“Let go of me!” I screamed, as I frantically kicked and scraped my short, half bitten off fingernails over the cool, hard concrete, vainly attempting to latch onto something. The large, silver covered guard in front of me continued walking, his large figure looming like a shadow in the dim lighting. His strong fingers latched firmly onto my long, messy brown hair as he dragged me through what seemed to be never ending halls of thick, strong concrete. 
I desperately continued to scramble my hands over the floor, hopping to clamp onto a piece of long, thin ivy that was growing in the small cracks and dents in the ground. “I said- Let go!” I cried out once more, my frail voice echoing through the halls. The guard suddenly halted, and to my surprise, he released me from his tight grip. Scrambling upwards with such speed that I almost lost balance, I dashed away from him, my thin legs burning with the effort of running. The guard did not hesitate to follow me, and within a moment he had reached me, this time grabbing my shaking arms and violently pulling me back to where we were.
I grumbled, my amber eyes darting side to side in an effort to see if there was any escape route. But there seemed to be none, and there was no way I could run back to the gate that seemed to be miles away. All I could do was endure the pain of the guard's strong pull on my arms as he dragged me back. All of this because I made some stupid deal.
Eventually, the guard once again let go of me, and relief flooded over me, like a wave of cool, ocean  water. His menacing yellow eyes turned and looked at me. “We're starting soon.” He grumbled, his voice eerie. A shiver went down my spine as he reached his hand into the large, leather satchel that sat tied to his muscled legs. He pulled out a thin, half stale looking piece of white bread from the bag, and threw it at me as if I were a scraps bin. 
He then turned, and stalked his way forward back through the path that he had taken to get me here. All of a sudden, an ear-piercing rumbling noise roared , making me jump back in surprise. A large, metal door was slowly sliding its way between myself and where the guard stood, his shadow of a body disappearing. “What's starting soon? Please tell me!” I desperately screamed, but no response came, and I was left with my own voice echoing through the room, taunting me with the knowledge I did not possess. I glanced back down and the brittle piece of bread that sat discarded on the ground. Hunger rumbled in my stomach, roiling me with a pain-staking ache.
I snatched up the piece of stale bread and ravenously gulped it down in a few small mouthfuls, before finally looking around. I was left in a small, circular room, with two flickering torches that sat adjacent to each other, each held in a small silver net. Patches of dirty moss and ivy sat scattered across the walls, but before I had much more time to ponder, a loud, cheerful voice rose. “And next up, we have Isabella Light! She will be fighting...” The rusty voice over of the intercom paused. “Scarlet Light!” 
My heart skipped a beat, and a feeling of dread rushed through my weak veins. I had to fight my own sister. Why did I sign up for this!? 
