkles as it scrunches up.
“Yeah, and then the next week you come up to me with the same sob story! Vasco said that all of you need to pay by the deadline!”
I grab him by his collar, the fabric seeming too hard to even wear, and I grab a knife from my belt, placing it at his neck as the edges draw a bit of blood.
“Do I need to remind you what happened to the last family that didn’t pay?”
I let go, dropping him to his knees as he wheezes and coughs.
“I’ll wait until the end of today, if you don’t have the money by then, I won’t leave you with just a cut.”
I turn to leave, listening to the taps of small shoes as the kids ran to their father, who is still wheezing on the ground.
“Fine, you’ll get your damn payment!” The father says, still coughing with each breathe.
This place is a shithole, down to the very definition, and I have no idea why Vasco wants to keep this place. The air around here has never really been clean, it hurts to breathe, and the air has this lingering smell of rot, which is accompanied by that smell of pure shit. The buildings are surrounded by stone walls, though they have largely crumbled from their prime, now only barely protecting the roofs of these houses, though even then, there isn’t much to protect.
Where I am now, the residential district, has seen better days. Much of the houses seem to be barely holding on, the stone patchwork only mildly helping their structures, but it’s not only that, I doubt half of these houses are even used as such anymore. Hell, all you have to do is go into an alleyway to see where some of the inhabitants have gone, to hear the wriggling’s of maggots, all slimy and oily, now at home in the decomposing bodies, all making up piles and hills. I always thought it was us that did this, but even before the invasion, they were here. What the hell is going on?
Vasco lives in the keep, though that’s way in the back, past… do I really need to pass the fucking bridge every time?! Why couldn’t he have just set up over here?! Under the bridge was a river, though I would never go anywhere near its dirt infused waters, crossing the bridge has always been a hassle, the water always gives off some sort of steam, its vapour heating up anything above it, carrying a smell with it, it was completely fetid. Whatever they dump in there has been dead a long time, but did it really have to be the river?
“General!”
Running from the bridge is Ruban, one of the younger guys in our group. I’ve always seen him running around the camp from time to time, always tripping over himself almost as if he barely has any control of his body. He’s running towards me, running as he held wooden buckets in each hand, both empty but obviously used.
“Yes Ruban? This better be quick?!” I say to Ruban, watching as he stumbles near my feet.
“Vasco said he needed to see you! It sounded important.” He said, heavy breathed as sweat trickles down from his forehead. 
I can probably tell what he was doing all day, from the small specks of brown all over his tunic, his red cloak dripping from the bottom, the mud almost like sludge.
“What have we told you about wearing that thing in the stables?”
Ruban looks down, picking up his cloak and inspecting the bottom, almost retching as he sniffs it. He lets go, the cloak dropping and hitting the ground, splatting more mud onto it.
“…But I like this cloak? And it’s not hard to clean it anyway.” Ruban retorts, smiling as he said so.
I sighed, “Look, it doesn’t really matter alright, it’s your shit.”
I walked past Ruban, who was still straining a smile.
“Thank you, General.”  Ruban shouted, waving towards me.
I wave back as I head towards the bridge. I brace myself for the mist, covering my mouth and nose with a hood and walking across, but it never really matters, my eyes burn as the gas surrounds my face, closing into me as the gas feels around my body, it could crush me at any moment. Will I ever get used to this? To any of this? It seems that the longer we stay here, the worse it gets, even as I cross the bridge, it doesn’t get a whole lot better, right before the keep is the market district.
The market district is separated by stalls, each bears a collection of its goods, though in this town that mostly means food, but I guess some of us have some strange ideas about what food is. Each stall presents itself, their produce hanging by a tail, some by a wing, as the seller swings a butchers knife down into the wooden surface, chopping anything in its way apart, the blood spilling down onto the ground. I normally ignore it, but it’s always a laugh finding a seagull or a horse’s head hanging by its neck, though I usually have to tell them to stop.
“Where the hell have you been?!” I hear a familiar voice yell.
I can hear that familiar jingle of his bangles, all clanging together with each step. His boots sound hollow, though still very heavy, and I can hear the ruffling of his coat.
“Vasco…I told you I’d be collection today!”
I turn to him, his head cleanly shaven from the top as he sported a goatee, I see his jerkin under his jacket, though he wore nothing else underneath, showing off his chest proudly along with the scars.
“What? Did Ruban not tell you to come see me at once Nine?”
I see a vein almost pop. He always seems to do this, it’s not my fucking fault that his mind seems to change every 5 minutes. I can see the slightest twitch in his hand.
“… So, what did you want to see me about?”
“Come with me.”
He walked past me, the ringing of his bangles got louder as he walked towards the bridge, I guess it’s not much of a problem to the others.
“…Can’t we just talk here Vasco?”
He turns back to me, glaring right into my skull as his face grows a vicious scowl, his eyebrows almost attacking me with their ferocity.
“Alright, alright!”
I follow him, covering my mouth as we walk onto the bridge.
“So, what is it that you wanted to see me about?” I ask, resisting the urge to vomit.
“You’ll see.”
As we walk, I see multiple people running past me, all clad in their villager’s clothes, and all clad in their faces of panic. We approach the gate, I see all our guys surrounding it, their sounds of chainmail and steel armour clashed with mine and Vasco’s flaps and crumples of our cloaks, though it appears they modified them. Some of the armour have no shine whatsoever on it, being coloured black and each bearing our insignia. All of them have a weapon of some sort, some swords and axes, others with bows while some carried buckets of oil, taking it above to the battlements, though even then, they barely have a resemblance to battlements.
“They found out Nine.” Vasco said as calmly as he can, though I can hear the shake in his voice.
“…Well? What’re we gonna do?”
Vasco places his hands on the gate, his bangles falling into his jacket as he did so.
“Just watch.”
Vasco pushes the gates open, the creak almost being enough to bring down our whole group, and he steps out. What met us outside were the kings men, all clad in their tabards, their banners flying high as their armour shone in the sunlight, with only one standing out, though not for the right reasons. A small twig of a man stands in front, scrolls in hand, as his feathered hat blew in the wind, almost falling off. I can see his age through his beard, the indentations in his face suggested a travelled mind, yet all he is now is a messenger.
“I have come to bear a declaration to the man named Vasco, would that be you?” The messenger asks.
“Aye.” 
Vasco puts his hands on his hips, almost in a boasting gesture. The old man opens the scroll and starts reading it out, looking both up and down from the scroll and back at Vasco.
“I hereby demand surrender from the leader named Vasco, in both the name and honour of the great king Vauldius! Surrender now and you may be spared, refuse, then each and everyone of you shall perish!” The man screeches, echoing through the lonely field.
Vasco turns, heading back into the city.
“What say you, Vasco?!”
Vasco walks back in, just passing the wooden gates.
“I say…” Vasco holds a hand in the air.
“Fire!”
Vasco’s hand comes down, and so did a volley of arrows, piercing the messenger just as they take the lives of the many soldiers behind him, pinning all of them into the dirt underneath. 
“Close the gates!” A group of men demand, each pressing against the gates as soldiers started to rush forward.
Vasco taps me on the shoulder as he moves past me, back towards the bridge and the keep. What is so important that we need to keep this shithole? 
“General!” I hear someone yell, a group faced me, each in desperation, “What are your orders?”
What do I say? I don’t really have any need to stay here, let alone die for this place. So why is it that Vasco seems to, what does he have to lose? I put my hand on one of their shoulders, closing my eyes for a moment. 
“I think it’s pretty obvious, hold the gate for as long as you can, alright?! I’ll bring a few back towards the bridge!”
I call a few from the group and run back towards the bridge, I see a few villagers watching from inside their houses, their eyes are filled with despair as the sound of clashing steel rained down upon us, until…
I hear a loud bang from behind me.
“General!”
I quickly turn, almost tripping over my feet, and see the damage of the entrance, the gate is in pieces, it was all charred, and still burning, I see a few of our men running, but the rest are bodies, all in a separate state of ricketiness. Some of their armour melts onto them, merging with their flesh. I see that a few of them still live, still squirming from the explosion as I try to go back, but it’s already too late.
“Find all of them! We don’t need them alive!” A voice rings out, the sounds of horseshoes slowly creeps in, the soldiers feel almost giant on top of their horses, their skins of metal make them look devil like.
“Hold here men! Do not let them pass!” I command, though I can see them shaking from inside their armour.
I need to get to Vasco! I rush towards the bridge, my legs feeling heavy and strained, the gas at this point is a mild inconvenience as I push against it, passing the bridge as I got to the market district. Through the market district, in the stalls, all the meat sits idle, but not only that, so do the store owners. I look around, inspecting the stalls only to find each owner dead, their bodies kept upright by a steel spike that protrudes out of their chest. I don’t think this was a coincidence. Did Vasco sell us out? I pick up the pace, sprinting towards the tall keep.
I reach the entrance, its archway looked too big for any normal person, what am I going to do once I’m there? Is Vasco even there? It didn’t take long for an answer to come to me, once I enter the courtyard, I can see a trail of blood marking the floor. I follow it, grabbing my sword from my belt and aiming it forwards, with each step, I feel a cold sweat drip down my face, my sword shaking more and more as I stepped forward, if it wasn’t for this city, none of this would have happened, we probably would still be going from city to city, raiding and running. At the bottom of two heavy doors, is an arm whose body has been unaccounted for, it has cuts all along the top of it’s shoulder, but what is worse is what I see resting right on the stone pathway, right next to the hand, which is spread open, is two bangles, now completely separated from each other, never to clash again.
“Didn’t think you would still be alive, Nine.” I hear a voice behind me.
“Ruban?”
Ruban looks towards me, quivering as his eyes show a completely lack of light, not even a twinkle.
“How long have you been here Ruban-?” I almost pat his shoulder, stepping forward towards him and see his body.
Instead of that shade of brown that Ruban was always covered in, he was drenched in a cherry colour, I can tell that his body wasn’t cut anywhere, because he was covered from head to toe. Not only that, but I see what looked like a finger that poked out of his hand.
“… No!” I said, pushing the door behind me open.
As I open the door, a smell became pungent, implanting itself on my tongue as I crept into the room. In the middle of the room, sat a now dead leader, whose head had almost been removed from his body, hanging only by a bit of flesh from the side, his eyes still staring in anger. His torse is lacerated, many different puncture wound accompanying them, making his coat look more like stuffing. His last remaining arm has a missing digit, and the rest bends in an unnatural way, at an almost 90 degree angle, right in the middle of each digit.
“… Do you know how long I… I wanted to do that?” Ruban stutters, “I’ve wanted to kill him for years!”
I can’t move. My muscles seemed to force themselves into a state of inactivity. Ruban stepped in, holding a dagger in his hand that is still dripping a dark liquid.
“The worst part of this is that it felt great! I just couldn’t help myself!” Ruban screamed, he walks towards, his breathing sounds more like growl, and then he stops, his breathe hits my face.
“And you know what…?”
Just as he finishes his sentence, I can feel something hot from the pit of my stomach, I look down, only to see his knife half imbedded in my gut.
“I just want more!”
He pushes in one direction, I can feel every inch of the slice, it’s cold blade leaving and exiting my body, the new fold burning on each side. It’s getting dark, I guess this is it.
The last thing I see is a soldier entering, his screams reverberating through the hall as knife entered from his chest. The laughter from Ruban overpowering his screams.
Coffin
They’re not coming back, are they?
I need to get out, I need to! All I must do is just lift the lid, right?! I bash away at the lid, my hand aching with each hit as the wood starts to release small pricks. They jab into my skin. I keep hitting, dirt spills in as each push creates openings, the cold earth makes it hard to move. Finally, I stop.
How far down is this? No matter how much I push, it just feels like there is more and more dirt above me. This coffin, it was supposed to be a joke, it wasn’t supposed to be buried that deep, were they trying to kill me? Where are they? The coffin feels small enough to crush me, no matter what I do, I can barely breathe. My lungs feel as if they starved, no, more like they thirsted for air, each breathe is dry, my throat feels hard. All I have tasted for days is soil, it keeps trickling in whenever I try to push the lid. 
I can feel those pulsations, all around my neck. Am I going to get out of here? It feels as if my throat is closing up, almost like it is trying to kill me. Liquids keep trying to force themselves up, though I barely have any to spare, it’s making me gag. My heartbeat is vibrating all across my body, I can even feel it in my toes, but that isn’t the worst of it. I can feel my stomach groan, it’s rumbling tapping against my belly. My hands feel like two useless stubs, opening and closing them feels horrible, the clicking and the pulsing was unbearable, with each piece of effort, I force my hands open, placing both palms on the lid.
My hands glide cross the surface of the lid, feeling the now cracked structure until my hands feels an opening, a tiny opening. Next to my head is a hole, it looks a bit bigger than a pencil, I can just push a finger in, the inside feels like plastic. If anything, at least I have oxygen.
It’s been a few hours at this point, why haven’t they come back yet? The more I stay here, the more I continue to think about our friendship, what did I do? The more I think about them, the more my chest hurts. Why would they… maybe they were jealous? My eyes well up, probably swelling as I stared blankly upwards. I guess some never make it to their wedding, do they? I lift my right hand to my lips, rubbing the silver ring against them. Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. My breathes become sporadic, almost spastic as my throat forced me to breathe in gasps, tears fell down my face and onto the wood floor, making me stifle my sobs.
“Fuck you all!” I yelled, throwing a jab forward.
My hands, I feel as if they were shattered in two, maybe even more than that, they are probably shattered, only fragments barely held the flesh in place, yet I can barely feel the pain. I move a hand in position, hovering just under the hole, and thrusted forward. Each hit feels like another shattered bone, waves of electricity shoot up my arm, reaching my shoulder and piercing outwards, only just touching my neck. My whole body shakes with each strike, the vibrations tickling my back feels unbearable, the sweat dripping down my face is hot.
“Break you piece of shit, break!”
The sounds of crackles and pops echoed through the box, though whether that is my hand or the wood above me, I have no idea. C’mon, why can’t this be easy?! Why the hell am I here anyway?! Those fucking assholes abandoned me!
The sharp cuts in the wood spread, connecting to the already snapped wood in the centre, streams of soil started to pour in, tapping against my chest and now, finally, the lid collapses. Dirt floods in, I can feel the pressure closing on me, the dirt will drown me. It is only a little further! My arms and my legs, they can’t move, even my neck feels as if I was being held in place by a stone mould, all in awkward positions, straining my muscles. Please, just one more chance!
The last of the dirt keeps falling and falling, until finally, my eyes closed. I can’t feel anything, from my neck down to the edges of my toes, all I can feel is the damp soil, heating up as it pushes against me. Pieces of broken wood and rocks pushed against me, skimming the sides of my ribs as I push on forward. My hands finally feel the top, cutting against the wind as rain pours down, I feel my brain start to fade, the dizziness filling my head. This is it… my hands wave around, searching for anything, at least something to grab, until I hit the sides, making my hands shudder against the broken bones, and I grab it, holding onto the roots inside it. I pull up, the bones skewer me, tearing against the insides of my hand. My head is the first to escape, the light blasts into my eyes, straining them as they adjust, the smell of rot permeated around, mixing with the smell of sweat that made my stomach twist and turn. My torso is next, the wind stinging the cuts on my sides, the slightest tap of the rain feels painful, throbbing throughout my body. Lastly my legs, with each slight movement, I feel them cramp up, which made climbing out more difficult than I thought. As I pull myself out, I can feel the weight of my body push against the muscles in my legs, the bones in my legs almost snapping at the weight when I finally reached the top. But finally, I am free.
When I reached the top, I fall onto my back, my head hitting the dirt and sinking in slightly, my arms sitting limp across my body. I never thought I would be happy to see the grey sky. I opened my mouth, letting the rain tap against my tongue, a soothing and sweet taste. It may have been a death bed, but it wasn’t mine. 
Cave
The dust feels almost sharp to the touch, it lacerates my skin like small but painful whips. I feel the winds push against me, as if the gods themselves are against me. Even with all of this, I can still see the sand underneath me, as golden as ever against the blaring sun, yet always just as hot, like burning hot magma.
It all makes sense, especially with the scorched skulls.
In the sand, deep in its soil, I feel the chalk like exteriors of skulls and bones. The hard edges dig into me, the knees, the elbows, the chins and the teeth, even the hands feel as if they are reaching out to me, pulling me down into the depths of the underworld, until finally, I reach a cave.
I look towards the opening. The cave looks like an elongated mouth, its lips scarred and chipped, as if a knife had been put against it, digging into it as the flesh gave way. As I enter, I see the inside of the mouth and its shape, the tongue seems to reach out towards the entrance, only for it to have been cut and shortened. The cheeks look mighty thin, its muscle being fully exposed to the elements as a crack surrounds the mouth, growing into a smile like cut. My walking stick is barely holding on, the bottom chips away from any scratch.
My legs aren’t what they used to be, I remember people would say that my walk looked more like a hunch, with my legs always looking like they were about to collapse, despite my body looking and feeling like a small pillow. 
I inch inwards, using the sides as my guide, as my walking stick, feeling the indentations of the muscles as I wander by, being all cold and hard. The floor felt like hardened gums, they squish, but not by much, the teeth were completely missing, with them looking like they had been pulled out. I walk towards the throat, with each step feeling like an age, my legs shaking with each movement, if I was younger, this wouldn’t be much of a problem. Even as I got past the tongue, I start to regret my mistake. It’s a dead end, all that met me is hardened sand, taunting me with a small crack down the middle. Is this really it? All this journey to be stopped by a dead end? I turn back, yet, just as I climb over the tongue, the back of the throat morphs and distorts, an esophagus formed right infront of me, but what more than that, the cave itself starts to breathe, the breathes pushing me back slightly, I am inside of the mouth of a giant.
I feel my feet back away from the entrance in the throat, repelling away as my instincts told them to do so, but before I could even leave, the cave starts to move and shake, if only I was younger, my legs can’t move, completely straining by my climb in, my walking stick is too brittle at this point to even pull me forward… I was sucked in.
I slide down its gullet as the stone scrapes against my bare back, leaving a blood trail as I fall further and further in, the stones moves around as my body is flung in different directions, I feel a few of my bones shatter as the stone collides with my arms and my ribs, until…
I hit the bottom.
My vision goes black, though only for a second. My eyes keep adjusting to the light as my arms and ribs swell, the little daggers of pain stab into my nerves as I look up to where I ended up. My vision blurs as images of red are spread around me, that metallic taste is spread through the air, invading my nose as I stared into one space, scanning until my eyes finally clear.
Around me is the bright red colour of blood, with what looks like armies around me, who have been completely torn apart. I am surrounded by the symbol of death. Hacked arms and legs are scattered along the rough ground, each in different proportions as their mixed amputations litter the ground, the meat hanging off of them creates a gruel like effect, a red slime, though ruined by the fluttery fabric that is mixed in, all ripped and shredded apart as the strands mix in the with human hair, making it impossible to distinguish between the two. On the ceiling, I can see these balls of flesh that were hung by their hair, each with their eyes almost bulging out as their jaws hang open. 
“You dare awake me from my slumber!?”
I can hear the sounds of sand running down the walls as each stream converged into a centre, creating a large ball of sand as it hardens, I can see its arm form as it reaches into the centre, grabbing a head and shoving it into itself, allowing the head to move into place, creating a neck of sand as the eyes twitched and turned in impossible directions. Its jaw still hung open but closes whenever a sound leaves it mouth.
“Who disturbs my sleep?!” The monster yells, growling in each breathe.
It’s head comes down to my head, making me look eye to eye with the corpse that inhabits it, my breathes became hard, each breathe struggles to leave my mouth, I can feel my body shake as it stared at me, the eyes still straining as they look in two different directions.
“I am sorry to disturb you my lord!” I shout.
I kneel, my arms touch the floor, unable to even move.
“What do you want human!?”
“A favour I ask from my village…”
The monster laughs, the jaws of the head crackling as the teeth smash against each other.
“So they send another sacrifice!?”
I nod, “Please my lord, let my village live in exchange for my life!”
The monster growls, its arms come towards its chin, stroking it as he looks upwards, I can tell the monster is not really interested in the village, he only weighs out the amount of sacrifices.
“Very well!”
The monsters hands grab me, the swiftness of these movements almost break my neck, though at this point…
“I will allow your village to live!”
I wish it did.

