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When I thought nothing could get worse, things just got worse. I don't mean that it was directly because I thought about it, but I can't deny that they both happened almost at the same time. That day Jassiel told me to run because he knew he couldn't stand what those barbarians would do to me. 

"Run, damn it!" he yelled at me very desperately. 

I tried to tell him that I didn't want to leave them, that we could get out of all that together, but he wouldn't reason. 

—Run, damn it! 

I guess it was my instinct for self-preservation, something I became familiar with after all this misfortune. I just started running away from them; I don't know what happened to them or if they're still alive because I didn't even bother to look for them. We all knew that they were barbarians; wild beasts who were only interested in themselves; they were capable of killing them all if they did not follow them. 

We were lucky." For a long time we were hiding, eating from what the soil and nature offered us. Jassiel was good at it, thanks to him we last what we last. But luck ran out; I always believed that something like this would happen because it was inevitable: no matter how far away we were, the domination of those idiots simply spread. 

I never saw us as if we were really safe because being positive wasn't my thing. I was constantly thinking about what would happen and it was always a terrible thing. In fact, I think I did it so much that I forced it to happen; that's what I told myself the day we were found. I still remember Jassiel telling me to run because that was the only thing I was ever good at. I want to believe that's what kept me alive for so long and that he knew it better than I did. 

"What if they catch us?" I asked Jassiel once; he knew a lot about many things. 

Curiously, that was the conversation I remembered the two times I realized that everything went to hell. 

"They were probably going to kill us all," he replied very confidently. As I looked into his eyes, I realized it was like he didn't feel anything about it. 

I remember that my heart started beating so hard that I felt cold blood. Imagine that I would die because a bunch of stupid animals believed in the right to kill us all, it took away the value of all the effort I made to survive. 

“And they probably will sooner or later,” he continued, disregarding my emotions, “they're growing in numbers and they'll want to have more and more power. 

"But they're just people, why can't we just get rid of them?" 

Jassiel didn't seem convinced with my plan. For him, getting rid of that kind of people was not a priority; "we just have to survive," he said all the time, so that survival would mean eating what others left or living from what we found under stones and rubble. It was a deplorable life that kept us safe, even if I didn't like it at all. 

"You can't, and even so, if we do, I don't think it'll do any good," he replied. 

—Why would you say that, like you're so sure of it? Do you think it's impossible? 

Nothing is impossible. 

“So?” I was stressing out: if there was a way why didn't we just try? I couldn't understand-, are you saying we can't take the power out of their hands? What are we gonna fuck forever eating garbage and living in hiding? 

"These people have no power over anything..."

"Oh no!" I exclaimed sarcastically, "they just kill people because we all want to die." 

Jassiel was not disturbed; when he tried to be offensive he simply laughed eagerly and continued or abandoned the conversation. I never saw him upset or excessively worried; it was as if he was willing to put up with whatever was going on. I never understood why it was so. 

- They're nothing, they have nothing to control us. They only do, ”Jassiel explained, after laughing at me,“ all that they have done so far is only because they saw the opportunity to do it and now they all follow them. Anyone could have done it. 

"But not everyone would try to kill us all," I said. I knew we weren't all bad. 

“Are you sure?" 

Jassiel looked at me in such a way that he forced me to doubt it. Do I really think people aren't bad? Ever since they left me to my fate, I've met those idiots more than once. Many of them I could see how they murdered those who tried to run, those who said they would not accompany them or those who revealed themselves to them. They were murdered for sport. 

The moment Jassiel asked me if I really meant it, I doubted it as much as I did after seeing the things these people were capable of. But at the time that was not what made me doubt.

Well, uh...

It was not the barbarism or sadism of these people; all that surrounded us was the living example of a world where everyone seemed to be despicable. It was to be expected that the next idiots to seize power would be animals.

“Yeah, I don't know either,” Jassiel replied, “I want to believe we're not all bad,” he said, “but it's not that easy to prove. 

Jassiel alluded to our surroundings by opening his arms, wanting to tell me the same thing he had thought.

"Don't you think so?" he added. 

"Yes," I nodded. 

That is why I was almost certain that we were all going to die at any moment; as he said: "we are all mortals"; it was inevitable, however, that I was tormented by the idea that they died in the most terrible and unpleasant way possible; unlike him, death did worry me. As the weeks passed, after seeing how those barbarians worked, I understood that there was no reason to believe that they were safe, that the time would come when I would see them again and say: "I missed them a lot", because it was the truth. I missed them a lot.

All this barren ground, the rubble, the ghost of the past... each of them served as a bitter reminder of what was obvious: she would die alone. I knew I was out of luck, that at any moment I would suffer a painful death and I would not worry anymore; and even knowing that, I continued searching under each rock for some food to get to the next day. 

I clung so tightly to the idea of survival that I had forgotten that I didn't really feel like doing it; I want to believe that it was due to my instinct for self-preservation. 

That's what I'm saying. 

Almost two months after they left me alone, things got worse; which is funny because this time I didn't think anything could overcome my misfortune. Life surprised me and took over on its own. I approached carefully trying to keep as quiet as possible as I watched them. 

They looked like two different groups of barbarians, communicating with each other. At first they ignored the people on their knees in the middle of them all, while they said things they could not comprehend. Minutes later, one group broke away from the other, going north, and the second began to do what they were so well known for: some damned savages. 

“We can't stay in the same place,” said Jassiel, because he knew very well that they would find us very easily. 

"Poor things," I murmured, hiding so I could see them and know when it was time to run. 

"Is there no one else?" asked one of the barbarians. 

They were looking for people to take away; until that moment I didn't know what things they were doing with them, but I was pretty sure it wasn't any good.

"I don't know, look..." ordered another. 

I sensed that they were really motivated to find someone else so I sat on the floor hiding behind a wall; at that time I didn't want to see them anymore. I couldn't help any of them or get rid of the people who oppressed them because all I was good at was running or hiding, not helping others. 

They were the same ones who separated me from Jassiel, from Karen, from Carl, Jenn, Brian. All of them had passed away because of those guys I was hiding from. I started counting slowly for myself, imagining a better place (if there was one), where none of that was happening. Like the other hundred times I hid from them, my heart pounded in my throat, my back sweated, my head hurt and I trembled with cold even though the sun was cooking us at that precise moment. 

I was afraid, as always, and that didn't solve anything.

"Everything will be fine," I thought, trying to comfort myself, "when they leave I will run and hide again," I tried to put my head in something else; I told myself that maybe they would leave food hidden somewhere and it would be me who would find it when they left. It was what I always did; it didn't matter if it made me feel bad, I had to or I would starve. 

Their voices echoed in my head forcing me to relive that day when everyone left me. I immediately began to worry about them even though I already thought they were dead and worried about me because I felt that the same thing would happen to me. I couldn't imagine anything other than unpleasant outcomes where everything would go wrong. 

That's why I feel it was my fault that everything happened.

"What are you doing here?" 

My heart stopped, my sight clouded; I was completely stiff, my head spinning, seeing the world through a tunnel as if things would go away and I would not be able to concentrate on any of them. I couldn't sound a voice in my mind that said that this was my moment, that I had gone that far. The fear and worry I felt evolved to something much worse, to something that surpassed the worst. "Maybe they're good," I thought, "it's nothing bad, everything will be fine," even in the midst of all that, I still believed that things would go wonderfully. “They're not bad,” I repeated, desperately trying to convince myself they weren't, even though Jassiel had taught me it wasn't true.

-I want to believe that there are good people in the world, that we can all get ahead...

"But..." I said, because I knew that after a pause like that came a "but". That's what everyone said when they tried to justify something they didn't really believe in, you don't think they exist, do you? 

Jassiel smiled at me, as if he was agreeing with me, even if he didn't feel that way. 

"There are no buts," he replied, "it is obvious that there are terrible people, I cannot deny it; it would be stupid of me to believe otherwise. 

"That counts as a 'but,'" I said. 

"He doesn't," he said, "because I haven't changed my mind." I want to believe it because something deep inside of me says that things are going to change. 

That’s ridiculous. 

"It's not..." he smiled, so sure of himself, that I couldn't help smiling with him, "the bad people exist; maybe they're afraid, you know, maybe they're clinging desperately to a purpose and that's why they do what they do," he shrugged, stating that he couldn't really be sure, "they all have a reason because at some point in their lives they weren't like they are now, not all the time, not everyone. 

"Rest assured. 

“That's true,” he nodded, “and that doesn't keep me from thinking about it.” I may not be sure and that doesn't matter. What matters is that I know that we all have reasons to do the things we do and if those reasons are those that make us good or bad, then I can't blame them. 

"Can't you blame those who kill other people?" I exclaimed because it seemed unusual for him to say so. "Those people are despicable!" They don't deserve forgiveness. 

“I never said I forgave them,” he interrupted, “I just said I didn't blame them. I told you, I can't deny that there are bad people. What I can do is live as fully as I can and hope that these people won't hurt me, that I can defend myself as long as I have the chance to do so. It's not up to me if they're bad or good; and I'm not going to worry about that. 

—Well, you should! Because they're hunting us and they want to kill us and we're all going to die. 

"We are mortals," he repeated, as he always did when he spoke of death, "obviously we are going to die." 

I was tense, I couldn't believe I was so relaxed. 

"I know, I know," he said, smiling and responding to my frustration, "I understand you. 

"Well, it doesn't look like it," I grumbled, crossing my arms and looking away. 

“Tara,” my name said, “I can't worry about the things I can't control. This unpleasant life, the despicable, rude, evil people around me. I can't. However, I have to continue living: we have to find food, water, and survive. That I can control and as long as I focus on that, my life will be as full as I pretend it is. 

At that moment in my life, with the gaze of a barbarian on me, I thought of two things: why am I remembering just that, just now?; and: I can't worry about things I can't control. It was obvious that I couldn't do it, that no one could stop them from taking me and no matter how much I ran, they were going to catch up with me. He could not control the outcome of that day and that “we are all mortal.” 

Jassiel was right; perhaps that's why he said to run and not look back that day. It is possible that he was sure that he was able to stop them until I was safe; he was able to control that. I tried to evaluate. My mind wasn't as cold as his and I wasn't able to formulate plans under pressure, but I tried anyway.

Even though it seemed that the world had stopped, I was still there, hugging my legs, my gaze clouded and my heart stopped, still processing the idea that I had just been discovered, looking for a way out of it, finding something I could control... but I could not. 

Even though I had tried, I could only think that I would die and that, no matter what circumstances I was in, I was a mortal. 

Suddenly, the world returned to its course, my heart started beating again, incredibly desperate to send blood to the rest of my body and be able to run away, even if it wasn't my intention. My instinct for self-talk screamed at me to run away, but common sense told me I couldn't control it. 

I was scared to death, wishing I hadn't come near that camp, wishing I'd never done whatever it was that took me there. I could not deny it. However, I gritted my teeth and made a decision. 

I sighed, got up, looked them in the eye and said to myself: this is the moment I got here. 
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I was sure that I could not be like Jassiel, that no matter how hard I tried, I could not believe 100% of what he said; even at that moment when I was walking with my hands tied behind a caravan of savages. I was acting like I thought Jassiel would, sure I couldn't control any of that, that I was going to die and that I should stay there. We were walking west, in the opposite direction from where Jassiel had told me I always had to go. “Damn it, now I have to walk all this again,” I thought. 

As we walked, I didn't even bother to look around for escape because, about three hundred steps back (because I counted them because I had nothing else to think about), one of the people they had captured together with me, had tried; now only their hands were tied without a body. 

He had seen hundreds of arms, legs, torsos and others mutilated, being eaten by vultures, dragged by scavenger animals or in the mouth of some other subject who could not control his appetite. 

"Yes, you are a beauty," repeated another of the savage barbarians who had captured us. 

Ever since I got caught, I kept saying things like that, touching my ass, lifting my dirty hair and licking my finger trying to wash the dirt under my eyes so I could see my face better. Everyone was trying to make me talk. 

"Look at those boobs," he said, "they look really good," and then squeeze them. 

I didn't want them to touch me or see me or say those things. I was desperate to let go and kick them in the testicles, run away, run away from there... but: I couldn't control it. She was helpless. 

"Aren't you going to talk to me, beautiful?" he said. "Don't you like me?" 

I did not make eye contact with any of them and for some reason they did not do the same to me as to the owner of the hands hanging from my rope. In fact, they did nothing with any of the women who were there. There were seven of us: four men and three women. 

Before the body was cut off from the hands I mentioned, there were eight of us and, with that display of brutality, we were still unharmed; it was the men who were suffering their outbursts of anger. They tried to defend themselves, do what Jassiel told me we couldn't do, managing to unleash on them all kinds of beatings and mutilations. However, none of us did the same thing.

Yes, they touched us, they tried to kiss us and when we avoided them they did nothing to us; they just laughed very proudly at their dick and kept bothering us or they left.

"You don't like this?" the guy asked, pulling out his hair-covered penis while shaking it like a hose, "you could eat it if you let me, did you know?" He put it away and then touched my lips with that same hand, "I'm crazy to know what delicious things you can do with that little mouth, my love." 

"She was disgusted. All the way through, they bothered us with things like that. The men in front of us were no longer revealing themselves, fearing for their lives and ours. They both cried, asked not to bother them, managing to be calm for a hundred or two more steps, however, they remained unharmed. 

I began to wonder what they would do with us, why they treated us the way they did and didn't hurt us. Even I, who didn't say anything all the way, was getting the same special treatment. 

"You're the most beautiful of them all, darling," they said, after taking my ass or spanking me and kissing my cheek. 

And when they came as a couple, they debated among themselves which of the two would fuck me better. 

"You can see she likes big dicks," one said, forcing his partner to laugh. 

"Yes really. Big? -he scoffed-, do you think that's big? -he shoved his hand into his pants and began to shake his penis-, this is big! 

I'd hit them on the legs and I'd pretend I didn't feel anything. The wooden cart where the others were sitting, covered in the sun, eating and drinking without stopping, bragging about what they had stolen from the group we were traveling with; it kept rolling while they continued to shake their penis. 

After a long while walking, when it was already night and we felt that we could not continue any longer, we began to see in the distance a very bright place. It was so bright that it emitted a halo that rivaled the brightness of the stars of the night. 

−  We're close! -someone shouted in the car later. 

"Oh shit!" said the guy on duty next to me, "I have to go now, my love... don't cry for me," he left after spanking me. 

In a situation like that, the most appropriate thing would be to think that everything was going to be better; everyone shut up and stopped bothering even the men, so I began to assume that maybe we were out of danger. That false sense of security kept me distracted until we got to that bright spot.

Once there, I realized it wasn't just a point. It was a fortress built with all kinds of material, as if they had taken things along the way and put one on top of the other to lift it up. I hadn't seen light like that in a long time and to the point where I thought I wouldn't even be able to see it again. 

"Don't do anything stupid or bother anyone," said one of the men who accompanied us, "if you do anything, you'll be killed." 

"It's not like we care," continued another, "but it would be better if they kept silent while they evaluated them. 

They seemed worried about something, like they were depending on us. At the time I had no idea why they looked like this, considering that shortly before that they were very determined to hurt us. I noticed that it had to do with our safety when before entering the fortress, they took the arms that lined the rope so urgently that I even thought they were sorry they had left them there.

"Look, we already killed one," continued the first one who started talking, "don't go telling them, okay?" 

It was an empty plea that was more threatening than anything else. 

"You know what will happen to them if they say something, right?" the subject added in a suggestive and threatening tone, adorned with a malicious smile. 

“I don't know,” I said, breaking my ice wall at the time because I was still under the influence of false security. 

"But you can talk!" the subject replied with great joy. He tried to get close to me, but the other man beside him grabbed him by the shoulder and stopped him. 

He looked angrily at what the other replied, pointing his lips up. I instinctively looked up with him. We were already in front of the huge wooden door that looked like those of a castle. Right at the tip, on the edge of a wall, we saw the figure of a man watching us from above.

The guy cleared his throat and held back, he didn't want to come near me anymore. 

"Better shut up," said the guy who interrupted him. 

"Damn," she muttered and then looked at me with a grudge, "why didn't you speak before, precious?" We would have been good friends. 

The door slowly opened before us and everyone completely changed their behavior.
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