
  



SAMPLE CHAPTER 
 
 

Chapter 6 

INTO THE DEN 

 

 
As the group approached The Den’s camp, Glitter shouted, “Pig!” 

A lean man who was fiddling with a bottle-opener looked up, gave a nod of 

recognition, then went back to trying to remove a stubborn bottlecap. The man was scruffy 

with messy black makeup under his eyes and short dreads sticking down from an old 

bowler hat. His shirt was a grimy tan button-up with a worn leather waistcoat over it. The 

lapels of the waistcoat were covered in various patches and baubles, including a brooch 

that appeared to have been made of human teeth epoxied together to look sort of like a 

gruesome carnation. A pair of goggles hung around his neck with a rubber pig snout 

attached to it. 

When they reached conversational distance, Pig finally popped the cap, took a 

long swig from the bottle, and said, “Ah, that’s better. Who are these cocksuckers?” 

Mugzy laughed, reached out a hand, and said, “Mugzy.” 

“Pig.” 

“Headwound,” said Headwound, who shook Pig’s hand next. 

Glitter looked excited as he said, “Mugzy’s the guy I was telling you about who 

recruited us to be assassins!” 

“Badass! Hey, if you’re still recruiting, I’d love to try out,” insisted Pig. 

Mugzy furrowed his brow, dug in his pocket, and found two remaining faction 

badges. “You’re in luck!” he began, “Here. Take this and … these two health badges.” 

“Sweet! I already know what to do. Glitter kept talking about it all last night.” 

When Pig smiled, Mugzy noticed his bottom row of teeth were made of metal. “Oh. 

I almost forgot,” blurted Mugzy as he began to dig in the side pocket of his tattered BDUs 

to pull out an extra squirt gun. “Here. You’ll need this too.” 

Another man approached dressed similarly to Pig, though his shirt was less filthy 

and his vest less worn. He was handsome and sort of reminded Mugzy of himself from 

twenty years back. “Are you guys going to stick around for the fights? I’m taking bets,” 

said the handsome man. 

“Who’s fighting?” asked Headwound. 

“Who’s… Pig, didn’t you tell them what we do here?” 

Pig shrugged, pointed at his beer, and took another swig. 

The handsome man sighed, wiped his brow, and started over. “Hi. I’m Books,” he 

said, extending his hand to Headwound. 



Headwound shook his hand, then pointed at himself, then to Mugzy saying, 

“Headwound … Mugzy.” 

Books continued, “The Den is a stable of fighters. We tour around, put on 

exhibitions, take bets, that sort of stuff.” 

“I love betting. When does the fighting start?” asked Headwound. 

“We’re supposed to start in about fifteen minutes. I was actually stopping over here 

to grab Pig since he’s supposed to be representing the Den in the first fight.” 

Pig smiled, took another long swig to finish off his bottle, then said, “Just finishing 

up my warm-up. Hey, I’ll see you guys at the fight. I gotta get my wraps on,” and made 

his exit toward a corner with some equipment set up in it. 

“So, bets!” said Books. 

 

*** 

 

Headwound had put a handful of caps on Pig on Glitter’s recommendation. To keep 

things interesting, Mugzy placed his bet on the other guy, a short but thick brute with a 

shaved head and a heavily styled beard. 

It looked like a clear mismatch with the competitor easily out-weighing Pig by thirty 

pounds, but Pig seemed eager to get into the tiny ring, which couldn’t have been any 

wider than ten feet in any direction. With so little space to fight, it was going to be dirty, 

and it was going to be quick. 

As soon as the bell rang, Pig lunged forward at an angle then came in with a hook 

to his opponent’s spleen. 

The opponent grunted, grabbed Pig around the neck, and flung him hard against 

the ropes. When he bounced off, he swung to take Pig’s head off of his shoulders. 

Pig managed to duck at the last moment and spin free toward the other corner. He 

repeated the lunge he’d started the fight with, but rather than delivering the same hook, 

he weaved around to the left and came over the top with a hook to his opponent’s jaw. 

The opponent staggered to the side, bounced off the rope, and when he came 

back, he grabbed Pig around the neck again. Rather than throwing him this time, he opted 

to hold on tight with one hand and work Pig’s ribs with the other. 

Pig took several good blows while trying to break free, eventually giving his 

opponent a good headbutt to make space. His opponent’s head flew back from the force, 

and when it came forward again, he ate the full force of an uppercut from hell, causing 

his head to snap back again. His limbs went stiff and he fell at an odd angle to get tangled 

in the ropes on the way down. 

The bell rang out again three times in rapid succession as the announcer shouted, 

“We have a winner, ladies and gents!” but he was nearly drowned out by the cheers of 

“Pig! Pig! Pig! Pig!” from his fellows in The Den. 

 

*** 

 



By the time the last of the fights were over, much as he had done at the craps 

table, Headwound had vanished, leaving Mugzy with Pig, T-Wreck’t, and Glitter. 

Mugzy had seen Pig in action. He was an excellent striker, but how was he in an 

ambush situation? He had an idea to find out for himself. 

“Hey. Are you guys up for a raid?” asked Mugzy. 

“Oh, hells yes! Let’s go do some hood-rat shit!” exclaimed Glitter. 

“I’m always down for a raid,” insisted Pig. 

Mugzy smiled and continued, “There’s a group on the west side of town, the 

Branded Bastards. I signed them all up as assassins. How about we swing by their camp, 

and if they’re home, we collect some badges?” 

“Let’s get those stupid bitches!” said T-Wreck’t with a devious grin. 

 

*** 

 

Mugzy had sent T-Wreck’t and Glitter around the backside of the block on the way 

there so they’d be closing in from both sides on the final approach. He’d bet against Pig 

during his fight and lost his money. He wouldn’t make that mistake again. Pig was one of 

those deceptively elite fighters you never expected because he always looked like he was 

coming out of a hangover. 

As they walked down Seven Sisters, Mugzy asked, “So, how did you get into 

fighting?” 

“Eh. It wasn’t really my choice at first,” grumbled Pig. 

“How do you mean?” 

Pig gave Mugzy a hesitant look, then turned to him and pulled down his bottom lip 

to show that his six bottom front teeth were all silver. 

“Nice grill. Does that signify something?” 

With a grim nod, Pig began, “Each silver tooth… it’s sort of like a trophy. Where I 

come from, sort of northeast of here, warlords will take slaves to fight.” 

 

*** 

 

THIRTEEN YEARS EARLIER 

 

He was a wiry lad, not quite a man yet, though he was on the cusp. He wore 

tattered filthy clothes, but so did everybody. He hadn’t eaten in a few days so he went to 

the market at the crossroad. There he’d be able to beg, steal, or if necessary, rob 

someone for their food. 

A hunter had come down from the hills with what was left of an elk. There’s a lot of 

meat on an elk, but there were also a lot of mouths at the crossroads. 

The wiry lad stood back and watched the people around the hunter. The lad himself 

didn’t have anything of value to trade, so he would have to watch to see who did. One 

way or another, he was going to end up with a piece of that elk in his belly come sun-

down. 



From behind him, he heard someone mutter, “Shit!” but he didn’t turn to see what 

it was about. He was focused on the meat. A few moments later he heard another voice 

grumble, “Not today!” 

The tone of the crossroad changed. There were suddenly shouts and expletives 

and those who had vehicles ran for them and took off as quickly as they could. Then he 

heard the thunder of the motors coming. 

The hunter shoved someone away then slammed the tailgate on his truck and 

made for the cab. 

“No!” shouted the wiry lad as he began to run for the truck. 

The hunter turned over the engine and slammed the gas. 

Dust and gravel from the road sprayed the wiry lad in the face, but he just tucked 

his chin, covered his eyes with one hand, and continued to run as fast as he could with 

one hand held in front of him so he could grab the tailgate, which he did. 

As he climbed onto the bumper and secured his grip, he grumbled, “Fucking 

cocksucker!” He blinked hard and dabbed at his eyes to clear the dust that had blinded 

him. When he could see again, he climbed over the tailgate and pulled back the tarp to 

have a look at the prize. 

Just then he heard the hunter shout, “You sonofabitch!” and the truck swerved hard 

to the left, causing the wiry lad to fly out of the truck to the right. 

 

*** 

 

When the wiry lad awoke next, he had been shackled around the neck and wrists 

and he was being dragged by one leg into a cage. He was still dizzy and disoriented and 

didn’t have the strength to fight back. 

Eventually, the small cage was stuffed with half a dozen other young men around 

his age. When the last of them was crammed in, they hoisted it with a chain and let it 

hang suspended from the back of a large truck as they drove back to wherever they’d 

come from. 

As the wiry lad’s mind cleared and he regained his strength, he noticed that the 

truck that followed behind his cage was that of the hunter, though it was no longer the 

hunter driving it. 

 

*** 

 

The sun was setting when they arrived at their destination. There was a large camp 

set up in the trough between two hills. There was a big metal building and the remnants 

of an oil refinery. In the center of the camp, they’d set up bleachers around a wide pit. 

They backed the truck carrying the cage up to the edge of the pit and lowered the 

cage into it. On the other side of the pit were several athletic men who appeared to be 

warming up for a fight by stretching, shadow boxing, and doing some light touch sparring. 

Another group of men approached the cage to unhook the chain from the top and 

wrangle the young men from inside. 



“Here’s how this is going to go,” began one of the wranglers, who had a mouth full 

of rotten teeth and the breath to go with them. “Them there on the other side of the pit, 

they’re the big bad wolves.” He grabbed the wiry lad by the shackle around his neck, 

yanked him toward the center of the pit, then slapped him across the mouth and 

continued, “Now pay attention. You are the little piggy that feeds the big bad wolves. 

That’s it, really. Not much to it. Any questions?” 

The wiry lad nodded and said, “Yeah. If I win, do I get to eat that meat in the back 

of the truck?” 

The other wranglers and the big bad wolves all laughed and slapped each other’s 

arms and backs at the notion that he might win. 

The rotten-toothed wrangler laughed along as well and said, “Yeah! All you can 

eat,” then shoved the wiry lad forward toward one of the big bad wolves who was 

approaching. 

The wiry lad stumbled and fell, but it was a ruse. He grabbed a handful of dirt and 

when the wolf came close enough, he flung it up into his eyes. 

The wolf was blinded but still managed to throw a hard push-kick at the wiry lad, 

who flew back with a loud, “Ooohf!” to land on his back. 

The wiry lad rolled to his hands and knees trying as hard as he could to regain his 

breath before the wolf could clear out his eyes enough to see again. Unfortunately, he 

didn’t have long enough and the wolf came for him. 

He stayed still as long as he could, pulling with all his strength at his own 

diaphragm so he could get some air into his lungs. When the wolf kicked, he rolled hard 

to the right and scurried backward to make space. 

After dodging a few more kicks this way, he was starting to get his breath back, 

and he was getting tired of running. The next time the wolf came in to kick him, rather 

than dodging to the side, he rolled forward into it and took the kick on his back. 

It hurt, but it put him in position to give the wolf a solid up-kick directly to his balls. 

The wolf staggered backward and now it was the wiry lad’s turn to go on the 

offensive. He ran forward and kicked the legs out from under the wolf. As soon as he hit 

the ground, he stomped his face several times. 

The wiry lad’s mind and his actions began to diverge. It was like he was watching 

someone else beating the wolf. Someone else wearing his face. 

When the wolf was sufficiently stunned from the stomping, he dropped down onto 

the wolf’s chest and began to beat him with savage punches that splashed blood all over 

both of them. 

When he’d finally wrapped the chain from his shackles around the wolf’s neck the 

wranglers ran in to pull him off. 

That’s when he started to return to himself and he heard the other captives 

cheering, “Pig! Pig! Pig! Pig!” 

The wranglers were beating him as they dragged him back toward the cage he’d 

arrived in, but he hardly felt it. When they finally locked him back in, he shouted at them, 

“Now bring me my fucking meat, you cock suckers! Do you fucking hear me?! Bring me 

my fucking meat! I earned it! It’s mine! You heard me, you fucks?! I know you heard me!” 



 

*** 

 

BACK ON SEVEN SISTERS BOULEVARD 

 

“We’re going to have to hear the rest of that later,” insisted Mugzy as he pointed 

ahead to the camp of the Branded Bastards. He could see T-Wreck’t and Glitter 

approaching the camp from the other side. They were nearly there. “Let’s move in.” 

Pig nodded and palmed his squirt gun as he made his approach. 

Just as they reached squirting range one of the Bastards with a yield sign for a 

breastplate looked up and shouted, “Shit! It’s Mugzy!” but it was too late for him. Pig had 

already leveled his pistol and squirted him right in the face, saying, “Bang!” and 

immediately turned to squirt the Bastard next to him with another, “Bang!” 

Two more Bastards sprung up from behind the first and moved in on Pig, who dove 

to the side and rolled behind a large leather sofa that had been set along one side of their 

firepit. 

Having lost their target, they turned to Mugzy, who backed away, just out of 

squirting range, and laughed as he watched T-Wreck’t and Glitter sneaking in from 

behind. 

“Bang! Bang!” they each shouted as they took out more of the Bastards. 

The two Bastards who had been after Mugzy looked frantically around to find 

Glitter and Pig moving in on them and spun to confront them. 

Mugzy capitalized on their distraction and moved in to quickly neutralize them with 

two quick squirts and a, “Bang! Bang!” 

The Branded Bastards were all good sports about it and feigned overly dramatic 

deaths while collapsing back onto the sofa and the other yard-furniture they’d strewn 

around their camp. Once they were thoroughly dead, they laughed and handed over their 

health badges to Mugzy and his team with a friendly, “Fuck you!” 

T-Wreck’t laughed along and replied with a friendly, “And fuck you too,” as she 

collected the badges from the Bastards she’d killed. 

“And I thought we were bastards!” teased their leader as he began to dig into his 

pocket to retrieve his backup health badge so he could get back into the game once his 

murderers were all gone. 

“Don’t get to thinking you’ve got a monopoly on being bastards,” said Pig. “I’ve 

been a bastard all my life.” 

“Wanna get branded?” asked the lead Bastard. 

Pig laughed and said, “Pass, but if you guys have some beers, I wouldn’t mind 

getting blasted.” 

“What kind of a Bastard would I be if I didn’t have beer?” 


