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“Lyan! .. You’re gonna be late for class if you don't get up!”

“Oh, Mrs. Tekiya .. I guess I drifted off, sorry.”

“Better  not  let  Principle  Illambawi  see  you,  or  you'll  get 
detention! I swear, he treats us as though we are students!”

“..  Thanks  for  reminding  me.”  Lyan  said  giggling, 
appreciating her colleague’s reminder. “I better get going, the  
students would love it if there teacher was late 10 minutes!”

“Lyan, you gotta take charge of that class of yours or they'll 
take charge of you! High school kids these days aren't like they  
used to be, you know!”

“I know what you mean. I've got one particular student in my 
class whom I could swear is a personification of the teacher’s 
ultimate nightmare! He refuses to listen to me at all! And every 
time he comes to class, he arrives with no books, no pens, and 
no assignment papers! It's like he's asking for an F!”

“Lyan,  what  are  you?  25?  26?  Trust  me,  girl,  I've  been 
teaching for 15 years. If you don't  lay the rules down, and I  
mean lay them down, they will steer you!”

“Yeah, I suppose you're right  ... better get going now before 
my students disappear!”

Miss Lyan, sophomore English teacher at Hiteen High, rushed 
through the hallways to her classroom of 34 students. She has 
been teaching for 3 years at this school, yet this is the first time 
she  was  nervous  of  teaching.  18  years  old  bad-rep.  punks 
somehow happened to pile up in her class this year, most of  
which don't even acknowledge their teacher.

“Good morning class!” Miss Lyan said with a faked, forced 
smile as she saw her full inattentive, present students in attempt  
to hide her nervousness.

“Hey baby!” a student howled in the back making a number 
of students laugh. Miss Lyan didn't know who it was, but didn't  
want to make a thing out of it, so she let it go.

“Alright, who can remind me where we left off last class?”

“You were gonna F me!” Another voice said, followed by 
more laughs.

She ignored the comment again, though this time, she scanned 
the room for the one she feared most. She knew it wasn’t him as  
it wasn’t his voice, but she wanted to know what he was doing. 
She found him sleeping. She was relieved. He was Yann Yasby,  
the toughest kid around with  the worst school  reputation and 
grades. Even when he was asleep, she feared him as a cat would 
fear a lion.

“We stopped at Chapter 4, Miss Lyan.” a good student in the 
front row replied

“That's right, Juman, thank you. – Students, open your books 
at Chapter 4.”

Juman did as her teacher asked feeling good about herself.  
Juman Lhab was the top student in her class. She was dressed in  
the school uniform properly, unlike many of the other students. 
Some even came to school wearing cloth violating the school 
policy. Juman had neat notebooks and sharpened pencils set for 
a better learning experience.

“Boring!” Yann Yasby suddenly said out loud, finally awoke.

The  entire  classroom  became  suddenly  quiet  by  Yann’s 
awakening, awaiting Miss Lyan's replay. Lyan knew that this 

was it; she either looked the other way and allowed herself to be 
dominated by him, or, she could show him who wears the pants 
in this teacher-student relationship.

“Mr. Yasby, if you're not interested, the door is open.” She  
pointed at the door firmly, challenging her student's authority.

Yann Yasby, with his relaxed hands supporting the back of 
his head, threatened: “You don't wanna go there, teach, trust me.  
Do your job quietly, and nobody’s gonna get hurt!”

“Yeah!” Some students in the back cheered Yann on. Just 
then, loud knocks on the door were heard. In fact, they were so  
loud, they were pounds more than knocks. The door was shaking 
with each pound, as was the startled teacher. Lyan, trembling as 
she was, walked towards the door to see what the racket was all  
about. Upon opening the door, she received a knucklesandwich 
in the face. She fell down onto the ground in her alerted class.  
While  the  front  students  were  scared,  the  back-row students  
became interested. The aggressive guy walked with new-found 
rage.

“It's Kahrabaʔi!” A student whispered to another, identifying 
the attacker.

Hsen Kahrabaʔi,  one  of  the  worst  kids  in  the  school,  was 
furious at Lyan enough to get physical with  her.  Once Yann 
identified him, he rose  up from his  seat,  walked up to  Miss 
Lyan, and gave her a hand.

“You okay, teach?” he asked her as he helped her get up.

“Uh .. yes.” Lyan said looking at Yann from a completely  
different perspective.

“Hey Yasby! This doesn't concern you!” Kahrabaʔi shouted at 
Yann.

“Fights in my school concern me, Kahrabaʔi. For assaulting 
my teacher, I think I'm gonna break every bone in your body!”

“I'd like to see you try, Yasby! And after I'm done with ya, 
I’m gonna disfigure Miss Lyan for what she did to me!”

“..  What  did  I  do  to  you?!”  Lyan,  being  somewhat 
sympathetic, questioned.

“You act like it  doesn't  matter,  but it  matters to me! You 
failed me! It's been only 4 weeks since the semester started and 
you failed me!”

“I had to give you an FA. You failed to show up to any of 
your classes since day 1!”

“Sugarcoat it all you want, but it won't change the fact that  
your  days  are  numbered!  ..  Slash  that!  Your  minutes  are 
numbered!”

Not knowing how to handle this situation, and not to mention 
being terrorized at the same time, Lyan lost control and began to 
weep against her will and in front of her students. Kahraba ʔi's 
sympathy  was  blind  by  his  rage.  Seeing  his  teacher  get 
humiliated, Yasby knew she needed someone to protect her at 
this moment from this crazed lunatic. Something about seeing 
her cry made him step up.

“Making girls cry, Kahrabaʔi? And here I thought you were a 
man!”

“Watch your mouth, Yasby!”

“Scared to hear the truth? Listen, jerk, fools like you give a 
bad name to people like me!”

At this point,  the students saw what  was about  to happen. 
They gathered their stuff and escaped within a blink of an eye.

“That's it, Yasby! You and me, outside, now!”

“In a hurry to taste the dirt, huh? I guess it's been a while 
since I kicked your butt!” Yann confidently taunted his rival.

The  two  stepped  outside  to  fight.  Meanwhile,  Lyan  stood 
shakingly,  unable to  move by the event  that just  took place. 
Then,  she heard movement  in  the class. She turned and saw 
Juman getting  up with  a sympathetic  expression.  She walked 
towards her teacher, crouched to pick a pen up, then got up and 
handed her the pen.

“I think you dropped this.”

“... Tha- thank you, Juman. Uh – class's dismissed, you may 
leave.”

“.. Miss Lyan, I know how it feels to have to deal with these 
jerks .. but if I were you, I wouldn't worry.”

“.. Why is that?!”

“Because you got Yann on your side.”

“What are you talking about?! Both Yasby and Kahrabaʔi are 
the same!”

“No, they're not. Sure I think Yann's a failure and everything, 
but I think he cares about you.”

“…”

“Why  do  you  think  Yann  has  attended  your  all  of  your  
classes while he doesn't even bother to attend any other's? Why 
do you think he stood up to you when nobody else did? Why is  
he fighting now? Don't take me wrong, Miss Lyan, I have no 
respect for Yann as a student, but as a person, that's something 
else.  I've known him since elementary school  and he  doesn't 
fight  unless  he's  attacked  or  someone  he  cares  about  is  in 
danger.”

With that said, Juman left the classroom.

Lyan was touched by Juman's words. She stood there thinking 
about what she said, then, she looked through the door and saw 
Yann and Kahrabaʔi  fighting  in the empty Assembly  Square. 
Five minutes passed since the fight started and both of them 
were spilling each other’s blood already – each of them wearing 
a  smile  on  their  bruised  faces,  as  if  this  was  alright.  
Furthermore, there was a crowd of students and teachers alike  
circling around them. The students were cheering them on while 
the teachers wished to intervene and stop the fight. However, 
they  were  scared.  Lyan  noticed  that  Principle  Illambawi  was 
standing among the student observing the fight. He appeared to 
be chatting with one of the students regarding that matter instead 
of putting an end. Lyan thought this school was crazy and out of 
control,  and  failed  to  understand  why  she  wasted  2  years  
teaching here. She decided that a 3 rd year would be a mistake. 
Lyan marched straight into the English Department to gather her 
stuff.

“Lyan, what are you doing?”

“Mrs. Tekiya, this school is insane and I won't spend another 
minute in here! How you made it 15 years in this madhouse is 
byond me, but if you had any marbles left, I’d suggest you’d do  
the same!” – Then, Lyan marched out.

Mrs. Tekiya leaned back, smiled, and commented: “.. Only 3 
years .. that girl’s easy to break!”
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Upon marching towards the exit,  someone suddenly  stepped in 

Lyan's path and blocked her way out.

“Principle  Illambawi!”  Lyan  said,  startled  by  his  sudden 
appearance.

“Miss Lyan, it has came to my attention that you are leaving this 
school.”

“Uh .. that is correct. I left my resignation on your desk.”

“May I ask why? Surly it cannot be because of a simple everyday 
fight.  Boys  will  be  boys.  And  as  for  Mr.  Kahrabaʔi’s  assaulting  a 
teacher, I assure you it will not go unpunished.”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Illambawi, but my decision is final.”

She tried to leave around him, but he blocked her path again.

“Miss Lyan, I respect a woman who believes in her decision and 
don’t let any man tell her otherwise. I take it you're not married?”

“Uh ..” Lyan stuttered, confused by the Principle’s question.

“Would you join me for a cup of coffee?” He got direct.

“Mr.  Illambawi  ..”  she  blushed  out  of  the  awkwardness  of  the 
moment.

“No need to be embarrassed, Miss Lyan, it is simply my way to 
apologize  for  my  insensitive  students.  As  the  principle,  I  take  full 
responsibility for their brutality. Please, accept my offer, and you may 
resign and never lay a foot in this school again, I promise you.”

“.. Okay.”

Lyan walked out with Principle Illambawi to his black sadden, in 
which they drove off.

“She's what?!”

Juman just found out that Miss Lyan was leaving. She immediately 
rushed  out  of  the  English  department,  passed next  to  the  ongoing 
bloody fight, and straight outside the school. Juman came to love Miss 
Lyan, despite her being naïve and easily intimidated. Juman, known by 
the student’s as the teacher’s pet, respected most of her teachers and 
did whatever it took to score an ‘A’, but somehow her relationship with 
Miss Lyan was a little bit different. To her, Miss Lyan was one of the 
last  remaining  humans  with  souls  these  days.  She  was  kind, 
understanding  and actually  aimed at  making  students  benefit  more 
than getting her paycheck. Juman refused to let her best teacher go 
without a fight. As she reached the gate, she saw Miss Lyan enter the 
Principle’s car and drive off.

“.. I don't get it .. if she resigned, why did she get in his car? ..”

As  Juman  stood  there,  the  bell  ran  and  a  swarm  of  students 
stormed through her towards the gate. It was the bell of the last class. 
After surviving the flood while going against the flow, Juman walked 
towards  her  locker  to  get  her  books  before heading home.  As she 
passed by the classes, she saw both Yann and Kahrabaʔi standing 
outside the gym teacher's  office.  Both of  them were beat up pretty 
brutally, bleeding on their cloth and ground. Each of them was holding 
2 huge brick stones in each hand as punishment. The gym teacher 
knew how to deal with kids like them, and also knew how to deal with 
them if they rejected their punishment.

“So, looks like the wild boy’s been tamed.” Juman teased Yann as 
she passed by.

“Shut your trap, Lhab.”

“No talking in detention!” The gym teacher shouted from his office.

“That's the second order he gave me today!” Yann said, irritated, “I 
swear  if  he  gives  me one  more  I'm gonna make  him swallow this 
stupid stone!”

“Enjoy the rest of your afternoon, boys!” Juman said as she left 
paradingly, showing off her freedom.

“Hey Lahb, wait! … Is she .. okay?”

“Who?”

“You know who I'm talking about!”

“Sorry, haven't got a clue.” Juman lied.

“Fine you rotten ass-kissing brat! Just get out of my sight!”

Juman knew who Yann was talking about, but she wanted him to 
say  her  name.  Since  he  didn't,  she  continued  her  way.  After  she 
gathered her books, she took the same way back. She expected to 
hear Yann ask about Miss Lyan again, but this time, he didn't. As she 
passed by him, she saw the look on his silent face and knew that Lyan 
was all he could think about. Before disappearing, she stopped.

“She's gone. She resigned today.” Juman told him without turning 
around.

“What?! Why? Is it because of the moron next to me?!”

“Hey! Watch it, Yasby!” Kahrabaʔi barked.

“Shut up dumbass, so tell me, Juman, why'd she leave?”

“I don't know .. but for the strangest reason, I shivered when I saw 
her leave in Principle Illambawi’s car.”

“SHE WHAT?!”

Kahrabaʔi and Juman were surprised to see him care. Yann stood 
there with his eyes wide open for a second, then dropped the stone 
bricks on the floor.

“That bastard!”

Without so much as saying another word,  Yann started running 
towards the gate.

“Hey!” Kahrabaʔi shouted out.

“Yann, wait! Where are you going?” Juman asked.

“Not getting any replies, Juman started running after Yann. She 
knew whatever  the  urgent  matter  that  made  Yann  skip  out  on  his 
punishment  had  something  to  do  with  Miss  Lyan  and  Principle 
Illambawi.

“Hey! He's skipping detention while I'm acting like a good boy and 
following orders? Screw this!” Kahrabaʔi shouted as he dropped the 
stone bricks and ran after them.

Momentarily, the gym teacher came out.

“Yasby! Kahrabaʔi! Where do you think you’re going?!”

Yasby ignored him as he proceeded running; Juman, ashamed of 
running away from a teacher,  ran  without  looking back so that  the 
teacher wouldn't identify her; Kahrabaʔi stopped and turned around.

“Kahrabaʔi! Get back here and pick up the bricks!”

“Shove'm up where it hurts, coach!”

Then, Kahrabaʔi ran off after them.
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After about an hour or so, Yann finally stopped running. 
The  sun  was  starting  to  set,  but  that  didn't  keep  either 
Juman or Kahrabaʔi from following Yann. Juman knew that 
Yann wasn’t running for fun or good exercise, but knew it 
had something to do with Miss Lyan. As for Kahrabaʔi, he 
followed because he had nothing better to do.

“About time you quit  running you yahoo!”   Kahrabaʔi 
shouted at him as he caught his breath.

“Nobody told you to follow us if you couldn't keep up!” 
Juman replied while  maintaining a better,  calmer  inhaling 
performance.

“Hey!  I'm  outta  breath  because  I’ve  been  yelling  at 
Yasby to stop for over an hour! Now that he's stopped, he's 
gonna  wish  he  didn't  because  I'm  gonna  tear  his  legs 
apart!” He shouted with passion, then turned to Yann and 
preceded shouting: “You hear me, Yasby, you're dead!”

However,  Yann wasn't  paying any  attention  to either 
one of them.

“Hey Yasby, I'm threatening you! The least you could 
do is listen!”

“Be  quiet!”  Yann,  couching  between  the  bushes, 
ordered without looking at either of them.

Amazingly, those two careful words did the trick. Both 
Juman and Kahrabaʔi  were interested to why Yasby was 
hiding in the bushes and staring at a mansion.

“That's why you ran all the way across town, Yasby? 
To spy on some chick?! You sick perve!” Kahrabaʔi judged 
him.

“That's Principle Illambawi's house.”

“What?!” Both Kahrabaʔi and Juman were shocked.

“How did you ..”

“We've been playing a game for some time now, me 
and Illambawi.” Yann said, getting very serious, “He's been 
out to get me for years. In his eyes, I'm the worst student in 
his school and he would love to see me get expelled. Yet, 
he can't get rid of me because I'm always standing on a thin 
line.”

“What  are  you  talking  about?  I'm  the  worst  student 
there is in Hiteen High!”

“..  So  ..  what  is  this,  why  are  you  here?”  Juman 
questioned Yann's motives, “Revenge?”

“Yes,  but  not  mine,  his.  The  way  I  see  it,  since  he 
couldn't  get  his  hands on me,  he went  to the closest  ...” 
Before  continuing  that  sentence,  Yann  considered  the 
awkward outcome and deviated from it; “Ahh, my teacher, 
he went to my teacher. … I can't believe this coward would 
sink so low.”

“Are you saying that Miss Lyan is in there?”

“Yes, and you can add 'against her will' with that.”

“You  mean  he  kidnapped  her?  No  way!”  Juman 
exclaimed in disbelief, “Principle Illambawi is an education-
man! There's no way he'd do something wrong like that!”

Yann stood up from the bushes.

“He did, and now I'm gonna complete his plan.”

“Yan placed his hand on the black, metal gate.”

“What? What are you doing?”

“Getting through.”

“Are you nuts? You wanna go to prison?”

“He won't call the cops, he's expecting me to come.”

“You're paranoid!” Juman accused him, “This is all in 
your  head!  I’m  pretty  sure  this  is  all  just  a  big 
misunderstanding!  You’re  gonna  walk  yourself  right  into 
embarrassment,  that’s  what’ll  happen:  You’ll  go  in 
demanding  her  release  and  both  Principle  Illambawi  and 
Miss  Lyan  are  gonna  be  sitting  in  the  living  room  and 
drinking tea.”

Yann said nothing, but continued climbing.

“ .. Even if your theory is true, we shouldn't go in. Let's 
just call the cops and they'll handle it!”

“The  only  thing  they  handle  around  here  are  the 
doughnuts.  Go home,  Lhab,  no  one  will  know you were 
here.”

“Wait! No, I'm not leaving!”

“It's not up for discussion. Kahrabaʔi, take her home.”

“Hey I don't work for you, Yasby.”

“Yann, don’t go!” She nagged.

Yann decided to ignore both of them as he proceeded 
with his trespassing. Juman wanted to stop him, but didn’t 
try.  By no time, Yann was half  way across the lawn and 
beginning to disappear from Kahrabaʔi and Juman’s sights.

“Great, now what?!”

“Now what? Do whatever you like, girl, I'm getting in!” 
Kahrabaʔi shrieked as he began to climb, “Yasby’s about to 
go to prison for a very long time! The least I can do is be 
there when his butt gets busted!”

Like  a  monkey,  Kahrabaʔi  quickly  climbed  over  the 
gate and passed the lawn.

“... I know I'm gonna regret this  ...” Juman said as she 
began to climb the gate after them.
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Once  Yann,  Kahrabaʔi,  and  Juman  got  close  to  the 

mansion, they ran to the side seeing that the front gate would 

probably be a part of a trap. They got close to a window and 

peeked inside. They saw security guarding the hallway.

“Since  when  do  principles  put  security  in  their  own 

houses?” Yasby said, supporting his theory.

“Yann,  this  is  wrong.”  Juman  repeated,  “Let's  just  go 

home.”

“I told you to go, but you’re too busy being a pain in the ass 

to listen.”

As  the  guard's  attention  wasn’t  on  the  window,  Yasby 

opened  the  window  quietly  and  sunk  in.  He  tiptoed  his  way 

quietly  towards  the  security  guy  and,  when  the  guard  was 

alerted by the intrusion, Yasby hit him on the head and knocked 

him out cold.

“Piece of a cake!”

“YANN LOOK OUT!”

Juman shouted out to warn Yann, but by the time he turned 

around the guard was already behind  him with  a stun baton. 

One touch from it  and Yasby would receive one million  volts. 

However, just before moment of impact, the guard fell down on 

his face. Yann quickly avoided the stun baton's shocking path. 

Looking at the cause of his fall,  Yann saw Kahrabaʔi.  He had 

used his fist to knock the guard out with a single hit.

“What?!” Kahrabaʔi defended himself: “You can hit'em but I 

can't!”

Yasby didn't  get emotional  and thank Kahrabaʔi,  instead, 

he proceeded down the hallway. Kahrabaʔi accompanied him.

“Hey! Wait for me!”

“What is this, Mr. Illambawi?!” Lyan shouted.

Miss  Lyan  was  chained  to  a  chair  in  the  middle  of  an 

isolated room with Principle Illambawi and two men guarding the 

sealed entrance.

“Forgive the inconvenience, Miss Lyan, but I'm afraid this is 

the  only  way  I  can  ensure  he's  arrival.  You  see,  I've  tried 

everything to make him break, but he just refuses to shatter that 

easily. That is .. until you came along. For some strange reason, 

he showed compassion for once in his devil-may-cry life.  And 

compassion, my dear, is as good as any other weakness.”

“Who are you talking about?”

“Yasby, Miss Lyan, Yann Yasby.”

She was confused.

“That  boy cares a great  deal  for  you,  Miss Lyan, why is 

beyond my understanding. But it doesn't change the fact that it  

is true and my key to his fall!”

“… That's  why  you  were  observing  his  and  Kahrabaʔi’s 

fight today, and talking to that kid.”

“Oh,  you  saw that?  I  was  merely  asking  him  about  the 

cause of the fight.  When he named you as the cause, I  took 

interest and … well, here we are.”

“.. You're sick.”

“Oh  yes,  quiet  sick  of  Yasby,  but  now  that  sickness  is 

coming to an end. He will come to rescue you.”

“And then what?”

“And then I kill him, of course.”

“You're insane!”

Yasby, Kahrabaʔi and Juman made it to the lobby without 

being spotted. Once there, they saw the area filled with guards, 

each one with an angry expression on his face and a stun baton 

in his hand.

“What the heck is this?”

“Told you they were expecting me. – Juman, stay back!”

“What?! Why? Because I'm a girl  I'm more vulnerable  to 

their – ahhhhh!”

One of the men interrupted her with an attack, but just in 

the nick of time, Yasby punched him in his stomach and he fell  

on the ground.

“Ahee, maybe I should just fade in the background!” Juman 

helplessly joked.

“Whoa Yasby, you pack quite a punch!”

“You should know, you've only tasted it a bazillion times.”

“Hey I'm tough too! Seniors aren't afraid of me for nothing 

you know! Watch this!”

Demonstrating his strength, Kahrabaʔi charged towards the 

closest  guard  and  drove  his  fist  hard  into  his  stomach.  The 

guard,  after  spilling  his  blood,  also  fell  on  the  ground 

unconscious.

“Boys competing over strength, what a fun night!”  Juman 

said aside, “… Thank goodness I'm a girl!”

Yann and Kahrabaʔi threw their fists around while avoiding 

deadly  contact  with  the  stun  batons.  Fortunately  all  their 

opponents  passed out instead of being killed.  With that Yann 

went to their  captain,  who was knocked out cold as well,  and 

took his Master Key card. After that, it was only a matter of time 

before they found Lyan's imprisonment chamber.

Lyan, chained to a chair in a cold empty room, saw bright 

light as the door opened.

“Who's  there?”  She  shouted,  “If  it’s  you  Illambawi,  you 

could just –”

“Easy, teach!” a familiar voice said, “is that how you say hi 

to  your  students  now?  Whatever  happened  to  the  cheerful 

‘Good morning class!’ you annoyed us with.””

As the silhouetted  figures became more clear, Lyan saw 

Yann, Kahrabaʔi and Juman at the entrance.

“Yann!” Lyan cried out as her eyes teared.

“Wow, it's not every day that you see your teacher chained 

to a chair .. maybe I should take a picture?”

“Yann,  you  jerk!”  Lyan exclaimed  in  relief,  glad  that  she 

would finally be free from the clasp of the madman.

Ironically, the two good-for-nothing students she feared the 

most were the ones who saved her from the crazed principle. 

This day sure was strange in Lyan’s eyes.

“Not  so  fast.”  a  dark  voice spoke from behind  the  three 

saviors.

“Principle  Illambawi.”  Yann  said  without  turning  around, 

then addressed Lyan saying: “Stay put, teach, I gotta go talk to 

Mr. Sunshine for a minute.”

“Yann, don't! He wants to kill you!”

“I mean it, teach, don't go anywhere.”

Yann turned around slowly, seeing the madman in front of 

him, pleased with the results of his schemed plan.

“So, how’d ya wanna do this, Principle Illambawi? You want 

me  to  stand while  you take  your  shots?  Or  do  you prefer  a 

moving target? Cowards like you love that, don’t you?”

“Coward?”  Illambawi  said,  slowly  developing  a  sinister 

smile, “Taking your teacher was a tactical strategy. Nothing you 

could say would make me feel ashamed. No, Yasby, I want you 

to fight!”

“Fine, but they leave.”

“This is between you and me, I don’t see why not.”

Principle  Illambawi  stepped  away  from the  exit,  allowing 

Lyan,  Kahrabaʔi  and Juman to get  out.  However,  Lyan didn’t 

budge.

“.. I’m not leaving without.. my students. All of them!”

“Give me a break, teach! Just get your butt out of here!”

“I’m not leaving you here, Yann.”

“That’s the thanks I get! Listen lady! Don’t get any foolish 

ideas in that small head of yours! I didn’t come here to rescue 

you or anything, I came to give this jerk the beating he’s been 

asking for, so just leave already you nagging naïve girl!”

Lyan got pissed for a second, but then she realized what he 

was doing.

“Say what you want, Yann, but I’m not going anywhere!”

“Damn it,  teach! – Kahrabaʔi,  get her and Juman out  of 

here!”

“Damn it, Yasby! How many times do I have to tell you I’m 

not your sidekick!”

“Stubborn jackass!”

“Arrogant dick!”

“What’s  a matter,  Yasby?” Principle Illambawi  stepped in 

the  conversation,  “Afraid  your  friends  would  see  your  guts 

scattered around?”

“For a principle, you’re very impatient and rude, and I can 

add a complete whackjob  with that!  But  fine,  you wanna end 

your life now, I’ve got no problem with that!”

“Less chatter and more action, lover boy!”

“You’re so gonna get it!”

With  things  finally  out  in  the  open,  Principle  Illambawi 

charged towards Yasby with his most desired intention in mind, 

to kill the disrespectful, notorious Yann Yasby. This was a day 

he  long  longed  for,  and  there  was  no  holding  back.  Yasby 

charged with rage as well, for he too hated Principle Illambawi, 

and wished to see the day in which his miserable and malicious 

days come to an end. Kahrabaʔi, Lyan, and Juman stood aside 

as they saw the two fight in the battle of their lives.
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As the two engaged in a fist fight, Yasby was the first to land a 

hit. He stroke Illambawi from the chin and skyward. Being small and 
fast  had  him  on  an  advantage,  but  it  brought  along  with  it  a  
disadvantage as well. Once Illambawi attacked, he inflected twice the 
pain on Yasby’s body. Illambawi was twice as big and covered with 
tight daily-trained muscles under his black jacket. Illambawi attacked, 
and that was all the ticket he needed. The first bone-fracturing attack 
was a surprise, resulting in Yasby’s momentary paralyzation. However, 
before Yasby could recover, Illambawi landed another hit, then another,  
then another.  Lyan, Kahrabaʔi and Juman watched in horror as they 
saw blood jerk out from Yasby’s red mouth.

“Yasby!” Lyan shouted in fear, “Kahrabaʔi, help him, please.”

“Ahh, sorry Miss, but I can’t!”

“What?! Why not?!”

“I can’t interfere with a challenge. There’s a code!”

Lyan grabbed Kahrabaʔi throat's and roared in his face: “Yasby’s 
bones are breaking and you’re talking to me about some codes?!”

“Jez lady! Don’t bite my head off!”

“I will unless you go and help him!”

Kahrabaʔi wanted to interfere, but knew he shouldn’t. This was 
Yann’s fight; it’s been his fight since he got into Hiteen High.

On the first day he came to school as a freshmen, he came during 
the second period. Not only did he come late, but he came wearing his  
street  cloth.  The  teacher  transferred  him to  the  principle  and  that’s 
when they first met.

“What’s wrong with you, kid? Don’t you know there’s a school  
policy?”

“Somebody woke up on the wrong side of the bed.” Yann said to 
his secretary, who was just outside the room, then told the principle:  
“Yeah I know.”

“Then why the heck aren’t you applying it?”

“Don't like it, Prince.”

“Prince?!”

“Yeah, you know,  short  for principle?  And your last name's a 
mouthful so …”

“Why I ought to expel you right now!”

“Is  he always  this  sensitive?”  Yann  spoke  with  the  secretary 
again.

This  time,  Principle  Illambawi  stormed off  his  chair,  shut  the 
door, then shouted:“You will respect this school and me, young man!”

“Shez, what’s with the screaming?! It’s 8 in the morning .. chill.  
Speaking of morning, I haven’t had a chance to eat breakfast. What’ya 
say we hit McDonald’s? my treat?

“This’s a joke to you, son? What’s your name?”

“Yasby,  and it  wasn’t  a joke  – I  really  am hungry,  Prince.” 
Yann said with a serious attitude.

Yann’s  smile,  along  with  his  kindness  and  respect  towards  
Principle Illambawi, died.

“Listen, punk, I don’t know what savage elementary school you 
sprouted from, but here we don’t allow this kind of reckless, impulsive  
behavior!”

“.. I’ll act as if I didn’t hear that.” Yasby threatened, then turned 
around to leave.

“I’m not done here, Yasby!”

“I am.” Yasby replied without stopping or even looking back, 
but then he stopped and tilted his head back towards Illambawi and 
said: “Oh, and Prince, seeing that we’re gonna be seeing each other a  
lot, I’d change my tone if I were you. Your shouting doesn’t intimidate 
me, save it for someone who would.”

Then he walked out. Since then the two have been at it, meeting 
on  several  occasions  in  various  situations.  However,  none  of  those  
times were the two out and open with their feelings as they were on 
this day.

Yann underestimated his foe – that much he knew. Illambawi 
landed one attack after another without giving his adversary the light of 
day.

“Snap out of it, Yasby!” Kahrabaʔi shouted out, “If anyone gets 
to kill you then it will be me, so if you die I swear I’ll kill ya!”

“And  you  wonder  why  Miss  Lyan  failed  you?”  Juman 
commented on Kahrabaʔ’s stupidity.”

“Shut up!”

“Wow, you even got a clever comeback.” Juman replied with a  
cheesy smile.

“I said zip it! You wanna earn yourself a knucklesandwich just  
keep talking!”

“What is it with you boys and violence?!”

As the two continued to bicker, Lyan watched Yann helplessly as 
his  blood  covered  his  face  and  cloth.  At  this  point  of  the  match,  
Illambawi was holding Yann by his shirt with one hand, and feeding  
him punches in the face with the other.

“Please, Yann,” Miss Lyan wished heartedly, “don’t give up .. I 
won’t forgive myself if you do …”

Just then, Illambawi suddenly stopped attacking. He was in pain 
by a certain knee drove into his stomach – It was Yann’s! The pain 
was followed by another as Illambawi received double punches from 
both his kidneys. The pain was so excruciating that Illambawi had to 
let go of Yasby and cover his broad stomach.

“Damn  you,  Yann!”  he  said  as  he  fell  down  to  his  knees  
attempting to recover.

“Let’s go, bitch!” Yann taunted him as he turned around in the 
air giving Illambawi, with his foot, a perfect side-hit on his cheek.

The power of that kick was too much to withstand, which lead to 
Illambawi’s fall.  Illambawi fell face first on the ground. As seconds 
went  by  with  Yann  looking  over  Illambawi  uneased,  Illambawi 
remained motionless.

“Way to go Yann!” Juman cheered, assuming victory.

“Good thing you won or I’ll have to kick your butt!” Kahrabaʔi 
said.

“Shut up you big sissy!” Yan said smiling.

Looking at everyone, Yann noticed one of them was silent.

“Well? Aren’t you gonna say something?”Lyan was speechless. 
“Figures.  Can’t  shut  your  yapper  since  we  met,  but  now she  has 
nothing to say! Do me a favor, teach, next time when I come to class,  
don’t bother me with asking for assignments and stuff like that, deal?”

“Yann ..” Lyan said with a delicate, soft tone, “I ..”

“Oh crap! You’re not gonna get all emotional on me, are ya? If  
you’re gonna give me the ‘Oh Yann, thank you for saving me’ baloney  
then just keep it to yourself!”

“… Yann you jerk!”

“That’s what I like to hear, teach!” Yann said smiling.

“Uh,  guys!”  Kahrabaʔi  said  terrified,  “We’re  not  out  of  the 
woods yet! Look!”

As Yann,  Lyan and Juman looked at Illambawi,  they saw his  
body rise.

“Yeah,  figures.  I  thought  that  with  great  strength  came  great 
endurance. I knew that little side-kick I gave him wasn’t enough to 
finish him!”

“No more games, Yasby,” Illambawi said as he wiped the blood  
off his mouth, “we finish this tonight!”

“Wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“Yann, please, let’s just leave.”

“Yeah sure, teach. Kahrabaʔi will get you out to safety.”

“For the last time, Yasby, I’m not your servant!”

“No, Yann, you know I mean all of us.”

“Sorry, teach. This guy’s not gonna give up until he’s satisfied.  
And from the looks of it, I’d say he only had the appetizers.”

Illambawi stepped up, removing his jacket. After throwing away 
his black jacket, he took off his shirt.

“Whoa, Prince! I like you, but not in that way!” Yann joked.

None of the attendants thought his joke was funny. They all knew 
something bad was about to happen.

“So,”  Yann  added,  “Getting  naked  is  your  idea  of  getting 
serious?”

Illambawi  walked  towards  a painting  on a wall.  He pressed  a 
button on the side of  the frame and it shifted upwards,  revealing 2 
katana swords.

“Oh.”

Illambawi took both of them and stood in front of his opponent.

Looking at Illambawi’s 2 swords, Yann remarked: “Hardly seems 
fair.”

Illambawi threw one of the swords in front of Yann.

“Yann, don’t!” Lyan said, knowing that once he picks it up the 
two will fight till someone dies.

Yann ignored Lyan’s plead and accepted his foe’s challenge. He 
picked up the sword.

“Not looking good.” Juman commented. “I’ve known Yann for 
over 5 years, and not once have I seen him handle a sword. On the  
other hand, the very fact that Principle Illambawi owns swords speaks 
for itself!”

With swords in both their hands, Yann and Illambawi charged at 
each other to finish what they had started; they charged like there was  
no tomorrow.
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Although  at  an  obvious  disadvantage,  Yann  gave  it  all  he  got. 

Instead of  impatiently  wielding the  sword like a fool,  he studied  its 
weight and movement by his opponent’s handling. While he studied it, 
Yann  kept  avoiding  getting  cut  by  his  archnemesis.  Through 
Illambawi's attacks, Yann saw how to hold it right, how to move while 
holding it, and, most important of all, how to wield it effectively to do its 
job.

Naturally, since Yann was way smaller than Illambawi in size, he 
held the sword with two hands. Illambawi's problem was that he was 
condescending and impatient. He attacked first while underestimating 
his opponent. At the beginning, Yann did nothing other than shielding 
his  foe’s  attacks,  but  when  he  saw  his  opening,  he  sliced  his 
challenger. Yann managed to cut Illambawi’s shoulder.

Noticing the surface cut his opponent caused, Illambawi remarked 
saying: “Hmph, not bad, Yasby  ... but play time's over.”

“Didn't you say that already?!”

Instead of  rethinking his  approach,  Illambawi  took it  to  the next 
level.  He  charged  towards  Yann  with  full  power.  Oddly  enough,  it 
made an impression. He managed to slice Yann's chest open.

“Yann!”

“.. Chill, teach .. he missed.”

He missed by a hair. If Illambawi was an inch closer, he would've 
cut Yann's chest open. Now, he only made a wound in the shape of a 
straight red path.

The  battle  continued  as  Yann's  sword-wielding  skills  and 
Illambawi’s wrath increased. Seeing his opponent rising up in his own 
game,  Illambawi  had to  improvise.  Yann had just  about  enough of 
jumping around, so he went for the kill. Moreover, Illambawi appeared 
to  be  catching  his  breath.  With  his  opponent’s  guard  down,  Yann 
charged, jumped and sliced.

“What the?!”

Yann sliced a wall.  A 5 feet  tall  wall  had  been raised from the 
ground right in front of Yann.

“What is this, Illambawi?!”

Looking around, Yann found several walls across the room .. Yann 
soon found himself in a maze! Yann lifted up his sword, then wielded it 
against  the  wall.  It  made  a  superficial  cut,  but  that  was  all.  Yann 
remained calm and quiet as he moved around. He knew that Illambawi 
was hiding within this small shiftable maze. Out of the blue, Illambawi 
jumped out and Yann reacted with a swift slash. Within seconds, the 
wall  came  down,  and  so  did  Illambawi's  head.  Illambawi  was 
decapitated.

“I'd  like  to  see  him  get  up  after  this!”  Kahrabaʔi  laughed,  but 
nobody shared his feelings.  Death wasn't  a laughing matter in their 
eyes.

“Huh?!” Yann realized something.

“What is it, Yann?”

“Oh, no .. it's nothing. The party’s over.” Yann stated. “Everyone go 
home.”

“What about you?” Lyan asked.

“I gotta take care of this body first. Don’t worry about me. Go home 
and I’ll see you tomorrow in class.”

“Okay ..” Lyan replied with a worried expression.

With Illambawi dead, Lyan and Juman had nothing to worry about. 
They walked towards the exit, knowing that Yann needed some time 
alone. Taking a life is hard to handle even if the victim was evil and 
asking for it. Lyan and Juman left, however Kahrabaʔi didn't.

“Forgot something, Kahrabaʔi?”

“It takes more than 1 to get rid of a body of that size!”

“Feeling sentimental, are we?”

“I am not!”

“Actions speak louder than words. Great, now that you're becoming 
soft, I gotta find me a real man to practice my punches on!”

“Fine! You know what? You can handle this body yourself! I’m outta 
here!”  Kahrabaʔi  stormed out,  leaving  Yann alone ..  just  like Yann 
wanted all along.

Next day at school, Lyan resumed her job as an English teacher. 
She was allowed to withdraw her resignation since the principle hadn't 
signed it  yet.  As Lyan walked to  her  first  class,  which was Yann's 
class, she couldn't believe the events she lived the night before. She 
was surprised by Yann's attitude and performance in particular, thus 
she went to class hoping that Yann would appreciate school and work 
hard from this point and onwards. Oddly enough, when she stepped in 
the classroom and looked at his desk, his seat was empty.

“… Didn’t  he  get  out  of  there alive?”  she  wondered.  Then,  she 
notices that Juman’s seat is empty as well. “Oh no! Is it possible that 
the police figured out that he took the life of Principle Illambawi?”

Thinking  of  the  worst,  Lyan couldn't  waste  time lecturing  in  the 
class room while Yann and Juman might be in danger. She exited the 
class in search of  Kahrabaʔi,  leaving question marks on top of  the 
students’ heads.

“I donno,” Kahrabaʔi replied, standing outside of the gym after Lyan 
requested him from the coach, “last I've seen him was last night. I tried 
to help him get rid of the body, but he wouldn't let me!”

“Do you think he made it out safely.”

“Well, yeah .. I mean, he did take out the big cheese! Besides, he's 
Yasby; he's like, the second toughest kid in the school.”  Kahrabaʔi 
gloated.

Lyan was still worried.

“You know, maybe this is nothing. Maybe he just overslept, that's 
all.”

“Maybe ..” Lyan said as she started walking towards the exit while 
holding Kahrabaʔi's wrist.

“Ahh, Miss Lyan?”

“Kahrabaʔi, we have to look for him .. I fear he's still in danger!”

“Nu-uh! Last time I ran out of class for him I got  in big trouble,  
there’s no way I’m getting another detention for him!”

“Please, Kahrabaʔi, I need you.”

“Uh ..  even if  we were to go and look for him, where would we 
start?”

“We have to go back.”

Lyan  and  Kahrabaʔi  skipped  there  classes  and  returned  to 
Illambawi's mansion.
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Lyan  and  Kahrabaʔi  arrived  in  no  time  at  Illambawi's 
mansion as they had taken a cab. As Lyan stepped outside the 
cab and looked at the quiet mansion, her heart began to beat.

“Don't worry Miss, this time I'm with ya.”

“Thank you Kahrabaʔi.”

“Don't mention it. Besides, I kinda promised Yasby I'd stick 
by you.”

“You did?”

“Yeah, it was just before I left. I remember it clearly .. as I 
walked out he said 'Kahrabaʔi,  don't  leave Miss Lyan' and I 
said 'huh? What are you mumbling about Yasby?' and he was 
like  'Just  stick  with  her  for  a  few  days  ..  she  might  need 
someone to protect her'.”

“Protect me? From what?”

“Hold your horses,  Miss,  I'm getting there!  And I  was like 
'protect her? From what?' but he didn't answer me. Though I 
saw his answer in his eyes. He was dead serious .. it was like, 
he knew he wouldn't be here to protect you from whatever it is 
he thought you needed protection from.”

“Kahrabaʔi! Why didn't you tell me this sooner!”

“How was I  supposed to know?!  Come on,  we're wasting 
time arguing over  nothing out  here,  let's  just  go inside,  see 
what's going on and get out.”

Lyan  and  Kahrabaʔi  opened  the  unguarded  gate  and 
stepped in the mansion. With no one around, it seemed like an 
empty house.  The  two walked carefully  into  the  huge living 
room and looked around. There was a huge circular staircase 
in the middle leading to the expose second floor which had 
tens of doors.

“Man, this place looks different in the morning.”

“It does, doesn't it?” a familiar voice spoke.”

“From the second floor, a ghostly figure appeared and laid 
his  hands  on  the  fence  looking  at  his  guests.  Lyan  and 
Kahrabaʔi stepped back in shock as they saw him walk and 
talk as if the final event of last night did not occur. It was none 
other than Illambawi, in flesh, who had appeared before their 
disbelieving eyes!

“What?!  You're  alive?”  Lyan  exclaimed  in  confusion,  then 
added: “But that's impossible! I  saw Yann decapitate you in 
front of my eyes!?!”

“Apparently,  decapitation  doesn't  kill  this  guy!”  Kahrabaʔi 
remarked.

“So what are you, you freak?” Lyan shouted out in anger and 
fear, “Some kind of a demon?”

“Hardly.  What  Yasby decapitated last  night  was merely  a 
decoy. You see, the reason I started the wall-rising segment 
was  only  to  escape.  It  was  a  plan  B  set  in  case  Yasby 
managed  to  wield  the  katana  blade.  Once  I  saw  that  was 

happening,  I  had  to  escape.  However,  knowing  that  Yasby 
wouldn't  allow  that,  I  placed  a  dummy  to  make  him  feel 
victorious for the night. But sadly, Yasby had to keep a keen 
eye. He knew that it wasn't me he had decapitated so easily – 
He knew it wasn't me because he had slashed my shoulder 
minutes before, and that dead body's shoulder wasn't sliced. I 
guess it doesn't pay to keep an eye out for such details.”

“So you killed Yasby?!” Kahrabaʔi barked.

“No, but I intend to after I kill you, Mr. Kahrabaʔi.”

“You bastard! Miss, get out, this is gonna be messy.”

“I  didn't  listen to  Yann when he told  me to  get  out,  what 
makes you think you're gonna be any different?”

“Miss, this is different. The truth is if he got Yasby, then I'm 
afraid getting me wouldn't be so hard for him.”

“… Kahrabaʔi …”

“Just get out of here! He wants me so he's not gonna stop 
you!”

“How touching.” Illambawi stepped in on their little chatter, 
“However, I'm afraid that offer had expired last night.”

“Wha ..”

“You see, I'm afraid none of you are allowed to walk out of 
that door ever again.”

With  that  Illambawi  snapped  his  fingers  and  four  men 
appeared  from  behind  Lyan  and  Kahrabaʔi.  Two  of  them 
restrained Lyan while the other two shielded the first two.

“Kahrabaʔi!”

Kahrabaʔi  punched  the  first  one,  but  he  immediately 
recovered and punched back.  Kahrabaʔi  realized that  these 
guys were way much stronger than the ones he fought last 
night with Yasby.

“Don't fight them, Kahrabaʔi,” Illambawi said smiling, “they 
don't want you. Let them take the lovely Miss Lyan and you 
won't have to suffer .. at least, not by them.”

Kahrabaʔi ignored Illambawi and proceeded fighting them to 
free Lyan, but the first two were a handful that the other two 
managed to do their job and take Lyan into another room.

“KAHRABAʔI!” Lyan shouted her last shout before she was 
taken away.

“MISS!”

The two men fighting Kahrabaʔi gave him one last punch in 
his guts then disappeared.

“Come now, surely you didn't think I'd let you take her, now 
did you?”

Kahrabaʔi got up and replied to Illambawi saying: “After I'm 
done with you, you're gonna wish your boys hadn't done that!”
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Kahrabaʔi  charged  at  Illambawi  with 
full speed and power. This time, he wanted 
to  make  sure  himself  that  the  principle's 
head is separated. He planned to do so with 
only his bare street-raised hands. Kahrabaʔi 
was overconfident of his victory as Illambawi 
wasn't  looking  very  well.  The  injuries  and 
bruises of the night before still shined bright 
on his face and body. Even so, without any 
weapons  at  all,  Illambawi  blocked 
Kahrabaʔi's  attacks  with  his  well-trained 
hands.  As  he  blocked,  he  smiled  at 
Kahrabaʔi's efforts. He found it amusing that 
Yann's  last  hope  was  someone  much 
weaker than him.

With  his  strength,  it  was only natural 
that  Illambawi  would  prevail.  Kahrabaʔi 
acknowledged  the  fact  that  he  was  losing 
when he saw his blood spilled all  over  his 
body,  his  opponent's  body,  and  the  place 
around them. Meanwhile, Illambawi was yet 
to  bleed.  Every  time  Kahrabaʔi  attacked, 
Illambawi  either  blocked  the  attack  or 
counterattacked.  Illambawi  was  faster, 
stronger, and smarter than Kahrabaʔi.

“Face  it,  Kahrabaʔi,  you  and  your 
friends are through.”

“You talk too much!”

Kahrabaʔi  was  out  of  breath  and 
blood, but he wasn't out of hope yet.

Meanwhile, Lyan was taken by the four 
men into a dark sector of the mansion. It was 
gloomy, undecorated and old. It resembled a 
dungeon  like  that  of  a  13th century  castle. 
They took her to a cell, opened the door, and 
threw her inside. Immediately after release, 
Lyan hurried to the door but it was shut and 
locked.

“You  are  going  to  be  so  sorry,  you 
hear?!” Lyan shouted at the guards outside, 

“You'll  see!  When  Yann  comes,  he'll  kick 
your  butts  and  get  me  out  …”  her  voice 
faded away with her fading hope, “you'll see” 
she added in a desperate tone, collapsing on 
the dirty, cold ground.

“Miss  Lyan?!”  A  familiar  voice 
questioned.

With emergence, Lyan identified her.

“.. Juman?! What are you doing here?”

Juman appeared from a dark  corner, 
rushing towards her teacher.

“Yesterday, after everyone went home, 
Illambawi jumped at me in an alleyway and 
kidnapped me.”

“But .. why? If he had Yann all along, 
why did he want you too?”

“Don't you get it, Miss Lyan? Now he 
wants all four of us! I've been here since last 
night and I had plenty of time to answer my 
questions.  It  was  just  a  theory  until  a  few 
seconds ago when you  came along.  Now, 
I'm positive this is his plan!”

“But why? Why all 4 of us?”

“Because we stuck together, because 
we stood up to that crazy sicko!”

“So .. he kidnapped Yann and kept him 
alive  to  get  us  as  well!  I  knew I  shouldn't 
have left him alone last night …”

“it  doesn't  matter,  he  would've 
kidnapped us anyways.”

“What  do you think  he intends to  do 
with us?”

“Yann and Kahrabaʔi? He wants to kill 
them, but you and me, Miss Lyan .. I think 
our fates are even worse .. I think he wants 
to keep us alive!”
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Kahrabaʔi  saw  his  end  coming: 
Unless  he  changes  his  strategy,  he 
was going to forfeit his life and fail all 
his  friends.  Since  he  couldn't  affect 
Illambawi,  Kahrabaʔi  decided  to  turn 
around and run, improvising to cook up 
a wining plan.

“Hah!  What  a  joke!”  Illambawi 
laughed at Kahrabaʔi's futile attempt to 
buy  time,  “why  Yasby  ever  hung  out 
with you is beyond me!”

Kahrabaʔi's  escape  was  in  slow 
progress.  He  was  barley  running, 
mostly  leaning  his  severely  injured 
body  on  the  wall  and  stumbling 
alongside  it.  Illambawi  followed 
Kahrabaʔi with no hurry at all. He had 
all  the windows and doors locked up. 
Furthermore,  Kahrabaʔi  was  easy  to 
trace as he left an obvious trail of blood 
on the wall and ground.

Not  wishing  to  leave  his  friends 
behind, Kahrabaʔi moved haphazardly 
throughout  the  mansion,  hoping  he 
could  find a  weapon or  something  to 
use. He stepped in any room that was 
unlocked and in his path, but he was 
unlucky.  They  were  all  study  rooms, 
libraries,  training  grounds,  wardrobe 
chambers, and bathrooms, all of which 
supplied  him  with  useless  fighting 
tools.

“Give  it  up,  Kahrabaʔi.  There's 
nowhere to run.”

Kahrabaʔi  heard  the  mansion's 
master's  command,  but he ignored it. 

He kept his arms wrapped around his 
stomach  and  ran  like  crazy.  That's 
when he came into a room he thought 
could  be  of  help.  It  was  the  control 
room.  With  so  many  buttons  on  the 
control  panel,  Kahrabaʔi  hoped  that 
one of them would release Miss Lyan. 
Kahrabaʔi  started  hitting  the  buttons 
like  crazy.  Among  other  things, 
Kahrabaʔi  unwillingly  turned  on  the 
garage  lights,  triggered  on  the  alarm 
system, and lit the fireplace in the living 
room. With all the commotion going on, 
the four men, Illambawi's elite guards, 
were  informed  of  Kahrabaʔi's 
interference and knew where he was. 
Moreover,  Illambawi  located  exactly 
where Kahrabaʔi was.

Kahrabaʔi knew this was bad so 
he attempted to escape from through 
the  rear  exit.  However,  just  as  he 
stepped out and into the hallway, the 
four guards appeared in his way.

“Ah, wrong turn!”

Panicking,  Kahrabaʔi  turned 
around  and  found  Illambawi  right  in 
front of him. With fetal  encounters on 
both sides, Kahrabaʔi was cornered.

“Right,  where were we? Oh yes, 
Mr. Kahrabaʔi,  you were about to die 
like a coward!”

“That would be your fate, Prince!” 
A familiar voice spoke.

Illambawi turned around and saw 
his archnemesis appearing across the 
bloody hallway. It was Yann.
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Lyan and Juman heard the alarm coming from outside the cell.

“What's going on?”

“It's Yann!” Lyan said, “I have a feeling it's him!”

Then, the cell-gate suddenly unlocked. Lyan and Juman peaked 
outside the hall searching for anyone, but found no one. The four 
guards  were  gone.  Instead  of  wasting  time  asking unanswerable 
questions, the two escaped the dungeon.

“How did you ..” Illambawi was confused to how Yann had 
escaped his imprisonment, “never mind, guess I might as well kill 
you now and be done with it!”

“Like to see you try, Prince!”

Whether Yann managed to break free on his own, or he was set 
free  by  one  of  the  switches  Kahrabaʔi  triggered,  it  made  no 
difference to Illambawi. He only kept Yann alive to lure Kahrabaʔi 
and his teacher, and with that task completed, Illambawi was fine  
with killing them both.

Illambawi  wanted  to  kill  Kahrabaʔi  first,  but  knew  Yann 
wouldn't let him enjoy it. Hence, Illambawi decided to take Yann 
on first.  However,  Kahrabaʔi  wasn't  about  to  sit  aside  while  he 
watches Yann get beaten so he jumped in. Fatefully, the four men 
guarded their employer from Kahrabaʔi.

“Fine, you want a piece of me? Come and get some!”

Kahrabaʔi took on the four men while Yann fought Illambawi.  
It  might  have  seemed  unfair  fighting  four  men  at  once,  but 
Kahrabaʔi  knew it  was  much  easier  taking  the  elite  than  going 
against Illambawi. Illambawi was like nothing he's ever seen before; 
he was strong, smart and swift and charged with unlimited stamina.  
As  the  hallway  wasn't  big  enough  for  two  fights,  Yann  and 
Illambawi's battle moved into a wider arena, the living room. Lyan 
and Juman,  following the  clashing  sounds  of  the  combat,  found 
their way into Yann and Illambawi's battlefield.

“Yann!” Lyan exclaimed with joy and revived hope.

“I wonder where that joker Kahrabaʔi is?!” Juman said as she 
looked around.

Upon hearing sounds coming from upstairs, Juman ran to see if 
it  was Kahrabaʔi.  She was right.  Kahrabaʔi  was getting  his butt 
kicked by the four guards. Kahrabaʔi knew that he was losing, but 
didn't care as long as he could keep the four from going after Yann. 
At this moment, Kahrabaʔi only cared about 2 things: Yann, Lyan, 
and Juman's survival, and the fall of Illambawi. Seeing Kahrabaʔi 
getting beaten up, Juman knew three things at that moment. The 
first was that Kahrabaʔi needed her help, the second was that the 
four guards didn't see her, and the third was she knew a surprise 
attack wouldn't fail if applied with the right amount of pain in the 
specific  place.  Juwan  grabbed  a  lamp  and  swung  it  upwards 
between  one  of  the  men's  legs.  The  chosen  one  froze  with  a  
priceless  expression  on  his  face,  then  fell  down  the  ground  in 
unimaginable pain. Before the others saw her, Juman moved to the 
second one, then the third. However, the fourth one saw her and her 
sneaky plan.

“Well, can't blame a girl for trying!”

The man rose his hand to attack, but experienced the same pain 
as the others. Kahrabaʔi had picked up the lamp and copied Juman's 
despicable move.

“You are aware that's cheating, right?” Kahrabaʔi told Juman 
about the code of combat.

“And  four  against  one  isn't?  Besides,  I  don't  see  freestyle  
fighting as cheating, so I'll do it again if I have to!”

“.. Remind me not to get on your bad side!” Kahrabaʔi joked.

Juman helped Kahrabaʔi get back up on his legs, then assisted 
him by laying his arm across her shoulder. The two walked back 
into the living room. Once there, they reunited with Lyan who was 
anxiously watching the fateful fight between Yann and Illambawi.

Illambawi appeared to be winning, but the truth of the matter  
was it was a tie. With both of them beat,  bruised, and bleeding,  
they had nothing to do but get locked in a struggle.

“I'm going to  kill  you now,  then  I  will  kill  Kahrabaʔi,  and 
finally, I'll make Lyan and Juman my concubines!”

“Over my dead body!”

“So be it!”

With his last remark, Illambawi grabbed Yann firmly with both 
his arms and gave it 110% to overthrew him towards the burning 
fireplace.

“Yann!” Lyan shouted in fear.

But  Yann  survived  the  overthrow,  mainly  because  he  was 
grabbing onto Illambawi as well.  Yann's cloth were inches away 
from catching on fire. Yann knew that any second now Illambawi 
could push him in. Yann closed his eyes as he began to think of a 
way  he  could  turn  this  to  his  advantage.  Illambawi  saw  Yann 
closing his eyes and decided to use this opportunity to get rid of 
him. Without a warning or holding back, Illambawi ran with all his 
might towards Yann to shove him hard into the consuming blaze, 
but Yann dodged in time and gave Illambawi an extra push to fall 
in. Illambawi, with his big strong body, lost balance and fell into 
the fireplace. He was burnt to crisp.

The  police  arrived  and  arrested  the  four  men,  Yann,  and 
Kahrabaʔi. However, when Lyan and Juman told them the complete 
story, they let Yann and Kahrabaʔi go after a short interrogation.

The next morning at school ..

“An F?! Miss, how could you?!”

“We've  been  through  this  already,  Kahrabaʔi!  Besides,  I 
changed your mark!”

“Tell me, Miss, how is an F any different from an FA?!”

“FA means you failed to show up, that you weren't there, that 
you aren't  reliable.  In  the  last  couple  of  days  I  was  convinced  
otherwise.”

“But still, an F? That means I have to repeat the class! Come 
on, Miss, can't you help me out here? I mean after all we've been  
through in the last days!”

“Saving my life doesn't mean I'll bend the rules for you. Better 
luck next time, Kahrabaʔi.”

“Oh man! I should've let Illambawi keep you!”

Kahrabaʔi stepped out from the English department with a big 
disappointed mug and an F for his English class. Just as Lyan saw 
the door closing behind him, it reopened again as Yann stepped in.

“You wanted to see me, teach?”

“Yes ..” Lyan said softly.

“Listen,” Yann got frank, “if it's about the last two nights, I 
don't wanna hear it! The last thing I need is some chick getting all  
sobby on me over nothing! Wanna get emotional with someone, get 
yourself a husband or a girlfriend!”

Lyan stood up and slapped Yann on the cheek so hard that his  
head turned all the way to the right.

“.. Maybe you should've battled Illambawi ..” Yann commented 
on her brutal slap.

“Yann .. please pay attention to your school work.”

“Oh great, now I’m gonna get the ‘Yann, you have potential. I  
don’t want to see you waste it away’ crap.”

“Well, it's true. You do have potential and you are wasting it on 
nothing. If you can manage to take out a trained maniac, then you 
sure as hell can ace your English class! So, starting from tomorrow, 
I want to see you in your school uniform carrying your books.”

“Yeah, that'll happen.” Yann replied with a sarcastic tone.

She gave him an angry, threating look.

“I'll bring my books, but the uniform's not gonna happen.”

With that, Yann walked out with what little victory he had. As 
he did, he passed on Juman. While entering the dep., Juman noticed  
the big slap mark on Yann's cheek.

“What's with the slap?” Juman asked her teacher.

“Never mind him, he's just being an idiot. So, what can I help  
you with?”

“Actually, miss, I came to talk to you about Yann.”

“Oh .. what is it?”

“.. Miss, give him a break, I know you like him.”

“Excuse me?” Lyan said blushing, looked at the other way.

“Come on, just admit it already, cause I can so totally see you 
two having a thing!”

“Juman, I'm disappointment in you! Think like that! I thought 
you had class!”

“Yeah yeah ..” Juman replied carelessly to what Lyan had said.

“Besides, not only is Yann my student, he's way much younger 
than me!”

“And Kahrabaʔi's much older than me, so?”

“Wait! You and Kahrabaʔi?” She said smiling, “Kahrabaʔi?”

“Why not Kahrabaʔi? In my perspective, he's the real hero of 
this story! Without him we'd be Illambawi's toys about now.”

“I suppose you have a point there. Oh, great! Just look at the 
time, I've gotta go.”

Lyan got  up from her  chair,  grabbed her  books,  and started 
marching away. Juman followed her with a broad smile across her 
face saying: “Suuuure you do!”

“No for real. I have a class.”

“Riiiiiiiight …”

“No, really, you can come with me if you don't believe me.”

“Suuuuuure, I belieeeeeeeve you.”

“You wanna get a similar mark on your cheek? Keep talking 
like that!”


