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Gage

Screams tore me out of a deep sleep. My eyes snapped open and I lay in the dark listening for the screams I was convinced I heard. “Gage,” Mum screamed again. Ripping the thin blanket from my body I ran towards the bedroom door and swung it open. Mum’s screams were gargled and filled with terror.

I followed her shouts into her bedroom. The sight filled me with fear. Mum was lying across her bed. Her hands were up around her face and she had her legs curled beneath her. Mum’s blonde hair was coated red with sticky blood. My stepfather stood above her. He held a fist full of hair in one hand while the other was cocked ready to slam down into her body.

“Brian,” I roared from the doorway. My stepfather Brian turned his head to look at me. His eyes were dark and wide. His face was red, and a vein bulged in his neck. Brian sneered and turned back to Mum.

“Please Brian, stop,” Mum sobbed. Brian cocked his fist again and slammed it down into her face in a sickening thud. Mum cried out, her eyes rolled back, and her body flopped unconscious.

Red filled my vision as I turned to run towards the kitchen. Brian was a drug addict. I never understood what my mum saw in him. But she had been with him since I was eight, he was the only man to stick around. Most men only stayed for a short time. But Brian had been with Mum for the last ten years. Ten years of hell. He was lazy who did nothing but get high. If he was coming down, Mum would cop a beating. This though was the worst I had witnessed. I had to put a stop to it before he killed her.

I rummaged through the drawers until I found a large steak knife. I needed to save Mum. We didn’t have money, so there were no phones connected. Half the time the electricity wasn’t even on. All of Mum’s money went in Brian’s veins. I had been looking for a job, but between school and keeping the house clean, there wasn’t much time left. 

I ran back into Mum’s room where Brian stood over the top of her body. He continued to rain down punches into her face. “Stop,” I roared.

Brian flinched briefly but continued to punch into her. Without a second thought I lifted the knife above my head and brought it down into the centre of Brian’s back. He howled in pain. I pulled the knife out and watched him with wide eyes. Brian turned to face me. His eyes filled with deadly fury. 

“You are next,” he growled. As he approached me, I slashed the knife at him again. This time plunging it into his neck. Brian brought his hands up to his throat where the knife was protruding from the skin. His eyes widened and he coughed. 

Dark red blood bubbled around the knife. Brian’s face paled and he took a step towards me. I backed towards the bedroom door. “You,” he sputtered. Blood spat from his lips. Brian’s knees buckled under him and his eyes rolled into the back of his head. He fell forward, his face hit the threadbare carpet. I stood shaking looking down at him, waiting for him to get up.

I don’t know how long I stood there watching Brian’s body, waiting for him to move. Mum groaned from the bed and I leaped over Brian to get to her. “Mum,” I whispered touching her gently. Her eyes flickered before she stilled again.

I’m not sure who rang the police, or even how long it took for them to get there. I sat on the bed cradling Mum’s head, tears rolled down over my cheeks and dripped off my chin. I never knew my dad. He went to prison when Mum was pregnant with me. She never talked about him. I didn’t even know his name. She said that she had told him about me, but he never made contact. So, I had just assumed he didn’t want me. 

I couldn’t lose Mum. She was the only family I had. I couldn’t do life on my own. When I felt hands attempt to pull me away from Mum, I screamed an animalistic cry. 

“Son, we need to get her help, you need to let go of her,” a voice spoke firmly. I glanced up to see a cop standing above me while another put my hands into handcuffs.

“Mum,” I cried as paramedics cut her nightshirt up the centre. Her white skin was exposed with the slice of the scissors. The room was a flurry of activity as paramedics attempted to save Mum’s life.

“Tell me what your name is,” the cop asked.

“Gage,” I said quietly. “Mum?”

“They are going to do everything they can. Who did this?” he asked.

“Brian,” I answered not taking my eyes off the paramedics rubbing on Mum’s chest. 

“Is that the man on the floor?” the cop asked drawing my attention to him. I nodded my head as my tears continued to flow. “Alright, let’s get out of the way of the paramedics so that they can help save your mum.”

I stood on shaky legs and let the cop lead me out of the room into the lounge. He guided me to sit on the sagging and dirty couch. I looked down at my bare feet and chewed on my lip. 

“Is he dead?” I asked looking up at the cop. He didn’t look old enough to be a cop. He looked like he was still a teenager. His blonde hair was cropped close to his head and his bright blue eyes took in everything.

“Yeah, I’m afraid he is,” he answered.

I bit my lip and nodded my head. I was sure that it would catch up to me eventually. But I felt numb at that moment. I had killed a man. A man that should have been a father to me. He was nothing but a waste of life. But that didn’t change the fact that I had been the one to extinguish his life. 

“What happens now?” I asked.

“We will take you into the police station and organize you a lawyer. Then we will go from there,” he said watching me closely.

I nodded again and sighed. There was no point in fighting it. I killed a man. I did it to save my mum. But I didn’t think that was going to make a difference. I still took a man’s life. No matter how much of a piece of shit he was.
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Holden

“The eighteen-year-old, Gage Richardson, has been handed a fifteen-year prison sentence for the murder of his stepfather Brian Peters. It is reported that Peters was assaulting Richardson’s mother Carly Richardson, when the attack happened,” the reporter spoke as a picture floated across the screen. 

My eyes widened as I watched Carly’s smiling face standing beside the boy, well man really, Gage. Her son. His dark curly hair hung over his forehead as he looked down at his mother. I knew that Carly was pregnant when I got sent here. She sent me a letter when Gage was born. Carly never told me his name, she never even told me what he looked like. Just that I had a son born on the twenty first of July. 

At the time, I was going to be spending the next forty years in prison, I didn’t see the point of trying to contact her. I kept the letter. But I had put the thought of having a son out of my mind. Until Carly’s face appeared on a news report about her husband beating her to the point that she was now going to be in care for the rest of her life. Her son was about to come to the same prison I was currently incarcerated in.

“Shit,” I groaned. I didn’t even know if Gage knew his father was in prison. I had no idea what he knew. I continued to watch the report as the cops led a frightened looking kid into the back of the car after his sentencing. 

He looked so innocent. He would be eaten alive in this place. “Sad story that,” Carl one of the only guards I could stand, said from behind me. I looked over my shoulder and nodded my head.

“Do you know where they are going to place him?” I asked.

Carl narrowed his eyes at me and frowned. “Why do you want to know? You’ve never taken an interest in any of the other prisoners before,” he said curiously.

I sighed and ran my hand up over my dark hair. The same dark hair that Gage had. My son. Fuck. I wondered if he would have my same dark blue eyes or whether they would be the crystal light blue that Carly had. The eyes that I had fallen in love with when we were just kids. Too fucking young to be playing adults. 

“He’s my kid,” I said quietly.

Carl’s eyes widened and his mouth dropped open. “Shit Holden. I didn’t even know you had kids.”

I shrugged my shoulder. There was plenty that people didn’t know about me. I kept to myself. I didn’t bother with the gangs in here. I just wanted to do my time and deal with the rest of my life. As it stood, I was going to be fifty-eight by the time I got out of here. I was only eighteen when I got sent here in the first place. The same age as Gage. I shook my head. The kid should have been living a god damned great life. Not facing the next fifteen years locked in a cage because some prick was beating on his mum.

I at least deserved my time. I accepted a long time ago that I fucked up. But this tore at my heart. I never thought what I would want for my kid. I hadn’t even thought about him, just assuming that Carly would be the best mother she could be. 

“I’ll find out and see if I can pull some strings. I might be able to get him housed with you,” Carl said quietly.

I nodded my thanks as my gut continued to churn. So many questions that I wouldn’t have answers to, until Gage was in front of me. Carl tapped on the door of my cell as he walked away. I sucked in a deep breath and closed my eyes. I ran my hands up over my face and leaned back and let my mind float over memories of Carly. 

She was beautiful. Blonde hair that hung in long waves over her shoulders. A body to kill for. A body I did kill for. “Fuck,” I spat as I stood and started to pace across the nine by nine-foot cell.
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Gage

I was scared. Terrified. Not enough words in the English dictionary could describe the feeling of sheer terror that was running through my system. My stomach churned. The remand centre had been horrible while I waited for my trial. Men screamed, they fought. I tried to keep my head down and not draw attention to myself, but when I’m all over the news I didn’t have much chance of avoiding it. 

I had seen jail on T.V but nothing can prepare you for the real thing. I was stuffed in a tiny room with a steel door and no window. On one wall was a concrete bed with a thin plastic mattress. It didn’t seem to matter how I moved; it was never comfortable. I was given a thin and scratchy woolen blanket and a lumpy pillow. Even our underwear was provided to us. I didn’t even want to think if other men had worn the white boxers before me. 

We were allowed to shower once a day and that was the scariest event of my life. At least in the privacy of my cell I could hide from everyone. In the shower block with the other prisoners we were shuttled through like cattle. I have never been much of a crier. I accepted life for what it dealt me and just kept going. But every night my tears would flow down over my cheeks as I thought of my mum, and my future.

The cops had assured me that mum was going to be cared for in a state facility. She would receive the medical treatment she required to live out her days. I wasn’t allowed to see her. The court appointed lawyer Shelley Anderson, brought me photos. Mum’s face was unrecognizable. She was in a medically induced coma for three weeks. When they woke her up, the doctors told Shelley, that mum would never recover. She had severe brain trauma. Almost every bone in her body had been broken. She required so many surgeries. 

I looked out the tiny window of the van that was taking me to the prison where I would spend the next fifteen years. It hadn’t seemed real when the judge told me my sentence. I knew I was going to jail. But fifteen years. He didn’t even seem to care that Brian had been trying to kill my mum. That she basically was now just a shell, her brain somewhere else. Shelley whispered in my ear something about an appeal, but by that time I didn’t care. I was too numb. I thought maybe one day I would get angry and want to fight. But all I felt was numbness. My mum’s broken screams and body the only thing in my mind.

However, as the grey concrete building loomed in front of us, fear had replaced that numb feeling. I hadn’t spoken to anyone. I recognized some of the prisoners that were sat around me from the remand centre. They had tried to talk to me. But words wouldn’t come. I sighed as I watched the ominous building grow larger. My stomach churned with nausea. I glanced around at the other men in the van. Some looked to be my age, others much older.

“You’ll be right boy,” a man with a big bushy grey beard and watery blue eyes said to me.

My lips tightened in a thin line and I nodded my head in response. There were no words to say and he seemed to not be interested in saying more than that. The van stopped out the front of large gates where men in uniforms, holding guns stood. I watched as they checked the driver’s identification before coming around to the door of the van. 

A uniformed guard climbed on the van and glared a steely stare at each of us. There wasn’t anything we could do to escape. We were all shackled to our seats by our arms. Our legs were chained together. We weren’t going anywhere. The guard continued his stare off with each prisoner. When he connected eyes with me, his gaze widened slightly before he nodded.

“Right, welcome to the rest of your sentence gentlemen. Some of you will be here for a short time and others for the rest of your lives,” he said before turning and leaving the van with a slam of the door.

The van lurched forward through the big gates and towards the concrete building that I would be spending the next fifteen years.
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Holden

“Holden,” Carl called. I turned to look over my shoulder from where I sat stretching after doing a round of pushups and sit ups. There wasn’t much to do in prison. Not that anyone expects it to be a day spa.

Most guys mingled in their gangs. There was a gang for every colour and then there were the gays and the transgendered. Some of them floated between the other gangs, or they lingered amongst themselves. I had never joined a gang. Never bothered with anyone. I wasn’t interested in talking too much. I just wanted to do my time and get out of here. Now that my kid was about to join me, I had even more of a reason to keep my nose clean.

Carl nodded his head to beckon me over to where he stood in the doorway of my cell. I stood and wiped the sweat that dripped around my neck with my t-shirt as I walked towards him. “What’s up?”

“Your kid has just arrived,” he said quietly. Carl had given me word that he had been able to swing it for Gage to join my cell. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous. The kid didn’t even know me. For all I knew he didn’t even know his old man was in prison. I had no idea what Carly told him.

“Thanks,” I said with a head nod. “How long until they are brought in?”

“About half an hour I reckon,” Carl said. “Listen. The guards and the warden know who Gage is to you, but my suggestion would be, keep it quiet.”

I had already thought about it. I didn’t want to give anyone a reason to know I had a weak spot. There were always those looking for a way to bring you to your knees and even though I didn’t socialize with anyone, I wasn’t immune. If they knew that Gage was my kid, they would target him.

“Yeah. I don’t even know if he knows who I am,” I confessed.

“Shit,” Carl said with a shake of his head. “I’ll do what I can, even if it means you need to speak to Jackie and get some advice.”

Jackie was the social worker that worked in the prison. I hadn’t had a lot to do with her. There were some guys that really needed her help. Coming to prison was a shock to the system. I’d been here eighteen years; I had learned the lay of the land. But some of the new guys you would hear crying most of the night. If you weren’t strong, the hyena’s that roamed the halls would target you and break you down. I had seen it happen too many times. I didn’t want Gage to go through that.

“Do you know how he went in remand?” I asked Carl.

Carl shrugged his shoulders. “No mate, sorry.”

I nodded and sucked in a deep breath as I looked out over the rest of the prison. All the cells faced into a centre room where there were tables and chairs bolted to the floors. Groups of guys lingered about, some playing chess or cards, other’s just talking. Each cell came with a television, bunk beds and the basic toilet and basin. It wasn’t flash. It wasn’t comfortable. It was prison. We were being punished.

Carl knocked on the steel door of my cell and sighed. “Alright, well I best go and do some checks. It’s Leo that will be bringing Gage in.”

I nodded my head and turned my back. Sitting on the edge of the bottom bunk that was my bed I put my face in my hands and sucked in a shuddering breath. I couldn’t stop thinking about everything that I should have done. If I had tried harder to contact Carly, shit, if I had just contacted her at all. Maybe that could have saved Gage from this shit. But then maybe it would have made fuck all of a difference.
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The sound of cheers and claps let me know that the latest prisoners had arrived. I walked over to the door and looked out to the floor. A group of seven guys of all ages came in through the main doors. Some of them were grinning and waving, obviously not their first time in prison. A couple of the younger guys looked guarded; they were eyeing the fellow prisoners with a wary stare. 

I could almost write the script of what would be going through their brains. They were assessing who the leaders were. Which gang they would join. Who would be an ally to them. In prison though, there was no loyalty. The gangs all sprouted it. But at the end of the day, if you were caught, you were on your own. Everyone looked after one person. Themselves. 

I continued to scan the new group of prisoners. I couldn’t see Gage anywhere. I wondered if the warden changed his mind and chose to put him somewhere else. Worry churned in my gut. The kid looked so scared when he was being led to the van on the news. I didn’t think I ever had a parental instinct, but it was kicking in. Finally, a kid came in, his dark curly hair flopped down over his eyes. His head was hanging low. Leo was walking beside him, talking quietly.

Leo looked up and gave me a head nod. I returned the gesture and continued to silently stare as Leo led Gage towards me. When they stood in front of me, Gage finally lifted his head and I saw the dark blue eyes for the first time. There was no denying that this was my son.

“Holden, this is Gage,” Leo introduced. “He will be bunking in with you.”

I nodded silently and moved out of the doorway to allow Gage to walk into the cell. I watched him closely taking in his every mannerism. My son. Shit, I couldn’t believe that this was the first time I was meeting him, and it was in a jail cell. It was a surreal feeling. Leo clapped me on the shoulder before he turned away and started to deal with some of the other new prisoners.

“I take it I’m on the top bunk?” Gage said. His voice was deep, but quiet. I noticed that his hands were shaking and as much as he tried to look brave, his face was so expressive it gave his fear away.

“Yeah. Is that okay?” I asked.

Gage’s eyes widened slightly before he attempted to school his face and nodded. “Yes.”

I nodded again lost for words. What did you say to a kid that didn’t even seem to know who you were? I ran my hands up over my face and over my scalp. 

“Do we have to have our heads shaved here?” Gage asked watching me run my hands over my close-cropped hair.

“Huh?” I asked before shaking my head. “No. I just choose to keep it short.”

Gage gave a weak smile and nodded, before he turned towards the bunk and started to throw the crisp sheet over the thin mattress. I continued to watch him. He was tall like me but thin and frail like his mum. I wondered whether he would bulk up after being here a while or whether that was just his natural build. I chewed on my lip. His fingers were long and slender. He had long dark eyelashes. His face was very effeminate. I bit my lip to hold in my groan. The minute some of the other prisoners spotted Gage they would target him for sure. The thought was a heavy stone in my gut.

“How long are you in here for?” I asked to break the silence. I already knew that answer, but the silence was so stifling I needed to find a way to end it. Gage’s nervous energy was starting to rub off on me.

Gage looked over his shoulder. “Fifteen years, you?” he asked.

“I got forty years, I’ve got twenty-two left to serve,” I answered. Gage’s eyes widened again before he quickly nodded and went back to making his bed.

“Where do I keep my clothes?” he asked. I pointed to the lock box under the bottom bunk. Gage nodded his head and bent down and started to slide his prison clothes into the box. The silence was uncomfortable, but I didn’t know what to say. The kid didn’t seem to know who I was. And I didn’t know how to tell him. 
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Gage

I didn’t think I was ever going to get used to the smell that prison brought. There were a lot of things that I wasn’t going to get used to. But prison held a smell that I couldn’t describe. It wasn’t something that I had smelled before. I didn’t know if it was the fact that there were sweating, and unclean people held behind the walls. But whatever it was, prison stank.

When Leo, the guard led us into the giant room that held the cells, I heard the roar of the other prisoner’s echo through the door. There were leers and catcalls as we walked through the room. I lowered my head and carried the duffle bag of clothes and bedding that I was given in the meeting place.

“Just keep your head down. Don’t get in with the gangs. You are housed with Holden. He is a good guy,” Leo said to me as we walked in behind the other newly jailed guys. I nodded my head. Holden. He couldn’t have been too much of a good guy if he were in jail.

My stomach churned with nerves. I was told not to show fear. How the fuck you didn’t show fear in a place like this I wasn’t sure. The door slammed shut behind us causing me to startle. Leo looked over at me with a small frown on his face. I sucked in a deep breath and continued to follow him.

I followed Leo to where a huge man stood in the doorway of a cell. He had dark hair that was shaved close to his head. His beard was in a stark contrast as it hung down in a tangle of black hair to the centre of his chest. His dark blue eyes were narrowed as he watched me walk towards him.

“Holden, this is Gage,” Leo introduced. I couldn’t find my voice. Holden’s sheer size was intimidating but pair that with his murderous stare and I found myself trembling. Holden moved out of my way so that I could pass him.

I took in the cell that was going to be my home for the next fifteen years unless Shelley was successful with her appeal. I didn’t hold any hope for that. I felt Holden step in behind me as I stared around. The room was plain and sterile just like it was at the remand centre. The only difference was that there were bunk beds here and a television connected to a wall. 
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