The excited roars of the crowd bellowed audibly though the thick concrete walls, their vile eagerness to watch two young girls fight was nauseating. Pain seethed through my weak body as my juvenile muscles tensed, uncontrollable regret storming in my stomach. Why was I so stupid to listen to that evil, evil man!? The thoughts seemed to scream as loud as a steam train, echoing endlessly in the hell-scape of my mind.
BANG!
I jumped at the sudden noise, and to my horror the large, dwindling ivy covered wall began to shift upwards. Dust seemed to fly off the wall and into my eyes. I clenched my eyes and rubbed them with my sweaty palms as bright outdoor light began to seep through the swiftly growing gap. The cheers from the crowd grew louder, almost taunting me of the fight ahead. The fight with my own sister. The only person I’d ever had. 
Before long the wall had fully shifted upwards, revealing the large circular colosseum walls draped with red and yellow banners. Hundreds of thousands of people sat eagerly awaiting the fight to the death, their cynical faces lit up with glee. Adjacent to my small chamber, stood my older sister. Her shaking silhouette seemed to tremble uncontrollably, her face not visible in the blinding light of the sun. This was all my fault.
Above her miniature chamber stood an archer, the gleaming arrow drawn back on the metallic string bow pointing directly at me. Their face was unidentifiable; however, their strong stance revealed the body of a man. I gently gripped the scrawny stain-covered dress I wore, the fabric rough against my hands. Swallowing hard, I knew I had to accept my fate. No matter what, one of us was going to die.
“The fight will commence in three… two… one… Fight!” The voice over the intercom dripped with joy as he announced the start of the fight. The crowd boomed louder, their voices coursing through my ears. Swallowing hard, I took one painful step forward, trembling as my body stepped into the light. The ground was dusty bare stone, cold against my feet. Scarlett took a step forward on the other side of the colosseum, her legs shaking violently as she walked into the light. Her illuminated face was glittering with salty tears, nor was she eager to fight. 
“Hurry up and fight!” The crowd yelled angrily, throwing foreign objects into the colosseum while booing. 
“Wait!” The weak, barely noticeable voice of Scarlett yelped. Within a moment, the crowd fell silent, their anticipation visible on their evil, evil faces. 
“I sacrifice myself! I don’t want to fight her!” She yelled at the top of her lungs, waterfalls of shiny tears exploding from her sullen eyes. Shock rippled through the crowd, before booing erupted from the stands, louder than before. 
I wanted to scream and tell her not to do this. But it was too late. A vicious pair of hands suddenly grappled onto my wrists, partially twisting my back as they violently pulled my hands behind my back. Thick ropes twisted around my wrists, the shredded wires pulling against my weak skin. Scarlett on the other hand just stood there, smiling at me from across the colosseum. Tears began to well in my eyes as she worded, I love you towards me. “No! Scarlett!” I screamed as grief drenched my body, the flaming anger rising in my chest. “I still need you!” I yelped, as the guard pulled me back. 
“Very well. Scarlett Light will be hanged and her sister will live. For now.” Announced the intercom.


