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we've fallen (so far)
by elliefvckingwilliams

Summary

being lost gets lonely sometimes.

~ or, abby and lev aren't captured and instead find ellie williams hanging upside down in a
tree ~

Notes

it's been said a lot, but abby and ellie really are two sides of the same coin, and i would have
loved to see them have a coherent canon conversation -- but they didn't so i had to write it
myself. buckle up because this could be a long one.

See the end of the work for more notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/elliefvckingwilliams/pseuds/elliefvckingwilliams


Chapter 1

The skin on Abby's hands is rough, probably a result of years spent clutching a gun like a
lifeline. It feels oddly scratchy as she rubs her palm on her cheek tiredly. "C'mon, kid. You
already had ten extra minutes." 

Lev groans and shifts his head on the bunched up hoodie he's using as a pillow. His voice is
muffled when he says, "I don't see you moving either." She frowns and nudges his leg in an
attempt to spur him on into wakefulness. 

It doesn't take long for them to grab their supplies, Lev's bow and Abby's pack and not much
in between, then they're back out into the main street. Abby would prefer to travel more
discreetly through a back alleyway, but she's already seen how many infected lurk there.
They've learnt that California isn't the type of place to let your guard down in. 

Outside is already warm, sunlight filtering down through blankets of dead leaves in the trees.
Abby squints as she's finally pulled out of whatever sleep trance remained about her, and she
sighs at the day beginning. 

Lev beside her is silent as he walks, quietly taking in the surrounding area. It's the usual type
of street, rust streaked cars lying about and bushes growing all over, boarded up windows in
the houses. He's munching on a granola bar they'd snagged from a raider's base a few days
back. The packet rustles in his fingers. 

"How far do you think we'll make it today?" Lev looks up at her. His eyes shine in
questioning through messed hair. It's longer now, his hair, silky fine where it's starting to
tumble over his forehead. 

Abby shrugs unsurely. It makes her nervous when he looks at her like that, like he's
depending on her, like he needs her. She doesn't want to let him down again, but she's
goddamn afraid that she will. 

"I don't know... hopefully we'll make it out of Santa Barbara. Further up the beach." 

They're on their way to Avalon now, to the fireflies, to safety. But that means going back
through the danger riddled bowels of Santa Barbara, and Abby's not exactly looking forward
to it. She doesn't think Lev is either. 

"Do you think we'll run into any more groups?" 

They'd discovered in the past few days that this town is overspread with gangs and raiders.
Taking them out silently is always their go-to, but more than once they'd had no choice but to
shoot it out. 

Abby meets his eyes and sighs, "I'm not sure, kid. Hopefully not." 



The suburbs are quiet as they travel through, just their footsteps and breathing accompanying
them. Lev wanders a few steps behind her, the way he admires everything with childlike
curiosity lacing his eyes a harsh reminder of his past. Abby breathes out unevenly and points
towards a large house, clearly once the pride and joy of some well-off family. "See that
window? In movies, that's where the teenagers always sneak out from." 

Lev follows her finger and then glances back to her. "They escaped from their houses?" 

Abby nods and tugs the backpack straps further up her arms, "Ungrateful shits." It pulls a
laugh out of Lev, he always likes it way too much when he swears. Recently he's taken to
repeating a few of her hissed curses, and she's not sure whether she should reprimand him or
not. She's not sure about anything when it comes to Lev, really. 

He doesn't talk much about his past, he prefers to ask Abby questions about anything and
everything to do with her. They haven't spoken about the Seraphites, about Seattle, about
anything that happened there. They haven't spoken about Yara— Abby's breath catches in her
throat. She's not ready to talk about Yara. She thinks Lev isn't either. 

She hasn't thought much about Seattle lately. At first it had consumed her, like everything
else was an afterthought and her friends laying in pools of blood was the forefront of her life.
Now it's more of a feeling, like, oh yeah, that happened to me. Now she tries to think ahead
to the future that's building itself in front of her, fireflies and Lev and happiness. 

She hasn't thought much about Ellie either. More than once, Lev has brought her up, and then
Abby snaps at him, apologises later and goes to sleep with Ellie's screams echoing around her
mind.

They stop off for a break at an old gas station. Dirty windows allow for enough light to leak
through inside, Abby's bag hits the floor with a thump as she slides it off her exhausted
shoulders. She drops into a plastic chair and stretches an arm above her head in a weak
attempt to subdue the muscle pain. Lev stays standing, his feet shifting in anticipation. "Can I
look around?" He asks. 

Abby smiles at him knowingly. "There's no candy bars here kid. Raiders cleared this whole
place out." 

They'd found a few expired chocolate bars about a week back, Abby had enjoyed them but
Lev had loved it. She guesses he's never eaten anything really sweet before. Must be a
Seraphite thing. 

His shoulders slump in disappointment, and she nods her head towards the back room. "You
could still take a look, I guess. You never know." Lev heads straight towards the door with
her calling after him to be careful, his footsteps are quiet in the already silent building. 

She drops her head back with a groan. Her back is aching from where she'd landed flat on it
after falling through a roof yesterday. They'd been running from clickers, a feat that's become
more common for them than Abby would've liked. 



Abby cranes her neck to look though to the half darkness that Lev had disappeared into. "Lev,
how we doing back there?" Silence. She sits up, eyebrows furrowing. "Lev?" She's on her
feet and at the door in seconds, hand on the hilt of her gun ready to draw in a flash. 

It's some sort of storage room, utility shelves line one of the walls, stacked up with empty
canisters and bottles. Abby's heart is thumping as she creeps further inside, her eyes darting
about. 

Her body relaxes at seeing Lev bent over some sort of desk, his face concentrated. Relieved,
she leans over his shoulder and hopes he can't hear her voice shake. "Whatcha got there?" He
points at a crumpled letter written in looping handwriting that Abby would only dream of
being able to produce. She skims it, a few words catching her eye, Avalon , Rattlers , Safety.
But, it's the sigil scratched onto the bottom corner that catches her eye. "Fireflies." Lev nods.

"There was something over here too."

She stares at the letter a beat longer before following him to where he's crouched at the
shelves. He pulls something out of a box and places it carefully in her hand. It's a patch sewn
in with the firefly sign. It's worn and fraying, curling relentlessly at the edges, but it stirs
warm memories of the identical patch that her dad used to have pinned to his satchel. She
pockets it with a mind to further inspect it later. 

They leave to find that the morning has already turned into afternoon, harsh California heat
heavy in the air. Abby pushes her sweaty hair back. Their boat isn't far from here, if the
mental map she's been going by is correct. They step carefully through the tall grass, idle
conversations sometimes springing up between them. 

It turns out, they do run into another group. 

"Abby," Lev whispers, pointing up ahead to a gaggle of men leaving a building. Abby drops
into a crouch behind a car, Lev quick to follow. She counts at least ten of them at a glance,
and she meets Lev's startled eyes with determination hard on her face. 

"Stay here." 

She creeps through the yellowing tall grass, it brushes against her skin uncomfortably but she
presses on. The street is riddled with old SUVs that have become part of nature, vines and
shrubbery growing up their hoods and into the gaps of the tyres. They provide the perfect
cover as Abby moves closer, a shiv ready in her hand for the first kill.

A quick glance thrown over her shoulder is enough to affirm Lev's safety. His face is visible
in the gaps of the greenery, the head of his arrow glinting in the sunlight. He's lethal with that
bow, she knows. 

Someone yells out, "—Unit four ain't answering! Has anyone checked in with 'em?" 

A man turns to answer, but before his mouth opens her arms are locked around his neck, the
blade buried in the soft skin near his pulse. Hot liquid spurts out onto her skin, down his shirt,



she drops his body harshly into the bushes. He's still choking blood as she ducks out into the
cover of a half-wrecked car. 

Her heart is beating up in her head, loud and distracting and fucking inconvenient in a
situation like this where hearing is so imperative. She grits her teeth, hand tight on the hilt of
her blade. 

The building nearest to her is partly destroyed, the front wall collapsed on itself. Someone's
clearly blown it up, and she searches the wreckage for a way inside. A gap between two
beams looks good enough, she signals to Lev, over here. 

They crawl through bushes and grass towards the gap, slipping inside and right through the
raider's fingers. Abby claps Lev on the shoulder, he leans into her briefly before taking a step
away. It's an office building they've found themselves in. Desks and computer monitors lay
discarded about the place, haphazard in the way that lets them know there was a struggle
here. A dusty machine in the corner is some sort of photocopier, Abby recalls Manny telling
her once about it being able to completely replicate one paper. She'd been amazed. 

Something rattles in the distance of the building. Her gun is trained into the darkness ahead
of them in a millisecond, but the sounds come from upstairs. The uneven thump of a runners
footsteps overhead is easily recognisable to the pair of them. "Demons," Lev hisses, his bow
lifting at the ready to fuck shit up. Abby has a better idea though. 

She nods towards a small window that's been smashed through. "Over there."

She helps Lev up, pushing his thin body through the space. He grunts and drops down to the
other side, Abby following him with ease. A clear path is set out for them, through an
alleyway and over a chain link fence, back out into another street. 

The surrounding area is pretty wrecked. Gun shells and bodies litter the floor, a sign that it
wasn't an infected fight that went down here, it was a gunfight. Bullet holes scatter across the
walls of the bricked once-stores lining the road, smashed glass reflecting the relentless sun.
"There's a lot of people here," Lev says, his voice faraway. 

Abby's quick to reassure him because she's thinking of the same thing he is. Haven, with the
Seraphites' corpses spread across the floor in dozens. "Yeah, but check him out," She bumps
the toe of her boot against a half decomposed body, "this happened a while back." 

Some of them look military-type, if their uniforms are anything to go by. Cold fear settles
itself in her stomach at the chance of their being some larger force lurking somewhere in
Santa Barbara. Her footsteps quicken.

They make it to the outskirts of town, battle wreckage following them as they go. Blown-up
cars, smashed bottles, a machete lodged into a wooden fence. Abby stares at it for a second
before Lev calls for her to hurry it up.

The buildings eventually become more spaced out, and it's like they're walking in some sort
of cross between civilization and the wild. The afternoon is filled with birds twittering and
leaves rustling in the wind, blue sky stretching out at an expanse overhead. Abby can



appreciate this, they both can, after being subjected to so long in the dreary bowels of Seattle.
They walk side-by-side in what's now become an almost pleasant stroll straight through the
woods. It's a mirage of safety that they both buy into far too easily. 

They can be idiots sometimes.

A twig snaps somewhere to the right and then the stalker comes barrelling out of nowhere,
it's jaws snapping inches from her face. Abby struggles with it, pushing against it's body with
enough force to send it scampering back off into the woods. She throws an arm out blindly to
shove Lev behind her, her only instinct being to protect him. 

They turn slowly in circles, eyes locked on to everything. Each rustle of the thicket sends her
senses into overdrive, has her finger twitch on the trigger of her gun. The tang of blood and
mangled shit in the air is enough to tell them that they aren't alone. Abby curses. 

Then she hears it. It shrieks from behind her, Lev yells out, in surprise or pain she isn't sure,
she spins round and fires three rounds into it's fucked up face. It falls to the ground in a
slump, dark blood pooling around it's twisted shape. Her ears ring as she stares into it, visions
of Owen and Mel and Manny laying in much the same way shimmering in each shade of red.
The way they'd been lifeless figures on the floor, destined for nothing more than what they'd
already been. How she'd stood there, heart pounding unlike theirs, how she'd  stared down
into eyes that would never again stare back. 

It's Lev's harsh breathing that brings her out of her head. Her mind crashes into the present,
realisation of the situation flooding her body. She grabs his shoulders, her wild eyes scan over
his body in search of a bite. "Did it get you? Are you okay?" Her voice is high and frantic,
too loud for their surroundings but she doesn't give a fuck right now, did it get him did it get
him did it– 

"Abby." Lev gently pokes her cheek with his finger, and she pauses. "I'm fine." 

She releases a breath and stumbles back slightly, hands dropping from his shoulders. Her
cheeks burn in embarrassment and relief. "I'm sorry– I was just..." She trails off and meets his
eyes, they're blown wide in surprise at her outburst. He shifts his weight from door to foot
and gestures behind him as if to say that should probably go. She nods. 

The beach is closer now, Abby realises that they've actually done quite well for time today,
they've almost reached the boat and the sun's still up. She smiles to herself, but it's wiped
from her face when she sees how far away Lev is walking from her. She thinks she unsettled
him earlier. Maybe she should apologise again. Would that make him more withdrawn? Is he
just shaken up from the attack? 

She doesn't have a fucking clue. 

Ten minutes pass before she can't take the silence anymore. Abby steps closer to where Lev
is. He's deep in thought about something, she can tell, she tries for a light grin to ease the
atmosphere around them. "Hey kid, everything okay over here? You look like you're a
million miles away." 



He frowns up at her. "I'm right here." 

Sometimes she forgets how literal he can be. "It's just an expression, it means you look like
you're really thinking about something and you're not paying attention to anything else." Lev
nods, she practically sees him filing away this new knowledge. 

"That's pretty cold." A small smile closes off his sentence, and he looks so proud to be using
an expression that she doesn't have the heart to correct him. Abby nods and ruffles her hand
through his hair fondly. 

Lev stays with her as they carry on towards the wooden stairs that lead to the beach. He
walks carefully, she notices, he always has. Like sneaking around is something he's used to.
In this world, it is, but Abby's almost certain that Lev has spent his whole life sneaking,
hiding. It makes her sad. She never wants to be the one to make him feel like he has to hide. 

Lev stops short. Abby turns to ask him what's wrong, but she hesitates at seeing his eyes
narrowed towards the left. Abby follows his line of sight and sees nothing but a clearing
dotted with a few heat crippled trees. "What's–"

A shriek pierces the air. Abby's head snaps up. Their weapons come up in sync as they both
fall into a combat stance, feet readied for fight or flight. She whispers for Lev to stay close.
They tiptoe through the dead grass, staying in the cover of trees until they know what they're
up against. The clearing is relatively empty though, another wrecked up car abandoned at it's
center, sinister looking shadows writhing across red gravel; a result of the trees that line the
edges of the area. But it's silent now. 

Abby takes a daring step forward into a more exposed position. She points her gun at empty
space. Clicks it to the ready. Nothing. 

Then, there's another cry. But this sounds different, not menacing or attacking, it's-- "It's in
pain," Lev says quietly, Abby affirming with a jerk of the head. She glances around for the
cause of the pain, expecting to see a Hunter or a Raider, but still, nothing. 

"What the fuck?" 

Lev sees her first. Strung up in a tree, held upside down by a rope twisted around her ankle.
Her arms are limp, blood streaked, swinging gently in the breeze. Her eyes are closed, her
body practically lifeless, but-- that face. Abby would recognise it anywhere. 

Ellie.



Chapter 2

Chapter Notes

hello. fellow yees and haws. i'm back on this abby/ellie shit and i am not sorry. i'm also
quite enjoying writing this. hope you enjoy reading it. 🍉

See the end of the chapter for more notes

"It's her," Lev breathes out. Fuck. Abby stumbles back with half a mind to turn and flee, to
take Lev as far away from here as she can. Ellie must be here to kill her, to kill them. It's not
a coincidence, Abby's mind whispers to her. Is it a coincidence?

Ellie's unconscious, looking as though one good deck to the head would knock her dead.
Abby’s fist curls at the idea, but her more rational side stops her from letting a punch fly.
Something about the scene keeps Abby transfixed on every detail, from the ink winding
round Ellie’s arm, the blood soaking through Ellie’s torn shirt, the sunburned freckles
stretching across her nose. 

The fear thaws out a few seconds later, dissolving like ice that drenches her in uncertainty.
Maybe it’s because she and Lev clearly have the upper hand here, or maybe it’s because she
thought Ellie was long gone from their lives and the shock is overshadowing everything and
anything else. 

“Fuck,” Abby hisses. What’s she supposed to do? She turns and takes a step away then
another, her head turned downwards in muddled thought. She can feel Lev’s eyes on her.
Shit… What the fuck is she supposed to do?

Her head is flooded like the streets in Seattle, and it's so loud even though the only sounds are
their collective breathing. Her ears are ringing as though somebody just fired a shotgun right
next to her head, shit shit shit. Abby's fingers thread themselves through her hair, palms flat
against her head. It's something Mel, of all people, taught her way back when she first joined
the WLF. Hands on your head, deep breaths, count to four and you'll be fine. One. Two.
Three. Four. 

It always works. 

She straightens her back and turns round to face Ellie's slack face again. “Okay,” Her voice
sounds relatively normal, “Okay.” She repeats. 

Lev steps towards her unsurely. He doesn't seem scared either, but then again she's still
having trouble reading his emotions. Sometimes she mistakes his impassiveness for
something that it isn't. “Okay… What are we going to do?” He asks. 



They should just leave her here. Maybe an infected will stumble across her, she won't turn
but she'll die from blood loss. A raider might find her and kill her within seconds. Or she'll
just stay hung from the tree and she'll die anyway. They really should just leave her here.
Ellie isn't worth the trouble that seems to tail her all day and all night. 

But then Lev puts his hand on her arm and fuck, she knows what he wants and so she already
knows what she's going to do. “We can't leave her here.” The look on his face calls back to
that night in the theatre, the fear stark on his features as he called her name. He hadn't wanted
to kill that girl. And so Abby left her, and left Ellie too. 

Still, Abby cuts in half heartedly, “We can.” Her voice is a desperate attempt for him to agree,
because if he doesn't, and he wants to take Ellie, then she knows there's no way she'll leave
her here.

He shakes his head with a smile laced with sympathy. Whether that sympathy is for Abby, for
Ellie, or just for their current situation, she doesn't ask. Really, it could be for all three. 

“We can't, Abby. You know we can't.” 

Her last attempt is pathetic even before the get-go, her voice a shell of the authority it usually
holds. “She deserves to die, Lev.” 

He sighs in a way that makes him seem older than he really is. Sometimes forget that it isn't
his age that makes him mature, it's his experiences, the life he's been forced to live. “Back in
the Seraphites,” he starts, Abby's shoulders tensing at the mention of the Seraphites, “they
said that the rules are the same for everybody. If you think that she deserves death for what
she's done, you must accept that you too deserve death, as you did the same as she did.” 

The rules are the same for everybody. 

Fuck. 

 

 

Lev’s the one who cuts Ellie down, and Abby doesn’t say a word. She’s sure that if she opens
her mouth all she’ll do is scream, which is a bad idea on all fronts. 

She takes Ellie’s weapons, an empty shotgun and a battered revolver, stowing them in her
pack. There’s little chance that she’s going to be waking up anytime soon, but Seattle had
taught Abby that carelessness is fatal. And so she takes every precaution, uses the rope from
the trap to tie Ellie’s wrists together, tells Lev to walk a little way away from her in case
something should happen and he has to get away. 

“She’s still bleeding.” Lev says quietly, but the unsettling silence of the area causes it to
startle  Abby. She glances down to Ellie’s bloody shirt. It does look pretty bad, she’ll admit.
But she doesn’t care. 



“We’ll deal with it on the boat.” Finality washes out her voice and he looks away with a
clenched jaw. Abby sometimes wishes he didn’t have such a good heart. It’s going to get him
into trouble one day, trouble he doesn’t deserve. She sighs. Her chest loosens enough for her
to throw a smile she hopes he catches, “Hey. We can deal with it, okay?” 

He nods, albeit a little stiffly, but it’s enough for now. They have to get a move on anyway.
Abby stoops downwards to pull Ellie’s limp form off the ground easily, her mind trying
desperately to think of anything other than this fucked-up situation. It’s as though they just go
round and round down the same paths that they already know don’t lead to resolutions. They
say that all things come full circle eventually, that nothing lasts forever. but how much farther
do they have to go until they reach that point? 

 

 

The walk back to the boat is like wading through the shallows of a forgotten river.
Awkwardness washes over them like water, sweeping away the peacefulness of the coastline
and leaving them stranded in silence. The sky is coloured in golden and pink, something that
Abby would’ve appreciated if this were any other time. 

Now though, she focuses on the ground that stretches out in front of her, mind far away in a
place she thought she’d never have to go back to. She’s acutely aware of the hard press of
Ellie’s ribs against her own, vaguely aware of Lev ahead of her. His back faces her, a
silhouette against the brightness of the sky beyond the hill they’re traipsing down. 

At least the boat is where they left it. She sees it from a ways away, half-distant but still
somehow close. It’s not home, nowhere really is, but it’s the closest thing she has. Something
that almost resembles happiness swells in her chest, the same chest that Ellie’s pressed
against. The feeling is gone before she realises. 

The hill descends harshly towards the beach, a steep enough angle that she loses her footing a
few times and stumbles in sad attempts to keep from falling. Lev laughs from where he’s
already standing in the sand, the sound mostly lost in the crashing waves. How had he gotten
down there so fast? 

He’s quietly smug all the way along the beach, his expression only falling away when she
half-heartedly teases him about walking so far from the tide line. Maybe he can tell that
Abby’s not quite present right now, she’s kind of just drifting in and out of thoughts, but he
doesn’t mention it. 

He never mentions anything. 

It's only once they’re stood on the deck of their not-quite-home that the situation really sinks
in, at least for Abby. Are they still going to the fireflies? Would they take Ellie with them? Is
somebody here with Ellie, someone who could be tracking them right now? Abby glances
back towards the direction they’d come from… but something gives her the feeling that
Ellie’s alone. 



“Are you going to leave her out here?” Lev can’t refrain from the questions. She doesn’t
blame him, because there’s a lot to question, unfortunately. A shrug sends dulled pain along
her tense shoulders. 

“I don’t know.” 

“When do you think she’ll wake up?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“What are you going to say to h–“ 

“Damnit, Lev! I said I don’t know, okay?” 

He nods, turning away with questions he still wants to ask spinning around his head. Abby
wishes she could be better with him, she wishes she could just talk with him. It's hard to talk
when you don't have any answers, and Abby is fucking sick of letting him down. She sighs,
the sound halting his receding footsteps. 

“I'm going to tie her wrists to the railing. Leave her out here. Okay?” She folds her arms to
maybe convey any sort of authority and put togetherness. He doesn't turn around. Abby taps
her foot against the wooden deck for a second, before saying in a lighter tone, “Okay?” 

Lev nods and disappears away into the cabin, leaving Abby and Ellie alone in the
disappearing sun. It's warm on her back as she bends down to take Ellie's hands, partially
blinding as she tugs them up to the railing and knots a rope there. She kicks all of the various
supplies a good distance away from Ellie's unconscious form, bullets tapping against the
metal of their tins as they roll against the wood. 

Ellie's head is limp, falling forward so her chin presses against the neck of her dirty shirt. A
flash of a silver haired man’s head falling forward streaks through her mind, leaving a distant
echo of his voice calling out for Ellie. Abby bites her cheek hard enough to draw blood, and
turns away.

She smiles at Lev when she's back in the cabin, and if he sees anything off about it, he doesn't
mention it.

 

 

Lev falls asleep halfway through their half-hearted game of uno. He's been drifting away for
about a half hour now, insisting time and time again that I’m not falling asleep Abby! 

She lays him on the bed as gently as she can, pulling the sheet up over his legs the way she
knows he prefers it to be. He looks peaceful, innocent in a way that Abby can never
remember herself being. She's thankful, at least, that he gets these pockets of time where he
doesn't have to do anything but dream like the child he is. 



Somewhere in her mind a voice bites out that Lev is not a child, but… Abby glances down at
his closed eyes. For now he is. 

The cabin door is open, light Santa Barbara breeze blowing strands of hair into her eyes.
They'd decided to leave in the morning, both of them being too tired to stay up steering
tonight. She sits on the only slightly uncomfortable bench, and if she tilts her face she can see
Ellie's motionless leg in the dim lamp light. 

Abby would love to fall asleep now and wake up to a day where everything is fine, where
they didn't find Ellie and they're on their way to Avalon and the Fireflies. 

But everything isn't fine. 

Sleep avoids her, Abby sits poker straight with her eyes open. Her thoughts flit from topic to
topic, her dad, the fireflies, Owen, Lev. She doesn't really dwell on anything too long, it is
what it is and regrets and wishes won't change anything. She knows that Lev stopped praying
a few weeks ago, they haven't talked about it, but she has a feeling he's starting to see things
for what they are. He's starting to see that that fucking cult was nothing more than just that; a
fucking cult. 

Her mind crosses back to Owen and the fact that Ellie is just a few feet away from her, and
that makes her fists curl and the edge of her vision-line turn red. It's Seattle all over again,
she's going to throw up, fuck, she's going to die— fuck. Something like a gunshot echoes
through her, or maybe her heart is just beating that loud. Her nails are digging into her palms
hard enough to draw beads of blood that feel warm on her skin. Fuck. 

Abby settles down soon enough, breathing even, but the aftershocks hit hard anyway. The
onslaught of thoughts, memories, things she can't let go of mentally, and so she writes. She
writes, on a sheet of paper she'll throw to the ocean before Lev sees it. 

Hey Owen. 

It sucks that you were right. About a lot of things. Mostly, you were fucking right about
Jackson. We never should've gone. We should've stayed in that fucking aquarium– 

Her hand slips and the pen slashes a harsh line across the page, stark black against the
yellowed paper. She grips it tighter.

It doesn't matter anyway. We went. Shit happened. Shit’s still happening. I thought it was over
but it isn't. It probably never will be. Maybe I should just kill her. Lev wouldn't want that.
Maybe I should just throw her over the side of the boat and sail away into the fucking sunset.
Lev wouldn't want that. 

Are you having fun, wherever the hell you ended up? I sometimes think you're still at the
aquarium. Just hanging around, with your fucking toy crossbow and your fairy lights. 

We found the fireflies today. Found her too– but I'm not processing that yet. I don't know how
to. But yeah, fireflies. In Avalon. Hopefully they've never heard of the shit that goes on in
Seattle. They probably haven't, but word travels fucking fast. 



Don't know why I'm acting like you're ever going to read this. 

Are you still looking for the light? If you are, you shouldn't. I realised a long time ago that it's
all just a fucking lie. 

 

 

She spends the rest of the night staring out onto the deck, the paper torn and scrunched in her
first, away in memories that fade to nothing in time for the first rays of morning sun.
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Ellie wakes up in the early afternoon. 

 

Abby had been on edge all day, her mind teetering on cliffs that lead to memories she didn't
want to ever think about again. Lev had tried to distract her a few times, with stories and
jokes that didn't really make sense, his voice soft and caring as he spoke. Abby had told him
she was fine. That he didn't need to worry. 

 

She's cleaning her shotgun for something to do when she hears it. The pained groan, the
shuffle and grunt of her trying to break free of the ropes around her hands. It was inevitable,
Abby obviously knew it was going to happen at some point, yet still she freezes. Something
gets her to her feet though, something pulls her towards the door, out to the deck, towards
her. 

 

It's too bright, the waves against the boat are static noise on a constant loop, Lev's footsteps
behind her the only sound breaking through it. Abby looks at him pointedly. "Stay back." He
nods, shifting the weight of his bow in his hands. Something like pride blossoms in her chest
briefly, for the way he holds his head high. Unafraid. Abby wishes she could be like that, but
she isn't so all she can do is cross her arms and clear her throat. 

 

Ellie's head snaps up, and their eyes meet. The image of a battered man calling out for his
daughter claws through her mind, but Abby shoves it away and instead stares into the hateful
expanse of Ellie's eyes. She's staring into the face that once looked down into Owen's as it's
owner murdered him. Nora's. Leah's. 

 



Shit. 

 

She expects an outburst. Resistance. Shouting and swearing and arguing. But Ellie just stares,
like a deer that sees it's hunter at the last second, eyes wide in realisation of what's about to
happen. She wouldn't be able to do any resisting anyway, her hands are tied above her head
and it looks like that's the only thing keeping her up. She looks tired, resigned, defeated. It
would be easy to kill her right now. 

 

Abby wishes things could be that simple. She wishes she'd never brought Ellie here in the
first place. They should be far away, safe, Lev should be safe. 

 

"You have ten seconds to tell me why I shouldn't kill you right now." It could be the fury
thrumming beneath the words that makes Ellie look away. Abby notes her eyes briefly flicker
in the direction of Lev. Don't look at him. 

 

Ten seconds pass, then twenty, thirty, and then it's been at least two minutes and Ellie hasn't
so much as made eye contact again. She's winced a few times, Abby knows Lev has noticed
it, knows he's itching to help her. Ellie doesn't fucking deserve his help. 

 

Nobody says a word. Nobody knows what to say, least of all Abby. Ellie tried to kill her.
She's here to try again, despite the fact that Abby let her go. Ellie killed her friends. All of
them. And now she hasn't even got a fucking thing to say about it. 

 

Fuck it. "Time's up." Abby snaps, voice as the arrow nocked in Lev's bow. She steps forward,
the sun burning her back. She rears her fist back -- Ellie still doesn't move -- she's going to
kill her, take revenge that's a long time coming. Her eyes narrow into thin lines, the fist is
going down, down, down, but, Lev stops her. He calls her name, and he's ignored her and
moved forward, hand on her arm like he's the one who should be comforting her. 

 

"--- Abby. You can't." His eyes glint in the light, but still she sees their sincerity. Get back.
You don't know what she's capable of. 

 

Abby shakes his hand off, heart beating like it's going to burst out of her rib cage. "Lev--" 



 

He cuts her off, "She's hurt, Abby. Look," Abby doesn't, "She's going to die if we don't help
her." The way he looks at Ellie with concern makes Abby's stomach turn, the wrongness of
helping someone who took everything from her makes her sick. She shakes her head. No. 

 

"So let her." Abby wants  him to drop it. She wishes for him to listen to her, just this once, to
not argue like he did back in the clearing. Because if he does then Abby doesn't know how
she'll live with herself. How can she let Ellie live, knowing what that fucker did to the only
family she had? She can't, but Lev can make her and he knows it. Don't. She shakes her head
again. Please don't. 

 

Lev looks down at the pathetic form of Ellie slumped against the railing, the same concern
flaring up in his eyes. If Abby had it her way, they would throw Ellie overboard now and be
done with it. Lev would never have to worry about her like he is now, Abby would never
have to consider the possibility of seeing her again. They would find the fireflies in Avalon,
join up and build a new life for themselves. A better life than they'd had before. 

 

But Abby doesn't have it her way. She has it Lev's way. 

 

And she's not a pushover by any means, but for Lev, she would move a fucking mountain to
keep him happy. To keep him from feeling any more pain. She's already caused him enough
of that, Yara, his mom -- if she had just figured out that he had left sooner -- just...
everything. Abby can't do anything about that now. But she can make sure he never feels
anything close to what he felt then ever again. 

 

So all she can do is nod, ignore the lump in her throat, step away and watch as he crouches
besides Ellie. At least he doesn't speak to her. She doesn't think he knows what to say
anyway. 

 

 

Abby sits in the shade of the doorway and watches Lev patch up the girl who destroyed
everything she ever had. 

 



 

Lev retreats back into the cabin afterwards, one glare from Abby was enough to let him know
she wasn't budging on that. As soon as he's gone she wishes he stayed, because now there's
nothing to focus on but Ellie. 

 

A little bit of colour has returned to her face, she sits up with marginally returned strength.
Lev's hands work magic, she guesses. He's good at that healer stuff. 

 

"Alright," Abby speaks mostly to herself, sets herself down on the floor opposite Ellie. "Now
for the questions." She waits for any sort of reaction to her words, but Ellie either didn't hear
her or doesn't give a shit. 

 

By now, the afternoon has crossed into early evening, warm tones and light breeze that Abby
wishes she could enjoy. They're about a mile away from where they'd been yesterday, still in
Santa Barbara. She hadn't been able to steer the boat away. She isn't sure why. But she's sure
that they should really leave soon, and by they she means her and Lev. 

 

"How did you find us?" 

 

No answer. 

 

Abby folds her arms. "How did you find us?" Her voice is calmer than she'd have expected it
to be, considering everything. Maybe those interrogations Isaac used to force her into will
actually come in handy. Isaac. WLF. Leah. Nora. Owen. 

 

She draws in a noticeably shaky breath. Maybe Ellie notices, because she glances up briefly.
It's a split second of green ice slicing through the air before whatever emotions had been
briefly stirred die out and Ellie looks back to the floor.

 

This is getting her nowhere. 

 



"Tell me how you found us, or," Her sentence finishes with the click of her gun loading. It's a
threat in every sense, and Ellie knows it. Abby watches her, the twisting of her body as she
finally sits up, the downward turning of her mouth as it stretches into a pained scowl. 

 

"I'm really... thirsty." Ellie grates, looking up but not at Abby. 

 

Abby scoffs, but subconsciously the hand holding her pistol lowers. A stupid move on her
part. 

 

It’s a half second of movement, a whip of action, but a leg sweeps out and Abby stumbles,
“Shit,” She grabs for the railing, looks down to see her gun between Ellie’s feet as she tries to
hook it up into her hands. 

 

Abby stares for a second. Surprise turned amusement bubbles inside her. There’s no way
Ellie’s getting anywhere with whatever she tried, and Ellie seems to realise as she brings her
foot down hard on the deck. 

 

“Abby? Is everything okay?” Lev calls from inside. Abby affirms and turns back to Ellie. 

 

She moves forward almost leisurely, calmly, reaches down to pick the pistol up and brushes it
off on her trousers. “Don’t,” Her hand cracks across Ellie’s face in a slap, “do that again. Or
this,” She jams the pistol’s mouth up against Ellie’s temple, “is going to get a lot worse for
you. Got it?” 

 

Ellie nods it and it almost feels as good as it did when Abby slapped her. 

Satisfied, she resumes her position, sitting back on her heels and tilting her head in
questioning. She’s sure that Ellie’s starting to get with the programme now. “How did you
find us?” 

 

Sure enough, Ellie’s head moves slightly in consideration for her answer. Abby narrows her
eyes. “The truth.” 

 



A sharp intake of breath. A muttered curse. “I was... travellin’ down this way anyway. Heard
about you. A–“ Ellie coughs, “A fucking giant and a kid with scars on his face. Knew it was
you.” 

 

It’s plausible. (She glosses over the fucking giant part) . But who would be talking about her
and Lev? “Who did you hear it from?” 

 

Ellie shrugs as best she can. “Coupl’a people. Big guy, a trader, I think. Some other fucker.
Just people.” 

 

Abby nods. “Are you  on your own?” 

 

The question gets a reaction, finally. Ellie tenses up, her whole body locking and her jaw
clenching. The answer comes a few seconds or an hour later. “–Yeah.” 

 

There’s nothing much said after that. She retreats back inside, mind riddled with plans and
thoughts and memories. Lev goes out to give Ellie water, a granola bar. He’d ignored Abby
when she told him not to. Kids. 

 

Abby barely remembers being a kid. Her life is separated into two stages, with dad and
without dad. As far as she’s concerned her childhood died that night in the firefly hospital.
Did Ellie’s childhood die the same night? Was Abby the murderer of it, back in the chalet in
Jackson? 

 

A scream echoes through her ears, familiar enough for her to know it isn’t real. Just a figment
of nightmarish memories. It could be real though, because the owner of the scream is tied up
right outside the room Abby is in. 

 

Abby drops her head into her hands. Fuck. 

 

 



“We could take her to the fireflies with us.” 

 

Abby’s eyes snap open, heart jumping in surprise. She’d been about to fall asleep, and now
it’s going to take her another half hour to get to that point. She rubs a hand over her cheek. 

 

“Ha ha. Funny joke, Lev. Real funny.” She grumbles, turning onto her side carefully so she
doesn’t slip off the bench. 

 

There’s the sound of shuffling sheets as Lev sits up. Abby groans internally. “I’m not joking.
I’m being serious, Abby.” 

 

“So am I.” 

 

Lev carries on as if she hadn’t said anything. “We’re going there anyway. And you said that
she was stolen from the fireflies. We can give her to them and let them decide what to do
with her. Then you don’t have to do it.” 

 

Abby bites her cheek to keep from screaming into her pillow. She’s not arguing with him, not
now, not about this. “No, Lev. Can we drop it?” 

 

“What are you going to do instead?” 

 

That catches her off guard. “What?” 

 

“You don’t have another plan. I have a plan. It makes sense to follow it.” 

 

“It might make sense for you, Lev, but not for me. I want to be as far from her as possible.
Not joining the same fucking group as her! So, no. We’ll leave her on the beach in the
morning, and she’ll never come near us again. That’s the plan.” Abby laces the statement
with finality. She thinks he accepts it because they lapse into silence again, and her eyes slip
shut and her body feels heavy and–



 

“–I think we should help her.” 

 

Abby startles and swears, unsure if she heard him right. He repeats himself when she doesn't
answer. She scoffs, is he serious? "Are you serious? After everything?" 

 

The bed creaks as presumably he settles back into it, and either Abby is half asleep or he is
because his voice is distant when he replies. "I think she needs us." 

 

No. Abby isn't doing it. 

 

No fucking way. 
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She does it for Lev and for Lev only. 

 

It’s not like she did it for herself, the last thing Abby wants is to be stuck on a boat with Ellie,
and it’s certainly not like she did it for Ellie. 

 

And anyway, they won’t be together for long. Just until they reach the fireflies. A few days,
tops. She won’t lie, the prospect of finding them, being with them, genuinely puts her at a
loss for words. Maybe it’s the fact that she might be part of something again, she might get to
have a purpose again. 

 

She knows Lev is a purpose, caring for him is probably the only thing keeping her from
falling off the edge, but she doesn’t want to just exist— she wants to do something. She
wants to do anything other than this. 

 

“Would you quit it?” 

 

Ellie clenches her jaw and takes a breath like she’s going to say something back, but the
words never come and Ellie’s boot stops tapping on the wooden deck. Abby glares in her
direction for a few seconds; her eyes falling back to the water afterwards. 

 

Lev is inside, napping maybe, and that means that Abby is on Ellie duty. Abby thinks that
Lev quite likes it when it’s his turn to keep watch, she hears him talking to Ellie, asking



questions and making cautious conversation. She never hears if Ellie says anything back, the
crashing and lapping of the waves overshadowing whatever words she speaks. 

 

Minutes pass and then there’s the sound of tapping again, repetitive and irritating. Abby’s
eyes harden, a flicker of defiance crosses over Ellie’s face. The sun seems to dip lower in the
sky, allowing shadows to dance across the floor like silhouettes of figures battling against
each other. 

 

“I said fucking stop it.” Abby’s voice slices through the tension-thick air, a shot fired from a
gun that’s been in more than one fight. Ellie ignores it and it’s like pouring gasoline onto the
burning hatred inside of Abby. Then she’s seeing red and her jacket is rustling as she’s about
to stand; the scene only pauses because Lev chooses that exact second to duck out from the
doorway.

 

He stares for a moment, carefully taking in Abby’s anger flushed cheeks and Ellie’s riled
scowl. “I’m… hungry.” He says to Abby, eyes lingering in the direction of Ellie. Abby
deflates immediately, and she claps a hand on his shoulder, grateful for his presence in every
way possible. 

 

“Kid, you’ve gotta learn how to work the gas.” She moves towards the cabin and doesn’t
look back. Lev sighs and nods his head in acceptance. He can never seem to get the gas fire
going, no matter how many times Abby talks him through it. He watches in awe as she turns
the switch and gas burns up almost immediately. 

 

He handles it from there, his movements only slightly unsure as he starts to heat up a kind of
rabbit stew concoction in a chipped pan they found in an abandoned walmart. Abby sits on
the bench, half smiling as they make idle conversation to fill the empty space. 

 

“How long do you think it’ll take for us to get to Avalon?” Lev speaks over his shoulder, his
gaze meeting her’s briefly. He’s wearing an LA Lakers tee that’s way too big for him, but one
look at the purple logo and he was sold. 

 

Abby shrugs. “A couple of hours probably. But then we’ve gotta find the fireflies, and I doubt
they’ll be waiting with a welcome party.”

 



He looks back at her. “Welcome party?” 

 

Right. Sometimes she forgets about his lack of general knowledge, probably because his
extensive knowledge of other things makes up for it. “A big gathering of people to like…
welcome you? Like a welcome home party.” 

 

“Okay.” The afternoon light pools on his head like a halo when he bows it in a nod, turning
her half smile into a full one that he’s quick to mirror. 

 

“But yeah. They’re probably hidden pretty well. We’ll find them though, Avalon isn’t too
big.” 

 

“Will there be demons there?” 

 

If there are, they could always use Ellie as a shield. That would be a last resort though, of
course. Abby exhales in a sigh and sinks further into the worn bench, further crinkling the
magazine that she’s sitting on. “I hope not.” 

 

She thinks that both she and Lev have had enough infected for a thousand lifetimes, but she
knows that there’s no way the cruel world will ever take that into account. She supposes that
Ellie’s probably had enough of them too— but who hasn’t? Everybody’s had enough of
them. 

 

Lev turns around, grinning ear-to-ear, and she raises an eyebrow at his seemingly unprompted
happiness. “It’s not burnt!” He gestures for her to come and look, she gets up with a groan
and a cracking of joints to peer into the depths of the pan. Her hand ruffles through his hair
approvingly when she sees that, unlike the last ten times he heated something up, the food is
not burnt.  

 

“Well done, kid.” 

 



 

They reach Avalon at dusk. The moon is just waking up, a white crater in the sky, stars
blinking back at her from a million miles away. It’s sort of peaceful. Serene would be a better
word for it, she guesses. 

 

Out of the corner of her eye Abby sees Ellie jolt when the boat knocks the wooden dock. She
hadn’t realised that she’d been asleep. Lev already has his bow ready, his head turned
towards the shadow of the Island. It’s a dark mass of mountainous hills and beach houses, a
ghost of what used to be a dreamy vacation spot. 

 

Reluctantly, Abby kneels to untie Ellie’s wrists for the first time, almost flinching at the cold
skin that brushes her fingers. “Don’t try anything.” She warns, and Ellie rubs at her wrists
without saying anything, just looking back to see the island. There’s a jacket laying on the
bench next to them, she grabs it and drops it into Ellie’s lap. Lev already gave Ellie clean
clothes, army-esque pants and a crewneck, but— he would have given her the jacket if Abby
hadn’t. 

 

Ellie glances up at Abby, confused for a split second, and this time it’s Abby who turns away
in a stubborn fashion. 

 

There’s a cautious air about the three of them as Abby steps off the boat first. Her pack
bounces between her shoulder blades when the worn structure of the pier trembles slightly.
“It’s safe.” The words are a barely concealed lie, because truthfully Abby has no idea how
safe this place is. She doesn’t know if the fireflies are here. She doesn’t know if she’s
walking right into a trap, and taking Lev there with her. 

 

He follows her anyway and Ellie moves after him. She’s slung her own backpack on, which
doesn’t matter because Abby already took the weapons out of it. 

 

It’s light enough that they don’t need flashlights yet, so she takes a pistol in her palm, her
body tense. “I don’t know what we’re looking for, so keep an eye out. And you,” Abby’s eyes
burn a hole in Ellie’s, “don’t try anything .” 

 

“You already said that.” Ellie snaps back unexpectedly. Abby scowls in hatred and points her
gun towards Ellie’s midriff.



 

“And I’m saying it again.” 

 

Lev sighs, and they move on. 

 

 

It’s eerily silent as they move through a beachside street. The sea is too far off to be able to
hear the water crash, and they’re too careful to let their footsteps be heard. Abby can barely
even hear the whisper of her own breathing. 

 

The area is like any other, abandoned buildings and smashed windows and overgrown weeds
twisting into doorways. The cracked concrete of the road is bathed in dying sunlight that
turns it red, and it feels faintly warm on the back of Abby’s neck. Some buildings still have
legible signs, like Roger’s Seafood or Beachy Bits (buckets and spades sold here!). 

 

Lev is curious, she can tell. He walks a bit ahead, his head turning in a different direction
with each passing second. This is the third new place he’s been to, so she supposes it is a
little exciting for him, even with the shadow of danger that seems to loom over them. 

 

Ellie walks next to Abby, staring straight ahead, but Abby gets the feeling that she isn’t really
looking at anything. 

 

It is a little underwhelming, Abby thinks. Disappointing, maybe. She wasn’t expecting a
welcome party, but they’ve been creeping around for almost an hour now and they haven’t
seen anything promising. She’d expected to see at least a firefly logo spray painted onto a
wall by now. 

 

Optimism, Abby. It’ll come in handy someday. Her dad’s voice sounds in her head, his
smiling face at the forefront of her mind, Optimism will take you far in life. Abby scoffs and
Ellie briefly looks sideways, maybe thinking that Abby was scoffing at her. For once she
isn’t, instead she scoffs at her stupidly naive dad, and the stupid things he used to say and the
stupid way he isn’t here to say them anymore. 



 

Abby takes a step away from Ellie, dragging a hand through her hair to try to calm herself
down. The hollowness in her chest echoes with nothing to accentuate its emptiness, and
suddenly Abby just feels tired. 

 

She’s always tired, really, but this is different. It’s more like she’s drained of the will to carry
on, probably a product of the disappointment that floods her. Lev, always her saving grace, is
slowing down too, clearly not wanting to be too far ahead as the nighttime starts to envelope
them. 

 

“Hey,” She calls out to him quietly, and he stops to move closer to her and Ellie. “I don’t
think it's safe to wander in the dark. I say we choose one of these stores to shelter in until
morning.” 

 

He agrees easily, “Which one?” 

 

Abby hums unsurely, opening her mouth to offer a suggestion, but is stopped by Ellie’s voice.
“That one.” She’s pointing to a smaller building across the street. It looks intact, but Abby
sees immediately what drew Ellie towards it. There’s a small balcony at the side of it that’s a
few feet away from the next building’s balcony, a clearly easy escape route should they need
one. 

 

It’s an okay choice. Decent enough. Abby nods, “Alright,” she starts to walk towards it, but
as an afterthought she turns back, “If we get mauled by infected in the middle of the night,
I’m blaming you.” 

 

 

The building is empty of pretty much everything, but none of them had expected much
anyway. They claim the back room, where a small couch sits in the corner and there’s a
scratched beechwood floor. Abby sets her flashlight on the floor to provide some kind of
light, even if it’s the kind of light that washes the life out of the room. 

 



Lev falls asleep straight away. Abby stares at his curled up form, wishing that she could just
slip out of consciousness as easily as he can. But she can’t, so she sits with her back against
torn wallpaper, completely ignoring Ellie across from her. 

 

She’d tied one of Ellie’s wrists to a pipe, much to Ellie’s annoyance. “I’m not going to
fucking go anywhere, am I?” Abby had shrugged and carried on tying the rope. Taking
chances never works out well, and so Abby tries not to take them. Not anymore. 

 

Abby falls into a kind of haze, listening to Lev’s even breathing and the breeze rustling
leaves outside, occasionally shivering for the chill that seeps through the beach store’s thin
walls. Eventually though, she’s drawn back to reality by the sound of droplets of water
pattering onto the floor. 

 

She looks around for the source of it, expecting to see the light reflecting off of some kind of
leak, but there’s no water. She frowns, putting it up to her exhaustion, and she settles back
down. But— there it is again. 

 

Abby sits up properly this time, annoyance blossoming in her chest. She squints round at the
surroundings and then she takes one look at the tiredly defiant face of Ellie and she realises. 

 

It’s the tapping of Ellie’s fucking foot. 
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She’s woken by a harsh kick to her leg. 

 

Abby jolts and straightens immediately, reaching for the gun she left by her side, but one look
up shows that nobody’s there. Frowning, she glances round, eyes falling onto Ellie’s glaring
face. 

 

“What?” Abby hisses. Ellie nods towards the door. 

 

“Someone’s out there.” 

 

Nerves prickle at the back of Abby’s neck, and she has the good sense to drop her voice to a
whisper. “How do you know?”

 

Ellie widens her eyes, disbelief at the fact that Abby still hadn’t moved an inch. “I fucking
heard them. Grab the kid and untie me. We’ve gotta go!” Her whisper-shout stirs Lev, and
that’s enough for Abby to lift herself up. She keeps her movements quiet on the creaky floor. 

 

“Kid,” Abby says, his eyes peek out at her, “Let’s go. Quietly.” 

 



A thump sounds from the other side of the door. Lev’s body stiffens as Abby’s pulse
quickens. She’s debating just leaving Ellie and grabbing Lev and leaving, but it’s as though
he reads her mind. He moves cat-like towards Ellie, untying the rope from around her wrists.
Ellie doesn’t smile, but for a second she looks slightly less pissed. 

 

She can’t fucking get him out of bed on any other day, but now he’s happy to wake up as
soon as she says. Fucking kids. 

 

The small window on the West wall will fit Lev and Ellie’s frames easily, but Abby already
knows she’s going to have to shove herself through if she wants to get through. 

 

A shout sounds out, far off but so close, and Abby’s already pushing Lev towards the
window. “Go. Run!” He scrambles, his body disappearing out of the window a second before
the door flies open. 

 

Abby and Ellie spin round, combat-ready in time for the woman that comes barrelling
through. She moves in a blur of black clothes and brown hair, too fast for Abby to fire her
gun before the woman shoves Ellie hard in the chest, sending her crashing to the floor. 

 

Abby’s veins pump with adrenaline, giving her that battle-high that she’s come to crave after
being so violence orientated for so many years. She curls her fist, drops her shoulder, doesn’t
spare a glance towards Ellie. 

 

It’s second nature for her to dodge the punch that’s directed her way, and it’s easy for her to
grab the woman’s hand and pin it behind her back. She nudges the barrel of her gun against
her neck. “Tell me what the fuck you want before I pull this fucking trigger.” 

 

Abby’s fast, but not fast enough, because then a switchblade is dragged viciously across her
thigh and she cries out. Her grip loosens on the woman and she falls to her knees. Tears burn
her vision. 

 

The woman straightens, readying herself to say something, but then Ellie’s there, throwing
herself at the woman with an angered yell. Abby squints and hisses a curse she’s thankful
Lev isn’t here to hear. Pain throbs from her leg, but there isn’t time for that now. 



 

She gets to her feet, exhaling when she sees Ellie with a knife to the woman’s throat, the both
of them pressed up by the window. Abby scowls, lifts her shotgun from where it’d dropped
and casually wafts it towards the pair. 

 

“Now I really want to pull this trigger.” 

 

The woman starts to struggle in Ellie’s hold but realises it’s no use soon after. Instead she
twists her face into contempt. “This is our territory. I don’t know why you raiders seem to
always be-“ she grunts as Ellie tightens her arm, “—forgetting that. If I don’t kill you,
someone else will.” 

 

It’s then that Abby notices the patch sewn into the woman’s collar. 

 

She steps back, stumbles would be a more accurate description, the gun slipping from her
grasp. It clatters to the floor, useless. Abby’s head spins, faster, then faster, then faster. 

 

Somewhere her mind registers the woman taking Ellie’s distraction as a cue to leave: to
escape out of the same window Lev went through. Somebody calls for her, but her back hits
the floor and so does her head, and then her world is plunged into darkness. 

 

 

“A patch? Really?” 

 

Abby eyes the small fabric-y thing in her dad’s calloused hand. He’s smiling, and she can tell
he’s not faking it, so she hesitantly reaches out for it. She supposes it looks like a firefly, in a
strange sort of way. Whoever had sewn it clearly was not artistically gifted. 

 

Jerry Anderson ruffles her hair. “I picked it up from the patrol meeting. Now you’re a true
firefly, kid.” 



 

“I don’t know, dad.” 

 

He frowns, dropping his body onto the bed beside her. Abby’s bedroom was near empty save
for the battered furniture, but Jerry had said that he’d have a look for some stuff to make it
more homely. “Don’t know about what?” 

 

Abby shrugs. They hardly ever have conversations like these, so it feels as though every
response is a sharp edge she wishes could be smoother. “This place,” She says eventually,
glancing out of the window at the next house in the camp. Jerry’s arm comes up around her
shoulders, and she melts into her dad’s hold. 

 

“I know…” He starts, even though Abby thinks he doesn’t really know, “... that this place
isn’t what you expected. But it’s the real deal, Abby. We have a house, I have a job, there’s
food, supplies…” 

 

“Everyone here is obsessed with the cure. It’s exhausting, and depressing. I hate it.” 

 

Jerry sighs, pats the side of her head affectionately. He’s smiling again, albeit slightly more
sadly. “Hope isn’t a bad thing Abby. It’s a light, and these people follow it.” 

 

“Do you follow it?” 

 

He’s caught off guard. His eyebrows twitch, and his face changes in a way she can’t quite
describe. Closed off… maybe? Reserved? She isn’t sure but then there isn’t any way for her to
find out because he turns away, standing from the bed. 

 

“I think it’s bedtime, Abby. Owen said training starts early tomorrow.” 

 

He leaves and then she’s alone, clutching the disfigured firefly badge and staring at the blank
wall. 



 

 

She comes to and flinches at the sun in her face. 

 

Her body is still as she slowly regains control of her mind and senses, slowly starting to pull
herself together. 

 

She’s in the room they’d slept in last night, but she’s alone, her pack is gone, and so are Lev
and Ellie. Shit. When she sits up, her head spins, but she pushes through, too panicked to give
a shit.

 

The woman. Abby remembers her suddenly and vividly, swirling hair and slashing
switchblade and that fucking patch. The Fireflies are here. They’re here. She’s found them.
She wants to lie back down, rest after so long of being on edge and worrying, but she can’t. 

 

She doesn’t go through the window, instead she makes her way back through to the main
door, pushing aside blockades and slipping out. 

 

Lev is gone. Ellie is gone too. The Fireflies are here. They think that they’re raiders. What
should have been a victory to celebrate is a victory going up in flames before Abby’s tired
eyes, but she won’t let it fucking happen. Not after all she’s been through. 

 

Her leg aches but she doesn’t look, and her vision blurs at inconsistent intervals, her stomach
growls for any sort of food or water. She’s hyper aware of the empty holster at her hip, hyper
aware of how defenceless she is; stumbling down a street to fuck knows where. 

 

The sky is overcast ahead of her, moody and sad and depressed. She feels it looking down on
her, disappointed maybe, at how easily she lost Lev, how irresponsible she is. 

 

Her boots crunch in the sandy dirt as she ambles along, weeds twisting wickedly around her
ankles, each one of them trying to drag her down. She wishes for Owen’s steady arm to guide



her, his easy laugh to cheer her, his presence beside her. 

 

She wishes that the image of him lying dead in the aquarium would stop haunting her. 

 

 

Footsteps echo behind her, and Abby’s eyes narrow, she turns, ready to fist fight her way out
of the situation, but then her eyes slip closed in pure, unfiltered relief at the sight of Lev
walking towards her. 

 

He’s not injured, and he’s grinning, and she’s pressing him into a hug as soon as he’s in
range, thanking whatever power had allowed him safety a million times over. She pulls back,
and the scars on his face skew when he takes in her own appearance. 

 

“Abby—“ 

 

“I’m fine,” she interjects, “Are you—“ 

 

“I’m okay. We escaped that woman, and then we couldn’t find you so I started to worry, but
Ellie said—“ 

 

“Ellie?” Abby realises that Ellie is standing a few feet away, her weight shifting awkwardly
as she watches Abby and Lev. There’s a far off look on her face, like she’s remembering
something from long ago. Abby’s chest clenches. 

 

She isn’t sure what to say so she goes for the bitchy comment, which, by the way, she’s
perfectly entitled to say. “You stole my supplies.” 

 

Ellie rolls her eyes in a way that shows she wasn’t expecting anything else from Abby. In a
mockingly deliberate movement, she slides the pack from her shoulders and drops it into the
dirt. “Well what else was I supposed to do after you decide to take a nap mid-fight?”



 

“I fucking passed out!” 

 

“And who’s fault is that?”

 

Abby opens her mouth to fire something back, but she thinks better of it. Lev’s alive. The
Fireflies are here. Focus on that. 

 

She turns to Lev to avoid the smug victory most likely painted all over Ellie’s face, “Let’s get
off the streets, quickly,”

 

 

“They think we’re raiders.” Lev starts, once they’re tucked away in the back room of an old
diner. 

 

They sit on a torn couch type thing that feels like heaven for Abby’s aching body. The door is
blocked by a shelf, and the only escape route can be locked from the inside, so she feels safe
enough to take a resting breath. 

 

“That is a problem.” Abby admits. 

 

“They’re trying to find us and kill us, and this island is even smaller than Hav— the island in
Seattle.” Everybody winces. 

 

Ellie clears her throat, “So basically, we’re fucked.” 

 

Abby wouldn’t put it like that, but it isn’t far from the truth. How can they approach anybody
on this island without being shot and killed? The woman from earlier has definitely spread



word of them by now, so there will definitely be patrols out. Abby rubs her temples and sighs
exhaustedly. Why can they never catch a fucking break?

 

“Not exactly,” She shifts in the seat, “Maybe they’ll take us to their camp, instead of killing
us on sight. That woman could easily have killed me, but I bet she was going to come back
after she got you, and then she would’ve taken us to her camp.” 

 

Ellie frowns, the light hitting her face well enough for Abby to see her bruised cheekbone.
“How do you know she was even with the fireflies?” 

 

Her head explodes in a whirlwind of her dad and Owen and the patch that is buried at the
bottom of her backpack, but she keeps it contained. “She had a firefly patch.” 

 

“Right, but she could’ve stolen it—“

 

“That’s stupid, you just don’t want to find the Fireflies—“ 

 

“You’re fucking right I don’t want to find the Fireflies!” It’s the loudest Ellie’s spoken since
they found her in California. Lev is stunned, Abby is shocked, and Ellie is thrumming with
anger as she flies to her feet, shoving the blockade away from the door and disappearing into
the front of the diner. Lev makes to go after her, but Abby grabs his sleeve. 

 

“Leave her. She’s not going anywhere.” 

 

And though, technically, Ellie could disappear and never return, Abby somehow knows she
won’t. Because— where will she go? She won’t want to run aimless among towns, fighting
for survival that means nothing, and the only other option is this. Abby and Lev. She won’t
go anywhere. 

 

Lev sinks back into his chair. “She might.” 

 



“She might,” Abby agrees, clapping his shoulder, “but she won’t.”
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It’s almost midnight when Ellie comes skulking back into their claimed diner. Abby hadn’t
realised that she’d even left the building (she hadn’t gone to check) but Ellie’s limping like
someone just out of a fight. Warily, Abby straightens slightly from her slouch against the
wall. 

 

“More fireflies?” 

 

Ellie squints at her. “No.” There’s an awkward sort of pause, then– “Infected. Over there
somewhere,” She gestures vaguely with her hand, and Abby nods like it matters. It doesn’t. 

 

“You shouldn’t have left. They’re probably looking for us.” Us. Like they’re some kind of
team. They’re not— it’s Abby and Lev, followed by a sizable gap and then Ellie. They’re not
a team, but they are a collective that’s outnumbered as it is. 

 

Dropping her pack onto one of the torn seats, Ellie shrugs. “Better I die out there than here.” 

 

Abby chooses not to acknowledge that. Instead she folds her arms and does her best to
pretend like she hadn’t been waiting up for Ellie’s return— really, she hadn’t been. She’d just
been keeping watch, because Lev fell asleep a while ago. And anyway, she knew that Ellie
would come back. 



 

There’s a rustle when Ellie sits down, and then— “Do you want me to keep watch?” 

 

Abby looks over at her. She can’t see much, just a pale face visible through shadows, a dim
light reflecting slightly off a waterproof jacket. She shakes her head. 

 

“No way. You’d kill me in my sleep.” 

 

Ellie shrugs and lowers herself into the booth and out of Abby’s view. “Suit yourself then.” 

 

 

 

Lev doesn’t say it, but she sees it in the way his entire body relaxes at the sight of Ellie when
he wakes. He must have been worried that she wouldn’t come back, and Abby doesn’t
understand why. Something like worry prickles on the periphery of her thoughts— he’s
getting attached and this arrangement isn’t permanent and what if Ellie does just up and
leave? What then? Will he worry for her? Abby knows the answer. 

 

They have a kind of regroup after a meagre breakfast, all three of them hunched in the
shadows of the room. Abby clears her throat. “So we know they’re here.” 

 

Lev nods. “They’ll kill us on sight, I think. That lady was angry.” 

 

Ellie glowers at them, her fingers twisting into the material of her jacket. Abby glares like
she’s daring her to say something, but Ellie chooses to ignore her. “So the obvious thing to do
is to leave, right? There’s no way you’re getting close enough to reason with them.”

 

Abby leans back and raises her eyebrows. The floor creaks under her. “What, you think
you’re just going to sneak out of the town?” 



 

“Uh— yeah.” 

 

Lev’s eyes flick between them, and he’s already about to intervene when Abby’s arm raises to
point her pistol right at the freckles on Ellie’s face. Ellie’s face screws up in anger and Lev’s
protesting already but Abby shoves him off her and doesn’t back down. “Like that’s going to
fucking happen. We’re going to the fireflies. And then they can deal with you and this, ” she
gestures around them, “—won’t be a thing anymore.” 

 

“Put the gun down.” 

 

“No.” 

 

“Abby, I think you should—“ 

 

“Not now, Lev.” 

 

“Hey! Put the fucking—“ Ellie cuts herself off and her outstretched hands drop. Abby
watches, breathing hard. Her pale fingers move to fiddle with a bracelet around her other
wrist and she clenches her jaw to stare past Abby. For a few seconds there’s only the sounds
of their collective breathing. Ellie levels her with a steadfast stare. 

 

“The fireflies aren’t who you think they are. They’re a group of violent fucks who believe in
a cure that doesn’t exist. ” 

 

It sounds fake. The words sound regurgitated, and reused, almost rehearsed as though they’ve
been playing in Ellie’s mind for a while. Still— they have the desired effect. Abby huffs and
lowers her gun. She ignores the tinge of regret she feels, and instead pretends to look for
something in her pack. With her back to Ellie and Lev, it’s easier to speak. 

 



“Well, we’re going to find them anyway. So get used to it, because that’s the plan and it isn’t
fucking changing.” 

 

Ellie laughs incredulously and Abby doesn’t turn around until she hears the retreating
footsteps and the rustle of waterproof jacket material that sounds when Ellie drops into a seat.
She murmurs to Lev, “You shouldn’t worry about her. She’s not—“ She shakes her head.
“Don’t forget the things that she did.” 

 

Lev looks at her strangely. “I won’t.”

 

 

 

 

They leave the diner soon after that. Sun beats down on them— it’s harsh and unrelenting
and Abby fucking hates it. She can feel the sweat on her back where the pack rests, the
clammy warmth of her fingers where they curl around her gun. 

 

Lev walks up ahead with Ellie. He glances up at her periodically like he’s going to say
something, and Abby wallows in relief each time he doesn’t. Ellie, for her part, is silent, until
she meets Lev’s eyes briefly.

 

Abby watches as she smiles distantly, like she’s remembering something. Ellie gestures at
Lev’s sunburned forehead, “You should look for a baseball hat or something. Sunburn’s a
bitch.” 

 

“Baseball?” Lev says it in that voice he uses when he doesn’t quite understand what’s being
said. Usually it would prompt Abby into explaining it carefully, not missing any details out
because she knows how much Lev wants to know everything, and she knows how much he
missed during his upbringing. Now though, it’s Ellie who takes a moment to think of an
explanation.

 



“It’s a sport? We played it back in— uh, back in Jackson, with a bat and a ball. It was fun, but
I was shit at it.” 

 

Lev files away this information and nods, “Okay. I’ll look for a hat.”

 

Abby refuses to give her a gun, because that seems like a bad idea on all fronts. But Ellie’s
fast, so Abby’s pretty sure that even if they do get ambushed, Ellie’s likely to escape. 

 

They’re definitely exposed to an ambush, even as they move carefully behind buildings.
Abby half suspects that they’re being watched right now, maybe through the scope of a
sniper, or a pair of binoculars. She hates it, and she hates it even more when she comes up
short on a plan to fix it. They have no idea about the whereabouts of the fireflies’ home base,
so they’re kind of wandering aimlessly. 

 

Wandering aimlessly right into a pack of stalkers. 

 

Abby hears them first, high-pitched croaks and feet crunching in sand-gravel. She breathes
out a curse and instinctively shoves Lev behind her. Her hand is already on her gun, and Ellie
ahead of her has also caught on. She glances over her shoulder and motions to Abby and Lev,
indicating for them to follow her. 

 

“Fuck,” Abby curses, but she can’t do anything except follow after Ellie’s already moving
form. They creep into a shop with shattered windows and weeds twisting through
floorboards, and Ellie stops to duck behind an overturned shelving unit. 

 

Lev peeks over the edge of it, his narrowed eyes catching sunlight and burning golden. His
face is set like it had been in Seattle— unforgiving, and brave. “There’s five, I think.” 

 

She follows his line of sight to a crossroads where the stalkers mill about. They’re mostly
gone to the cordyceps disease but a few of them carry memoirs of human life— one wears a
baseball cap, funnily enough. Another carries a satchel that has become part of the infected
creature, the fungus has grown over the strap. Ellie taps her fingers against her gun in
thought. 



 

“We could take them out.” 

 

Abby glares at her. “Stalkers are loud fuckers. We’d be making ourselves targets.” 

 

“We’re already targets, in case you hadn’t noticed.” Ellie says, like Abby didn’t already know
that they were walking around practically begging for someone to come and ambush them. 

 

Lev’s voice placates the both of them. “We’re wasting time. We should kill them. If the
fireflies come then we could talk to them.” 

 

Sweet Lev, Abby thinks. Sweet Lev and his naivety in regards to the obvious fact that if they
approach the fireflies they will most likely end up dead. Abby will admit, she’d been
expecting a bit more from them. Some kind of blossoming camp teeming with people that all
believe in a cure; a haven— for want of a better word —of good people that could help them. 

 

Abby clenches her jaw and her eyes flick to Ellie’s briefly, and she knows that with or
without her say-so those stalkers are going to end up dead at Ellie’s hands. She might as well
help out a bit. “Alright, whatever. But let’s make it quick.” 

 

She makes to vault their cover, but takes a half second to pause and look back at Lev. He’s
poised to follow her. “Stay here, Lev.” 

 

He starts to protest but she shushes him with a glare, and he drops back behind the shelves.
Ellie casts Abby an odd look, but then she’s moving quickly out of the shop. Abby hastens to
follow. 

 

They stop together behind a car. “Silencer.” Ellie mumbles. 

 

“What?” 

 



“A silencer would make this so much easier.” 

 

And those words are the spark for a blaze of thoughts that stream without consent through her
head— did you use a silencer to kill Owen? Nora? Mel? She squeezes her eyes shut because
now isn’t the fucking time and in that millisecond Ellie’s already moved on to a car a few feet
closer to the infected and Abby’s sick of this whole fucking situation. 

 

Still, she hurries after Ellie. 

 

“You go left, I’ll go right?” Like they’re some kind of fucking team. Abby scowls but agrees,
and then it’s chaos. 

 

Ellie takes down her two but Abby misses her second shot and by then the damn thing has
scampered away, shrieking and clawing at the ground. Abby curses and starts to turn in a
circle— peering into the long grass for any sign of danger. She shoots blindly, but the grass
could have only moved due to the coastal breeze but it also could have been the stalker—
was it the stalker? Ellie’s circling too, just behind her, but Abby’s not paying attention. She
holds out her gun, murmuring, “Come out wherever you are, you little shit.” 

 

It does the trick. The stalker comes scrambling from the right and Abby hears Ellie’s cry of
surprise, and she only manages to dodge in time for it to barrel past her. It stumbles, she hears
the disruption of gravel, and she probably imagines Lev’s sigh of relief because he’s too far
away for her to hear it. She spins round and fires three bullets through its grotesquely formed
head area. Grim satisfaction overtakes her and she rights herself with minimal back pain. 

 

She turns to Ellie, her breathing coming fast. “We’re not a team.”

 

Ellie frowns. “Well that’s obvious.” 

 

“Stop acting like we are then.” 

 



To Abby’s irritation, Ellie seems confused. “I’m not doing that.” Abby scoffs and shakes her
head, because Ellie’s far off the mark. 

 

“What are you fucking doing then?” 

 

Ellie shrugs— and Abby knows it’s a loaded question, because who knows what any of them
are trying to do? She for one, doesn’t have a clue. Her purpose used to be to survive, then it
was something to do with Owen, and since… well. Her purpose has been revenge for her dad
ever since. That purpose was supposed to have been fulfilled and yet here Abby stands, with
Ellie Williams looking for the Fireflies. What an absolute plot twist. The writers of her life
probably crack up about it. Absolutely hilarious. 

 

Ellie shrugs. Abby had forgotten she was there, for a second. “I’m just trying to survive.” 

 

And then— and it all happens too quickly for Abby to fully comprehend it —something
rustles and screeches behind her and Lev cries out, and there’s the thwip of an arrow slicing
through air before a thump acts as a full-stop for the whole thing. She turns slowly, and Lev’s
face is red in the sun and the infected on the floor is red with old blood and spores, her vision
is red when she realises that she almost died. Again. 

 

Lev stalks towards them, his steps a childlike representation of the classic I-told-you-so.
Abby was right to leave him in safety, he’s too young, but of course all he sees is a fight that
he wasn’t allowed to join. Still, a small voice in her head muses, he’s seen worse. 

 

That’s not the fucking point. 

 

Lev deliberately puts his bow onto his back and shrugs like nothing had happened. “I told
you there were five of them.” His words are simple, straightforward and unmasked. She huffs
out a disbelieving laugh. 

 

“What would I do without you, kid?” 

 



He looks up at her. “Die, probably.” 

 

Abby ignores Ellie’s quiet laugh and instead nods sagely. “Probably.” 

 

 

 

By some miracle, the fireflies don’t find them, and the three of them reach what seems to be a
town centre before the sun sets. It’s a small place, but the cautiousness of their movement
added with their lack of general direction involving Avalon makes their progress slow. 

 

The town centre consists of a central square that once would have been charming, but now is
overrun by old banners that state the beginnings of rebellions that are long gone, and
splintered tables and chairs from nearby restaurants sprawled all over it. An overturned
parasol catches the breeze almost eerily— it’s faded red and white material blows slowly,
almost as though it’s breathing. Abby can’t help but feel like it’s been a while since there was
anybody here. 

 

She sighs, and stops walking. “We’re looking in the wrong place. They’re not going to be
slap bang in the middle of the town. It’s too exposed.” 

 

Ellie ahead of her pokes at one of those old tables thoughtfully. She’s been less
temperamental than Abby thought she would be. Maybe she’s resigned to the fact that Abby’s
one wrong move away from shooting her. Still, it unnerves her, the way they exist within ten
feet of each other without trying to kill each other. A year ago they hadn’t been able to exist
in the same city without trying to murder each other. 

 

Ellie looks back at her. “Hiding in plain sight, right?” 

 

“No.” Abby shakes her head and eyes the apartment buildings that border the square. They’re
all made with the same light bricks, stacked on top of restaurants and bars. Signs that
probably used to light up and flash hang from under balconies. “No,” she repeats, “That’s too
obvious.” 



 

“Maybe they want those people that want to find them to actually be able to find them.” 

 

“Like us,” Lev observes. 

 

“Yeah…” Abby trails off, wandering into the square. In hindsight, it was a stupid thing to do.
She ignores her own feelings of trepidation and weaves in and out of rubble and remains of
what was, but the footsteps she hears behind her don’t sound like the careful ones she expects
to hear. 

 

Boots crack across the rubble, a throat clears, and then there’s the unmistakable click of a
gun. 

 

“Don’t fucking move.” 
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“Move, and you’re going to hear three shots. One for her, one for the boy, and then one for
you. Got it?” 

 

The gun pushes uncomfortably into her head, prompting her to slowly turn to face the square.
The scene makes her stomach twist. Ellie, hands above her head with a woman pressing a
gun to her temple. Lev, in the same pose with a man just behind him. The man grins, and
Abby feels that surge of protectiveness in her stomach. Furiously, she tenses like she’s going
to charge over there and knock that fucking grin off his fucking face, but she’s stopped by the
feeling of cool metal against her temple.

 

“That’s a bad idea. Stay put.” 

 

Abby pulls her fist back to to knock the daylights out of the guy— and then there’s a harsh
thump to her back and then another to her stomach and she thuds to the ground, reeling. 

 

The man steps into view, followed by a few others who stand on guard around the square.
He’s tall-ish, and wears dark combat gear. It’s army get-up, Abby recognises it immediately,
and his close-cropped hair only confirms her suspicions. He clears his throat. 

 



“Now, when I was told about a small group of raiders breaking into our town, I figured:
whatever. You know? It’s a big fucking town, right?” 

 

Not really. 

 

“And then you beat up one of my soldiers. She can’t walk, one of you put her in a bad, bad
way. Now that pissed me off.” 

 

They’re going to die. She’s certain of it— she can practically feel the annoyance radiating off
the man standing over her. He’s either going to drag them back to their camp and then shoot
them, drag them out to the beach and throw their bodies into the sea after he shoots them, or
he’ll keep them here and shoot them. Either way, they’re getting shot. 

 

The man squats beside her, tilting his face down into her field of vision. “The way I see it, it’s
an eye for an eye, right? You break one of my people’s legs… I break one of yours…” He
winks. “How’s that sound?”

 

It sounds marginally better than getting shot and killed. 

 

He claps his hands together, glancing up into his buddies’ faces— Abby uses his brief
distraction to check on Lev, then Ellie. Lev is calmer than she would expect him to be— but
then again he’d watched his whole town burn down in a monstrous fire so maybe he’s
developed a level of detachment in bad situations. Ellie on the other hand, is visibly raging.
Her face is painted an angry red and screwed up in a scowl, eyes darting round for some sort
of escape. 

 

There’s no way out. 

 

The man nudges the toe of his boot against her leg. “Which leg?” 

 

She desperately wishes she could keep calm like Lev, but even the thought of him striking her
leg, the bone splintering and cracking audibly… it makes her want to throw up. She jerks



away from him, fear flashing across her face for a half-second. A half-second mistake that the
man picks up on immediately: he laughs cruelly and repeats his question. 

 

When Abby doesn’t reply, he draws his brows together in anger and harshly tugs her right leg
up, and another guy she hadn’t noticed reaches to hold her foot tightly. Abby is panicking
now, real, blind panic that makes her struggle to pull her foot away and ends with the butt of
the gun striking her temple. She flattens against the ground, head spinning. 

 

“Stay still. ” 

 

Someone is standing over her, raising a heavy-looking plank of wood above their heads, and
she has maybe two seconds before he brings it down hard against her bared leg. They’re
going to break her leg. Who knows what they’ll do with Lev. Ellie. She’ll be left here, picked
off by some infected or another. This isn’t how it was supposed to go, and yet. Here she is.

 

He brings the plank down. And at the same time, somewhere in the background there’s a
strangled cry— someone yelling “Fireflies!”. Either it startles the guy or he has a change of
heart because he falters and the plank strikes her at about sixty percent force. Pain shoots up
her leg and she lets out a muffled kind of scream, but then her leg is dropped and she hears
the plank clatter to the floor. 

 

Abby’s most definitely mildly concussed and her nails are digging into her palms as she tries
to stop herself from crying out from the pain— so she’s not exactly sure what is going on.
Weren’t they about to break her fucking leg? 

 

She manages to lift herself up a little, enough to see a small circle of people around where
Ellie is standing, Lev included. Her field of vision is swimming with black spots, but she’s
sure there’s a gun still pressed to his head. Maybe they want to break Ellie’s leg instead?
Somewhere deep inside of Abby there’s a burst of satisfaction at that thought, but then
somewhere quite alarmingly surface level there’s a whole lot of worry. 

 

She has to do something. Gritting her teeth, she hauls herself so she’s half sat up, leaning her
weight back on her hands. Behind her is the hum of their conversation, Abby can’t make out
what they’re saying but she catches some words, cure, searching, help, lies. What is
happening ? 



 

Cautiously she tests her leg, trying to gently bend her knee— her vision turns white with
blind pain and she groans. It’s not going to work, so plan B is the only thing for it. She
reaches out, hands clawing into the rubble strewn ground, and drags herself a few inches. She
winces. A few more inches. Two more pulls and she stops, exhausted, about two metres from
where they’re standing. Someone turns round and glances at her, and then they fucking roll
their eyes and move to hover over her, gun once again trained on her face. Seriously, she
can’t even walk, what do they think she’s going to do?

 

“So what. You helped that girl escape?”

 

Abby furrows her brows, shuffles closer. She hears Ellie’s voice, and the man who was
supposed to break her leg. 

 

“ No— I didn’t help her. I mean, she just kind of showed up. She told me she was like, immune
or whatever, and that some guy stole her from the fireflies. We were the same age, so we just
kind of stuck together.” 

 

Well, shit. 

—

“Ellie, what the fuck did you tell them?”

 

They’re in the back of a truck, hands bound together, being driven to the fireflies camp. Apart
from the hands-bound-together part, it's everything Abby wanted. And yet, it feels like
everything is going so, so terribly wrong. 

 

Ellie shrugs, and Lev speaks up. “She saved our lives. And your leg.” Abby watches him grin
over at Ellie. She scowls. 



 

“They’re going to figure out that you’re—“ she lowers her voice, “ lying. And then what?” 

 

Ellie rolls her eyes. “How will they? I told them that Ellie Williams died three years ago. The
only person who can prove that wrong is Ellie Williams, who happens to be me, so. I think
it’s pretty solid.” 

 

Exasperatedly she lets her head drop back against the wall of the truck. She hates the fact that
after all she and Lev went through to get here— after all that, she’s lying to the people she
wanted to help. It’s not like she’s a saint who hates lying, but still. She doesn’t feel great
about it. 

 

Ellie gives her a long look. Like she can see straight through her. “Look. That guy was going
to break your fucking leg. They tied us up,” She lifts her hands and shakes them around like
it’s emphasising her point. “And to top it all off: they are taking us back to their camp as
prisoners!” 

 

Lev glances between them, a little unsurely. “They said they’d untie us once we get there.” 

 

“Sorry to break it to you kid, but those guys out there? They do not trust us. The second they
leave us alone, I’m out of there.” 

 

Abby sighs, rubs her bound hands over her face. She needs a good sleep, a bit of food and
drink, maybe a few painkillers. Then she would be able to make some kind of plan— instead
of free flowing down this river of bad luck they’ve found themselves in. Lev is looking at
her, his eyes searching her face for some kind of assurance that there’s a solid plan they’re
going to stick to. She shuffles awkwardly. 

 

“We’ll just… scope the place out, see if it’s at least kind of like what we imagined.” 

 

It’s not what he wanted to hear. “We aren’t sticking together?” He looks between them again.
Not for the first time, Abby wishes they’d left Ellie hanging from that tree. 



 

“Well. We’re not a team, so.” She shrugs, giving Lev all the answer he needs to slump
disappointedly in his seat. Abby wonders why he likes Ellie so much, and when she half
glances over at Ellie, it seems as though she’s wondering the same thing. 

— 

It’s a short drive to the camp, and soon enough the truck jolts to a stop. 

 

For a few minutes nothing happens, and then a woman is climbing up into the truck. Abby
automatically tenses up defensively, but the woman seems harmless. Her dark hair swings as
she straightens her jacket and produces a knife from her pocket. “I’m just cutting the binds.” 

 

Lev sends an I-told-you-so look towards Ellie, who nods her head in defeat and looks away
with a smile. God, she fucking hates the fact that Ellie isn’t a complete asshole. 

 

The woman grimaces apologetically at them. “I’m sorry about all this. And uh,” she falters
slightly and looks at Lev, “sorry if we scared you back there.”  

 

Lev shrugs. “You didn’t.” 

 

“I’m still sorry,” The woman holds out her hand to Abby. “I’m Reece.” 

 

Abby rubs her wrist, and warily shakes the woman’s hand. “Abby. That’s Lev. And that’s…”
She hesitates, but before Reece can pick up on anything, Ellie is holding out her hand and
smiling.

 

“I’m Sarah.” 

 



Suddenly she’s back in the basement, cold air prickling along her skin, her palm sweating
around the handle of a golf club. Joel Miller is on the ground, writhing and crying, calling out
for Ellie. Abby remembers it all in alarming hyper-realism. She remembers rage and guilt.
She remembers the hum of the electrical generator in the background. She remembers Joel
calling out for a Sarah. He’d only said her name once. 

 

“—Abby? Are you coming?” 

 

She’d zoned out for a second too long. Reece and Ellie have already left the truck, and Lev is
halfway out of the back, his body twisted round so he can look at her. “Are you okay?” 

 

She smiles. He probably sees through it. “Don’t worry about it,” She says, and together they
exit out into the firefly camp. 

—

It’s not exactly what she expected. Or maybe… maybe it is. 

 

It’s a large-ish parking lot, however only one side of it is lined with trucks and cars. Tents,
much like the ones they used to have at the WLF base, fill up the rest of the space. People are
walking to and fro, most of them in the same army get up as Reece and the others, but some
are dressed much more casually. A few kids run past, all of them younger than Lev. They’re
brandishing bright plasticky guns, water guns probably— she looks down to see Lev staring
curiously after them.

 

Reece claps her hands together to draw their attention. “Well, this is it. It’s… decent. Safe.
The people are good.” 

 

Abby squints at her. “An hour ago, someone tried to break my leg.” 

 



At least Reece seems guilty. Her dark eyes soften. “That was Wes. He gets… protective. He’s
never around though, so I wouldn’t worry about him.” 

 

She scoffs, wanting to say more on the matter, but she doesn’t really want to seem like an
asshole. She lets it go, as hard as it is. They move on. 

 

“So! I’ll show you guys where you’ll stay, and then tomorrow you’ll be put onto shifts for
something or another. There’s a small class for the kids in the morning, so that’s something to
look forward to, Lev!” His eyes widen in excitement, and he turns back to Abby, grinning
from ear to ear. Her heart warms a little at the sight. 

 

“And uh, Sarah?” Ellie looks up suddenly, startled. “I think Wes wants to talk to you
tomorrow about your… story. He said he’d find you in the morning.” Ellie nods, not looking
half as worried as Abby feels at the words. 

 

Reece gestures behind them. “Well, shall we?” 

—

Reece strikes up a friendly conversation with Lev as she leads them across the parking lot
and down towards a row of apartment blocks. leaving Abby to walk alongside Ellie. They’re
silent as they follow. They never exchange small talk usually, due to an unspoken rule and
also because neither of them have any kind of desire to talk to the other, but surprisingly Ellie
speaks up after a few minutes. 

 

“Thought you’d be more angry.” 

 

Abby doesn’t look at her. “What?”

 

“About your leg. You got over it pretty fast.” 



 

 Another few seconds pass before Abby responds. “If I’m sticking around, I can’t be an
asshole.” 

 

“So you’re really gonna stay here?” 

 

Now Abby does turn to look at her. The sun is hanging low in the sky, so there’s an orange-
red glow over Ellie’s face. Green eyes, once swimming with rage, flicker with nothing more
than curiosity. She walks casually, fingers fiddling with her jacket. Abby wonders when
Ellie’s hatred fizzled out. When it stopped curling itself into the lines of Ellie’s face, when it
stopped thrumming under her skin.  

 

“Yeah. I mean, it’s a place to call home, isn’t it?”

 

Ellie shrugs. “Yeah, if you’re into all that military shit. Which I guess you are.” 

 

She’s got a point. This place is almost a downsized version of the WLF. Abby bristles at
Ellie’s words anyway. 

 

“You don’t know shit about me.” 

 

Ellie clicks her tongue, perhaps deciding whether she should take the bait and argue, or if she
should just shut up and let their conversation end nicely, for once. It doesn’t matter, because
at that moment Reece looks back at them and grins. “You guys are going to love your new
place.” 

 

She’s gesturing at one of the apartment blocks, which is actually surprisingly modern-
looking. A patch of dead grass separates the main path from the entryway, and Reece leads
them across it towards the door. “I know, apartment buildings aren’t the best for escape routes
— but infected almost never get into the camp. It’s pretty damn safe.” 

 



Lev tilts his head up. “What level are we on?” 

 

“The first. Ground floor is a storage unit for med supplies, and then you guys are the next
floor up.” 

 

She pushes the door open and into a dimly lit hallway. It’s like you would expect it to be,
fairly clean with cracked tiles, a small table with a logbook tucked into the corner. There’s a
large cross painted across the elevator doors, so it’s unsurprising that Reece leads them
through a small side corridor and up the stairs. 

 

Despite Abby’s insistence earlier that she and Lev would be staying here— she’s doubtful.
She wanted to be part of something meaningful. It didn’t have to be the cure, or anything big
like that, just something that’s good . She didn’t want to end up back at the WLF, on a
fucking patrol schedule, treating raiders the same as infected, a patch sewn into her jacket.
But— Lev. Lev could grow up properly here, she knows.

 

Reece stops them outside apartment 3. “Welcome home!” 

 

Abby stares into the splintering wooden door. Half of her wants to grab Lev and leave before
they’re stuck here, but the more reasonable and grown-up side of her wants him to have this.
He’s happy, she can tell, already wandering into the apartment, his face screwed up in
concentration as Reece explains something to him. Ellie’s following after them, visibly
disinterested. 

 

Abby sighs. She doesn’t know what to do. But still, she steps inside, closing the door with a
quiet click behind her. 
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Abby’s doubts about the camp are at least briefly drowned out by the night’s sleep she gets.
It’s full and warm— in a real bed in a real bedroom, in an apartment safe enough to not
require a watch. 

 

She rubs her eyes as she sits up, wincing at the harsh morning sun that streams through the
broken blinds on the window. Lev is asleep in the other single bed on the other side of the
room— he lays stretched out, a leg off the side of the bed, the covers strewn awkwardly
around his body. She knows that Reece said they’d be put onto rotations this morning, but she
can’t bring herself to wake him up.

 

Instead, she pulls on one of the crewneck sweaters Reece left for her, pulls her boots on, and
slips silently out of the room. Childishly, she doesn’t make her bed, and as she closes the
bedroom door behind her she allows the distant, hazy memory of her dad calling after her to
make your bed, Abby, for the love of god fill her with ease. She even grins a little bit to
herself, but it’s quickly wiped from her face at the sight that greets her in the living-room. 

 

Calling it a living room is generous, really. It’s a windowless box, with empty storage crates
piled up in one corner, and a battered, torn L shaped couch tucked into the corner. The carpet
was clearly pulled up a long time ago, leaving scratched, creaky floorboards in its wake. 

 

The cherry on top of the miserable cake is Ellie and the man who less than twenty four hours
ago was about to snap Abby’s leg in two, Wes, sitting awkwardly on the couch in silence. At
least, Wes seems to be comfortable enough, his arms are stretched out across the back of the
couch and he’s kicked his boots off somewhere. Abby resists the urge to roll her eyes at him.



Ellie’s the awkward one— she sits with her back straight, perched on the edge of the couch
like any second she might jump up and bolt. Abby meets her eyes in the dim room. 

 

“Uh hey E—Sarah,” Abby winces, and turns to Wes. “I see you’ve made yourself
comfortable.”

 

Ellie rolls her eyes as Wes stands up. He’s taller than Abby is, and a bit broader in the
shoulder, but she refuses to take a step back. His dark eyes are downturned, and when they
meet hers they are surprisingly calm. “Listen, can we forget about yesterday? I thought you
were a raider— and no offence but that kind of company isn’t fucking welcome in my
town.” 

 

Abby nods. “I get that. Doesn’t mean you have to try and break my fucking leg.” 

 

He shrugs, unconcerned. “You’re lucky I didn’t shoot you in the head.”

 

She opens her mouth to tell him that his attitude wasn’t helping her ‘forget about yesterday’,
but he cuts her off. “Look— I did what I had to do. Sorry. I didn’t know you guys had
information on that immune girl.” 

 

Now Ellie speaks, and Abby looks at her properly for the first time since yesterday. She looks
as though she hadn’t slept at all— she wears her torn clothes from before and her eyes sport
half-moon shadows underneath them. Abby wonders whether she’d been up all night
debating whether or not to just up and leave. “About that. Do you guys need like, information
on that? As far as I’m aware, all that immunity shit is in the past, right?” 

 

Wes turns to Ellie, then drops back into his seat. Clouds of dust shoot up from the couch.
“That’s what we all thought. I mean… we kind of assumed you’d died. Everyone knows the
story from that last firefly base, it’s like… infamous.” 

 

Abby’s heart clenches. She’s not back in the hospital exactly, but she’d be lying if she said
that even the inadvertent mention of Salt Lake City makes her weak, and angry. She chances
a look at Ellie, and finds her own feelings mirrored in Ellie’s tired face. 



 

“What story?” Abby wonders how many details have been lost over the years. 

 

“You know,” Wes shrugs, “Crazy old man brings in this girl, who’s supposed to be the cure to
everything. Doctor tries to make the cure. Crazy man kidnaps the girl and boom. They’re
never seen again. The cure was gone as fast as it came.” 

 

He looks at Ellie, and for a second, he smiles. It makes him look young and hopeful— and
Abby again feels a roil of hatred inside of her for what Joel did. He took so many people’s
chances away… for what? For Ellie? For himself. She recalls the feel of the golf club in her
hand and for all her hatred, feels sick. 

 

Wes continues. “But I guess that’s about to change, right Sarah?” 

 

Ellie cracks a grin. She looks as if she’s trying not to wince. “Right you are, Wes. Right you
fucking are.” 

—

Afterwards, Wes takes Ellie to meet a few other ‘important fireflies’, stating that she’s
somewhat of a local celebrity and has to tell them what it feels like to be bitten. Abby
discerns that he’s taking her to see his testosterone filled military buddies who want to
confirm that being bitten doesn’t even hurt— she quickly makes an excuse to stay behind and
enjoys the look of betrayal on Ellie’s face as she follows Wes out of the flat.

 

It feels too trivial for what’s supposed to be the most important thing she’s ever done. She has
bled and almost died for this, lost everything to this cause, and now they’re just going to…
live? Just blend into the society that’s been created here? Abby can’t help but think that it’s
anticlimactic. Sure, Ellie still has to talk to the firefly leader, whoever that may be, and she
still has to see the doctors, whoever they may be, and there might be a cure, but— Abby
braces her weight on the windowsill. The cure. Fuck the cure.

 



She wallows for a while. Too long, really. She should find Reece, and ask about helping out
on a job, but all she can do is stare out of the bedroom window and grapple with the fact that
she doesn’t even believe in a cure anymore. She remembers asking her dad, a long time
before Ellie ever came into their lives, whether he believed things could ever get better. He’d
laughed and thrown his arm over her shoulder and told her that things can only get better
from here, Abby, and they will. 

 

Will they? 

 

Lev wakes up while she’s still at the window. He comes to stand beside her, stumbling
slightly, still half asleep. She lets her arm wrap over his shoulders. It’s an uncharacteristic
show of affection— she usually settles for a ruffle of his hair, or a gentle push, but something
makes her do it. He leans into her.

 

The window doesn’t have a view of much— other apartment blocks in the complex, a bit of
the road that likely leads back to the parking lot from yesterday. Nobody seems to be around,
but even just by looking at the scene it’s easy to see that this is no ghost town. It glows with
life, from windows thrown open in the apartments with clothes drying on the window sills, to
the patch of yellow flowers that grows down by the roadside. Lev shifts beside her. 

 

“It’s nice, isn’t it?” 

 

He’s asking whether or not they’re going to stay. Abby hears his stance on the matter in the
near reverence in his voice. She sighs. 

 

“Really nice.”

—

“So, Lev, you’re on inventory. It’s in the same building as your flat, so it’s very safe. The
inventory leader will explain everything to you tomorrow, but don’t worry. All you’ll be
doing is counting and organising. How’s that sound?” 



 

In Abby’s opinion, it sounds like a special kind of mind numbing hell. To Lev, however, it’s
the best thing he’s heard in a long time. He looks down at the piece of paper Reece had
placed in his hands— he stares at the roughly written copy of his new schedule like it’s gold
dust. Abby looks away, to where Reece has placed a bottle of alcohol on the cracked kitchen
counter. 

 

“That’s a bit much for a welcome gift, isn’t it?” 

 

Reece smiles wryly. “I wish we had enough supplies to be able to afford welcome gifts. No,
this is your med kit. It’s not much, but everyone gets one. If you need more, the infirmary is
at the back of the base.” 

 

Reece had shown up not long after Ellie and Wes’ departure, bringing with her Lev’s new
schedule and the subsequent shattering of any doubts Abby had about the firefly base. Her
doubts aren’t necessarily gone , but they’re irrelevant now— there’s no way she’s leaving and
taking that look off of Lev’s face. She watches Lev wander away from the kitchen counter
and down the hall. He’s still staring at the paper in his hands. 

 

“Thanks.” 

 

The bottle clinks quietly as Reece moves it to the side so she can rest both forearms on the
surface. Her dark eyes are purposeful. Abby raises her eyebrows in question. 

 

“You’re from Seattle, right?” 

 

“Erm—“ Abby falters, her stomach twisting. She’s sure that neither her nor Ellie mentioned
anything about Seattle. “Why?” 

 

Reece rolls her eyes. “Look— I’m not judging, you can be honest. Some guy in med thinks
he knows you from back then, Chris Marsh?” 

 



Recognition flares like a lighthouse in her mind. She remembers Chris— he’d been part of a
WLF deserter group, but before that he’d been a familiar figure in the makeshift gym that
he’d helped to put together back at the WLF base. She can’t recall ever speaking to him, but
she remembers Isaac’s anger when he and a few others had snuck into the supplies one night
and stolen what they could before making a run for it. Last she heard, they’d all been caught
and killed in the first week. She meets Reece’s eyes. Apparently not. 

 

She nods. “Yeah, I know Chris.” 

 

Reece grins. “Great. He says you used to be the shit, back in Seattle. He said you were a
fucking machine with the infected. That true?” 

 

Abby wouldn’t put it like that, exactly. Brute force was her strength— but she’d never been
very tactical or resourceful on patrol. Frustratingly, her mind flashes to Ellie’s fearless
combat. She scowls. 

 

“Kind of. He’s exaggerating.”

 

Reece waves her away. “Either way. Hamad wants you leading the North West patrol. Are
you up for that?”

 

Abby is not up for that. “Who’s Hamad?” 

 

“The leader, but it’s kind of unofficial. Nobody technically appointed him, but he calls the
shots. He’s a good guy. Intense, but good.” 

 

Fucking hell. She’s not sure why she expected the fireflies to be any different to the WLF,
especially after she almost had her leg broken yesterday, but it’s still jarring. Patrols,
unofficial leaders, supply inventories. It’s like a downsized version of her past. 

 

She wonders, idly, as she debates what to say to Reece, whether any of it was worth it.
Killing Joel— the start of all of this, whether she likes to admit it or not —has gotten her into



the same place she used to be. The hope she had wished for isn’t there. Sure, Ellie’s
immunity could be something, but the chances are so slim that Abby has already written it
off. Very suddenly, she’s hit with a deep longing for her friends. It’s strange, to miss them
when she hasn’t thought about most of them in a long time. Maybe it’s the sudden re-entrance
of Chris into her life, but her mind becomes a continuous reel of all of the people she used to
know and speak to— the people she’s lost. The pain of it is raw all over. 

 

She clears her throat. Lev has re entered the room at some point during her silence. He stands
beside Reece, and two pairs of dark eyes track her watchfully. “Is this Hamad guy intense
enough that I don’t have a choice?” 

 

Reece shrugs. “You’d have to speak to him.” 

 

She doesn’t want to speak to him. In fact, she would actually rather never speak to him so
that she and Lev could fly completely under his radar and never be brought into any shit. But
life is never that fucking simple. 

 

“Where can I find him?” 

 

— 

 

Reece leads her out of the apartment building and out to the main road that they’d walked
down the day before. The air is heavy with heat as sbe looks around. From here, it’s easy to
feel small— all around her are the towering green hills of Santa Catalina, that slowly plateau
out into the beach on either side of her view. 

 

As they walk she realises that the  base is smaller than she’d initially thought— the parking
lot seems to be the main area while the surrounding apartment buildings are the main
lodgings, and a repurposed warehouse type of building serves as a cross between a military
hub and a dining hall. People go about their days all around her, some young, some old.
Many of them wear Hawaiian button up shirts that have clearly been sourced from a touristy
shop on the island— she cracks a smile despite herself at the thought of finding one for Lev
to wear. The sun is high in its noon position, beating down on her face as she follows Reece
into the warehouse. 

 



It’s cooler inside, and she sighs in relief. Tables are set up in the majority of the space, though
most are empty. A group of men dressed in camo sit at one, playing goldfish with a pack of
tattered cards. They nod at Abby as she passes, their eyes lingering on the gun she has kept
holstered to her belt since she got dressed. 

 

Reece murmurs to her. “Hamad will have something to say about your gun, by the way.
You’re not supposed to have them unless you’re on patrol.”

 

Abby wants to say that that’s a stupid fucking rule, but her words die in her throat as they
pass the tables and come up to the door that splits the main area from the private offices at the
back. The door is open, revealing something so unexpected that she feels winded. 

 

Ellie sits on a tattered couch, in newer clothes and washed hair, speaking animatedly to none
other than Chris fucking Marsh. It’s not even a weird situation, but at the same time it is—
because these are two separate parts of her life that were never supposed to interact. Chris,
nevermind the fact that she thought he was dead, is from a time when Abby wasn’t so
consumed by a thirst for bitter revenge. He’s from a time where she would laugh and joke
and drop weights in the gym because she was unpracticed and clumsy. 

 

Ellie looks up. “Hey.” 

 

Abby blinks. “Hello.” 

 

Suddenly, Chris is up and barrelling towards her. His arms wrap around her shoulders and she
hasn’t hugged someone like this in a long time, and her arms stay motionless at her side
awkwardly. He pulls away quickly. 

 

“Sorry. I’m just so fucked up over this…” He laughs in disbelief, pushing his brown hair out
of his eyes as he does, “This is crazy. I thought for sure you’d stay with Isaac until either you
or he died, but man. It’s good to see you, Abby.”

 

Abby doesn’t know what to say. She nods. “Yeah, man. I thought you were dead.”

 



He grins, a little manically. “So did I. Was on my own for a long time.” His grin falls flat.
“Andre and Adam… they didn’t make it.” 

 

Regretfully, Abby has no idea who either of those people are, but she nods solemnly anyway.
He doesn’t seem to notice— he claps her on the shoulder and turns back to Ellie. 

 

“I’ll see you later, Sarah. Good luck with Hamad.” 

 

He nods at Abby and Reece before slipping out of the door, leaving as quickly as he had re-
entered Abby’s life— without leaving time for her to process any of it. Reece says something
about going to find Hamad, and then she’s gone too. Abby feels the silence settle over her
and Ellie like a blanket of crushing, suffocating concrete. 

 

She sits carefully next to Ellie on the couch. 

 

Unexpectedly, Ellie chooses to break the silence. “That guy did nothing but blow smoke up
your ass.” 

 

Abby shrugs. “I see that you showered.” 

 

Ellie’s unimpressed. “You don’t want to talk about the guy who could blow our whole story
up?”

 

“Not really.”

 

She knows she’s being an asshole, but she’s still reeling from seeing Chris, reeling from
seeing him speak to Ellie, reeling from the way that Ellie refers to our story as though they’re
in any way connected. (Abby knows that they’re connected, inexplicably and beyond
anything she has with anyone else, but it doesn’t matter and it never will.)

 



“Great. Fucking great. Now we have to sell our story to their fucking leader and hope your
little pal doesn’t mess this all up for us.” The anger crackles out of Ellie’s voice. Abby
doesn’t care. 

 

“He’s not my pal.” She turns to face Ellie face on, and stares into seething green eyes. “And
yeah. That’s what we have to do, and you know who made this story up? You. So shut the
fuck up and deal with it.” 

 

Ellie rolls her eyes. “I saved your life. You’re welcome.” 

 

“It doesn’t mean I owe you anything.” 

 

“No. You only owe me your whole fucking life! I get that you don’t like me, but at some
point you have to just—“ 

 

A sharp knock at the door cuts Ellie off and has both of them flinching on instinct. A man
stands in the open doorway, a faint smile visible beneath an obscuring beard. He’s short but
broad shouldered— stocky in a way that only well-fed people can be. He lifts a hand in
greeting. Nothing about him is overly imposing— but as Abby realises who exactly she is
staring at, and who exactly might have just overheard their conversation, she finds it
impossible to ignore the cold calculation that lurks in the glint of his eyes. 

 

He smiles, and the stretch of his lips beneath his beard seems unnatural. 

 

“I've been looking for you.” 

Chapter End Notes

well. i hope you liked it. i hate the end of this chapter and the whole thing is a bit speech
heavy but ah well. we’ll see where it goes. thank you for taking the time to read, and if
you feel like it then please do leave a comment :)





End Notes

i would die for lev.

nothing makes me happier than comments so if you want to please leave one but also you
don't have to but please do.

(if i don't update, yell at me on tumblr @elliefvckingwilliams, or just go and follow me and
let's be friends)

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/25757314/comments/new
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