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Chapter 1

Before arriving in the Land of Chaos, Jason had assumed the task of freeing his father from prison would be a simple one. Jason was a God of the highest order, a God birthed from the Eternal Flame. 

It was prophecy that determined he would come to this planet and free his father. 

Jason didn’t pretend he understood it all.

Gods were not omniscient.

His job was not to question. He was here to fulfil the prophecy and free his father. 

But, after coming to this planet, after battling a demon for the first time, after seeing the power demons held, Jason was struggling to keep the questions contained. 

How was it that his father, one of the most powerful beings in the universe, if not the most powerful being in the universe, could be kept trapped for thousands of years? Who had the power to trap him in the first place? Why could he not simply break out himself? Why did he need Jason’s help?

How was it that demons could match the strength of Gods birthed from the Eternal Flame? 

Was everything he had been told a lie? 

Jason wasn’t stupid. 

He was aware of Gods that believed their own hype, Gods that thought they were the mightiest because of their own lores. Jason had beaten many of those Gods into submission. 

Was it his turn now? 

He had already met a demon that he struggled against, even with his powers returned. What other mysteries did this world hold? 

For the first time in his life, Jason felt apprehension. All his beliefs had already been challenged. Where in the past, he would have relished the opportunity to battle against a worthy opponent, it seemed now that he had finally met one such opponent, he no longer craved the challenge. 

No. 

Jason did not want to explore this world and discover other beasts that could pose a genuine threat to him. Right now, he wanted to complete his duty and get off this planet. 

And so, he headed towards Medisa. 

It was a small town in a remote corner of this world. A place that was not of much importance to most of the inhabitants in this Land of Chaos. But it was the only town that was ruled by followers of the Faith. 

Jason wasn’t in retreat. He wasn’t going there to hide, having been threatened by a demon. His plans to convert the inhabitants of this planet to followers of the Faith had not changed. But he needed to be smart about it. Esther's suggestion seemed logical. Conquering this world would take time. He needed a starting point. 

And Medisa was the perfect place for that. 

Or perhaps the only place for that.

He would start by conquering the smaller kingdoms in the surrounding area. They would not pose much of a challenge, Esther had said. He would absorb their armies into his own. He would grow in strength and word of his arrival and of his victories would lead to more followers. 

By the time any of the larger kingdoms took notice, he would already have a formidable force at his beck and call. 

From there on, he would start to challenge those larger kingdoms, and eventually, all would bow before him. 

Even if it took a hundred years, he would complete his task. 

What he couldn’t afford to do was be rash and end up losing his life. 

And that was a question that played on his mind. 

Could he die? 

Jason was a God. 

He did not age like a mortal, nor did he die. But there were many Gods that did not age, that did not die. 

Until another more powerful God came along and tore them apart, ripped them to shreds, killed them.  

Could that happen to him? 

Jason wasn’t keen on finding out… 

The battle with the demon had left him shaken. Jason wondered how long he would feel like this. Not afraid, but… uneasy. 

That was how he felt as he rode on the horse towards Medisa - uneasy and vulnerable. The road cut through a large expanse of greenery, the only sounds around him were the rhythmic clop of the horses’ hooves. 

Tall trees arched overhead and within their shadows, danger could lurk unnoticed. At any moment, a demon could charge at him with those swords that Lilith had held in her hand. Those swords that could hurt him… 

Esther rode beside him and she must have sensed his unease, because she said, “My lord, should we find a place to rest for the night?” 

The girl had yet to decide on what to call him. 

She had used the words God, Master and Lord interchangeably. 

Jason found it annoying. 

She should choose one and stick to it. 

The problem was that he didn’t know which he preferred. 

He was a God, so that was accurate. But he was also her master. Lord had a certain appeal to it. Amongst gods, there were hierarchies and Jason was a Lord of the Gods. 

A place to rest. 

Jason wasn’t tired. As a God, he was never tired. But the thought of lying in a tub filled with boiling water did have some appeal. 

He gave her a nod of approval. 

Esther turned to look back at Aurora. “Where is the nearest resthouse?” 

Aurora, who was riding in behind them, an absent look in her eyes, jolted at the mention of her name. “I don’t know,” she said slowly. 

“Are you not the princess of these lands?” Esther asked. 

Aurora looked around at her surroundings and then shrugged her shoulders. “I think we may have left my kingdom behind…” 

“You think?” Esther asked, frowning. 

“It is not often I leave the city. And when I do, I am accompanied by others whose responsibility it is to know where we are,” Aurora said, her tone curt. “But I’m sure we will eventually find a place to spend the night if we continue down this path.” 

Esther glared at the princess. 

Jason could see the rage building inside his Disciple. 

Aurora could tell too. But she did not seem to care one bit. She glared back. 

If it came down to a fight, Jason figured Esther would win. But Aurora was not without her talents. 

Jason turned his attention towards the path. As interesting as a fight between those two would be, he wasn’t in the mood for entertainment. He wasn’t sure what he was in the mood for… 

Free his father and get off this planet? 

Sure, that was the plan. But Jason felt like that wouldn’t be enough. Getting off the planet was not going to heal his wounded pride. He’d had a brush with mortality for the first time in his life. That demon had hurt him. It was going to take a lot for him to recover from that, if he ever did recover… 

Despite his mind being occupied with dark and depressing thoughts, Jason was still aware of his surroundings. 

He wasn’t sure what it was, but he knew there was something ahead of them, hiding amongst the trees. 

He brought his horse to a standstill and stared ahead. 

“What is the matter, my God?” Esther asked. 

Jason was certain there was something ahead, something that was lying in wait. In the past, it wouldn’t have mattered. A God born of the Eternal Flame, he had knowingly walked into traps.  

But now… he hesitated. 

It seemed those lying in wait were not a patient bunch. From between the trees, a group of figures emerged. They stepped onto the path and faced him. There were five of them, or maybe six. Jason couldn’t tell for sure. 

Each one was draped entirely in white cloth, not a single patch of skin visible. The garments were loose and layered, swaying slightly with each movement. Their faces were hidden behind veils of the same pale fabric, featureless and smooth. 

One stepped forward and held his hand out. “Give us the horses now,” he said, his voice muffled and raspy. 

“I will do no such thing,” Aurora said instantly. 

Jason stared at the group of figures in white. They had the shape of the humans of this world. Of normal height, two arms, two legs. But they were not human. At least, not ordinary ones. 

He could sense something radiating from them. 

“What are they?” he asked Esther. 

She stared ahead in confusion. “I don’t know, my lord…” 

Jason turned to look at her, brows furrowing. “Wasn’t that your whole purpose? To know things about this planet?” 

“Yes, my master, but…” Esther stared ahead hesitantly. “I can sense the Eternal Darkness within them… could they be demons?” 

Jason took a deep breath and sighed. 

Demons. 

The very species that had brought upon him the feeling of fear for the first time. And now, they were right in front of him once more. Was this planet just full of them? 

Perhaps it was a good thing having the demons stand before him once more. They say the best way to get over your fears is to face them. 

Jason smiled as he climbed off his horse. He stretched his arms and walked towards those in white, those that had demanded he hand over his horse. 

There was still some fear within him.

Beneath those clothes, they could be demons. Worse, they could be something else entirely that was even stronger than a demon. It was possible beasts of such power could exist, even if he had never come across anything like that before.

Weirdly, Jason found the thought exciting.

Or was it fear? 

As he walked towards them, his heart thumping away in his chest, Jason wasn’t entirely sure which it was, fear or excitement. Perhaps it was a bit of both. Battling Lilith the demon had been a terrifying experience. But that was not the only feeling he had experienced. He didn’t recognise it at the time. But now, as he walked towards the unknown, it was there once more. 

The feeling of being alive, of not knowing what will follow. For a God, that feeling was rare. Jason found it intoxicating. 

“I will not be giving my horse. Shall we fight now?” he asked as he stood a few feet in front of those clad in white. 

The man who had spoken, who had demanded they hand over the horses, walked towards Jason. “I shall kill you now.” 

Jason liked how direct the man was. 

He raised his hands into fists and felt the Eternal Flame raging through his body. Such power resided within him, it seemed to burn away any fears or any doubts he might have had. 

He was going to crush those before him. It mattered not what species they were, or how much of the Eternal Darkness flowed within them. 

Jason’s hands burst into intense flames. 

But that did not stop the man in white from charging towards him. 

He was fast, Jason had to admit.  

In fact, Jason could not remember having to go up against a species that moved at such a speed. 

It was incredible. 

And brief. 

In an instant, the man’s white robes streaked through Jason’s vision. And then came the impact. 

A strike to the ribs, a fist to the face, a kick to the chest, followed by another kick to his knees. 

They were powerful strikes. Not only was this man fast, but he was strong too. 

Jason dropped to one knee as the man stood over him. He could feel Esther moving. She was fast too. But not as fast as this creature before him. Esther appeared by his side, her sword drawn, she struck at the man and missed. 

What followed was a speedy but ultimately short battle. 

The man in white dodged every one of her strikes, and then, he kicked with his foot, aiming for her chest. 

Esther was able to get her arm up in time to block his strike. But the power behind it sent her skidding back. She came to a halt beside Jason. 

“You demi-gods are no match for me. Surrender now and I will let one live,” the man said. 

Let one live? There were three of them here. So even if he surrendered, they planned to kill two? 

Not that Jason was planning on surrendering. 

He climbed to his feet and stretched his muscles. And then, he began to walk towards the figures in white. 

This time, it wasn’t just the man that charged at Jason. It was all of them, save for one figure in white that stayed back. 

They were all fast and probably as strong as the first man in white that had attacked him. If Jason gave them the chance to strike him, it was possible they could hurt him. 

But he wasn’t going to give them that opportunity. 

Fire roared up from beneath his skin and exploded outward, consuming his entire body. It was blinding in its brilliance and the heat it generated was more intense than the eruptions of stars. Leaves curled to ash in an instant as the air itself shimmered, struggling to exist against such searing energy. 

The fire surged forward like a tidal wave of light and destruction. It devoured everything in front of him. The figures in white were no more, reduced to blackened silhouettes before they vanished into dust. 

The Eternal Flame that raged all around him, Jason brought it back inside. His skin had a tinge of red as it returned to normalcy. His clothes having completely burned off, he stood naked as he surveyed his surroundings. 

He had destroyed everything around him. 

“You could have killed me!” Aurora screamed. 

Jason turned to look back. Perched on her horse Aurora, was a good fifty feet away from him.

“Yes, and I can kill you now, too,” Jason said, annoyed. 

“What?” Aurora asked, confused, before her eyes widened. “How dare you threaten me?” 

Jason opened his mouth to snap at Aurora. But then, he closed it and turned around. 

The figures in white that he had turned to ash were not finished. 

Their ash was beginning to stir. 

At first, Jason wondered if it was just the wind sweeping through the devastation. 

But then, some of the ash began to move against the breeze. It crawled and gathered as the soot began to take form, as it began to shape.

Arms, legs, torsos. 

The destroyed figures were coming back to life. 


Chapter 2

Jason had travelled the universe extensively. He had visited many planets, solar systems and space stations. He had seen many strange things during those travels to the point where very few things actually surprised him. 

He did not expect anything on this backward planet to surprise him. 

And yet, it seemed to be full of surprises. 

Demons that had power equal to Gods birthed from the pure Eternal Flame. 

Now, beings that could come back to life after being completely destroyed. 

He looked back at Esther. “What is this?” 

Her whole purpose was to aid him in his mission to free his father by providing him with local knowledge. Yet, she looked at him with a blank expression. “I don’t know…” 

Jason turned his gaze to Aurora. She was a princess in this damned land. “What about you?” he asked. 

“What about me?” she frowned. 

“Do you know what these… creatures are?” he asked. 

Aurora shook her head. “If I had to guess, I would say they were Gnorklins.” 

Gnorklins. Jason had never heard of them before. “How do I kill them?” 

Aurora shrugged her shoulders. “I have only heard of them in stories told to me long ago.” 

“Do you remember anything useful about them?” Jason asked. 

Aurora shook her head. 

Jason sighed. He thought having a princess come to his side and submit to him would have been quite useful in his mission to convert the planet to believers in the Faith. So far though, Aurora had been an annoyance bordering on a hindrance. 

She might have agreed to submit to him, but that was only in words. In her head, Aurora still considered herself a princess and not his subject. He would have to change that. 

But for now, Jason had more important things to worry about. 

How could he destroy something that could come back to life even after being completely disintegrated? He was aware of the healing abilities of other species, but never had he seen anything recover from such a devastating attack so quickly.

He watched, entranced. 

The blackened dust had quivered and risen in slow, deliberate spirals as though called by some hidden breath. The fragments had knitted themselves together, reshaping bone and flesh and now, smooth skin was beginning to appear over the humanoid shapes. It was grotesque, but also kind of beautiful.

Not all of the figures in white had charged at him. One had remained behind as the others battled him and eventually burned to ash. 

Jason’s gaze sharpened as the lone figure in white, untouched by his fire, moved with a speed that defied his eyes. 

She swept through the road like a phantom, her hands steady, she gathered the newly reformed bodies as though they weighed no more than feathers. In a breath, she had four of them at the tree line. As she bent to lift the last figure, its skin began to sizzle as smoke rose from its back. It let out a bloodcurdling scream as the figure in white brought it beneath the trees and into the shade. 

“Vampires!” Aurora screamed. “They’re vampires.” 

Jason had never heard of vampires before. “What are they?” 

“They’re vampires. Did you not hear me say they were vampires?” Aurora asked, her lips curled. 

Jason made a mental note to knock the princess down a peg or two. He should have done it earlier, before they set off for Medisa.

“What is a vampire?” Jason asked Esther. 

“Uhh… vampires aren’t real, my lord,” Esther said hesitantly. 

“You’re looking at one, you idiot. How can it not be real?” Aurora asked, as she pointed towards the tree line. “Look at her teeth.” 

Her teeth? 

Jason was about to ask Aurora to explain herself when he noticed the figure in white, the one that was covered head to toe in cloth, had now revealed her face. She was human. Her skin was pale, her hair long, she stared at him with dark eyes. 

But Jason could not see her teeth. Her lips were sealed. 

“Are you a vampire?” he asked the woman. 

But before the woman could reply, Aurora let out a shriek. 

“What is it?” Jason asked, his hands turning into flames, he spun around, looking for the source of Aurora’s fear. 

Jason did not see anything either on the path or hiding amongst the trees. He followed Aurora’s horrified eyes to find she was staring at him. 

“You’re naked!” Aurora shrieked. 

Jason glared at her. “Of course I am naked. Did you not see my entire body flame up?” 

“Flame up,” Aurora scoffed. “You sound proud of your nakedness.” 

Jason wasn’t usually so easily bothered. Perhaps he had underestimated how annoying princesses could be. Perhaps it was this planet that had him questioning his invincibility, but he felt a migraine coming along. A rage induced one. 

Turning away from Aurora, he returned his focus onto the woman standing in the shade amongst the trees. 

“Are you a vampire?” he asked. 

The woman nodded slowly. “I have never seen a demi-god with such power. The heat generated from you is abnormal.” 

Abnormal. Jason supposed that was one way to describe it. 

“I told you she was a vampire,” Aurora said triumphantly. “You can see it in her teeth.” 

Again with the teeth, Jason thought. And then he noticed it. The woman’s canines were sharper and a tad longer than his own. But only a tad. 

“What is a vampire?” Jason asked, deciding that was the more important thing to focus on rather than the slightly longer and sharper than average canine teeth. 

“They are bloodsucking soulless creatures that die in the sunlight,” Aurora said, smiling widely. “To kill them, all you have to do is drive a wooden stake through their hearts or throw some garlic at them.” 

“Garlic?” Jason asked the vampire woman. That seemed an odd thing for the vampires to be afraid of when they were so formidable otherwise.

“What are you going to do now?” the woman asked. 

Jason hadn’t decided yet on what he should do with them. Mostly because he hadn’t had the time to think about it. “You did attack me. I suppose I should kill you.” 

“You can try, but as you can see, we do not die easily,” the woman said. 

“Well, I haven't tried shoving a stake into your heart,” Jason said, his tone flat, he had lost interest in this conversation and the vampires. He wanted to find a town where he could get some food and clothes.

“Do you have a stake?” the woman asked.

“I am surrounded by thousands of trees,” Jason pointed out. “I can make many wooden stakes.” 

“Granted, but can you catch me?” the woman asked. 

She was fast. And the forest seemed endless from where he stood, giving her all the shade she could possibly need. She would be difficult to kill. 

But equally, her attacking him would carry too much risk. He was out in the open, where the sun shone. Sure, she was clothed, but she was the only one. The five others standing in the shade of the trees were completely naked. If they ventured out, they would burn instantly.  

And it seemed they could not heal as easily from the burns that came from direct sunlight. The one vampire that had burnt his back sat on the ground by the trunk of a tree, his skin still burnt. 

Even if Jason could not kill her by burning her to death, his fire would get rid of the clothes that protected her from the sunlight. Should he try that? Should he burn a large section of the forest in the hopes of burning her clothes off? 

“It’s your lucky day, vampire,” Jason said. “I’m going to let you live.” 

“I need your horse,” she said instantly. 

Jason raised his hands, both flaming, he pointed them towards her. 

“I will buy it from you,” the vampire said quickly. “I need the horse desperately.” 

Jason lowered his hands as the flames began to fade. “You’re pretty fast. Why do you need the horse? Can’t you just run?” 

“I have been running and hiding for weeks now. I am tired and exhausted. I need food. If I don’t get to where I need to get to soon, I will have to eat,” the vampire said. 

Jason looked back at Aurora and Esther. Esther had climbed onto her horse and both girls moved towards him now, his own horse in tow. 

“Did I misunderstand something?” Jason asked. 

“My lord, vampires drink the blood of humans as sustenance. If she doesn’t get to the place she needs to get, she will start to kill humans,” Esther said. 

Vampires drink human blood. Jason couldn’t say he saw that coming. 

“You don’t know what vampires are?” the woman asked. “How can you not know?” 

“I’m not from around here,” Jason said, before asking, “Why should I care if you drink human blood?” 

“Because… I will have to kill humans… you don’t want to stop me from doing that?” she asked. 

She assumed he cared about humans. Jason supposed he did care about stopping innocents from dying. “I could stop you from doing that by killing you?”

“We are going around in circles. I would not be easy to kill, remember? Please. I need your horse?” the vampire asked, her tone desperate.

“We’re not giving up our horses,” Jason said. 

By that point, Esther had brought his horse to him. Jason jumped onto its back and instantly wished he had clothes. The saddle felt cold against his bare bottom. Also, he could feel all three girls staring at his cock. 

Esther gave the occasional glance, her eyes flickering to it before moving away quickly. Aurora stared at it, eyes wide, mouth open, for a whole ten seconds before she folded her arms across her chest and stared ahead down the path. 

The vampire stared at it with tired eyes and then shook her head. It was an odd reaction, Jason thought. No woman had ever looked at his cock and shaken her head before. 

“Please… if you will not sell me your horse, let me come with you?” the vampire asked. “Just me. They can stay here and move at night… but please, may I come with you?” 

Jason turned to the girls, the supposed experts of this world, hoping they would be able to advise. But both girls stared at him blankly. Esther, especially, was turning out to be a bit of a disappointment. 

“Esther?” he raised a hand and waved at her.

“Yes, my master?” she asked as she blinked quickly a few times. 

“Just… call me Jason. Forget the master, lord, God. Just Jason is fine.” 

“Yes, m-” she stopped and nodded, her lips tight. 

“Is there any benefit in helping a vampire?” he asked. 

“Uhh… I don’t know my… Jason,” she mumbled. 

“It depends,” Aurora said and then she turned to look at the vampire. “Are you important?” 

The vampire’s gaze moved from Aurora to Jason, to Esther, back to Jason. She stared at him for a long time. And then, turning to Aurora, she nodded. “I am Princess Valeria Thorne.” 


Chapter 3

The Sleepy Stag was a squat, timber-framed building with faded green shutters and a crooked sign that swung above the door. The town itself was little more than a cluster of homes and workshops along a winding dirt road. It sat in a shallow valley surrounded by thick woods, the kind that looked dark even at noon. 

The houses all leaned into each other with their thatched roofs and mud-stone walls. Chickens wandered freely between the cottages, and carts rumbled slowly over the uneven road. 

“This looks nice!” Matthew exclaimed. 

Angelica turned to look at him. “Really? This looks nice to you?” 

“Yeah… it’s… what's the word?” 

“Medieval?” Angelica asked. “Can you smell that smell?” she wrinkled her nose. 

Matthew could smell that smell.

Sure it wasn’t pleasant.

It had a pungent ammonia mixed with rotten eggs and poverty scent about it. But that aside, he did like the simplicity of the place. It was like being back at the hilltop village. Except for the smell, and the shabbiness of the place. 

“I’m hungry. Shall we go in?” Matthew asked, his spirits high. 

They walked into the Sleepy Stag and took a seat at a table in the common room. Soon, the maid brought over food that smelt good and tasted amazing. 

For Matthew, at least. 

Angelica didn’t seem that impressed by it. 

And Alena, well, the elf was pregnant. 

For less than one month. 

Except, she looked like she was six months pregnant. Or more.

Matthew couldn’t help but stare at her stomach.    

“Um… is everything okay down there?” he pointed at her belly. 

“I am pregnant,” Alena said. “My baby will… form in my belly… which will expand?” 

Matthew was well aware of how that worked. But normally, it happened over a period of nine months. 

Not a few weeks. 

At this rate, Alena was going to give birth before they reached home. 

“Are babies born different in your world?” Alena asked, frowning. 

“It's ugh… the same… just, it takes a little longer is all,” Matthew said as he pulled his eyes away from her belly and looked around the common room of the inn. 

It was empty. 

They were the only ones sitting there. 

The maid, who was a pretty girl in her early twenties, hovered by the bar, her eyes on them, she smiled at him. And then, she sauntered over, still smiling. 

“Did you like the food?” she asked. 

“It was great,” Matthew said, smiling back. 

“Where have you come from?” she asked. “What’s it like out there?” 

“Uh… we’re coming from-” Matthew stopped, not remembering the name of the place they had just come from. What did she mean when she asked what's it like out there? Did they not let her out? Was she a slave, chained to the inn?

“What do you mean what’s it like out there?” Angelica asked, frowning, apparently thinking along the same lines as Matthew.

“You know… the werewolves, the vampires,” she leaned in and whispered, “The demons?”

“Oh, right,” Matthew nodded. He looked around the empty inn and nodded again. “That’s why it's so empty here? Because of the werewolves and vampires and demons?” 

The girl nodded and then, her eyes lighting up, she asked, “So? Have you seen anything?” 

Matthew had seen quite a few things. Werewolves, demons, stonemen. But before he could get into it, the door to the inn opened and the barmaid rushed off to greet the new guest. 

“It’s you!” the woman who had entered the inn announced. 

Matthew looked back to find a tall woman standing by the door, covered in blood, staring at him. 

“That’s not a good sign, is it?” Matthew muttered.     

“The whole covered in blood with the psychotic look in her eyes?” Angelica asked. “Usually not.” 

“Well?” the woman asked. “Are you?” 

Matthew had no idea what she was talking about. But he was aware she was talking to him. “Am I what?” 

“Are you the Messiah?” 

“...no,” Matthew said slowly. He had heard a lot about this Messiah, but he was sure it wasn’t him. 

From the corner of his eyes, Matthew could see the barmaid. Her eyes wide, her hands covering her mouth, she was equal parts fascinated and terrified by the bloodied guest that had just walked in. 

“You don’t sound so certain,” the woman covered in blood said. She marched towards him and pulling out a chair, she sat beside him. “Let me have a look.” 

The woman grabbed his hair with one hand as her other hand reached for his left ear. She then pulled his head towards her, bringing his face an inch away from hers, she stared at his eyes. 

Matthew stared back at her eyes. 

But only for a moment. 

And then, he looked up at the ceiling. 

Because it was awkward to stare into someone's eyes like that. 

And then he wondered why he was letting some random girl, one that was covered in blood, grab him by the hair and ear. And she wasn’t being gentle about it either. 

“Um… can you let go of me?” he asked. 

“Tell me the truth,” the woman said. “Or I will cut you in half.” 

Matthew decided enough was enough. He grabbed her by the wrists and pushed her hands back. 

At least, that was what he attempted to do. 

But the girl was strong. 

So he pushed her wrists back with more force. 

Except, this time, he must have used too much force. 

It all happened so quickly. 

One moment, he was sitting on his chair, the strange woman holding his hair and ear, the next moment, they were both on the ground, Matthew on top of her. 

Quite how that had happened, he wasn’t sure. 

But on the positive side, she was no longer grabbing him by the ear or hair. 

“I can smell it in you,” the woman said. 

Matthew climbed to his feet quickly and took a step back from the woman. He then lifted his arm and turning his nose towards his armpit, he took a sniff. Yup. There was definitely a smell to him. It was understandable. He had been on the road for a few days without having had the opportunity to wash. 

But in this medieval land, most folks in villages, towns and cities tended to smell a little. Matthew had assumed he was blending in. Apparently not? Although this was the first time someone had called him out on it. 

He doubted he smelt any worse than the woman who was now getting up from the floor. She had dried blood on her. And then Matthew remembered what she had said. 

“Tell me the truth,” the woman said. “Or I will cut you in half.” 

That blood on her was human blood, wasn’t it?

She had cut some poor sod in half for lying to her?

Was she going to cut him in half too? For what? For smelling bad? No, it couldn’t be that, Matthew decided. 

She was a crazy woman, that much was obvious. But it seemed like she had tracked him down to this very inn. Why and how? Because of his smell? He sniffed himself again. No. He did not smell that bad. 

“What do you want from me?” Matthew asked. 

But the woman did not respond. Not immediately. Instead, she glared at him. And then, getting on one knee and forcing her eyes to the ground. 

“You are the Messiah, and I am one of your disciples,” she said. 


Chapter 4

Matthew stared at the woman covered in blood, on one knee, her head was bowed, eyes on the ground. But now, having announced herself as a disciple, she stared up at him. Or rather, she glared at him with fierce red eyes. 

“I am not the messiah,” he told her. 

“Are you accusing me of lying?” the woman asked, anger flashing in her eyes. 

“No. Just that you’re mistaken?” 

“You’re calling me stupid?” she asked as she climbed to her feet now. 

“Absolutely not,” Matthew said as he took a step back. 

He had met a disciple before. Her name was Esther. And she was one powerful human, or demi-god, or whatever the hell she was. If it came down to a fight, as strong as he could become at his peak, he was sure Esther could beat him. Probably beat him with ease.

“You are the messiah,” the woman said as she took another angry step towards him. “I am here to submit to you.” 

“Right,” Matthew nodded. And then, he asked, “So… shouldn’t you like… be submissive? I mean, if you’re going to submit to me?” 

The woman’s eyes flared. “It is my duty to service you, but I am not a weak little bitch.” 

“You are so different to the other disciple I met,” Matthew muttered. 

“You’ve met one before?” 

Matthew nodded. “Her name was Esther and she did not say I was the Messiah. In fact, she was very clear on me not being the Messiah.” 

“She was wrong,” the woman said. 

“I don’t think she was…” Matthew said. 

“Are you calling me a liar again?” the woman growled. 

Matthew glanced at Angelica and Alena, hoping they might have some suggestions on what he was supposed to do here. 

He didn’t want to fight this woman. 

It was a stupid planet, this one, full of really violent people. And with Alena pregnant, Matthew was not keen on picking any more fights with anyone. At least not until she had safely given birth. 

“Why would I deny being the Messiah?” Matthew asked. 

The woman stopped in her tracks as she mulled over his words. “I suppose it’s possible you don’t know that you are the Messiah. But I am here to tell you that you are in fact, the Messiah. Now let me submit to you.” 

“I thought you did that already?” Matthew asked. 

“You need to accept my submission,” the woman snapped. 

“Sure… how do I do that?” Matthew asked. 

It was at this point did Alena decide to intervene. She climbed to her feet and walking around the table, she came to stand beside him, placing a hand on his, she pulled him away to the corner. 

“What are you doing?” Alena hissed. 

“Trying to defuse the situation,” Matthew replied. 

“By getting her to submit to you?” 

“Well… yeah… is that a problem?” Matthew asked, frowning. 

“Don’t you think you have enough women already?” Alena asked, her lips pursing. 

Matthew’s frown deepened. “If you’ve got a better idea to get rid of the nutcase, by all means,” he pointed towards the red haired woman with the red eyes and the blood all over her white dress. 

“Just… make her unconscious and we can go and look for another inn,” Alena said. 

“Make her unconscious?” Matthew asked. “How would I do that, Alena?” 

She shrugged her shoulders as her arms folded across her chest, resting above her belly that was much too big for someone barely pregnant a month.  

“If you’re done talking, let me complete the submission process,” the woman said. 

“She will be a lot easier to manage once she submits,” Matthew whispered to Alena.

“What happens when she realises you’re not the Messiah?” Alena asked. 

It was a good question. Matthew had a feeling the somewhat crazy woman would turn completely psychotic once she realised he wasn’t the Messiah. And she would find out at some point. For starters, Matthew had no intention of converting anyone into followers of the Faith. Nor did he plan to free the god that was supposedly trapped in the centre of the planet. 

“I can hear you both,” the woman said. And then, she pulled out a chair and sat beside Angelica. “Come,” she tapped on the table, completely oblivious of the look of disgust on Angelica’s face. 

Matthew walked back towards the table. He could feel Alena’s eyes on him, but he ignored them. He sat beside Angelica and stared at the woman with the red hair, red eyes and the blood stained clothes. 

“I can smell the Eternal Flame within you,” she said. 

The Eternal Flame. Matthew knew what that was thanks to Esther. “I don’t have much of it,” he said instantly. 

“Stop talking,” the woman snapped.

Matthew did stop talking. Although, he did begin to wonder how much more he could take from this woman before he decided he’d had enough. 

The woman, who introduced herself as Sabrina, told him why she knew he was the Messiah. Aside from sensing the Eternal Flame inside him, he matched the description given to her. 

Matthew wanted to ask her where she got this description from, but he decided against interrupting again. Sabrina continued, saying that it had been foretold that once she laid her eyes upon the Messiah, she would know instantly. 

“The minute I walked through that door and saw you, I knew,” Sabrina said. “And I know that you are new to this world, right?” 

“Yeah… but Angelica,” he nodded to the angel sitting beside him, “is also new to this world.” 

“Angelica is a woman,” Sabrina snapped. “The Messiah will be a man. Look, you might not know it, but I know. I will follow you to the ends of this world and always be there to protect you.” 

“Fine,” Matthew said. 

He figured she could return with him to the little village at the top of the hill. There were plenty of women there that had powers. Probably none that would match the power held by Esther, the other disciple that he had met. If Sabrina became bored by life in the hilltop village and became a little crazy, he would deal with it when that happened. 

“How did you get the blood on your clothes?” Matthew asked. 

“I killed a prince,” Sabrina replied. 

“Oh, that’s not good,” Angelica muttered. 

Matthew was in agreement with her. That definitely was not good. “Why?” he asked. “Why did you kill a prince? And which prince did you kill?” 

“I thought he was the Messiah. But it turned out he wasn’t,” Sabrina said nonchalantly. 

Matthew stared at her, a little dumbfounded.

She had just said she would know instantly who the Messiah was when she laid her eyes on them. But now she was admitting to having thought someone else was the Messiah, then realising she was wrong, killing the person? 

This Sabrina was nothing at all like Esther. Was she really a disciple? Or was she just a crackhead follower of the Faith that heard the stories of the disciples and decided she was important enough to be one? 

The more Matthew thought about it, the more he was convinced Sabrina was not a disciple. And if she wasn’t a disciple, there was a very good chance he could defeat her in battle. He was about to challenge her when the door to the common room of the inn burst open with a thunderous crash. 

Six figures loomed in the doorway, each broader than an ox and twice as mean-looking.

They had four arms apiece swinging by their sides, each limb corded with thick muscle and covered in scars that indicated a lifetime spent fighting.  

“What the fuck!” Matthew muttered. “They have four arms,” he said. 

“They do, don’t they?” Angelica exclaimed. 

“Right?” Matthew nodded. 

Alena and Sabrina weren’t at all surprised to see men with four arms. 

“They’re barbarians,” Alena said. 

The barbarians ducked to enter through the door, one after another, their massive shoulders brushing the frame. The one at the front of the party carried in his hand an axe so large, it could have split a wagon in half. Two of his hands gripped the haft while his remaining two hands rested on the hilts of short swords strapped to his belt.

“What do you think they want?” Matthew asked. 

“Her,” Angelica said, pointing at Sabrina. “They probably want her.”

She wasn’t wrong. The barbarians scanned the room and what with it being mostly empty, their eyes quickly settled on Sabrina. 

And then, they attacked. 


Chapter 5

The barbarians did not waste any time. 

They moved through the common room of the inn with speed and purpose. Their forms were large and they toppled chairs and tables as they passed. 

Matthew was unarmed and Alena was pregnant. He did not want to fight. Especially when he did not know how strong the barbarians were. They looked incredibly strong, and in addition to that, if they had powers, this could be dangerous. 

“Hey,” Matthew nodded at Sabrina. “Are they here for you?” 

“Probably,” she replied nonchalantly. 

“Why?” 

Sabrina shrugged her shoulders. “Lots of people have been trying to kill me ever since I killed that prince.” 

“That’s probably why, isn’t it?” Matthew asked through gritted teeth before he turned to Alena. “How strong are barbarians?” 

“You can defeat them, Matthew,” Alena said. 

“Really?” Matthew asked, feeling somewhat relieved. 

Alena nodded. Then added, “Unless they manage to kill you first.” 

Angelica, who stared at the barbarians with worry in her eyes, let out a groan. “This world is crazy…” 

Matthew couldn’t agree with her more. This world was insane. He was sure the planet he came from, which might have been the same as the one Angelica had come from, wasn’t nearly as chaotic as this place.   

But for the natives, it seemed this was just par for the course. 

Alena didn’t seem that bothered by the approaching barbarians. Sabrina seemed even less concerned. She stood and turned to face them, completely unarmed. 

The first barbarian came for her throat. It was a sweeping sword strike that was meant to end it quickly by slicing off her head. But Sabrina moved like water. She slipped aside and drove her elbow into the attacker’s chest. 

Matthew heard bone crack audibly.

She was strong. Definitely a demi-god of some sort at the very minimum. 

But he didn’t have time to dwell on her abilities. Two of the barbarians moved towards him. 

Matthew jumped to his feet, as did Angelica, who now stood beside him. 

“We’re not with her,” Angelica said quickly. 

Matthew turned to look at her, an eyebrow raised. 

“What?” Angelica asked defensively. “It’s true. We’re not with her.”  

It was true. 

If these barbarians were here to avenge the killing of the prince, that was something Sabrina had done all on her own. Matthew wasn’t with Sabrina. He barely knew her. And the little he did know her, he was beginning to think she was a psycho. 

But still, Matthew didn’t want to leave her alone to battle the barbarians. He would much rather they all sat down and talked it through. 

But the barbarians that came at him did not seem to be in any mood to talk. One swung a blade at Matthew with such force, the edge whistled through the air.   

Matthew ducked low just in time to avoid it, though he could feel the rush of steel just above his head. He staggered back, coming up against a table, he rolled over it to get some distance between himself and the barbarian.

Angelica, who had only moments ago seemed very keen to sell out Sabrina, now moved into battle mode.

Her wings burst out in a dazzling spread. Feathers white as snow, they glowed like you would imagine something divine would glow. They were large and they filled the room, knocking tables and chairs aside. 

So dazzling were they, for a moment, everyone stopped to stare. Sabrina, who had her hand around the throat of a barbarian, that barbarian, who had knives in each one of his four hands that he was stabbing Sabrina with, all the barbarians, the barmaid, and Alena. 

For a moment, there was peace in the room as every eye turned towards the angel, to admire her beauty, her divinity. 

And then it was over. 

The fight resumed and became chaotic. 

The barbarian that had struck at him, but missed, now jumped onto the table. Matthew raised his right foot and swung his leg. He caught the barbarian by the ankle and knocked him down. As the massive man with the four arms hit the tabletop, the sword fell out of his hand. 

Matthew grabbed it by the handle and struck the man across his legs, aiming to disable him. He got in a good strike. But there was more power behind it than he had intended. And the blade was sharp. He winced as the sword sliced through flesh and bone, cutting through it clean. 

It didn’t feel right to kill the barbarians. They had come for Sabrina and for all he knew, they might have had a very good reason for wanting to kill the woman claiming to be a disciple. 

Angelica knocked out two barbarians with her wings and the third, she struck down with her glowing sword that she seemed able to materialise from nothing. 

As impressive as the barbarians had looked when they walked into the inn, they did not last long. 

Sabrina was ruthless and merciless. 

“What the fuck,” Matthew muttered. 

Angelica, who was now standing beside him, stared with eyes wide. “She’s not right, Matthew.” 

Matthew was inclined to agree. Everything he had seen about Sabrina made him think she wasn’t stable. Right now, Sabrina had literally punched one of the barbarians in the chest and ripped out his heart. 

It was in her hand. 

For a brief moment, the heart continued to beat. 

The barbarians were a challenge no more. But Sabrina wasn’t done. She walked around the room and killed off those that were injured. Even the barbarian that no longer had legs, she pressed her knees against his chest and then, grabbing him by the head, she pulled it off. 

She pulled off his head… 

Matthew was standing close by. 

Blood splattered onto him. 

The barmaid, who had stood in the corner of the room, now let out a scream. And then, she ran out of the room. 

Alena, who had moved to another corner of the room as the brief battle took place, stared with wide eyes at Sabrina. 

“There,” Sabrina said, smiling. “That’s better. Now, where were we?” 

Matthew shook his head. 

“What?” Sabrina asked. 

“You are not coming with me,” Matthew said. 

“Oh, but I am,” Sabrina said, still smiling. 

“No fucking way,” Matthew said, his jaws tightened as did his grip on the sword in his hand. 

Sabrina stared at him, the smile still on her face. “I’m coming with you,” she said. “Even if I have to break every bone in your body, I am devoted to you.” 

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Angelica snapped at her.  


Chapter 6

The sinking sun cast long shadows across the dirt road as Jason’s horse plodded along it. Having burnt his clothes when he turned the vampires into ash, Jason was now wrapped in Aurora’s cloak. 

The princess had reluctantly handed it over. Which annoyed Jason greatly. She should have been honoured that he wanted to wear her cloak. 

Valeria, the vampire princess, sat in front of him, her face completely covered. 

A creature allergic to sunlight. Jason would never have imagined such a being could exist. But here she was. 

She had a story too. 

Not one that Jason cared for much. 

Well, at least not at first. 

Vampires and werewolves were rival species. Werewolves were humans that could transform into wolves. Jason knew of species that could transform, but normally, it was a human that could grow bigger, sprout wings or horns, that sort of thing. 

But humanoid creatures that could change into a completely different beast, that was new to him, and interesting. 

The werewolves and vampires despised each other, but the cost of war was too great, so they tended to avoid full on hostilities. 

That changed recently. The werewolves launched attack after attack on the vampires. And with the help of the demons, the werewolves were winning. 

“Demons?” Jason asked, his interest suddenly peaking. 

Valeria turned her head to look back. Her face completely covered, he couldn’t make out her expression or see her eyes. She nodded. “Demons and werewolves had an alliance long ago. But we did not have to worry about them as they could not cross the Charred Wasteland.” 

Demons. 

They were far stronger than Jason had thought possible. As a God of the Eternal Flame, he wasn’t used to being challenged by other gods. Sure, many had challenged him, but there were none that were an actual challenge. Jason would usually toy with them for a while before swatting them aside. 

But demons… they were unnaturally strong. 

Valeria continued with her story. They were attacked by werewolves and demons. They lost the battle. She was fleeing. 

Jason heard the words coming out of her mouth, but he wasn’t really listening anymore. He was mentally exhausted. A bath and a bed was what he needed. But he knew they would bring only temporary relief. 

His confidence had been hurt by Lilith the demon. And despite what he told himself, that he wasn’t afraid, that heading to Medisa was the pragmatic thing to do, deep down, he wondered if it were a lie. 

Was he fleeing? 

How was he supposed to get over this feeling of… despair? 

By finding Lilith and challenging the demon to a rematch.

It was like a lightbulb had suddenly lit in his mind. When he battled the demon, he was just beginning to regain his powers. It was possible he wasn’t at full power. He was definitely rusty. And training could improve his strength and speed.  

He had come to this world to free his father. 

Nothing would stop him from fulfilling his duty. 

But Jason promised himself. 

The next time he met that demon, and his gut told him their paths would cross soon, Jason was going to show her the true power of a pure God of the Eternal Flame.  

They rode on until dusk bled into night before they finally reached a small town huddled behind a wooden palisade. Lanterns flickered in the dark and the smell of roasting meat drifted on the wind.  

The group dismounted in silence and found rooms in the local inn. 

Two rooms. 

One for Jason and Esther, another for Aurora and Valeria.

Once inside his room, Jason sank onto the bed and stared up at the ceiling as Esther went off to prepare a bath for him. Once it was ready, she led him down the corridor towards it. Jason was still dressed in Aurora’s cloak. Letting it hit the floor, he stepped into the bathtub. The boiling water bit against his skin at first, but then he felt the tension in his muscles begin to fade. He rested his arms along the rim of the bathtub and stared at Esther. 

“I’m going to need some clothes,” he told her. 

“Of course,” she nodded. 

She hadn’t referred to him as God, master or lord. He supposed that was good. 

But she didn’t rush off to go and find him some clothes. 

“Did you want something, Esther?” Jason asked. 

“Um… my lord,” she began hesitantly, “There was one thing that I did need to speak to you about…” 

Jason sighed. She had gone back to calling him lord again. “What is it?” 

“Uhhh… I met a demon named Mephistopheles… He wanted me to pass a message to you,” Esther said, her tone shaky. 

“A demon?” Jason suddenly didn't feel so relaxed anymore. “What’s the message?” 

Esther told him about Mephistopheles, the demon that had defeated her in battle. He had the chance to kill her, but instead, he wanted her to pass on a message to the Messiah when he arrived. 

Jason was intrigued. He had seen Esther in battle. She was strong. Very strong. But she had lost to a demon. Did that mean all demons were as strong as Lillith? And why would a demon want to speak with him? Demons had flowing in their veins the Eternal Darkness. They were natural enemies of the Gods of the Eternal Flame. 

“Mephistopheles wanted me to pass on a message from Iblis,” Esther said. “The Devil would like to meet with you.” 


Chapter 7

Matthew thought he was going to have to fight Sabrina. 

The woman claiming to be a disciple was either batshit crazy, or evil, or both. He did not want her tagging along with him. Because he wasn’t the Messiah. And, because she was batshit crazy, evil, or both. 

But Sabrina refused to accept he wasn’t the Messiah. She was determined to submit to him in her own weird way. 

But she didn’t fight them. 

Which he supposed was an improvement from her earlier threat of breaking all his bones if that’s what it took to submit to him. A fucked up way of submitting… 

Sabrina simply followed them. 

And as the hilltop village finally came into sight, Matthew turned to look back at Sabrina, the remarkably persistent woman who was ten feet behind him. She was always ten feet behind him. 

On the plus side, since leaving the inn where she murdered the barbarians, she hadn’t killed anyone else.  

Alena, who was massively pregnant and looking very much ready to pop, continued on towards the hilltop village. Matthew did not follow her up. He waited for the elf to disappear from sight and then he turned to glare at Sabrina.  

“It’s a bit late now,” Angelica said. 

“Huh?” Matthew turned his head to look at her. “Bit late for what?” 

“Bit late to try and get rid of Sabrina now. She’s here,” Angelica said. 

“But why is she here?” Matthew asked, exasperated. 

“She thinks you’re the Messiah and-” Angelica stopped, frowning. “She explained in great detail many times why she is following you. Weren’t you listening?” 

“I heard everything she said,” Matthew muttered as he stared at her. “But I told her to fuck off so many times on our way here. I was hoping she would eventually listen…” 

“Yeah… you did… so many times,” Angelica grinned. “You’ve got yourself a stalker. A crazy one.” 

“Aren’t all stalkers crazy?” Matthew asked. 

“Good point,” Angelica said. “I’m going to head up to the village. I desperately need a shower. Do you think some of your girls will find me a house?” 

“What?” Matthew turned to look at her again. 

“Can I stay with you here? Up in the village?” Angelica asked. 

“Yeah… that’s why you came back with us, right?” 

“We didn’t talk about the details, I think. Like, do I get my own place? Do I share a house with you? Do I need to…” she leaned in, and whispered, “Like, do I have to sleep with you?” 

“What?!” Matthew’s eyes widened. 

“I’m not saying I can't imagine sleeping with you… I’m sure I can warm to the idea of it eventually…” Angelica muttered. 

Matthew glared at her. And then, his tone flat, he said, “You don’t have to ever sleep with me.” 

“I didn’t mean to offend you, Matthew,” Angelica murmured. “It’s just… you’re like the leader or something and a lot of the women tend to be sleeping with you?” 

Matthew supposed he could see how it looked from Angelica’s perspective. But it wasn’t like he went around forcing the women to sleep with him. “We don’t have to sleep together,” he gave her a curt smile. 

“Right… are you sure you’re not offended though?” Angelica asked. “I mean… If I have to sleep with you… I might need some notice to… prepare.” 

“Please stop talking,” Matthew said quickly. “Go up to the village, find Alara and tell her I said you should be given a house. I’ll see you up there?” 

“Right,” Angelica nodded. And then, rather than walk up the hill like Alena had done, she spread her wings and with a swift forward motion, she shot into the sky, leaving leaves and dirt floating upwards where her feet had stood moments ago. 

“She’s a show off,” Sabrina said, smiling widely. “And hot. You should fuck her.”  

“What’s your plan?” Matthew asked. 

“To serve you, of course. You’re the Messiah.” 

Matthew rubbed his head. He felt a migraine coming. On their journey back to the hilltop village, as Sabrina followed them, he had spoken to her a few times. And pretty much every time, she had given him a migraine. 

“We’ve talked about this, Sabrina. I’m not the Messiah. I don't have any plans to convert this world to followers of the Faith. I don’t care about your god.” 

“It doesn’t matter what you care about, Matthew,” Sabrina said, smiling serenely. “You can’t avoid your destiny.” 

Matthew sighed. This conversation was a familiar one he had had with Sabrina. “Look, I let you follow me all the way here, and you can come up to the village with me but if you start any trouble, I will stop you.” 

“Stop me?” Sabrina asked, her eyes sparkling. “How will you do that? Will you sit on top of me? Will you rip my clothes off and rape me?” 

“Stop talking,” Matthew muttered, his brows furrowing. “If you cause trouble in the village, I will knock you unconscious and-”

“And?” Sabrina asked, an eyebrow raised in delight. 

Matthew didn’t know what he would do after he knocked Sabrina unconscious, if he could even knock her unconscious. What he did know was that she was enjoying this conversation far too much. 

“Just fucking behave up their you psycho,” he growled. 

* * *

A lot had changed in Matthew’s short absence. 

Maria, the Ice Queen, as she referred to herself as, was still there. 

And she was preparing for war. 

As he walked through the paths that cut through the single storey houses made of yellow rock, Matthew did see children running around. But there were no adults in sight, though he could hear them.   

Matthew followed the sounds and reached the village stables and the large field beyond it. There were a bunch of women there, all armed with various weapons, they fought each other. 

For a moment, Matthew thought something had gone horribly wrong. He was about to charge in and stop them when he realised the women were sparring and not actually trying to kill each other.   

And then, he spotted Maria, the Ice Queen.

“What took you so long?” she growled. 

Matthew thought his return to the hilltop village had been fairly prompt. He had left to explore the Land of Chaos and search for a way off this planet. But he returned after having visited only one large city. 

He could have been gone for years.

“What’s going on here?” Matthew asked as he watched the women spar. 

“We’re preparing for war. Why did you not come as soon as I summoned you?” 

“You summoned me?” Matthew asked, and then he remembered. After having battled the demon, he’d felt it. Like a string fastened around his chest, a string that was being pulled. “Right… Yeah, I came as soon as I could. I was really far away…” 

“The angel was with you. She couldn’t have flown you back in a day?” Maria asked. 

Angelica probably could have flown him back, but he wasn’t alone. Travelling with them was the now very pregnant Alena. He doubted the angel could carry them both long distances. She might have the strength to do it, but it would be very awkward to hold them both. Like, would he climb onto her back as she held Alena in her arms? 

“Who are we fighting?” Matthew asked, holding back a sigh. Maria was always looking for fights, he felt. If it wasn’t Stonemen, it was the werewolves. 

“The Faith. Their Messiah has returned, apparently. I was visited by a Messenger who told me to submit to the Faith. But I will not submit. I will destroy them,” Maria said with determination. 

Matthew turned to look around him, expecting to see Sabrina lurking around within hearing distance. But strangely, he could not find her. The one time he needed her to be there, to hear of the existence of the actual Messiah who wasn’t him, Sabrina wasn’t around. 

“What are you doing?” Maria asked. 

“Nothing,” Matthew said. “Why? What’s up?” 

“You do not seem to be taking this very seriously, Matthew,” Maria said as she walked towards him now. “I let you live for one purpose. To protect my kingdom. You need to take this seriously.” 

“I’m taking this very seriously,” Matthew nodded, though his eyes still wandered as they searched for Sabrina. 

Maria stood an inch before him. Her lips pursed, she stared at him with rage. “Matthew,” she said his name coldly. And the air around him dropped suddenly. 

That was her power, the ability to bring the temperature down, to freeze things. And now, the air suddenly turning cold around him, she was using her power to gather his attention. 

When Matthew first met Maria, the Ice Queen, he had found her quite intimidating. She seemed incredibly powerful. 

And she probably was incredibly powerful. 

But compared to demons, compared to Esther the Disciple, compared to Angelica the actual angel, Maria the Ice Queen just didn’t measure up. The problem was, he had sworn an oath to protect her kingdom, and apparently it was under threat now. 

“I’m taking this very seriously,” Matthew said. “What’s the plan?” 

“You were supposed to be here earlier, Matthew. You were supposed to join my Chosen as they set off for Medisa,” Maria said. 

“Medisa?” Matthew asked. 

“It’s where the Faith are gathering. My Chosen are going to find the Messiah and they are going to kill him.” 

* * *

Matthew left Maria and the super powered women training for war and headed towards his house. He hadn’t seen Layla and Kate amongst the women out in the field. He missed them. As he reached the front door of the house he shared with Layla and Kate, Sabrina made an appearance.

“Oh, hey,” Matthew stopped by his front door. “Where did you go?”

“It’s a nice place you have here. Perfect to conquer the world,” Sabrina said, smiling. 

“I’m not in charge,” Matthew said quickly. “That blond haired woman with the frosty eyes, she’s in charge,” he added. 

“I saw her,” Sabrina nodded. “Shall I kill her for you?” 

“What now?” Matthew asked. 

“If she is in charge and I kill her, that makes you in charge, right?” 

Matthew almost nodded. It was true that if Maria was deposed, Matthew would be in charge of this little hilltop village, and possibly Shenstone and Northstrot. The Ice Queen’s Chosen would be no match for him, Angelica and Sabrina. 

“You said you wouldn’t cause any trouble,” Matthew said, a warning in his tone. 

“I didn’t say anything about not causing trouble,” Sabrina said. 

“I’m not fucking around. If you kill anyone in this village, I will kill you.” 

“You’re going to kill me?” Sabrina asked as she stepped towards him, a crazy spark in her eyes. “Do you think you can kill me?” 

Matthew knew she was trying to provoke him into a fight. It wasn’t the first time either. She had tried it many times as they journeyed to the hilltop village. Did Sabrina just enjoy fighting or was she trying to see how strong he was?

“Stop being a fucking dick,” Matthew grumbled, not knowing what else to say. 

“...I don’t know what that means… I don’t have a dick,” Sabrina frowned, genuinely confused. “You do know that I have a pussy, right? As one of your disciples, my body is yours to enjoy. Do you want to fuck my pussy?” 

“I-” Matthew stopped and took a deep breath. He closed his eyes and rubbed his head. Opening his eyes, he found Sabrina had moved even closer to him, her nose brushed against his. He took a step back. “Don’t do anything,” he told her, and then, before she could respond with a comment that was surely going to piss him off, Matthew turned, opened his front door, walked into his house and slammed the door behind him. 

It was nice to finally be back. With no memory of his previous life, this two bedroom single storey house had become his home. And living with him was his wife Layla, and his girlfriend Kate. He missed them, and walking into the house, he expected at least one of them to hear him enter and come rushing out to meet him. 

But the house was dead silent. 

Matthew walked past the kitchen and stuck his head through the door. There was no one there. He moved down the corridor and checked the first bedroom. That too was empty. As he entered his bedroom, he spotted both girls on the bed. 

The sun had yet to set, but both girls looked to be in a deep sleep. Layla slept facing away from Kate, who had her arm wrapped over the girl, both were covered by a blanket. 

It seemed the girls weren’t in the deep sleep they seemed to be as Kate turned her head towards the door and opened her eyes. A second later, Layla too stirred. Both girls' eyes were barely open, and it took them a moment to realise he was there.  

“Matthew!” both girls said his name simultaneously.

“You’re back!” Layla said as she jumped out of bed and rushed towards him, her arms spread out. 

Matthew noticed she was completely naked as she ran towards him, her luscious breasts bouncing. He wrapped his arms around her and hugged her tight before they kissed on the lips. 

Katie climbed out of the bed slowly. She wasn’t naked but dressed in a white kameez. Her eyes sleepy, she walked towards him slowly and wrapped her arms around both him and Layla before resting her head on his shoulders, her eyes closed. 

“Welcome back,” she murmured. “We missed you…” 

* * *

Matthew sat at the kitchen table as Layla prepared some tea. She was still naked. Except for the butt plug that was sticking out from her curvy bottom. He was aware of some sort of submissive and dominate relationship going on between the two of. But it seemed to have progressed quite a bit since he last saw them.

Kate was also in the kitchen, sitting beside him at the table. She was still wearing her kameez. Both of them being clothed made Layla’s nakedness even more noticeable.

When Matthew first met Layla, she was definitely shyer than your average girl. Her making tea naked, with a plug up her bottom, as the two other people in the kitchen remained clothed, he would never have imagined it possible in a hundred years.

Layla’s cheeks were a little rosy, he noted.

“So um…” he nodded at Layla, his tone. “What’s uhh… what’s going on?”

Kate smiled a content smile. “I kinda love her,” she said. “And it works.”

“Right,” Matthew nodded, not fully knowing what it was.

Once the tea was made, Layla placed it on the table before him. She glanced at Kate, her cheeks blushing hard now, she dropped to her knees. “Should I suck your cock as you drink your tea?” she asked.

Her voice was shaky. She was nervous. Which was strange, because she had sucked his cock many times before, though the circumstances weren’t exactly the same.

Matthew was a guy. Layla was incredibly hot. And she was naked right now. Her luscious breasts, the curvy hips, the slit between her legs that he wanted to look at, that he wanted to shove his hardening cock into, that he wanted to taste more than the tea before him. 

But not when the poor girl was so nervous. Was she being bullied by Kate?

Matthew asked as much, quite openly.

Kate folded her arms across her chest. “You think I would do that to Layla? Sexually abuse her?”

“I mean…” Matthew began.

“Fuck you!” Kate snapped. “You think Layla is so weak that she would allow me to bully her like that?”

Matthew glanced at Layla, who was still on her knees, naked, her cheeks burning, uncertainty in her eyes as they flickered from him to Kate. In that moment, she did look like someone that could easily be bullied.

But he knew Layla well enough to know she did not just submit to anyone. Perhaps he had it wrong?

“Feel her pussy,” Kate said.

“Huh?” Matthew mumbled.

“Oh, just feel her pussy, you big jerk,” Kate snapped.

As if to encourage him, Layla pushed her hips forward, her knees resting on the kitchen floor, they spread apart invitingly.

So Matthew reached forward and felt her pussy. It was warm and wet. Very wet. Layla was turned on by this. So probably, she wasn’t being forced.

But he had to ask.

“I’m not being forced,” Layla said coyly. “I get a rush for doing things for people I love… I love you,” she told him as she met his eyes. “And I love Kate too…”

There wasn’t much talking after that. Matthew’s hand was still on her wet pussy, his cock was hard and pressing against his trousers. Kate noticed it. She pulled his trousers down, freeing his cock, she stroked it. And then, she grabbed Layla by the hair. It was a firm grip, but it was loving, Matthew could tell.

“You’re going to suck his cock now, aren’t you?” Kate cooed.

Layla nodded, her lips parting.

“You’re going to take it all the way in, down your throat, even if it hurts, aren’t you?” Kate cooed.

Again, Layla nodded.

“Good girl,” Kate murmured.

She guided Layla’s mouth to his cock. As she took it in, the heat, the wetness, it felt good. She took it in deep too, down her throat, the tightness. Kate placed a hand on his cheek and turned his head to face her. And then, she kissed him on the lips.

It was a deep kiss, passionate. Matthew placed his hands on her hips, they moved up her body, feeling her breasts over the kameez, he fondled them as they continued to kiss.

Kate pulled her lips away from his and stared into his eyes. Matthew stared back at her deep blue eyes.

“If you’re done with the tea, shall we take this to the bedroom?” Kate asked.

Matthew glanced at Layla, who was still sucking his cock and now rubbed his balls gently, her eyes closed. Kate pulled off her kameez. She wasn’t wearing any panties or bra underneath.

He placed his hands on those breasts and took a deep breath. Moving to the bedroom sounded good. But so did staying exactly where he was.

“Yeah… lets us… go to the bedroom, I guess,” he murmured.

“Lets,” Kate said, her eyes sparkling.

She grabbed Layla by the hair and pulled her head back, moving her mouth away from Matthew’s cock, she kissed her on the lips. Matthew watched the two girls making out, his cock throbbing.

“Come on, let’s go,” he said impatiently.

They hurried over to the bedroom, and from there, Kate took charge. She had Layla on the bed on her knees, her ass up in the air, she pulled the plug out, leaving Layla’s rosebud gaping.

“Isn’t it lovely?” Kate asked as she guided his cock to Layla’s new opening.

“Yeah…” Matthew murmured as he placed his hands on Layla’s hip, his cock pushed against butthole.

“Don’t come inside her ass,” Kate said, “Unless you can go another round immediately,” she added as she lay on the bed on her back beside Layla, she placed one leg over Layla’s back and the other leg rested off the bed, spread apart, her glistening pussy exposed.

“I think I can go two rounds,” Matthew said as he drove his cock inside Layla’s ass. 

* * *

The door to the bedroom flung open. Matthew sat up, his eyes searching for a sword. He didn’t know why that was his first thought, to look for a weapon when he was back home. But thankfully, he didn’t need it. 

It was Alara. 

“You’re naked,” she said with a frown. “Big surprise,” she muttered. 

It wasn’t like Alara to be jealous, if that was what she was? 

“I’m not always naked,” Matthew said defensively. It wasn’t like he was an exhibitionist. Sure, he’d arrived in the Land of Chaos, thrown off a plane naked, and it seemed since his arrival, that he was naked more often than he should have been… Did he have a problem? “What do you want?”

“Is that any way to talk to your wife?” Alara asked. 

“We’re married?” Matthew asked, confused, his eyes narrowing, he tried to remember if that was what had happened. 

“Do you not remember the ceremony where you took ownership of my body by penetrating all of my holes?” Alara asked. 

Matthew glanced at Kate and Layla, who were both lying beside him. Both girls were aware of all of his relationships but having Alara come here and talk about it so openly was making him a little uncomfortable. 

And he didn’t recall Alara describing those acts so dirtily… Penetrating all of her holes? “I remember doing… that,” Matthew muttered. “But it was your idea… You told me it was some sort of elf ritual.” 

“Oh? So you were forced to drive your cock into my pussy, my bottom, my mouth?” Alara asked. 

Matthew opened his mouth to respond, then noticed a twinkle in Alara’s eyes. She was doing this on purpose to make him uncomfortable. And she was enjoying his discomfort. Which seemed a bit out of character for her. The elder of the two elves, Alara was quite possibly the most serious person in the village. 

“What do you want?” he asked. 

“My daughter, one of many women you seem to be penetrating with your cock, is about to give birth. Do you want to be by her side?” 

“Already?” Matthew asked. 

“What?” Layla asked as she sat up, her eyes widening. “You’re having a child with another woman and not me?” 

“It’s not my child!” Matthew said quickly. 

“Whose is it?” Kate asked, her eyes narrowing. 

“I don’t really know,” he muttered, now rubbing his forehead, feeling a migraine coming along. 

“Alena is sleeping with other men?!” Layla asked, her eyes widening even more. 

“She’s not sleeping with other men. Some goddess woman got her pregnant. It’s an elf thing,” Matthew muttered as he jumped out of bed and rushed toward his clothes. 

His clothes, which were on the floor beside Alara’s feet. 

Matthew knew he wasn’t going to be able to just pick his clothes up without Alara doing something. He eyed her suspiciously as he approached. Alara did not meet his eyes. She was staring at his soft cock and as he reached to bend down and pick up his clothes, she reached for his cock. 

Taking it in her hand, she placed her other hand on his bare chest. “I have needs you know,” she whispered. 

“Yeah… I’m aware… I’ll… book something in?” Matthew muttered.

“Tonight,” Alara said, her grip tightening around his cock. 

“Tonight?” Matthew repeated. He was exhausted from his journey back and was looking forward to a good night's sleep. That, and he had already had fun with Kate and Layla. 

“You don’t desire me anymore?” Alara asked. She was dressed in a white loosely fitting kameez. Taking her hand off his chest, she undid the top three buttons to reveal her breasts. “My whole body awaits you,” she whispered, before adding, “All three holes…” 

Matthew swallowed as his cock hardened in her hand. “Tonight,” he nodded as his eyes lingered on her pink nipples. 

After dressing quickly, Matthew gave Layla and Kate a quick wave before he headed out the door. Both girls stared at him in confusion, but there was also hurt in Layla’s eyes.  

Ah, fuck, Matthew thought. Life was getting complicated. 

Both girls were aware of Alena’s desire to get pregnant and that she had left the village for that very purpose. Matthew wasn’t the father, but for Layla especially, who he had a feeling wanted a child, seeing him with Alena, with the baby…  

As he stepped out of the door, following behind Alara, thoughts of Layla took a backseat in his mind. Alena was going to have a baby. It wasn’t his baby. But she wanted him to be in the room. Of course, he would be around to help Alena and her baby, but did he want to play a father figure? Did he even know how to do that?  

“Um… so, she wants me in the room, huh?” Matthew began. 

“Yes, she wants you in the room when she gives birth. You are her soulmate, after all. But that doesn’t mean you are the father of the child. Worry not about Alena and her child,” Alara said as she stopped walking. “Worry about that one,” she nodded down the path. 

At first, Matthew didn’t spot her immediately. But then he saw the lock of red hair floating out from behind the house to his left. 

It was Sabrina. 

“She is trouble,” Alara said. 

Matthew agreed with Alara. Sabrina was probably trouble. “How can you tell?” 

“I can sense it,” Alara said.

“What do you think she is doing right now?” Matthew asked. 

Sabrina was still standing behind the house, but her hair continued to float out. As he stood and watched, her knee made an appearance, poking out from behind the yellow stoned wall.  

“What she is doing now is hiding behind the house, Matthew,” Alara said, her tone reminding him of a strict schoolteacher. “Why is she here?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Don’t know,” he lied. 

“A gorgeous woman followed you all the way to this corner of the world for no reason?” Alara asked, the doubt clear in her voice. 

“Gorgeous?” Matthew asked. “I wouldn’t say she’s gorgeous…” 

“If she isn’t gorgeous, then I am hideous,” Alara scoffed before she set off down the path towards her house.

On their way, they passed Sabrina, who was standing against a wall. 

That was what she was doing. 

Simply standing against a wall. 

Why was she doing that? 

Matthew paused to stare at her. 

“Hey,” she smiled at him and waved.

“How do you know Matthew?” Alara asked. 

“He is the Messiah and I am one of his Disciples,” Sabrina said. 

Alara turned her head and looked up at Matthew. “Is she really a Disciple?” 

Matthew shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t think so…” 

Alara grabbed his hand and pulled him down the path, leaving Sabrina behind, she turned a corner and pushed him against the wall. “Matthew, you know I love you, right?” 

“I did not,” Matthew said slowly. 

Alara’s brows furrowed. “You are my soulmate. I am completely devoted to you. You have my body and my heart.” 

When said like that, he supposed it made sense. But with Alara, everything just seemed so formal, so professional. Like she was an office manager, and part of her job description was to have sex with him. 

“You know that the Ice Queen has declared war against the Messiah and his followers,” Alara said, her hands on his arms, she spoke very slowly, as if he were stupid. “Her Chosen warriors have already attacked the Messiah. Why did you think it would be a good idea to bring one of his Disciples here?” 

“I didn’t know Maria was going to launch an attack against the followers of the Faith and the Messiah,” Matthew grumbled. “Besides, I told Sabrina to fuck off many times. But she’s a crazy bitch and I’m tired.” 

Alara stared at him with her elven eyes and shook her head, as if confused. “Sabrina is the name of the Disciple?” she asked, and when Matthew nodded, she continued with, “And you’re tired? What do you mean you’re tired?” 

Exactly that. 

Matthew was tired. 

This Land of Chaos was exactly that. It was chaotic and strange and full of really horrible people. He was tired of shit just happening to him for no reason. Ever since he arrived in this place, one thing after another had happened to him. 

Except the last time. When Angelica was captured, when they fought the demon to save Alena, that was his fault. Had he not ventured out from the hilltop village, none of that would have happened. 

He wouldn’t have returned home with that weirdo Sabrina. 

He told Alara as much, blurting it all out randomly and not in any sort of chronological order. 

“I don’t want any more chaos. I’m happy here with my-” he stopped, wondering how best he could describe his situation with the women in his life without sounding like a pig. “I told Sabrina to stop following me, but she is fully psychotic. You should have seen what she did to those Barbarians. Do I want to fight her? Not really… But I will fight her if she hurts anyone. Until then, I don’t really care what she does here. And I don’t care what Maria wants either with her little kingdom and her plots and schemes. I just want to hunt, eat, drink and fuck!” 

Matthew hadn’t realised he had so much bottled in. It felt good to let it out. But he supposed his rant wasn’t making much sense to Alara.  

“You found another demon?” Alara asked, her eyes wide. 

“That… out of everything I said, that’s the bit you want to talk about?” Matthew muttered. 

“Coming across a single demon might have been a fluke, but coming across two demons can only mean one thing,” Alara said, her skin beginning to turn pale. 

Matthew waited patiently for her to explain what it could mean. And when she did not, when she seemed to have suddenly frozen in fear, Matthew placed his hands on her arms and gave her a gentle shake. 

“Hey, what’s the matter?” he asked. 

“Two demons is more than a coincidence, Matthew. The demons can only cross the Charred Wasteland if there is a threat to the world, if the Messiah has returned," Alara said. 

Matthew had heard all of this before. “So?” 

Alara glared up at him. “The Ice Queen has just sent her Chosen to kill the Messiah, believing him to be fake. But if he isn’t fake, if he really is the Messiah, then all her Chosen will die.”  

The Ice Queen’s Chosen were powerful demi-gods that had sworn an oath of fealty to her. Matthew had battled them before, when he first arrived at the Ice Queen’s palace. It seemed like an eternity ago now. He didn’t care for them much, if he had to be honest. 

Apparently, Alara could read his mind. 

“What do you think will happen after the Chosen are dead, Matthew?” she asked. 

Matthew was getting a little tired of shrugging his shoulders. So he gave it some thought. It didn’t take him long to figure out what would happen. 

“The Ice Queen has declared war on the Messiah. He’s going to come and kill Maria, along with everyone in her kingdom, isn’t he?” Matthew asked. 

“This is bad, Matthew,” Alara said. 

“Fuuuuuck,” Matthew groaned. 

“Come,” Alara said, as she pulled his hand and led him along the path. 

“Where are we going?” Matthew asked. 

“My daughter is giving birth. And after that, we’re going to flee this place.” 

* * *

Matthew pushed open the bedroom door and stepped inside. The air was thick with the smell of herbs. There was a makeshift fireplace in the centre of the room and above the roaring fire was a cauldron. 

Whilst Matthew couldn’t remember his previous life, the one he had lived before his arrival to the Land of Chaos, he did have vague recollections of certain things. 

Like hospitals. 

That was where pregnant women gave birth to children. 

And he had vague images of hospitals in his mind. Of the beds, of the doctors and nurses, of health and safety. 

That cauldron sitting atop the blazing fire did not look safe at all. The room was full of smoke too. But apparently, no one else seemed to think it was a problem, and as he breathed, he realised oddly that the air was clean. There was none of that burning sensation down his throat he should have felt as he inhaled the smoke.  

Alena lay on a bed piled high with blankets, her face pale and glistening with sweat. Her long white hair clung damply to her temples, her pointed ears trembled with each laboured breath. Beside her knelt an older woman with broad shoulders and sleeves rolled up high. 

Alena spotted him and held her hand out. 

Matthew took it in his and sat beside her on the bed. 

Alara went to stand at the foot of the bed, just behind the elderly woman. Her eyes settled on Matthew and her jaw tightened. 

“What?” he asked. 

“What are you doing?” Alara asked. 

“Holding Alena’s hand?” Matthew responded, and then held his hand up, the one that squeezed Alena’s. 

“Why are you holding her hand?” 

Matthew’s eyes narrowed. He didn’t understand the question. Had he misheard? “What?” he asked.  

“Why are you holding her hand?” Alara repeated. 

So, apparently he hadn’t misheard. 

“To comfort her?” 

“You’re here to help her give birth,” Alara said. 

“I am?” Matthew asked, confused. How was he supposed to do that? “I can’t push for her… can I?” 

“You need to come here and massage her vagina,” Alara said. 

Matthew stared at the elf, the older one. “Umm.. like… as the baby is coming out?” 

“Yes,” Alara nodded. “You need to do it with your cock.” 

Matthew continued to stare at the older elf. “Sorry?” 

“The precum juices from your cock, massaging her pussy, will ease her labour.” 

Alara said the words with a straight face. Why wouldn’t she? The older elf wasn’t known for joking around. The situation, her daughter giving birth, labour being very painful, this wasn’t the time to start being funny. 

But still… she had to be joking, right? 

At that moment, Alena squeezed his hand tightly, her chest rising and falling rapidly, she screamed. 

“She is in pain, Matthew. Your cock can help her,” Alara said. 

Matthew’s hand could use some help, he thought. Another squeeze like that, and Alena was definitely going to break his bones. 

Alara’s request was just so weird. Taking his cock out and rubbing it against Alena’s vagina as she was giving birth? 

Lucky for him, Matthew was saved by the door. 

Because at that moment, as he was seriously contemplating bringing his cock out, the door opened and in walked a breathless woman. “Hey…” she paused to catch her breath. “You’re Matthew, right?” 

Matthew nodded. “Yup… what do you want?” 

“Nothing,” the woman said, and then having caught her breath, she stood straight. “But the Ice Queen wants to see you right this moment.” 

“Right now?” Matthew asked, feeling his hopes begin to rise. Probably for the first time ever, he would be glad to be summoned by Maira. 

“Right this very moment. She said I should grab you by the neck and drag you to her if you resist,” the girl said, and then, added slowly, “But… I don’t want to do that… You look quite big and I’ve heard stories about… your strength.”

“He is about to help my daughter give birth,” Alara snapped. 

“Oh, right,” the girl nodded. “But the Ice Queen demands his presence,” she said, before adding quickly, “I can hold Alena’s hand if you’d like?” 

Alara’s jaws tightened as she glared at the girl. “Can you whip out your cock and lather up my daughter’s vagina?” 

“I…” the girl glanced at Matthew confused, and then, she looked down between her legs. “I… I don’t have a cock…” she mumbled. 

“Why does the Ice Queen want to see me so urgently?” Matthew asked.  

“Oh, right,” the girl nodded. “The Chosen are back. Well… only one of them. The rest are dead.” 


Chapter 8

Valeria knew something was strange about the man on the horse. Normally, she could smell the scent of a human even before she could see them. 

Valeria could smell the humans riding on their horses along the path. As they waited in the woods, she was expecting two humans to appear. Not three. 

The two humans that she was expecting to see, one had blood flowing through its body with an unfamiliar scent. That was enough for her to hesitate. The scent of unfamiliar blood could only mean one thing. A demi-god originating from a bloodline she had never come across before.  

There were many demi-gods in this Land of Chaos. But as a vampire, having lived for hundreds of years and having drunk the blood of those with powers, she knew that most demi-gods originated from the same few families. 

So when she crossed paths with a demi-god with unfamiliar blood scent, it was always good to err on the side of caution. And now, in addition to an unknown demi-god, there was a third human that did not seem to have any blood at all. 

It was desperation that made her throw caution to the wind and step out onto the road to take the horses. 

When the man burned all the vampires to dust, Valeria was surprised. But only because of how much power was generated from a single person. As she gathered up the reforming vampire bodies, she expected him to attack her. 

But he did not. 

She thought he might have been afraid of seeing the vampires come back to life from literal dust. Most humans and even demi-gods usually freaked out when they thought they had killed a vampire, only to realise they were wrong. 

But this man named Jason was not afraid. He was fascinated. 

Being a vampire princess, Valeria was much stronger and faster than the average vampire. But she knew this man before her would not succumb, no matter how hard she tried. 

So she began to talk to him. 

He gave her a ride to town. He even paid for her to stay in a room with Aurora. And that’s where Valeria was now, sitting on a bed, wondering what she should do. 

She didn’t have many options. 

Both her parents were killed as they slept in their coffins. Her home was destroyed. Her brother died battling the werewolves and the demons. 

She was alive because she had fled and for that, now, she felt ashamed. 

Valeria knew that if she had stayed, she would have died. 

She had little chance of defeating the demons. 

But maybe it would have been better to have died along with her family. She would have been at peace, in death. Instead, she was in a random town relying on the mercy of humans and… Jason.

As a vampire, Valeria had excellent hearing, but even if she were not a vampire, she would probably have caught on to what they were saying. Neither Jason, Esther or Aurora made any attempt to keep their conversations discrete or their identities a secret. 

Aurora was the Princess Aurora from the Kingdom of Andels. 

Esther was one of the four Disciples that lay in wait for the return of their Messiah. 

And Jason was apparently that very Messiah.

Valeria didn’t know if she should believe them. 

The actual Messiah had returned? 

The man the followers of the Faith believed would eventually come to free their god.

Was it really the Messiah or just another imposter?

There were signs that did point to him being real. Valeria knew of the existence of demons. Out of curiosity and boredom, she had travelled across the Charred Wasteland once many hundreds of years ago to see what they looked like. Part of her thought it would be intriguing to try demon blood. 

She could still remember the first time she laid her eyes on a demon. There was darkness inside them. And whatever blood spilled out, it was not something she could survive drinking. Valeria returned from the land of demons as quickly as she could. 

She remembered thinking at the time that were such vile creatures ever to cross the Charred Wasteland, they would bring death and misery on a scale not seen before. That was when she learnt the demons could not cross the Charred Wasteland, at least, not until the Messiah returned.    

Demons had definitely crossed the Charred Wasteland. And now there was a man claiming to be the Messiah. 

The followers of the Faith portrayed the Messiah as this incredibly powerful god-like being. Valeria had seen some of his power with her own eyes. Literally turning her vampires into dust in mere seconds. With someone like that on her side, she could fight the demons and avenge her family. 

All she had to do was convince him to help her. That was easier said than done.  

But deciding she had nothing to lose and wanting to speak with him whilst he was alone, Valeria jumped to her feet and walked down the corridor. Reaching the door that led into Jason’s room, she paused with her hand on the round doorknob. 

Why would he help her when she had nothing to offer in return? Her family dead, her vampire kingdom burnt to the ground, her few subjects left naked in the woods, what could she offer him? 

“Are you going to just stand there?” a voice asked.  

Valeria turned to look down the corridor. 

It was Jason. He wasn’t in his room.  

He was standing in the corridor, naked, water dripping down his naked body. 

Why was he naked? 

Did he not know clothes were to be worn when in the presence of others? And his… Valeria felt her cheeks burn as she stared at his manhood. It wasn’t the first time she had seen it. But still, it took some getting used to… Being with a man like that must hurt, she imagined. 

Why was she thinking about being with him? 

Valeria swallowed and took a deep breath before she met his eyes. “I wish to speak with you, Jason,” she said. 

“Shall we go inside my room?” he asked. 

Valeria nodded. 

She stepped back as Jason opened the door and walked in. It was a simple room. A double bed on one side, a small table on the other, he pulled out the single chair and sat down, still naked. 

Valeria wondered if this was a tactic of his. To be naked, to show his impressive physique and his manhood, to illustrate how little he thought of her that he did not even bother to dress. As if she were a cat in his presence, or worse, an ant. 

As her eyes flitted across the room, she noted the lack of clothes. Perhaps he was naked because he had burnt off his only pair of clothes? 

“Speak, vampire,” Jason said. 

He was seated on the chair, his legs spread apart, his manhood hanging out. She did not want to look at it. But no matter what, her eyes seemed to be drawn to it. 

“Do you want to cover that?” she asked, nodding at his manhood. 

Jason looked down at his cock, then looked up at her. Then asked, “With what? I don’t have any clothes thanks to you and your fellow vampires.” 

“How is it our fault?” Valeria asked. “You did not have to burn them to dust.” 

Jason opened his mouth to say something, anger in his eyes. But he took a deep breath, the muscles on his face relaxed. “You know, in the past, I would have killed you for your arrogance. But being in this Land of Chaos, I’ve learnt that even insignificant specs of flesh like you have feelings, dreams, hopes. So I will let that slide. But be warned. There are limits to my patience.” 

Valeria stared at him in shock, eyes wide, mouth slightly ajar. Had he just accused her of arrogance and then referred to her as an insignificant spec of flesh? 

But he was right, wasn’t he? 

Vampires were in theory, immortal. 

They could live forever. 

Unless someone came and shoved a stake in their hearts. 

Until very recently, until the werewolves came and did just that, dying wasn’t something Valeria had spent much time thinking about. 

She had watched her family and her friends die before her very own eyes. Their lives snuffed out like a candle in a storm. If Jason really was the Messiah, then he was right. Compared to an actual immortal, she was an insignificant spec of flesh. 

Valeria made a mental note to remember that. She wanted his help. He wasn’t going to give it if he did not like her. 

“It’s just… really big,” she said, as she tried to smile. “Your cock,” she added to clarify. She instantly felt stupid saying that. Like commenting positively on his manhood was going to endear him to her. She sat on the bed and folded her arms across her chest. “I wish to ask for your assistance.” 

“Why would I want to help you?” Jason asked. 

Valeria had given this some thought. She had listened in to the conversations between Jason, Esther and Aurora. They were heading towards Medisa, a small town in the corner of the world. 

It was hardly the type of place to announce the return of the great Messiah. But the Faith was no longer the force it had once been. Jason wasn’t the first person claiming to be the Messiah. Every few hundred years, a man claiming to be the Messiah would make an appearance and win a few battles before succumbing to one of the more powerful kingdoms.  

It was entirely possible the same would happen again. The man before her was definitely powerful. She imagined over time, many demi-gods would flock to his cause and believe in him.

He could gain enormous amounts of power.

He could lead large armies into battle, and eventually, in one of those battles, Valeria imagined Jason would die. 

But before that happened, before he died, when he was at his peak, before his fall, he could be extremely powerful. If at that moment, she could get him to lend his power, his armies, his strength, she could use it to hunt down the werewolves that had murdered her family. 

She needed him to commit now, whilst he was still relatively weak. 

“If you help me, you will have the entire vampire race on your side in the great battles that are to come,” Valeria said. 

Jason stared at her, his deep blue eyes seemed to penetrate into her soul, which contrary to popular belief, vampires did have. 

“You have the authority to pledge the support of all vampires?” he asked. 

Valeria nodded. “I am the queen now.” 

Jason did not seem convinced. From the questions he had asked earlier, it was evident he was new to this planet and had never met or even heard of vampires before. 

“Wasn’t your little kingdom destroyed by some wolves?” Jason asked as he frowned. 

“Werewolves,” Valeria corrected him. “Do you know what they are?” 

Jason shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve met wolves before… Are these ones hidden?” 

It was Valeria’s turn to frown. “Hidden?” 

“Where wolves,” Jason said. “I imagine people don’t know where they are?” 

“It’s-” Valeria paused. Was he mocking her? “I-” she stopped again. Jason wasn’t from this world. Perhaps it was a genuine question. “It’s one word. Werewolves. They are humans that can transform into enormous four legged beasts. They have incredible strength and power.” 

“Hmmm,” Jason said, and then he asked, “Maybe I should enlist their loyalty in exchange for your life? You are the queen of the vampires, right?” 

Valeria’s body suddenly stiffened as she glanced at the door that led out of the room. Her eyes then flickered towards the window. It was dark outside. She could break through the window and fly out. 

“I won’t hand you over to the werewolves,” he said as his lips spread into a smile. “I do not need to offer these wolves anything. They will either pledge their loyalty to me, or they will die.” 

“The werewolves will never bend the knee to you,” Valeria said. “They are allied with powerful demons.”  

The smile vanished from Jason’s lips. “Demons.” 

Valeria wondered why she hadn’t led with that. She could tell he did not like demons. More than that, one of the stories mentioned the demons as natural enemies of the Messiah and his followers. “The werewolves are allies with the demons,” she said softly. 

“The demons are interesting,” Jason murmured. “I would like to cross paths with them again.” 

Again. 

Which meant he had already crossed paths with demons once. And he was still alive. 

Valeria had barely managed to escape her encounter with the demon that came with the werewolves. And she was only alive because others had sacrificed their lives to save her. 

“What sort of assistance do you require?” Jason asked. 

He was going to help? Valeria felt a flutter in her chest. She opened her mouth, a list of demands ready to spill out when she closed it promptly. She needed to be careful here. If she asked for too much, he might flat out refuse, or he might wonder how much power she really had if she needed so much help from him. 

What she wanted was for him to promise to lend his future armies so that she could hunt down the werewolves and demons. 

But she couldn’t ask for that. At least, not now. She would have to wait for when the moment was right to ask for that.  

“My cousin’s kingdom is not far from here. If you can take me to her, you will have the full support of all the vampire kingdoms in this world,” Valeria said. 


Chapter 9

The wooden walls of Medisa came into view as the group crested the rise in the road. The sight was modest by most standards. The town was circled by a timber palisade that had weathered years of sun and rain. 

Jason slowed his horse to a trot and stared at it. 

He knew Medisa was going to be a small town in the corner of this world. But he had still expected it to be… better. 

This was after all, the largest and most significant town under the control of the Faith. 

Before his arrival to this Land of Chaos, Jason assumed his task would be easy. He was a God of the Eternal Flame being sent to a world that was inhabited by mortals and demi-gods. 

Having arrived here, having battled a demon, and now looking at what was the crowning jewel of the followers of the Faith, it was further confirmation that his job was not going to be quick or easy. 

“What do you think?” Esther asked. 

She was smiling widely. Did she think this was an impressive town?  

Before him was a patchwork of fields. Beyond them, the walls of Medisa stood somewhat sturdy if not imposing, their pointed stakes glinting faintly in the afternoon light. A narrow river wound through the settlement, its waters glimmering as it cut through the heart of the town before disappearing west. 

“Oh, god,” Aurora groaned. “This is going to take forever, isn’t it?” 

“Jason is your god,” Esther snapped. “Do not use his name in vain!” 

Aurora glared at Esther and then turned to look at Jason. “That is not a great town,” she grumbled. “If that is the glory of the Faith, your followers are not very glorious at this moment.” 

Jason was in agreement with Aurora. But complaining about it would not do him any good. Complaining was something Aurora seemed to do a lot. She needed to know her place. Whilst she may still be a princess, he needed to remind her that now she was a loyal follower, a believer, and a subject, someone who had left behind her previous station and submitted to him. 

They rode on towards the town. The wooden gates stood open as they approached, guarded by two sentries in white clothes marked with a sun-and-flame insignia.

“Is that supposed to represent me?” Jason asked as he pointed at the insignia. 

“Yes…” Esther said slowly. “Um… is it not accurate?” 

It was not accurate at all. Jason was born of the Eternal Flame. The sun was not eternal, its flame was not of the same intensity, nor could it give birth. Being likened to a sun was an insult. 

He let out a deep sigh. 

Jason had bigger problems to worry about than an inaccurate insignia.

“Halt,” one of the guards said as they approached. He held in his hand a spear, which he pointed at Jason. “What business do you have here?” 

Jason stared at the man. He was a most unimpressive man to stare at. Jason imagined crushing the man’s head with a single blow. He imagined ripping his head off his body with a single pull. And then, he sighed. 

“I am the Messiah,” Jason said. 

The guard stared at him, his eyes narrowing, he took a step forward and opened his mouth. 

But before he could utter a word, Esther slid off her horse and appeared before the man in the blink of an eye. She grabbed his spear and pulled it free from his grip. She then wrapped an arm around his neck and a second later, the man lay on the floor, either dead or in an unconscious heap. 

He was unconscious, Jason noted as he spotted the man’s chest rise and fall.

“The man before you is indeed the Messiah we have been waiting for. I suggest you rush off and bring forth a Messenger who can verify this,” Esther said to the other guard. 

The guard that remained standing stared at his compatriot lying unconscious on the ground before he turned and ran down the road leading into the town as fast as he could.

The gates open, Jason could see inside Medisa. The road stretched ahead, broken and uneven, its stones jutted up at odd angles. Houses lined the street on both sides, leaning inward as if they were tired of trying to stand. Wooden beams sagged. Roof tiles were missing or shattered. More than one doorway had been boarded over, though the boards themselves were half-rotten.

People moved through the streets with the quiet resignation of those who’d stopped expecting things to get better. Their clothes were patched and faded, threadbare in the elbows and knees.

Jason turned to look at Esther and sighed. 

She smiled at him apologetically. “I promise things will improve very quickly.” 

“Yes?” Jason asked, the doubt clear in his voice. 

“There are a few smaller kingdoms in this area that are ripe for being conquered. Very soon, you’ll have a well-sized kingdom and word of your conquests will spread far and wide. Before you know it, the world will bow at your feet and you will have freed your father,” Esther said as she let out the breath she had been holding inside. 

Esther was an optimist, Jason decided.   

He supposed it was possible. If he could indeed conquer a few of the smaller kingdoms in the area, build some momentum, word would spread. His conquest of this planet might not take as long. 

Or it could take forever. Every little kingdom in the area could be armed to the teeth. Every battle could inflict heavy losses, which in turn could take significant amounts of time to recover from. 

But in the absence of a better plan, it was his only option. 

It wasn’t long before the guard returned, running back, his face red from the minimal exertion, he was followed by a group of armed men and women. Also with them was a man dressed in white robes. 

He was an odd looking person, was Jason first thought. His face was completely white, his hair was the same, but his eyes were balls of black. 

“That is a Messenger,” Esther whispered in his ear. 

“Messenger of what?” Jason asked, frowning. 

“Uhh… he passes on your message, my lord,” she said. “That is the reason for the pale white face and hair and the black eyes,” she added. 

Jason had no idea why someone who wanted to carry forward the message of the Gods of the Eternal Flame needed to look like that, or how they even managed to look like that. But he supposed in the absence of guidance, believers tended to make their own stuff up. 

The messenger walked towards Jason and stopped in front of him. 

“Are you the one that claims to be the Messiah?” he asked. 

“How dare you speak to your god in such a tone?” Esther roared, the fury written across her face genuine. 

The Messenger turned his eyes to Esther. “And who might you be?” 

“I am one of his Disciples. If you are a true Messenger, you should be able to sense the great Eternal Flame burning inside our Messiah that stands before you!” Esther spat.

It was only now did Jason notice the Messenger did not have eyebrows. But the muscles above his right eye scrunched together, creasing the skin as if he were trying to raise a non-existent eyebrow.

“The Disciples are heretics. You have come here with your false Messiah,” the Messenger said. “Kill them all,” he added, his tone flat. 

Jason didn’t want a fight to break out. Not because he was afraid of the men and women that stood with the Messenger.

His followers were already small in number. It would be such a shame to have to kill them.  

Beside him, he could literally feel Esther’s rage simmering. She was going to murder them all. 

Before she could do that, Jason stepped forward and grabbed the Messenger by his white robes and holding him still, he punched him in the head. 

There was a lot of force behind that punch. 

Jason imagined the Messenger’s head would separate from his body and fly into the air, before landing in a splattering and bloody thud. 

But that did not happen. Instead, the force of his fist shattered the Messenger’s head into hundreds of little pieces. Blood, bones and brains covered the armed men and women that stood before him. 

For some, the shock was instant. For others, there was a momentary pause before they realised what had just happened. Eventually, every hand reached for their weapons in a panic.

But none drew them out as they stared at him in horror. 

“Any other doubters?” Jason asked. 


Chapter 10

The town of Medisa in the corner of the Land of Chaos had few comforts to offer. But after having been on the road for many days, Jason had lost a lot of his godly expectations of splendour and perfection. 

After smashing the Messenger’s head into hundreds of little pieces and letting his stiff body hit the ground, the armed men and women that had accompanied the now dead Messenger decided they did not want to battle him. They pledged their allegiance to Jason and made pronunciations of faith.  

There were more Messengers in the town, but they did not challenge him. Word had spread quickly of what he had done but the town remained calm. There was no screaming or panic rushing. The crowds that were out and about continued going about their day as normal.  

Jason was taken to the Townhall, a building that was the headquarters of the followers of the Faith. It was a squat building made of white stone. The wooden beams that framed its doors sagged slightly. Yet despite its weary appearance, it felt grand in comparison to its surroundings.

Inside, there was a small contingent of troops quartered in the rear chambers. Their gear was stacked haphazardly along the walls, and the floorboards creaked beneath the weight of their boots and armour. 

The troops did not look very impressive to Jason, but he supposed humans in general as a species were not very impressive to look at. 

Across the hall were the Messengers’ quarters. Jason spotted two sitting in the corridor, on their bottoms, they faced each other and seemed to be in some sort of trance. The Messengers were a complete surprise to him, and completely unnecessary. 

The followers of the Faith did not need the Messengers. The religion was simple. Believe in the glory of the Gods of the Eternal Flame, offer prayers and live a good life.  

Offering the prayers was especially important for the followers in the Land of Chaos. All believers needed to repeat the holy prayers as many times as possible. Each utterance of faith would weaken the magical chains that kept his father a prisoner. Eventually, with most of the world converted to believers, prayers being said in their millions, the chains holding his father would weaken. 

A thought suddenly occurred to Jason. Did the humans even know of the need to pray? He had come to this world assuming the followers of the Faith, though small in number, would know the basics. 

But they had deviated from the truth. They had created their own customs and innovations. 

Like Messengers. 

Jason had not witnessed any praying in the town. That was something the followers would have to start immediately. Praying.   

Jason was led to the leader’s chamber. It was modest by his standards, but nicer than some of the inns he had stayed in recently. There was a large bed in the centre of the room and a sturdy writing table in a corner. An oak wardrobe with a large mirror nestled in the other corner. The single window in the room was large, letting in lots of light.  

After his long travels, Jason desired a hot bath. With instructions from Esther, who was now accepted as a Disciple and no longer considered a heretic, a large wooden tub filled with hot water was brought into the room. 

“Would you like me to undress you, my lord?” Esther asked. 

Jason didn’t care for formalities or rituals. He stripped off his cloaks and letting them hit the ground, now naked, he stepped into the tub. The water was boiling, as per his instructions. But it did not burn his skin. It felt warm. He would have preferred a fire be lit beneath the wooden tub to keep the water boiling. But the tub being made of wood, that would not have worked. 

Still, it felt nice. 

Jason rested his head against the rim and looked ahead at Esther, who stood silently, her eyes on the ground. 

“Are the prayers being said?” Jason asked. 

Esther looked up to meet his eyes. There was hesitancy written across her face. 

“You don’t know what the prayer is, do you?” Jason asked. 

“I don’t, my lord,” Esther said, as she lowered her head in shame. 

Jason sighed. “Varethu nal’eshon divarr, ethae unvar li shonar,” he whispered. “We believe in our gods of the Eternal Flame, and we offer our souls to their light,” he said, his voice growing louder. “The faithful should be repeating these prayers all the time. But they should also congregate twice a day, during sunrise and sunset, where they repeat the prayer together.” 

Esther nodded quickly. “I will make sure the believers are praying at all times, especially during sunrise and sunset.” 

Jason nodded before he closed his eyes. He had a long road ahead of him. He anticipated there would be many challenges. He would have to show strength and leadership. He could not have his subordinates undermine him. 

When it came to insubordination, there was one person that came to mind instantly. 

Aurora. 

When Jason agreed to duel the demon in exchange for Aurora’s fealty, he imagined having a princess on his side, especially one that did have some talent, would greatly help his cause. 

What he ended up with was an entitled princess without the backing of the crown.   

She still had potential. Aurora could be a good leader of his future armies. But first, he would need to bring her to heel. 

He opened his eyes. Esther was still standing in exactly the same position, having not moved an inch, she stared at her feet. 

“Bring me Aurora,” Jason said. 

“Right, my lord,” Esther said before she hurried out of the room. 

Jason needed Aurora to be more like Esther. He needed her to obey his commands instantly, without any of the sarkiness, the delayed responses, the wrinkling of the nose. His head resting against the rim, he closed his eyes again. 

A smile spread across his lips as he imagined Esther trying to drag Aurora to him. And Esther would have to drag the princess. 

So he wasn’t at all surprised when Aurora appeared before him, half an hour later, her hair ruffled, her jaw tight. 

“You called?” she asked as she looked around his room. “This room is… it’s bigger than mine. And you have a bathtub? I would like a bathtub.” 

Jason let out a deep sigh. There had been a few options floating around in his head on how to bring her in line. He had been leaning towards some of the gentler methods, but now, looking at her standing there, tall and proud, her chin raised, that look of insolence written across her face, Jason wondered why he ever considered the gentler options. 

Had Anna made him soft? 

The simple girl living the simple life, Jason had literally crashed into her backyard when he landed on this planet. Due to a bit of misfortune, being captured by four-armed men and sold into slavery, Jason had inadvertently bonded with the girl. She’d brought out a softer side to him. 

They had parted ways after he battled the demon. He hadn’t thought of her until now but she was a good girl with a good heart.  

“Did you want something?” Aurora asked, snapping him back into reality. 

Jason frowned as he stared at her. “As a God born of the Eternal Flame, I have travelled the universe extensively. I have been to many worlds and conquered many kingdoms. Some through battle, others submit when they see my glory and magnificence,” Jason said, as he watched Aurora with care, trying to see if she was able to comprehend where this was going. She wasn’t stupid. He could see the hesitancy in her eyes. But did she really understand what was about to happen? 

“If a queen submits her kingdom, she must complete the K’thara Venn” Jason said, his tone low, his words coming out slow, “K’thara Venn. Can you guess what that means?” 

Aurora’s face was pale now. She might not have known what those words meant exactly, but she knew where this was going. 

“It means First Rite,” Jason said. “Once the Queen submits her kingdom to me, I have First Rite. And if she pleases me, I keep her. If she does not, she is passed on to a suitable lieutenant. Since your submission, we have yet to complete K’thara Venn,” Jason said. 

Aurora took a deep breath and held it in, her hands by her side, her fingers tingled. “Will… will we be completing the K’thara Venn now?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. 

Jason nodded curtly. 

“I… I haven’t washed… I would like to wash, if I may?” Aurora asked as she looked down at her feet. 

Jason had expected more resistance from her. Perhaps a tantrum or two. Part of him was hoping she would resist. Perhaps even fight him defiantly. 

“Esther,” Jason called loudly, knowing the Disciple was standing by the door, and when she entered, he pointed at Aurora. “The princess needs to be washed. I think you should undress her now and here. And wash her in this tub.” 

Aurora’s cheeks turned bright red as her eyes widened. “She is going to wash me in that tub?!” she asked, fury in her tone. “I am not some farm animal that needs cleaning before being taken to the market!” she added indignantly.  

“You are whatever I want you to be, Aurora,” Jason said. “You can let Esther strip you naked and wash you here, in this private room. Or you can be washed by the Messengers out in the front yard, in public, in front of a crowd.” 

“The Messengers?” Aurora asked, a shiver running up her spine, she shuddered. 

“Yes. Washing you would be the only useful thing the Messenger will have done up to now,” Jason muttered. 

Aurora stared at him with defiance, then her eyes wandered the room, looking for an escape, before they settled back onto him. As she stared, the defiance began to fade, to be replaced by a look of desperation. “Please…” she mumbled. 

Jason did not feel any pity for her. He couldn't afford to go soft. Not now that he knew how much of a challenge it would be to convert the planet and free his father.  

Aurora had only herself to blame. Her arrogance led her to this situation where she was going to be stripped and washed, as Aurora put it, like an animal. 

“You can take off your clothes, or Esther can take them off you,” Jason said. 

“Can I wash myself?” Aurora asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Take her clothes off,” Jason said to Esther.

His Disciple did not hesitate. Aurora was wearing a simple white dress that had four buttons at the front, by her bosom. Esther marched up to the princess and placing her fingers through the gaps between the buttons, she pulled hard and tore the front of the dress.

From there, she pulled the dress down to Aurora’s ankles. The princess was wearing a pink bra and panties. Esther tore them off too.

Aurora stood naked now, her eyes wide in shock, her body trembling, her skin ghostly pale.

“What do you think of her body?” Jason asked Esther.

The Disciple knew what he was doing here. She did not hesitate to play her part. She cupped Aurora’s breasts in her hands, fondling them, she dropped to her knees and brought her face close to the princess’s vagina.

“Part your legs,” Esther snapped.

Aurora did not obey. She was rooted to the ground, zombified, it seemed.

Esther pushed the girl’s legs apart and prodded at her vagina. Aurora shuddered as the Disciple plunged a finger in. Taking her finger out, Esther went to stand behind the princess. She grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled at them.

“It is average, my lord,” Esther said. “Perhaps her talents lie in her mouth.”

“…my mouth?” Aurora whispered.

The trance she was in, it seemed to have broken. She looked down at the torn clothes by her feet. Her jaw tightened and her nostrils flared. She turned quickly, her hands formed into fists, she attacked Esther.

It was a brief battle.

Esther was anticipating a response from Aurora. She was ready to fight. And Aurora was much too angry to fight well. She was more like a rabid animal, all rage and no talent.

Esther had the princess on the ground, her arm wrapped around Aurora’s neck, slowly suffocating her.

Jason climbed out of the tub. The water dripped down his body as he stood over Esther and Aurora.

“You can let go of her now,” Jason said.

Esther released her grip. Aurora took in deep breaths, her chest heaving.

Jason grabbed the princess by the hair, pulled her to her feet and dragged her towards the bed. Still gasping for breath, she lay on her back. Jason climbed onto the bed and tapped her inner thigh.

Aurora stared at him, fear in her eyes, she hesitantly parted her legs.

“Esther,” Jason called.

His Disciple hurried over to stand by the corner of the bed. “My lord?”

“It is time for First Rites, but I am not sufficiently excited,” he said.

It took Esther a moment to realise what he meant, that he wasn’t turned on. She quickly stripped her own clothes and climbed onto the bed. Placing herself with a knee on either side of Aurora’s hips, she brought her mouth inches away from Jason’s cock, and her own pussy, inches away from Aurora’s lips.

Jason hadn’t seen Esther naked before, but he knew she would be beautiful naked. Her skin was tanned and though she was slim, with her ass in the air, her breasts firm, but hanging down as she prepared to take his cock in her mouth.

Jason leaned forward and reached for her ass cheeks. She took his cock in her mouth. The warmth, the wetness, it felt good. He pushed his cock down her mouth, down her throat as he grabbed her ass cheeks, his fingers brushing against her pussy and her rosebud, he could feel the heat coming out.

Aurora lay still on the bed, her legs parted, she lifted her head, bringing her lips right up to Esther’s bottom. Her tongue came out and she licked Esther’s pussy. Jason felt her tongue against the tip of his fingers.

He hadn’t asked her to do that…

His cock still in Esther’s mouth, he moved his head to the left to get a look Aurora. “What are you doing?” he asked.

Aurora, who was sucking on Esther’s pussy, pulled her mouth back to look at him. “I… I’m doing my part…” she said as her cheeks began to turn rosy.

Doing her part. Was this a trick? “I’m still going to have First Rites,” he told her.

“Yes…” she nodded. “I know…”

“Mhmm,” Jason murmured.

He placed his hands on Esther’s head and taking hold of her thick black hair, he pulled her head back and away from his cock. Her mouth was still open, his semen dripped down the corner of her lips, she looked up at him.

“It seems the princess doesn’t mind sucking on pussy,” Jason told her. “Sit on her face.”

Esther slid back and brought her pussy down on Aurora’s mouth. The princess did not protest. Jason’s cock that was hard, he brought it to her pussy and slapped Aurora’s inner thighs. She responded by spreading her legs even more. He felt her pussy and was surprised to find it wet.

He pressed his cock against it, and after some resistance, it slowly slid in. Aurora, whose face was buried in Esther’s pussy, grunted as her buttocks squirmed.

Jason gave her a moment to adjust. And then, he began to drive his cock in and out of her pussy.


Chapter 11

Jason lay in bed, Aurora beside him, she rested her head on his shoulder, her hand traced lines along his chest. She had submitted to him, fully now, he was sure of that.

After driving his cock in and out of her pussy, when on the verge of shooting his load, Jason had pulled out. Esther moved her pussy away from Aurora’s mouth. The princess had stared at his cock for a moment before she took it in her mouth. Her eyes closed, she sucked on it until he came in her mouth. She swallowed his load, though some of it did spill out from the corners of her lips. 

It could have gone the other way. She could have resisted, she could have hated his touch, it could have turned really violent and possibly ended with Aurora in chains, or worse. 

He was glad that did not happen. 

The customs of conquest were as old as time, and not ones Jason had put in place. Killing kings, dominating queens, long ago, when Jason was new to conquest, he did not approve of such methods. 

But time had taught him how effective they were in subduing rebellious kingdoms. 

“I don’t usually like men…” Aurora murmured as her index finger drew circles on his chest. “I prefer women… they are softer… gentler.” 

Jason wasn’t entirely surprised by that. Aurora hadn’t shown any romantic interest in him at all. Which was unusual. Queens, princesses, women in general, would throw themselves at him, especially if they knew who he was. 

But not Aurora. 

And now he knew why. Because she was a lesbian. 

Or was she? 

She had orgasmed. 

“If you prefer the company of women, that is fine. We don’t have to sleep together anymore. But you need to be obedient. Do you understand that?” Jason asked. 

“Yes… my lord,” Aurora muttered. 

She said the right words, but her tone suggested she perhaps did not understand. She looked up at him now and rolled her eyes. 

“I do understand, Jason. I will behave with honour and respect your authority,” she said. 

“If you don’t, I will lock you away and leave you to rot,” Jason said simply. 

Aurora, who was still looking up at him, her finger caressing his chest, suddenly froze, before she swallowed uncomfortably. She knew he was not exaggerating. 

She gave him a weak smile. “What will you do once you have fulfilled your mission of freeing your father?”

“I will leave this planet and return to my home,” Jason said. 

“What’s it like? Your home?” Aurora asked. 

It was a beautiful place, much bigger than the Land of Chaos. It had five blue-white suns that covered every part of the planet in light and intense heat. Mortals could not survive on the planet, even other Gods struggled. But for those born of the pure Eternal Flame, the heat was comforting, staring directly at the suns was nourishing. 

“Five suns?” Aurora asked. “How is that possible? Wouldn’t everything be burnt?” 

“I suppose you would call it burnt,” Jason replied. “We also have twelve moons, each is bigger than this planet. It is a marvel,” he murmured. 

“Your father is trapped in the core of this planet?” Aurora asked and when Jason nodded, she continued, “How did someone manage to trap him there?” 

Jason opened his mouth to respond to the question, to explain how it had happened. But his mouth remained open. No words came out. He struggled to explain how his father had ended up trapped in the core of a planet, and why he, Jason, had been prophesized to free him. 

“I… I don’t know how he came to be trapped here…” Jason mumbled. 

“Esther said you and your father are Gods of the Eternal Flame, the most powerful immortals in the universe,” Aurora said. “It must have been some battle to trap your father. You don’t know who managed to do it?” 

Jason did not know. But he should have known. Yes, their natural enemies were the Gods of the Eternal Darkness. It must have been them. No one else had the power to cage his father. 

But that battle, trapping his father, Aurora’s assessment was accurate. It must have been an epic battle. Except, Jason knew very little of the details. Now that he thought about it, he suddenly realised he knew close to nothing. 

Why didn’t he know more? 

* * *

Jason stood in the doorway of the barracks in Medisa. The scent of sweat, dust, and old wood drifted out to meet him. Inside, the clang of metal on metal rang unevenly. It was too slow, too hesitant, too soft.

Esther stood beside him, her arms crossed, her eyes tracking every movement in the room, frustration growing in her face with every passing moment. 

Valeria had joined them too, but she stood in his shadow. Her face wasn’t as easily readable as Esther’s, but he imagined she couldn’t have been too impressed with the display before her, what with being a vampire and having extraordinary speed. 

“What do you think of them?” Jason asked Esther, even though he was sure he knew what she thought. 

“They are not ready to fight the Ice Queen, but with me and you fighting alongside them, we could invade the smaller kingdom of Elowen?” Esther responded. 

Jason had not heard of either kingdom. Not surprising, of course. He was new to the planet. 

He stepped inside the barracks fully, the floorboards groaning under his boots. The rows of soldiers, men and women, were lined up in pairs, sparring lightly. Their footwork sloppy, their stances either too wide or too narrow, they swung their swords more with hope than skill. 

It was no wonder none of them challenged him when he killed the Messenger at the front gates of Medisa. 

Jason’s gaze drifted to a woman at the far end of the hall. She raised her hand and a faint shimmer of blue light coiled around her wrist. With a sharp motion, she sent a small arc of energy skipping across the ground toward her opponent. It was weak, sputtering, barely enough to topple a stool.

With magical powers like that, it was better to not use it at all.

“Tell me about this Ice Queen and the kingdom of Elowen,” Jason said. 

* * *

Dinner was simple but filling. Roasted meat tough at the edges, coarse bread that crumbled at the touch, and wilted spinach that tasted more of soil than spice. Jason ate in silence, as did Esther, Aurora and Valeria. 

When he finished, Jason left the girls behind and stepped out into the cool night.  

Medisa after sundown was a muted version of its daytime self, as if the town exhaled once darkness fell. The crooked buildings sagged deeper into their shadows. Faint lanterns flickered in windows, their light too thin to push back the gloom. The streets were almost empty—only a handful of townsfolk shuffled home with bowed heads, their footsteps soft, resigned.

Jason welcomed the quiet.

He needed it.

He followed the main road until he reached the river that cut through Medisa. By day, it trickled along lazily; by night, it murmured with a softer voice, the moon reflected in broken fragments on its surface. He walked alongside it, hands tucked behind his back, eyes unfocused.

The Land of Chaos.

Appropriately named. 

There were many in this world with powers. Esther had filled him in on the local kingdoms. They were small. But surprisingly powerful. Especially the kingdom controlled by the Ice Queen. She was a woman who could freeze things. In addition to that, she had an army of demi-gods, all with varying powers. 

The universe was full of gods and demi-gods, but Jason could not recall a planet that had so many. Apparently, a lot of them fell into this world from portals located in the corners of the world. He did find it intriguing. Where did they all come from? 

There were many mysteries in the universe that Jason did not know the answer to. Demi-gods falling from the sky through portals was just one more. 

It did make his mission a little bit more complicated. Even if these demi-gods weren’t as strong as demons, if they were even half as strong, they could be a challenge. 

Jason exhaled slowly, watching his breath drift into the night like a frayed ribbon.

How?

That was the question clawing at him.

How in the name of his father was he going to convert the planet with what little he had? He tried to keep his thoughts free of doubt, he tried to keep his determination and resolve. But there were so many nagging questions that simply refused to go away. 

The biggest question he couldn’t shrug off was his memory. It was weirdly blank. Why couldn’t he remember exactly how his father was imprisoned? There were these vague memories. Some were recollections of actual events, battle scenes, Gods of the Eternal Flame and Eternal Darkness battling each other. 

Some of his memories were of resting. 

He was lying in this large golden tub filled with a golden fluid that replenished his body. Standing over him was this woman. He had been hurt in the battle, she had said. His father had been captured by the Gods of the Eternal Darkness. 

Was that why he could not remember things clearly? Because he had been injured in battle and had suffered some sort of brain damage? 

But he was a God. 

Gods did not suffer brain damage… 

Jason stopped walking along the river and lifted his head. 

Maybe it was because he had been deep in thought, maybe they were really good at being stealthy, whatever the reason, he was disappointed in himself that he hadn’t noticed them sooner. 

“I know you’re there,” Jason said. 

Four shapes detached themselves from the darkness as if the night had birthed them whole. 

One man, three women. All were armed, swords hanging by their waists. Except for one woman. She had a whip. They carried themselves with a certain confidence the inhabitants of this town lacked. 

“You’re the Messiah?” the man asked. 

“I am,” Jason replied. “Are you here to pledge your allegiance or to attempt to kill me?” 

“We’re going to kill you,” the man said. 

Confidence. If they had come to kill the Messiah, they couldn’t have been ordinary soldiers or assassins. These would have to be powered humans. Demi-gods. Jason stared at them, trying to sense their powers, to see if any of the Eternal Darkness or Eternal Flames lurked within them. 

Jason could not sense any. 

But that did not mean they were to be underestimated. 

“Who sent you here to kill me?” he asked as he watched the four figures fan out and surround him. “Was it the demon?” 

“We were sent by the Ice Queen. She wants your heart. We’re here to rip it out,” one of the women snarled. 

“The Ice Queen. The woman who freezes things and has an army of demi-gods,” Jason murmured. Esther had been hesitant to invade that kingdom, but now, her assassins were here to kill him. 

“If you surrender, your death will be instant. But if you fight back, it will be painful,” the man said. 

The man’s forearm shimmered and Jason watched with interest as the skin rippled like liquid silver before it hardened into a blade that gleamed dangerously in the moonlight. 

“That is cool,” he pointed at the arm that was now a sword. “Does it do anything?” 

“It’s going to cut you,” the man replied. 

If it was just an ordinary blade, Jason did not think it would hurt him much. But he reminded himself to not let his guard down. That blade could be formed from some deadly material he had yet to come across.   

The woman with the whip had positioned herself to his right. She twirled it from her hip and metal spikes glinted out along its length. With a soft jump, she lifted off the ground and hovered a few feet up, as if stepping on invisible ledges. 

“So you can fly,” Jason smiled. “What about you two? What can you do?” he asked, turning to the remaining two girls. 

The two remaining girls did not respond with words. 

They showed him their powers. 

The second woman appeared behind Jason, as if having teleported directly behind him. Either that, or she was so incredibly fast, she had closed the gap in the blink of an eye. She held a sword in her hand, which she moved to stab him with. 

Jason wanted to turn and either grab her hand and stop her from stabbing him, turn around and kick the sword out of her hand, or turn around and punch her in the face, possibly with flaming fists. 

But he couldn’t do any of that. 

He couldn’t kick or punch the woman behind him. He couldn’t even turn around to face her. 

Jason couldn’t move. 

And that’s when he realised the power the final woman possessed.

Her hands raised, her palms flat, there was intensity in her eyes as she stared at him. 

The space around Jason seemed to tighten as the air thickened. Somehow, the woman had managed to keep him restrained to the spot as if his limbs were bound by an invisible grip.     

The three others were perfectly positioned to attack him as he remained immobile. 

And that’s what they did. 

They attacked. 

The woman that stood a couple of feet behind him was the first to strike. She drove her sword into his back. 


Chapter 12

The assassins had skill.

It was no small feat to hold him in one place. One woman was managing it without even touching him. 

Another woman had materialised behind him out of thin air. That was an incredible talent. Jason imagined her materialising into rooms, killing someone, then disappearing again. 

Then there was the woman who was floating above him, essentially flying. Jason knew of many gods that could fly. It was a useful talent, if it could be utilised properly. And it seemed this woman knew how to use it properly. Her whip was out and the sharp tip came flying at him, aiming perfectly for his left eye. 

Then there was the man. One arm was a sword, his other arm had turned into a metal hammer. The sudden increase in weight did not slow him down. He charged like a bull about to swat away a small foolish predator. 

It happened all at once. 

One woman drove her sword into his back, the other woman struck him in the eye with her whip, the man closed the distance and smashed his hammer into Jason’s head whilst driving his sword into Jason’s stomach. 

The man that stood in front of him, he pushed the tip of his arm sword forward, trying to dig into his flesh. The woman that stood behind him did the same, pushing her sword with all her might. 

“What are you made of?” the woman asked, her teeth gritted as she struggled to cut him. 

“Godly flesh and bones,” Jason said. 

“I’m going to decapitate you, arrogant fucker,” the man growled. 

He swung his sword at Jason’s neck. The blade struck his flesh, but there was not enough power behind it to cut his skin. 

These assassins had fancy powers, but they lacked in real strength. The woman that held him in place, her body was shaking as she struggled to keep him still. From the corner of his eye, Jason could see the whip coming again, this time for his other eye. 

The tip of the whip was sharp, and its strike stung. Jason did not like it when it happened the first time. He was not keen for it to happen again. 

With a tug, he turned his body, the invisible restraints no longer able to hold him back, he grabbed the whip as it curled around to strike him. It had the sharp spikes on it, the ones that were supposed to cut its opponents when it struck, dig into their flesh, hold onto it, then rip it out as it was pulled back. 

The spikes on the whip were definitely supposed to deter anyone from grabbing it with their bare hands. 

But for Jason, they were no deterrent.

His grip crushed the spikes without breaking his skin. He pulled on the whip and the woman, not expecting it to happen, too slow to react and let go of the whip handle, she came flying towards him, her eyes wide, mouth open in horror. 

As she came within reach, Jason slammed his fist against her head. 

It shattered into a hundred pieces. 

One down, three to go. 

The remaining three seemed to have lost their momentum and their zeal. The woman that had stabbed him in the back, she vanished and reappeared a dozen feet away, the sword in her hand, it dropped to the ground. Even in the dark, her skin had turned visibly pale. 

“You killed Cathy,” she gasped.

Jason presumed Cathy was the name of the woman with the whip, the floating woman who was no longer floating. She lay on the ground, headless, her body still. 

“He killed Cathy with a single punch, Jason,” the woman said, as she looked at the man that had turned one arm into a sword, the other into a hammer. 

“I’m also called Jason, so I will call you metal man,” Jason said. “I’m going to kill you all. But it will be quick and painless like it was for Cathy.” 

The woman with the power to disappear and appear from one place to another bent down and picked up her fallen sword, her face tightened with grim determination.

Jason admired the fight in her. She got over the death of Cathy much quicker than Jason and the other woman. 

But having guts wasn’t enough. 

Jason could sense her as she disappeared. There were the slightest vibrations in the air, and those vibrations shifted towards his left. Before she reappeared, the air a foot away to his left began to vibrate. 

It was the slightest of vibrations. 

But it was enough for Jason to reach out with his arm, hand open. And when she appeared, he closed that hand around the girl’s neck. As he squeezed it tight, her eyes bulging, she stabbed him once with the sword. 

And then, as her neck snapped, her eyes remained open, but there was no life there. 

“Right. Two more to kill,” Jason said. 

He charged towards the metal man, closing the distance in the blink of an eye, he slammed his fist in the man’s chest. What he punched wasn’t flesh. It was metal. Jason was impressed by the metal man’s reaction time. But still, his punch caused the metal to cave in. The man flew back and crashed into a tree. 

Jason was about to continue his charge and finish the metal man off when he felt the air around him shift. Then came the force that tried to push him back. Jason turned to look at the remaining woman. 

She had her arms stretched, palms open, her face crunched, she was using every ounce of her strength to hold him in place. But it wasn’t enough. Jason began to walk towards her. His steps weren’t as fluid as normal. There was some resistance there, like walking in water. 

It did not slow him down much. 

As he approached her, her arms still stretched out, she dropped to her knees, before her palms closed and formed fists, she pressed them against the ground to keep upright. 

Jason was about to kick her in the head when the metal man climbed to his feet, turned and ran away as fast as he could. Soon, he disappeared into the darkness. 

“Are you going to kill me now?” the woman asked as she looked up at him, her face strained.


Chapter 13

Her name was Sarah. 

Jason didn’t kill her. 

He knocked her unconscious and threw her limp body over his shoulder. His nighttime walk finished, he carried her back to the townhall. Esther was waiting for him by the main entrance. 

“Who is that, my lord?” she asked. 

“Sarah. She came here to kill me,” Jason replied as he walked past her. 

“She came here to kill you?” Esther asked, her eyes widening in alarm. “Are you okay?” 

“I’m fine. There were four of them. Two are dead by the river, one managed to get away, but he is hurt. Get a few of the soldiers to chase after him,” Jason said as we walked along the corridor towards his room.

Esther nodded quickly and disappeared from sight. Jason continued on until he came to his room. Walking inside, he dropped the girl onto the bed. She landed with a thud. There was some blood on her head from where he had punched her to knock her out. But other than that, she was fine. 

“I know you’re awake,” he told her. 

Her body stirred. Slow at first. Slight movements of her hands and feet. Then her eyes opened. She shifted back on the bed until she came up against the headboard. 

“Are you going to… rape me?” she asked. 

That wasn’t a thought that had crossed Jason’s mind. But he could see why she was thinking that. Sarah was a pretty girl with golden hair and blue eyes and he had brought her back to his room. 

Jason had brought her back to his room because he didn’t know where the cells were, if there even were any holding cells. He’d kept her alive because he wanted to talk to her. She had given her name before he knocked her unconscious. But she had more to offer. 

“So the Ice Queen sent you to kill me,” Jason began. “Why?” 

“She hates you…” Sarah said as she watched him with wary eyes. 

Jason had never met the Ice Queen before, so it came as a surprise to hear she hated him. He imagined at some point, once he established himself as a threat to the rest of the planet, kings and queens would send many assassins his way.  

But a queen sending assassins already? 

“Why does she hate me so much?” Jason asked, his tone conversational. He didn’t really care why this Ice Queen hated him. He was going to invade her kingdom at some point. The fact she had already sent assassins after him, he supposed she had good instincts. 

“Your predecessor destroyed her species a few hundred or a thousand years ago…” Sarah said. “I don’t know the full details… I haven’t been with her long… she… well… we invaded her village and then she took it back from us…”. 

Jason, who had been standing up against the wall facing the bed, his arms crossed over his chest, his mind wandering, only partially listening to the words coming out of Sarah’s mind, she now had his full attention. 

“What do you mean?” Jason asked as he slowly walked towards the bed now. 

“There was this guy that fell from the sky… we captured him, but he escaped. He managed to somehow align with the Ice Queen and when we went to invade her village to capture him, he… well, he escaped again,” Sarah stopped. “I think I got the order of events-” 

“What are you talking about?” Jason cut her off. “What do you mean by my predecessor?” 

“The last time a Messiah came,” Sarah said slowly. “I think it was a few hundred years ago…”

“Tell me about this false Messiah that came before me,” Jason said as he sat down on the edge of the bed. 

“I… I don’t know anything about the false Messiah…” Sarah said as she watched him with wide eyes. “He came hundreds of years before I fell into this planet. Um… I feel like if you let me explain everything from the beginning without getting angry and interrupting, you might understand what I’m talking about?” 

“Without getting angry and interrupting?” Jason asked, frowning. “I should have killed you already and I still might kill you. Be more concerned about that and not the fact that I keep interrupting you,” he muttered. 

“I am very concerned about being killed,” Sarah said. “Are you uh… are you going to kill me?” 

“I haven’t decided,” Jason grumbled. “Tell me everything you know about the Ice Queen and her forces.” 

He thought he might have to threaten and torture Sarah before she betrayed her Queen. But that was not the case. 

Sarah did not need any persuasion at all to give up everything she knew about Maria the Ice Queen and her forces. Maria had a small army, but a large contingent of demi-gods, or super powered humans at her disposal. There was even an angel and a man named Matthew. 

Sarah talked a lot about this man named Matthew. 

“He’s really strong,” she said, when she finally finished talking. “You should be worried about him… and the angel. She’s really strong too.” 

“Matthew? Oh I wouldn’t worry about him,” Esther said as she appeared by the door. “The soldiers are looking for the man that got away but… he was pretty good at hiding his tracks. I’m not sure if they will be able to locate him.” 

Jason wasn’t too concerned about his namesake that had managed to escape. The metal man was surely too injured to get far. “You know this Matthew?” 

“I do. I think he could be an ally,” Esther said. “I sensed elements of the Eternal Flame inside him.” 

“He is a half-breed of some sort?” Jason asked. “How did he get here?” 

“He fell out of the sky, from a portal,” Sarah chipped in. 

“He battled by my side as we fought the demon and the wolves, my lord. Matthew could be a useful ally. I’m sure I can get him to join our side,” she repeated.

Jason didn’t care much for this Matthew joining his side of fighting against him. Having a bit of the Eternal Flame burning inside him would not make him a formidable ally or opponent.

It was the Ice Queen that occupied his thoughts now. He wasn’t ready to attack her just yet. But the time would come soon. And when it did, if this Matthew person or the angel got in his way, Jason would kill them both.

The Ice Queen, he was definitely going to kill her. She had sent assassins after him. A messaged needed to be sent that such actions would always have a single response.

Death.


Chapter 14

Matthew was glad for an excuse to leave Alena as she gave birth. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to be the supportive partner, or that he found the process of giving birth too gruesome for him to handle. He knew it wasn’t going to look pretty when a baby came out of Alena’s vagina. The size of the baby, the size of her vagina-

Matthew forced himself to stop imagining a baby ripping out of Alena’s vagina. 

He was glad to be out of the room, even if it meant going to see Maria, the Ice Queen, because of Alara’s request. 

The older elf wanted him to rub his cock on Alena’s vagina and lather it with his precum. Matthew didn’t want to do that. It was weird. He probably couldn’t do it even if he wanted to, because how was he supposed to get turned on enough to have precum? And he really didn’t want to do it, even if he could. It was such a weird request… 

The girl that came to take him away, Matthew had seen her before. But he did not know her name. As he followed her along the paths that cut through the village, now that he was no longer in the room with Alena about to give birth and with Alara asking him to bring his cock out, his brain fully processed why the girl was here. 

Because the Chosen had returned from their attempt to assassinate the Messiah. 

Except, only one of Maria’s Chosen had returned. The rest were dead… 

“Hey, you,” Matthew began. 

“You don’t know my name?” the girl asked. 

“Should I?” 

“I know your name,” she replied. 

Matthew almost said out loud what he was thinking. That everyone in this village knew his name. Instead, he asked, “Have we met before?” 

The woman stopped walking and looked up at him incredulously. “You’re kidding, right? We’ve spoken like a dozen times. We fixed some of the houses that were ruined by the fire? You taught me how to use a bow. We went hunting together once? I was attacked by some six-legged beast? You saved my life?” 

“Riiight,” Matthew nodded. 

He did remember some of that. Except, he’d worked with a lot of people to repair damage done to the houses during the fire. He’d taught many how to use bows and swords. He’d gone hunting with many and saved many lives whilst out hunting. It was seriously dangerous in the jungle beyond the hill.

He still couldn’t remember her name. 

“It's Beth,” the girl said as she began to walk once more. “My name is Beth. You know this isn’t the first time you’ve forgotten my name,” she muttered. 

“Really?” Matthew asked, frowning. And then he shook his head, trying to focus his thoughts. “So, only one of her Chosen returned? Which one?” 

“Jason, the one that can convert his body into metal. Do you know him?” Beth asked. 

“Yeah… he’s the only one that survived?” Matthew grumbled.

Beth nodded. “I don’t think he’s going to be alive for long. He’s badly hurt.” 

“The other Chosen, Cathy and Patricia, they’re dead, huh?” he asked.

Beth nodded. “Sarah’s dead too.” 

Matthew stopped walking and grabbed Beth by the arm. “Sarah’s dead? Why is she dead? She isn’t one of Maria’s Chosen.” 

“Ow?” Beth looked down at her arm that he had taken hold of. “Do you mind loosening your grip?” 

Matthew realised he was holding her arm with more force than necessary. “Sorry..” he mumbled as he loosened his grip. “Sarah’s really dead?” 

“Far as I know,” Beth said. “But you can ask Jason yourself. The Ice Queen is waiting for you,” she added as she continued on her way. 

* * *

The Ice Queen did not normally reside in the hilltop village. Her permanent residence was in a castle surrounded by a moat near the town of Strogg Gorth. When she did come to visit the hilltop village, Maria stayed in Alara’s house, which was the largest house here. 

But it seemed in Matthew’s brief absence, when he went off in search for a way off this planet, the Ice Queen had been busy. 

Beth led him to a house close to the fields where the horses were kept and where the women, and it pretty much was all women, trained. 

It was made of the same yellow stone as the rest of the houses, but this one was much bigger. It was the only house that had two floors. 

Beth stopped by the front gate. “She’s waiting for you inside.” 

Matthew opened the gate and walked down the stone path towards the large wooden door, either side of which stood two women armed with swords by their waists and spears in their hands. 

“My name is Beth,” she called out. “If we talk again, my name is Beth.” 

Matthew turned to look back at Beth. She wore a smirk on her face. He gave her a smile and a wave, and then he turned to face the two guards. “I’ve been summoned by the Ice Queen,” he told them. 

They let him through without asking any further questions. Once inside, he noted how wide the hallway was, and the stairs that led up to the first floor had bannisters coated in cold. The floor was covered in a white marble. 

The Ice Queen stepped into the corridor and stared at him, a frown across her face. “You’re late.” 

Matthew also frowned. How could he be late? He had left Alena as soon as Beth had arrived to inform him Maria requested his presence. Although it was possible Beth might have spent some time looking for him. 

“What do you want?” Matthew asked, sounding more aggressive than he had wanted to. 

Maria’s eyes flared in fury. “How dare you talk to your Queen like that?” 

“I didn’t mean to offend,” Matthew said, raising his hands up, palms out. “I just meant… what do you want?” he asked, using the exact same words. 

“I want the Messiah’s head,” Maria growled. “Come,” she said as she disappeared back into the room. 

Matthew took long steps as he walked down the corridor and into the room. He spotted Jason lying on a bed, his skin pale, his eyes closed.   

“What happened to him?” Matthew whispered. 

“He battled the Messiah and lost,” Maria said. 

“He doesn’t look like he battled very hard,” Matthew muttered. He’d never liked Jason much. Or the two other girls that formed part of Maria’s Chosen. 

Jason was lying in bed, covered in a blanket. Maria pulled that blanket away to reveal Jason’s chest. 

“Ah… that looks horrible,” Matthew said as he stared grimly at Jason’s battered chest. 

The skin had turned a horrible purple, there was a large bump in the centre, but the worst bit part were the ribcages that were literally sticking out from the sides. Mathew couldn’t even imagine how that had happened. Or how Jason was still alive. 

“Is he going to die?” Matthew asked. 

Maria pulled the blanket back up to cover Jason. “I sent four of my best, and only one came back,” she said, ignoring Matthew’s question. “You know what he told me before he lost consciousness?” 

Matthew shook his head. 

“The Messiah ripped them apart with ease,” Maria said. 

Matthew wasn’t surprised by that. He’d met Esther, fought beside her as they battled werewolves and a demon. Well, she battled the demon. He had seen her strength, her power. And she was only a Disciple of the Messiah.

Esther could have torn the Chosen apart with relative ease, in Matthew’s opinion. If they were no match for the Disciple, how could they be a match for the actual Messiah? 

But he kept his mouth shut. Maria did not seem to be in the mood for his opinions. Not that she ever was. 

“The Messiah is weak now,” Maria said. “We need to strike him down before it’s too late.” 

Matthew blinked twice before he stared at Maria. “Sorry, what?” 

It seemed before Jason faded into a comatose state, he had managed to provide an intelligence report on the Messiah and his forces gathered in the town of Medisa. 

“He might be strong and powerful as an individual, but his forces are weak,” Maria said. “If we launch a full surprise attack, we can easily destroy him and his measly forces.” 

Matthew wasn’t sure if they could do it easily. Esther alone was capable of causing a lot of death and destruction. The Messiah was as strong as her, if not more. 

“Um… do we have to kill the Messiah?” Matthew asked. 

“I will not submit to the Faith, Matthew. I will fight the Messiah to my last breath, if I must,” Maria said, her tone cold.

“Right,” Matthew nodded, knowing it would be pointless trying to change her mind. 

When he first met the Ice Queen, she and her Chosen tried to kill him. But they found that hard to do. Matthew was sort of resistant to dying easily. Maria stopped trying to kill him. She agreed to provide him assistance to fight back against the woman from the settlement in the jungle, on the condition that he would fight by her side when she called. 

Matthew didn’t have any feelings, positive or negative, towards the Messiah. But it wasn’t the same for Maria. Her feelings towards the Messiah and his followers, known as the Faith, were very different. 

Another Messiah had come many hundreds of years ago, and with his followers, he had attacked many kingdoms and species, burning them to the ground and driving some to almost extinction.  

Maria’s ancestors were one of those species.

They were known as the Ice Walkers. And their refusal to submit to the Faith was disastrous. The Messiah massacred most of them, and the few that managed to survive had to leave behind their home beneath the frozen ocean and seek refuge in the Land of the Chaos.  

Though Maria hadn’t been around herself when this happened, Matthew could understand her rage and fury.

“What’s the plan?” he asked. 

“We gather all of our forces and make haste for Medisa,” Maria said. “Once there, we defeat his army in battle, we defeat the Messiah in battle, no matter what the costs.” 


Chapter 15

Jason left Medisa at dawn, the wooden gates creaking open behind them as his small column rode out into the open land beyond. The town vanished quickly at their backs, replaced by rolling fields and narrow dirt roads that cut through the countryside. Ahead lay Elowen, a small kingdom that, if Esther was to be believed, would surrender without a fight.

Jason rode at the front, his posture straight, his eyes stared ahead. On either side of him rode Esther and Valeria. The vampire had her face completely covered. 

Behind them rode ten soldiers.

That was all. 

Ten soldiers, a mixture of men and women, who he felt would not be a hindrance if they needed to battle this Queen Elowen. Jason could hear them shifting in their saddles, armour lightly clinking, voices low and uncertain. He did not turn to look at them, but he felt their presence like a dull weight.

The soldiers were not cowards, but they were not warriors either. They had been trained to keep the peace in Medisa. It was a small town that did not experience riots or raids. 

They were mostly for show. 

After defeating the assassins sent by Maria, Jason found his confidence returning. Lilith, the demon he had battled, her power was exceptional. Not the norm. These demi-gods were the norm. Compared to him, they were weak and pitiful. 

Now that Jason knew how weak demi-gods were, he’d considered heading straight to Strogg Gorth. That was where this Ice Queen resided. 

But Esther advised against it. She had been impressed by this demi-god named Matthew. And Sarah, the assassin that had come to kill him, mentioned the arrival of an angel who had incredible strength and speed. 

Jason knew nothing of angels. When they were described to him, he pictured a large pigeon-like creature. 

Esther, his Disciple, who was supposed to have knowledge of this planet, did finally appear to have knowledge of this planet. According to Esther, angels were supposedly as powerful as demons. 

This Ice Queen, with an angel on her side, backed by an army of demi-gods, could be a nuisance. 

Still, invading the Kingdom of Elowen, when it was so small and weak, would not tip the scales much in his favour when it came to battling the Ice Queen. Esther’s suggestion of sending out a scout to gather more information on this angel was sensible. And in the meantime, it would be good for Jason to get an easy win under his belt. 

And it would be an easy win.   

In the Kingdom of Elowen, there was only one demi-god. The Queen herself. 

Travel in this land was on horseback. Ordinary horses. Not Pegasus. The journey to her kingdom took three days. 

They rode by daylight through open farmland and thin forests. The world was calm in a way that felt almost deceptive. At night, they made camp beneath the open sky. Fires were kept small. Jason slept little, sitting apart from the others, listening to the wind and watching the soldiers laugh too loudly, complain too freely. 

On the third day, Elowen came into view.

Calling it a kingdom felt generous. It was a town wrapped around a modest castle of pale stone, its towers rising just high enough to dominate the surrounding fields. Farms stretched outward in every direction, neatly ordered, peaceful. No great walls, no massive battlements. 

Jason briefly wondered why this place hadn’t been swallowed up by a larger kingdom already. Probably because it wasn’t worth any large kingdom coming to the middle of nowhere to invade this place. 

Jason slowed his horse as they approached the town entrance. There were guards waiting for him. Esther had sent word in advance, and the Queen was expecting them. His Disciple was finally doing things and not being completely useless and clueless. 

The guards escorted them through the town’s narrow streets and towards the castle. Citizens paused in their work to stare. Jason felt their curious eyes on him. His procession was small. But for this town, it was probably the largest they had seen.  

The castle gates were open. They were led through to the courtyard where a large number of guards had gathered. 

One such guard stepped forward. “All visitors must relinquish their weapons before meeting Her Majesty.”

His own soldiers, the ten men and women, all carried swords by their waists. They looked at him with hesitation. Were they really considering handing their weapons over? Were they that stupid? 

If Elowen’s kingdom were more of a threat, such stupidity from his own soldiers could have been costly. As Jason looked around at the guards, he did not sense any threat. Nor should he. He was a God of the Eternal Flame. 

He was used to walking into Kingdoms alone and forcing the royals to submit. He would do the same here. 

“There is no need for anyone to disarm. My soldiers will stay in the courtyard. I will go alone to meet with Elowen,” Jason said. He raised both arms and spread them apart. “I carry no weapons.” Because he was a weapon. 

The guard studied him for a long moment, then nodded and gestured toward the keep. Jason slid off his horse and stepped forward, his footsteps echoing on stone, he followed the guards into the heart of the castle.

The castle’s interior was cooler than the courtyard, shaded from the sun by thick walls that had been built to last. Torches burned in iron sconces along the corridors, their flames steady and well-kept, casting warm light across tapestries that told quiet stories - harvests, rivers, a crowned woman standing among her people rather than above them.

As they moved deeper, Jason noted the details instinctively. The stonework was clean, recently maintained. The guards walked with discipline but without the stiffness of fear. Servants passed them with lowered eyes, respectful but unhurried.

The corridor widened, opening into a vaulted antechamber where sunlight streamed through tall, narrow windows of coloured glass. At the far end stood a pair of carved wooden doors, inlaid with silver filigree shaped like wheat and flowing water.

“The Queen awaits,” one of the guards said, pushing the doors open.

Jason stepped through alone.

The chamber beyond was clearly meant for receiving guests of consequence. It was not a throne room in the grand sense. There was no towering dais meant to dwarf those who entered. But the ceiling rose high above, supported by stone arches, and banners bearing Elowen’s sigil hung along the walls. A long rug ran from the entrance to a raised platform at the far end, where a single throne stood. It was elegant rather than ostentatious, carved from pale wood with subtle gold accents.

And seated upon it was the Queen.

She rose as he approached and he noted she was tall. Her skin was a deep, rich black, smooth and radiant in the sunlight filtering through the windows. Her features were striking. She had sharp eyes framed by long lashes and a strong jaw softened by calm assurances. Her hair was styled in intricate braids, drawn back and adorned with thin bands of gold that caught the light when she moved.

She wore robes of deep green and ivory, embroidered with symbols of field and river, the same motifs Jason had seen throughout the castle. A circlet of simple gold rested upon her brow. 

Her eyes met his, dark and assessing. 

“So,” the Queen said at last, her voice smooth, it carried through the chamber. “You are the Messiah?”

Jason marched down the chamber until he reached the elevated platform. He did not stop at the bottom and look up at the queen. He climbed up the steps. 

The Queen, who was also on her feet, did not look so tall when he stood facing her. Nor did she look so confident. It was the little signs, the slight jerk of the corner of her lips, the slight sharp intake of breath, that small step she took away from him. 

“I am the Messiah, and I’ve come to accept your surrender. Bend the knee,” Jason said. 

“I am a Queen,” Elowen said, as she smiled. “Bending the knee isn’t something I am used to doing.” 

Jason sighed. This was a kingdom so small and weak, other kingdoms would take offense to Elowen being called a Queen. It was a three day ride to reach this place. He was beginning to wonder if it was worth it. 

What he really wasn’t in the mood for was to now negotiate, or pander to this woman’s ego. 

Jason sighed again. “Bend the knee willingly or be forced to do it.” 

Elowen smiled at him. It was a wide smile. Her eyes sparkled. He felt a warmth surround him. As if he were sitting by a fire in a place that was frozen by the cold. Except, this fire seemed to do more than just warm his skin. It seemed to want to push into him. Like millions of tiny little needles… 

He knew the Queen was a demi-god. 

Was this her power? If so, it was so pathetic, it was practically pointless. 

Why would she even attempt to use it on someone like him?

“Come now, baby,” Elowen cooed. “On your knees,” she commanded. 

The warmth that was surrounding him increased in intensity. Not by much. But he did feel the increase. And those millions of little needles that tried to penetrate his skin, they pushed harder. Again, it made little difference. 

Now, Elowen was telling him to drop to his knees. 

It made no sense for her to ask him to do that. 

Unless…

That warmth that was surrounding him, those millions of needles that were pressing against his skin, he recognised a similar power an actual god had tried to use on him once. 

Jason slowly dropped to his knees and looked up at Elowen. 

“Good boy,” she cooed. “For a moment, I was beginning to fear my charm wasn’t working on you,” she said.   

She parted her robes. Jason was surprised to see she was naked underneath. Completely nude, she spread her legs to reveal her shaven pussy, and the pink lips that peaked out from the dark skin around it. 

“The Messiah bringing me to pleasure with his tongue,” Elowen murmured. “If you really are the Messiah,” she chuckled. “Lick, my boy, lick.” 

Jason stared at her pussy. Then he looked up her robe and those luscious breasts. She was an attractive woman. And he enjoyed sucking on a woman’s intimate parts every now and then. 

Should he entertain her notion that she had charmed him? 

Jason leaned forward and breathed in her scent. He placed his hands on her legs, touching her warm skin, his hands moved up and behind, he grabbed her ass cheeks as he licked her pussy. She had an intoxicating taste, and he licked again, probing deeper inside with his tongue.

“You thought you could just march in here and conquer me,” Elowen chuckled. “If it were that easy, the Ice Queen would have done the same long ago. But she is aware of my charm.”

As Jason continued to lick on Elowen’s pussy, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her buttocks, he wondered if Elowen’s charm really did work on powerful demi-gods. It did nothing to him. 

“Ohhh yess,” Elowen murmured. She pressed her thighs forward, placed a hand on the back of his head. “Ohhh yesss,” she gasped as her body shuddered. “Oh god… your tongue is incredible…” 

“You came already?” Jason asked as he looked up at her. 

“I have a sensitive pussy, my little boy,” she cooed. 

Jason decided he’d had enough. He climbed to his feet. “I think it’s time we called this farce to an end. Bend the knee, Elowen.” 

She stared at him, confused. Her eyes widened. The warmth around him increased. But her charm was still ineffective. 

Jason grabbed her by the throat and squeezed. She grabbed his arm with both her hands. She tried to push it away. She tried to dig her nails into it. Her hands formed fists and she slammed them into it. 

None of it worked. 

He was shocked by how weak she really was. Was it even worth conquering her? He was going to get a few ordinary mortals and Elowen, whose demi-god power was a charm that probably didn’t even work. 

Elowen stopped trying to free herself. The corners of her lips and eyes began to turn a greyish colour. 

“Mercy,” she managed to murmur. 

Jason let go of her throat. She dropped to the ground, her hands around her neck, she took long gasping breaths. He waited for her to compose herself. When she finally did, her hands still around her neck, she looked up at him, eyes wide in terror. 

“My charm didn’t work on you at all?” she asked. 

Jason shook his head. 

“Not even when you… when you sucked on my pussy?” she asked and when Jason shook his head again, “Why did you listen to me?” 

“I wanted to see what you were about, if there was any depth to you,” Jason said. 

“Is… is there any depth to me?” Elowen asked. 

“Not much,” Jason said. “You’re going to return the favour now,” he told her. 

“Favour?” 

“K’thara Venn,” Jason said. He pulled his trousers down. His cock now free, it was perfectly level with Elowen’s mouth. 

She stared at it, her eyes wide, he couldn’t tell if it was in horror at the size of his cock, or if she was still in shock from before. 

“I… I don’t want to suck on your cock…” she mumbled. “...I am a Queen.” 

Jason took a step towards the woman, his cock now inches away from her mouth. “Take off the robe,” he told her. 

“My… robe?” 

Jason nodded. “Don’t be shy now. I’ve already seen your most intimate part.” 


Chapter 16

There was no changing Maria’s mind. She was going to launch a full frontal attack on Medisa, the town that was the stronghold of the followers of the Faith. They were weak and ready to be conquered, Maria said. 

Matthew wasn’t entirely sure that logic was accurate. 

Maria had sent her Chosen to assassinate the Messiah. 

Not only did her Chosen fail to do that, three out of the four were dead. The only one to return was Jason. He was a demi-god that had the ability to convert his body into solid metal. As far as Matthew was concerned, that made him invincible. 

Yet, this Messiah had clearly shown that to be inaccurate. 

Jason’s body was messed up. Whatever this Messiah had hit him with, Jason’s metal body was no defence. He was going to die. 

How strong was this Messiah that he could punch a hole through a metal body?

And this was the man Maria was launching a full frontal attack on.   

“Do you even know how to launch a full frontal attack on a fortress?” Matthew had asked her. 

“Do I look like an idiot?” Maria snapped back.

Matthew knew that was a rhetorical question. But he really did want to answer the question. Right at that moment, Maria looked a little deranged, if not an idiot. But he kept his mouth shut. 

So they set off for Medisa.  

Matthew was near the front of the column, his hands loose on the reins, his eyes fixed on the road ahead. Beside him rode Angelica, the angel who had wings and could fly. She kept her wings tucked in for now, and Matthew was glad for the company. 

Behind him stretched a small army. Hundreds of men and women winding through the landscape like a living serpent. 

There were no siege weapons but there were hundreds of powered women from the settlement in the jungle in Maria’s army. Could they break down walls made of stone that were meters thick?

Maria, the Ice Queen, rode in front of him. Beside her were two men he had not seen before. She hadn’t bothered to introduce them to him. Matthew had been in Alara’s home, where Alena was giving birth when Maria had sent for him. After declaring to him she was going to invade Medisa, she hadn’t given him much thought or really discussed invasion plans. 

Angelica didn’t have to come along with him, but he was grateful for the company. 

“So, there is a God in the centre of this world?” she asked. 

Matthew nodded. That was the gist of his understanding of the religion of the Faith. Although, he had to admit, he knew very little of this religion. 

“The Messiah is here to free this God?” Angelica asked. 

Again, Matthew nodded. 

“And we want to stop him because we’re against this God?” 

Matthew shook his head. He told Angelica how it was personal for Maria, the Ice Queen. A few hundreds earlier, another Messiah had come to free Mikarules, the God that was trapped in the core of this planet. In the war that ensued, that Messiah massacred Maria’s ancestors, the Ice Walkers. 

“And you’re tied up in this because of a promise you made?” Angelica asked. 

“Bit more than a promise. I’m bound by some magical something,” Matthew muttered. “Apparently if I don’t defend her kingdom, I will die a horrible death.” 

“This isn’t defending her kingdom. You’re attacking his kingdom?” 

It was a fair point, and one that Matthew had mulled over. Some had argued a good offense was the greatest defence, so maybe by attacking, he was defending her kingdom.

His overriding concern was to not have a painful death because he broke the promise he made to the Ice Queen. To play it safe, he decided to come along on this expedition with Maria and he told Angelica as much. 

“She’s marching quite a little army,” Angelica said as she looked back at the column. “Do you think we’ll need all of that for one man and a few demi-gods?” 

It was quite an army indeed. If Jason, Maria’s Chosen was to be believed, the Messiah had a very weak army. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I suppose she’s playing it safe.” 

At that moment, a woman on horseback rode up behind Matthew. 

It was Sabrina. 

The woman who claimed she was a Disciple. The woman who believed Matthew was the Messiah.

“We’re going to kill the false Messiah,” Sabrina said, as she laughed to herself softly. “I hope he is a challenge.”  

Angelica glanced back at Sabrina. Then she looked at Matthew. Her eyes rested briefly on Maria, who rode up ahead, before returning to Matthew. 

He knew what she was thinking. What would happen when Sabrina met Maria and blurted out that Matthew was the Messiah. It was a miracle they hadn’t met already. When it did happen, Matthew was going to deny it obviously. And say that Sabrina was crazy. Both were true. He wasn’t the Messiah. Sabrina was crazy. 

* * *

The first night they camped on open plains. The weather was beginning to turn and a cold seeped in as the sun vanished. Fires burned across the plains, low and blue, fed by magic. Matthew sat beside a fire with Angelica and Sabrina, sharpening his blade as he listened to the distant murmuring of the soldiers.  

The few words he could catch told him he wasn’t alone about having doubts. Most of the soldiers here were women from the settlement in the jungle. They had little experience in attacking a fortress. 

The second day took them through narrow forest paths, where branches clawed at cloaks and the air grew damp and heavy. They spent the night beside a stream. Angelica lay beside him as they stared up at the night sky and the stars that sparkled above. 

Sabrina climbed a tall tree and sitting on a branch, she stared ahead, keeping watch. 

“Do you think she’s going to be there all night?” Matthew asked. 

“Probably,” Angelica said.

“Looks dangerous. She could fall and hurt her head.” 

“Probably,” Angelica said again. “Though she’s probably already bumped her head a few times. She’s talking to herself again.” 

“You’re right,” Matthew said, as he squinted to get a better view. “She is talking to herself…” 

It was more of the same the following day. Forests, hills, lakes, the scenery was beautiful. This corner of the world felt empty of human strife. 

But that night was different. 

They camped near ruined stone markers that were old, forgotten, and cracked. The air felt wrong. It was thick, musty and misty. It seemed to move back and forth too, though there was no wind. And the noises, like low hisses. 

“Ghosts?” Matthew asked. 

Angelica shrugged her shoulders. “Why did we choose this place of all places to camp?” 

It was Maria who had chosen this spot, like she had chosen all the other spots. She was in her tent now, probably asleep on a comfortable bed as two women stood guard. Matthew recognised both women. They were from the settlement in the forest behind the hill. Powered women. Had Maria replaced her Chosen with new ones already? 

That night, Matthew barely slept. His dreams were filled with fire and ice colliding and a town crumbling beneath marching boots. 

They reached Medisa on the fourth day. 


Chapter 17

Even from a distance, it was obvious Medisa was a small town, and one that had seen better days. The wooden palisade that circled it had gaps large enough for men to enter with ease. Outside the walled enclosure was a stretched patchwork of fields. 

There were a few farmers working the fields. Upon seeing the arrival of the column of soldiers, they turned and fled towards the wooden gates of the town. 

The wooden gates were guarded by two sentries in white cloaks. 

Upon seeing the convoy of men and women on horseback, the two sentries turned and fled, leaving the town gates wide open and unguarded. 

“That…” Matthew was a little speechless. “Was unexpected. That was unexpected, right?” 

“It’s a bit underwhelming,” Angelica agreed. 

Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad, Matthew thought. Medisa did not look like an impregnable fortress. Quite the opposite. The guards had literally left it open and ran away. 

“Matthew,” Maria called his name. 

“You’re wanted,” Angelica whispered. 

“She hasn’t spoken to me in three days. Now she calls?” he grumbled. 

“Yup. She wants you to fight the Messiah,” Angelica said.

Right. 

That was why he was here. To fight the Messiah. The man who had killed most of Maria’s Chosen with ease. Matthew had gone up against Maria’s Chosen. He’d fought them one on one and he had struggled. 

But it was Matthew’s ability to survive being horribly impaled that had impressed Maria. 

Pulling on the reins, he trotted towards the front. Maria sat on a white horse. She was dressed in white too. There was even a crown on her head, made of ice. It hadn’t been there when they set off. 

“What’s up?” Matthew asked, as he rode up to her left. 

“Go,” Maria pointed towards the open gates of Medisa. 

“Go?” 

“Yes. Go.” 

“What?” Matthew asked, eyes narrowing. “What do you mean go?” 

“Go and talk to the Messiah or his Disciple that you know. Tell them to surrender. I will bind them to my will,” Maria said. 

“And if he doesn’t surrender?” Matthew asked. 

“We will destroy them,” Maria said with a glint in her left eye. “Look at their fortress. It is pathetic.” 

“Can’t we skip to that part? Where you destroy their fortress?” Matthew asked. 

Maria turned to look at him, disgust in her eyes. “You’re afraid?” 

“You’re not?” Matthew shot back. “By all means, go and walk towards those open gates,” he pointed at them. 

They were still open, the gates. Not a single person about, there was an eerie creepiness about them. 

“You’re here to obey,” Maria said, her tone icy. “You are bound to obey,” she added. 

It felt like such a long time ago, when Matthew had stood before Maria and uttered the words that bound him to protect her kingdom from destruction.

He couldn’t remember the exact words he had uttered. How much had he bound himself to her? He didn’t trust Maria one bit. It was possible somehow, she had a stronger grip on him than he would have wanted. 

“I don’t like being told to obey,” Matthew said, as he met her eyes. 

“I am your queen,” Maria snapped. “How dare you talk to me like this?” 

“You’re not a Queen!” Matthew snapped back at her. “You’re a-” he stopped. 

“I'm what?” Maria asked as the air around him suddenly turned icy. 

Matthew bit back the reply the moment it rose to his tongue. Maria sat before him with her chin lifted, the borrowed cadence of command in her voice, calling herself Queen. 

He wanted to laugh, he wanted to tell her that crowns didn’t grow out of alleys, that a throne seized by force still smelled of the streets. He could see it in her posture, the rough edges beneath the fancy clothing, a fighter’s balance, not a monarch’s grace. Royalty was taught to glide, not to glare.

The words pressed hard against his teeth. Street thug. Upstart. Muscle and magic in place of blood and breeding.

But he held them back as he recalled her history. Her ancestors driven from their homes by a previous Messiah, Maria had grown up in towns and cities that had treated her as a freak. She’d had to literally fight to survive. Her little kingdom, as small as it was, she had created it with her bare hands.  

A harsh life had turned her into a cruel mistress. 

Matthew let the silence stretch and swallowed the insults. He inclined his head, not in obedience, but in restraint.

“Why me? Why are you sending me towards those gates? I could get shot by an arrow, or a demi-god could throw a fireball at me,” he protested weakly. 

“Because you’re hard to kill, Matthew,” Maria said. 

It was a fair point. So far, Matthew had been very difficult to kill. He supposed if any one person were to walk towards the gates, beyond which possibly waited an extremely powerful Messiah, Matthew was as good a choice as any. 

“Fine. I will ride towards the open gate and my possible brutal death,” Matthew muttered. 

* * *

The ride towards the town of Medisa and the open gates felt longer than it should have. It might have had something to do with his horse slowly trotting forward, rather than galloping. 

Matthew wasn’t keen to come face to face with the Messiah. Not because he was afraid, though, if he had to admit it, the thought of getting pummelled did create some sense of dread within him. 

Matthew was much stronger than your average human. He was much faster than your average human. He had spent many hours, days, even nights, extensively training. He had mastered the sword. There wasn’t a single person in Maria’s kingdom that could defeat him in a straight sword battle. 

But when he came up against powered humans, demi-gods, angels and the like, Matthew had a slight disadvantage. Whatever magical powers he had, they seemed to be repressed, only coming out when he was about to die. 

On the plus side, his powers had brought him back from the brink of death many times. But at the cost of having been beaten to almost death many times. 

And now, as he marched towards the open gates, that’s what he dreaded most. Being beaten to almost death. It had happened a few times already and it always hurt a fucking lot. 

After seeing what this Messiah had done to Jason, Maria’s Chosen Metal Man, Matthew had a feeling he was going to get beaten close to death. 

When he reached the gates, the town before him stood empty. No sentries. No banners. No sign of resistance. No townsfolk either. 

The place seemed completely deserted. 

Buildings leaned at tired angles, their timbers darkened with age and neglect. Roofs were patched with mismatched tiles, some missing entirely. Shutters hung crooked or were nailed shut, their wood split and warped. The road leading deeper into town was uneven and cracked, stones jutting up like old bones pressing through thin skin. 

It was hard for Matthew to understand Maria’s obsession with the Messiah. This town was the glory of the Faith. 

And. 

It was a bit crap.  

A river cut through the middle of Medisa, just visible between the buildings ahead, its dull reflection catching the light that remained in the sky. The sound of water carried faintly, steady and indifferent, the only thing here that seemed to move.

And then there was more. 

Movement.

Matthew’s gaze snapped to the left as a figure stepped out from behind a leaning stone building near the inner street. A woman walked towards him with a calm purpose as though she had all the time in the world.

Matthew recognised her. 

It was Esther. 

Two other women flanked Esther on either side. He did not recognise them. His hand moved to the sword at his waist as his horse snorted, its hooves moved unsteadily. 

As the three women walked towards him, a small army appeared behind them. Many wore white cloaks, but not all. 

What Matthew did not see was the Messiah. 

Unless it was one of the women that stood either side of Esther? 

No. 

He distinctly recalled her mentioning the Messiah was a man. 

Or had he imagined Esther saying that? 

Matthew glanced back at Maria and her much larger army that waited a good distance away from the front gates. Esther and her army, whilst much smaller, would reach him much sooner than Maria and her army could. 

He began to wonder why he had agreed to come to the gates alone.  

Esther’s gaze locked onto his as she stopped in front of him. “Matthew,” she nodded at him. Her eyes flitted to Maria’s army that was visible beyond the gate. “What are you doing here?” 

“She wants to kill the Messiah,” Matthew said as he pointed over his shoulder with the thumb on his left hand in Maria’s general direction. “Is he here?” 

“The Ice Queen?” Esther asked. 

Matthew nodded. 

“And why are you here?”

“I’m bound to the Ice Queen. Gotta protect her kingdom,” Matthew said. “So… is the Messiah around?” 

“He isn’t here at the moment. Come back in a few weeks or if the trek over is inconvenient, on his return, we would be happy to pay the Ice Queen a visit in her castle at Strogg Gorth?” Esther asked with a smile. 

Matthew smiled back. He liked Esther. She was cool. But right now, he did not envy her. As strong as she was, Matthew had an angel on his side, and a much larger army backing him. 

“I think you should surrender,” Matthew said. 

“You’ve seen me battle, Matthew,” Esther said. “Are you certain you want to do this?” 

Matthew did not want to do this. He wanted no part in the politics of this world. But he was bound to protect the Ice Queen. 

“What happens now?” he asked, as he watched the three women keenly. The two others that flanked Esther were strangers, but he was sure they were demi-gods. Probably powerful ones too. Would they let him return to Maria and her army that stood at the edge of the fields, or would they cut him down here and now? 

“Do you know who I am?” the woman to Esther’s right asked. 

She was a pretty woman with blond hair and green eyes. 

Matthew shook his head. “Should I?” 

“I am Princess Aurora Andel,” the woman replied, her tone condescending, her eyes seeming to bore into him as if he were a fool. 

“Oh, nice,” Matthew said. “I met your friend Elira. She’s cool.” 

“You-” Aurora frowned and then shook her head, as if struggling to understand. “You know Elira? How?” 

“Uhhh, long story short, I stole some stuff from your palace because I had to. Elira tried to stop me and then we became sort of friends. I think she tried to sleep with me too,” he mumbled the last part. 

“Elira tried to sleep with you?” Aurora asked, her eyes now wide, her jaws tightening. “And what, you had to fight her back from sleeping with you?” 

“Sort of,” Matthew muttered. “Elira is attractive, but it just wasn’t the right time to be… sleeping around.” 

“I should kill you!” Aurora snapped angrily. 

Matthew was a little taken aback by Aurora’s sudden anger. What did it matter to her if Elira wanted to sleep with him or not? 

He turned his gaze back to Esther. “So uhh… I’ll head back and let the Ice Queen know you won’t be surrendering and that the Messiah isn’t here?” 

Esther smiled at him. It was an understanding smile, the sort you gave to a simpleton before delivering bad news. 

Matthew glanced back over his shoulder. In the distance, beyond the fields, he could see Maria and her army. The walls that surrounded Medisa were a facade, not an impenetrable barrier. The Ice Queen knew the Messiah’s army was small, weak. If she had attacked with her full force, she would have easily won. 

But she had sent him here alone. 

And now Esther was going to kill him. Or at least, hurt him a lot. Esther’s friend Aurora, the princess, the way that woman was looking at him, she was definitely going to have a go at killing him. 

Matthew pulled the reins on his horse and turning it around as quickly as possible, he set his horse to bolt. As his horse galloped along the path, the fields on either side, heading back towards Maria, he knew it was too late. 

He wasn’t going to make it. 


Chapter 18

The conquest of the Kingdom of Elowen was short and simple. Elowen called herself a Queen but in other worlds, even barons had significantly more power than her. She ruled over a small town at the edge of the world. 

The only reason other minor kingdoms in the area hadn’t invaded her was because of Elowen’s power. She had the ability to charm her opponents into obeying her every command. 

That power didn’t work on Jason. But he was a powerful God of the highest order. Others may not be able to resist her charm so easily. He supposed she could be a useful addition in certain circumstances. 

But on a battlefield? 

An arrow to the head would take her out long before she charmed any of the enemies into switching sides.   

All in all, the addition of the Elowen Kingdom did not add much for Jason. 

The Ice Queen had hundreds of women that had powers. And yes, apparently they were pretty much all women. Unlike Elowen and Aurora, Jason planned to kill Maria. She had sent assassins after him. He would need to establish a reputation in this world as someone not to be messed around with. 

Jason was tempted to go ahead and attack the Ice Queen’s palace in Strogg Gorth. But Esther suggested they wait to strengthen their forces before doing that. One of the assassins, possibly the only one to remain alive, she did not need much persuading to give up everything she knew about the Ice Queen and her forces. 

There was an angel in the Ice Queen’s army. And angels were supposedly equal to demons in strength and power. In addition, there was a man named Matthew who was supposedly very hard to kill. 

Normally, neither the angel nor this Matthew person would have caused Jason any reason to hesitate. He would have charged in headfirst. But there was something else playing on Jason’s mind. 

The fact that he didn’t know the full details of how his father was captured in the first place. The fact that Messiah’s have come before to this planet to free his father. The fact those Messiah’s had failed. 

Who were they? Why had they failed? Could he fail too? 

There were doubts on his mind. Conquering this planet could be a long and arduous task. Playing it cautious wasn’t the worst thing to do. It was still early days. 

And so, he set off towards Noctyrrh Vale. 

That was the kingdom ruled over by Valeria’s cousin, Lady Kaelra Thorn. 

Vampires had talent, even the ordinary ones. With them on his side, it would tip the scales in his favour when he attacks the Ice Queen’s palace in Strogg Gorth. And that was what Valeria had promised in return for taking her to Noctyrrh Vale. Her cousin’s vampires fighting for him. 

But it was a long journey. And travelling in the Land of Chaos was slow. They had not advanced technologically. 

Time blurred when the road belonged to darkness. Valeria being a vampire, they travelled during the nights and rested during the days. She rode beside him on her own horse, her cloak drawn tight, her hood deep enough to shadow her face completely, as if she were afraid the sun would make a sudden appearance in the middle of the night.  

Jason had coin with him taken from the coffers of Medisa. He used the money to pay for rooms in taverns to rest for the day. He did get strange looks from the innkeepers. It was unusual for guests to want rooms for the day and check out as the sun set. 

The road was quiet at night. In some ways, it felt safer. But not always. 

On the third night, bandits stepped out from the trees along a narrow pass. There were five of them. Normal humans. No magical powers and armed poorly. They did not stand a chance. 

Jason did not show them any mercy. He didn’t need to use his powers to defeat them. He used his sword and cut them down with ease. 

Valeria was glad for the meal the bandits provided. 

She needed to drink blood to sustain herself. 

Jason had travelled to many planets, but he had never met a species that survived off blood. Some cultures washed meat so extensively to get rid of every drop of blood as they believed it carried diseases. 

In this Land of Chaos, vampires drank blood to survive. And they survived forever. They became immortal, never dying from old age. 

Jason found it strange to see Valeria bite into the man’s neck and drain the blood from his body. He was impressed by how tidily she was able to drink the blood. Not a drop spilled onto her clothes.  

On the seventh night, another group tried their luck near a river crossing. Again, they were ordinary humans. Jason killed most of them. One managed to flee. And one had the blood drained out of his body before he died. 

The land slowly changed as the days passed. Roads grew narrower, less travelled. Villages became rare, then vanished altogether. Forests thickened, their canopies swallowing moonlight, while hills rose in uneven waves, forcing the horses into slower, more careful climbs.

Jason began to wonder if Valeria was leading him into a trap. He hadn’t known the vampire for long and she had tried to kill him at first. Once he took her to Noctyrrh Vale, would Valeria be true to her word? Would she offer her vampires to fight for him? Or would she try to trap him? 

Valeria slowed her horse as they crested a wooded ridge. Ahead, the forest parted just enough to reveal a narrow valley carved deep into the hills. No road marked its entrance. Only a winding path that disappeared into shadows.

“There,” Valeria said quietly. “My cousin’s kingdom.”

Jason followed her gaze.

At the valley’s heart stood a massive stone formation that was half-hidden by trees and creeping vines. At its base yawned a dark cave mouth. No torches marked its entrance. No banners flew. No signs of a kingdom. In fact, there were no signs of any recent activity. 

“What happens when we walk into the cave?” Jason asked. 

“My cousin welcomes me. We rest for a few days and then we head back to Medisa with your army of vampires,” Valeria said. 

“That simple,” Jason said. 

Valeria turned her head to look at him. “I need you as much as you need me, Jason,” she said. “Without your help, I cannot avenge what the werewolves did to my family. Without me, you cannot conquer the Ice Queen’s kingdom.” 

Jason didn’t necessarily agree with her assessment. He felt good and strong. Stronger than when he battled the demon Lilith. Did he really need the vampires? If she tried to betray him, he made a mental note to not hesitate. He would burn this place down to the ground and kill them all, if he had to. 

“Lead the way,” Jason said with a smile.   


Chapter 19

Valeria stepped into the cave and vanished from sight. Jason, who was standing a few feet away from the entrance, should have been able to see her. The cave was dark, but he could see a few feet in. 

He should have seen Valeria slowly disappear from sight as she ventured further in. 

But that’s not what happened. 

She completely vanished, as if there were a door to the cave that she had closed behind her. 

Jason felt for the sword by his waist and then stepped forward. 

The outside world vanished behind him almost immediately, swallowed by stone and shadow. The air grew cool and dry, carrying the faint scent of old earth and something sharper beneath it. It could have been iron, or the memory of blood long since absorbed by the rock. 

There was a path ahead. It was narrow but deliberate, smoothed by centuries of passage. 

Still dark but not pitch black. 

Jason raised his hand.

Flames blossomed across his palm, steady and bright, stretching upward like a living torch, it pushed the darkness back, revealing stone walls etched with worn symbols and clawed markings that glimmered. 

Jason spotted Valeria standing a few feet before him, the fire reflecting off her pale features, her eyes were alert. 

“What?” Jason asked. 

“Nothing,” she replied instantly. 

He didn’t believe her. Valeria did not wear the natural ease of someone visiting their cousin. 

The path sloped downward, deeper into the hills. Every footstep echoed, sending a warning to whoever or whatever lay in wait at the other end. 

Vampires lay in wait. Valeria’s cousin and her kin. Why was she nervous? Even in the dark, her arms by her side as she moved forward, he could see fingers twitching. 

But they continued on and after several minutes, the tunnel widened.

Ahead stood a stone doorway, tall and heavy, carved from black rock veined with dull crimson.

Valeria stopped short.

“That shouldn’t be open,” she said quietly.

Jason followed her gaze. The door bore deep grooves where it should have sealed perfectly against the frame.

“There should be guards,” Valeria added.

“Where are they?” Jason asked. 

“I don’t know…” Valeria said hesitantly. “What if the werewolves and demons attacked this place too?” 

“It’s a possibility I suppose,” Jason muttered. 

“This is the most secretive of our vampire kingdoms,” Valeria mumbled. “How would they know of it?” 

Jason shrugged his shoulders. 

“We should turn back,” Valeria said. “Shouldn’t we?” 

Before Jason had a chance to respond, Valeria turned and moved past him, heading back the way they had come. 

But as she passed him, Jason grabbed her by the arm. 

“Let go,” Valeria said as she tried to free herself from his grip. “I don’t want to be here.” 

She wasn’t kidding. She grabbed his arm with her other hand and first pulled. When that did nothing, she dug her nails into his hand. Except, Jason noted they were not nails, they were claws. 

“I’m going to bite you,” she threatened. 

“Biting me won’t work,” Jason said flatly. “I’m not impressed by how cowardly you are.” 

“Cowardly?” her eyes flared. “It’s easy for you to talk! You didn’t watch your mother and father die in front of you,” she hissed, showing her fangs. 

“You’re right, I didn’t,” Jason said. “But you wanted revenge and now you have that opportunity. If there are demons and werewolves here, I will kill them.” 

Valeria still pulled to free her arm and Jason let go. She hit the ground with a thud. She remained there, on the floor, her eyes wide, her chest rose and fell rapidly. 

Jason had seen that look before. She was suffering from trauma. 

He turned his gaze back towards the open door. He’d never met a werewolf before. A creature that was human that could change into a large wolf, he had never come across a transformation so fascinating.   

They weren’t his natural enemies, how could they be when he had never heard of such a species? 

But they had aligned with demons. Which made them his enemy.

Demons. 

Jason did not imagine he would come across them again so soon. It was good. After battling Lilith, his confidence had taken a hit. But when he battled her, he had just freed himself from whatever was holding his power back. And with every passing day since that battle, he was getting stronger and stronger. 

He needed to walk through that door and find demons and werewolves so he could destroy them and regain his confidence, believe in his power and the power of the Gods of the Eternal Flame. 

Jason did just that.

He walked towards the stone door and pushing it fully open, he walked through. 


Chapter 20

Beyond the door stretched a vast subterranean complex, carved directly into the heart of the hills. The ceiling arched high above, supported by massive stone columns shaped like twisted spires. Veins of dark crystal ran through the walls, catching Jason’s firelight and scattering it in muted reds and violets.

Corridors branched off in multiple directions. Some led to small, intimate chambers - resting rooms, studies and armouries built for creatures who favoured blades and shadows. Others opened into grand halls with polished stone floors, long tables, and elevated platforms beneath hanging chandeliers of carved bone and black iron.

But there was not a single vampire in sight, or a werewolf, demon or human. 

Everything was still.

No movement. No whispers. No soft footsteps. 

Tapestries hung along the walls, their imagery depicting moons, bats, and crowned figures standing over kneeling enemies. Stone coffins lined certain chambers, ornate and personalized, each etched with names and sigils. 

But it was empty.

“This isn’t right,” Valeria said. “There should be hundreds of vampires about here.” 

The vampire had managed to get over her trauma enough to follow him in. 

“There doesn’t seem to be any signs of a battle,” Jason muttered. 

The place did not look ransacked. There were no damaged walls, broken furniture, torn tapestries. There was no blood, or bodies. 

“What could have happened?” Valeria asked as she grabbed his arm. 

Jason turned his head to look down at her, frowning. “How am I supposed to know?” 

“You’re a God!” Valeria snapped. “Shouldn’t you know everything?” 

Jason took a deep breath to calm himself. It wasn’t the first time someone had asked him why he didn’t know everything if he was a God. In many parts of the universe, such a question would be considered blasphemous.    

“Where are the living quarters?” Jason asked. 

“Do you not want to leave this place?”

“No,” Jason replied flatly. 

“This vast emptiness does not frighten you?” 

“I’m looking forward to battling demons and werewolves,” Jason said. “Lead the way.” 

“I don’t want to,” Valeria said. 

“I don’t care,” came Jason’s response as he stared her down. 

Valeria had come to this place to seek support from her cousin so she could avenge the deaths of her parents. The place was deserted. It was possible the demons and werewolves had murdered everyone here. It was possible, after killing everyone, they had tidied the place up, gotten rid of the blood and bodies. It was entirely possible something else had happened. 

What Jason couldn’t understand was why Valeria did not want to find out what had happened. He couldn’t understand why she would want to run away. 

But it didn’t matter what she wanted. 

He was going to explore this place and he hoped it was demons and that they were still there. 

He pushed her forward. She glared at him before she moved on, leading them deeper into the fortress, they passed increasingly restricted corridors until they reached a wide circular chamber that had a heavy stone door at one end that was carved with a sigil that Jason did not recognise. 

This door was closed. 

“Beyond that is the royal crypt,” Valeria said. “It’s closed so… my cousin is still alive? Maybe she is asleep?” 

Jason had walked to the royal crypt without passing a single guard. More evidence that something was clearly not right.

He stared at the slab of stone that functioned as a door. It had no hinges. There were no seams wide enough to wedge in a blade. No handles, no locks, no visible mechanisms of any kind to open the thing. 

Jason frowned. “How do we get in?” 

“The Royal Guards open them with their blood,” Valeria said. 

“Why is everything about blood with you lot?” Jason muttered. The chamber was empty and on the walk here, they had not passed a single person. Still, he did glance around his surroundings. The chamber was still empty. Not a single guard about whose blood he could use. So he said, “There aren’t any guards about…” 

“I know that,” Valeria said tetchily.

“How do we get in without the guards?” 

Valeria shrugged.

Jason stared at the crypt door for a long moment.

He stepped forward, drew his arm back and drove his fist forward, slamming it into the stone door.

The impact thundered through the chamber.

Valeria screamed.

Jason turned to look back at her. “Why are you screaming?”

Valeria closed her mouth and stared at him with wide eyes. “What are you doing?” she hissed. 

“Trying to break the door open,” Jason replied. 

“With your fist? You think you can punch through a door built with the strongest stone in this world? A door that has been infused by magic?” 

“Majic?” Jason frowned. “Magic isn’t real.” 

“You’re a God who doesn’t believe in magic?” Valeria asked, eyebrows raised. “That’s stupid.” 

It wasn’t stupid. What was often mistaken for magic was either science, or inherited powers of Gods. Jason wasn’t going to waste his time trying to explain that to Valeria. He had already wasted enough of his time by coming to this place. 

Valeria and her vampire kin were supposed to be strong allies. When Valeria had approached him earlier, before they set off for Noctyrrh Vale, she was full of rage. She had this desire to avenge her parents, no matter the costs. 

But now and here, when not all seemed right in Noctyrrh Vale, Valeria no longer appeared to be a strong ally. If she folded this easily, when he was beside her, when there was only suspicion of foul play, of something afoot, what would she do when a demon charged at her, claws extended, teeth pointy, sharp and so numerous, mouth so wide it could swallow her whole? 

Was it even worth having such a pitiful creature as an ally? 

No. It wasn’t worth it, Jason decided. 

But he was here. 

He was curious to see what was behind the door. He had yet to see a demon in this fortress. Perhaps they were hiding behind that door. 

“You should find something to cower under,” Jason told her as he faced the stone door. 

“Why?” Valeria asked. She looked around the empty chamber. “There is nothing to cower under!” 

Jason stepped forward again.

His hand ignited. 

Not a flicker, not a torch, but a dense, furious flame that wrapped his fist in a golden heat. The air around it warped, bending inward, humming with restrained violence. The fire did not spread. It obeyed him perfectly, compressing into his knuckles like a star being forced into a shape too small to hold it.

Jason drew his arm back and put power behind his strike.

His fist hit the stone.

There was no boom.

There was no echo.

There was only annihilation.

The stone didn’t crack or crumble. It detonated outward in a silent but violent burst, shattering into thousands upon thousands of fragments no larger than pebbles. They froze for the briefest heartbeat in the air, caught in the pressure wave of the strike, before drifting down like grey snow. 

Dust billowed everywhere, thick and blinding, swirling slowly through the chamber.

The chamber they stood in did not suffer any damage at all. The columns stood pristine, the ceiling did not crack. The only thing destroyed was the door. A perfect strike.  

Jason lowered his arm. The fire that burned around his fist faded. As the dust settled, Jason stepped through the now open doorway and walked into the crypt. 

It was bright in the crypt, though there were no visible signs of where the light was coming from. The air was cooler here, heavier. It was vast inside and circular. Every inch of the stone walls were covered in intricate designs: spiralling sigils, thorned vines, crescent moons, and stylized depictions of crowned figures with elongated shadows stretching behind them. 

They moved deeper into the chamber.

At its centre stood four coffins, arranged in a perfect row atop a raised stone dais. Each was a work of art carved from black stone shot through with veins of deep red crystal. Gold inlay traced the edges..

Three out of the four coffins were destroyed.

One had been shattered completely, its lid broken in half and thrown aside as though ripped open in haste. Another lay cracked and split, the stone ruptured from within, jagged edges clawing outward. The third had collapsed inward, crushed and warped.

Jason stood over them to look inside. There were dead bodies inside the three coffins. Wooden stakes in their chests.

“Recognise them?” Jason asked. 

Valeria came to stand beside him. She placed a hand on his arm, her claws dug in. But it wasn’t an aggressive move. She was afraid. She peered into the coffins and nodded. “That’s my aunt and uncle. I don’t know who that is,” she pointed to the third coffin. 

Jason moved over to the fourth coffin, the one that was still intact. “It’s creepy that you vampires sleep in coffins,” he muttered. 

“No,” Valeria said simply. 

He stopped to look back at her. “No it’s not creepy?” 

Valeria nodded. “Coffins are what mortals are buried in. But we vampires can live forever. We don’t use coffins to bury our dead, so it is not creepy to sleep in them.” 

“Meh,” Jason mumbled. “I’m going to open the lid,” he pointed at the fourth coffin and then, without waiting for Valeria to comment, he kicked the lid with his foot and sent it flying across the room where it came to a halt as it crashed into the wall. 

“That was unnecessary,” Valeria grumbled. “Is my cousin in there?” 

Jason peered inside the coffin. There was a woman lying there. Skin pale, she was dressed in a white gown, her hands rested on her chest as she lay on her back, her eyes closed. 

“There’s someone in there,” Jason said. “Not sure if it’s your cousin.” 

The woman lying in the coffin, her eyes flung open as her back shot up. She turned her head to look at him. There was confusion in those eyes. Then, her mouth opened, she hissed as fangs appeared. 

The woman jumped out of her coffin and leapt towards Jason, eyes wide, mouth open, fangs on display, claws appeared where her nails should have been. As she came closer, ready to dig her fangs into his neck and her claws into his chest, Jason reached out with his arm, his hand flat. As she came within touching distance, he slapped her on the cheek and sent her flying across the room where she crashed into a wall. 

“Why did you do that?!” Valeria screamed. 

She ran across the chamber towards the vampire and dropped to her knees beside the woman’s limp body. 

“Kaelra? You’re alive!” Valeria said. 

Kaelra climbed to her feet and pushed Valeria aside. Her eyes narrow, she let out a low animalistic growl. She was ready to fight him. But Jason wasn’t in the mood to battle a vampire. 

“This time, I will punch you,” Jason warned. 

“That’s supposed to frighten me? A punch?” Kaelra roared. 

“He punched the door open,” Valeria said as she pointed at the now open space where the stone formerly stood. 

Kaelra stared at the doorway and then frowned. “I don’t understand… where is the door?” 

“What’s going on here?” Jason asked. “I was led to believe you had a powerful army. Where is it?” 

Kaelra stared at him for a moment longer before she turned to her cousin and took Valeria’s hand in her own. “What are you doing here?” 

Valeria filled her cousin in on what had happened to her, how her own coven had been attacked by demons and werewolves, how her mother and father were both dead, how on her escape, she ran into Jason. 

“He’s the Messiah,” Valeria said.   

“The Messiah?” Kaelra repeated, then shook her head. “I don’t understand. What do you mean he is the Messiah?” 

Valeria began to fill in her cousin on the beliefs of the religion of the Faith. 

“I know about the Faith and their belief in the Messiah. I was around when the last one came and burnt the world,” Kaelra snapped. “You mean to say another Messiah has come?” 

Jason had heard this before, of other Messiahs’ coming to free his father. The prophecies did not talk of multiple Messiah’s. He should have been the only one. It annoyed him to hear that others had come before him, annoyed and confused him. 

“Those were false Messiah’s. I am the real one,” he said gruffly. 

“What happened here?” Valeria asked. 

Kaelra didn’t respond. Instead, she stared at the cased opening that led out of the crypt. She walked towards it, taking slow steps, once she reached the opening, she stared out. Then she looked back at them. “How long have I been asleep?” 

It was a strange question to be asked, Jason thought.

But apparently not. After a brief conversation about moons, Valeria and Kaelra were able to determine how long she had been asleep. 

Two weeks. 

That was how long Kaelra had been asleep in the crypt. 

“Mother and father were asleep in their coffins when they came,” Kaelra said, her tone low. “We didn’t stand a chance. Not against the demons. They slaughtered everyone. I tried to fight back, but I was subdued. They forced me into the chambers and closed the door behind so that I would have a slow and agonising death from starvation,” she said and then turning her gaze to Jason, she added, “I placed myself in the coffin. Sleeping can prolong my life for many years.” 

“Sure,” Jason nodded, not really that interested. “The demons are gone?” 

“It would seem that way, if you did not pass them on your way in,” Kaelra said. 

Jason let out a sigh. Coming here had been a waste of a journey. Valeria’s cousin did not have an army for him. There weren’t even any demons to fight or werewolves to see. 

“I’m going to leave,” Jason muttered. “You can stay,” he said to Valeria. 

Not waiting for an answer, Jason walked out of the chamber and headed down the corridor. As a God, his brain was incredibly powerful. He did not need to be shown the way out of this fortress, nor did he need to be guided back to Medisa. He knew both routes.

He walked for several minutes, passing empty and tidy corridors, halls and chambers. Something about Kaelra’s story didn’t add up. If she had been asleep for two weeks only, that means, two weeks ago, a battle took place in this fortress of hers. 

Or a massacre. 

Where was the blood? The bodies could have been moved, buried, burnt, or brushed away after they turned to ash, but there should have been some blood. Vampires did bleed, and he had seen their speed. It didn’t matter how strong and powerful these werewolves were, at least a few must have died. 

Where was the destruction? Two weeks after a battle and the place is spotless? 

The corridor he walked through opened into a wide hall, its ceiling supported by massive stone ribs that arched overhead like the insides of some colossal beast. The space ahead was darker than normal, as if shadowed by unseen beasts.

The flame that burned in Jason’s hand grew in intensity, burning brighter.  

Light flooded the hall in a sudden surge of golden flames. The shadows recoiled, tearing themselves away from corners and columns.

And then he saw them.

They were everywhere.

Werewolves.

Jason stood in the chamber and took them in, his first ever look at werewolves. For a fleeting moment, even he was impressed. 

They were enormous, far larger than any man, their bodies were packed with corded muscle beneath thick, dark fur that rippled as they moved. They had yellow eyes that burned with predatory intelligence. Eyes that were fixed on him with hunger and challenge alike. Their mouths were filled with jagged, shark-like teeth, too many and too sharp, bared in low, rumbling snarls that vibrated through the stone floor. Long claws curved from their hands, scraping faintly against the rock as they shifted their weight, each talon looked like it could easily tear through armour. 

“Why are you smiling?” a voice asked. 

Jason turned to his left to see the man that had spoken. He had red skin and a single horn on his head. 

It wasn’t a man. 

It was a demon. 

It did not seem to radiate with power like Lilith. In fact, this demon was most unimpressive. Jason turned his attention back to the werewolves. Oh, they were marvellous. 

“I’m talking to you, human,” the demon growled. “Why are you smiling?” 

Jason was smiling because he was looking forward to battling unknown beasts. That was how he had been his entire life. And these beasts looked like worthy opponents.

For a moment, his fight with Lilith had knocked his confidence and made him wary. But that fear was gone, he realised. He was back to his old self.  

“What happened here?” Jason asked. “Kaelra said you massacred her people. But I see no blood, bodies, or destruction. It doesn’t add up. How did so many of you get here so quickly? This place was empty when I walked through it only moments ago.” 

“Kaelra betrayed her family in return for her life,” the demon said. “She killed her mother and father as they slept in the crypt. She ordered her coven of vampires to march out in aid of her cousin Valeria and led them into a trap.” 

So there was a massacre. Just not here. It didn’t make sense why Kaelra would betray her own parents and her coven only to then lock herself in her crypt.

“She gets to live,” the demon said, grinning wildly as Jason asked the question. 

“She gave up everything just to live as a prisoner?”

“Vampires are immortals, until they’re not,” the demon said, still smiling. “The fear of dying was pretty strong in that one.” 

Jason supposed he could understand. He had seen many Gods and princes betray their own. But usually, there was more on offer than just survival. Usually an opportunity to take the throne for themselves. That wasn’t the case for Kaelra. She would have inherited her parent’s coven anyway. 

“What are you all doing here?” Jason asked. “Surely you don’t need this many dogs to guard a single cowardly vampire.” 

The werewolves did not take kindly to being referred to as dogs. Their howls were loud and echoed off the chamber walls. Jason was tempted to press his hands against his ears to cut out the noise. But he did not want to give them that satisfaction. 

“Silence!” the demon growled. 

The werewolves continued to howl for a moment longer before the noise died down. 

“We’re here for you,” the demon said, smiling once more. 

That was a surprise for Jason. “Why me?” 

“Word spreads quickly when someone battles Lilith and does not die,” the demon said. “Every demon that has crossed the Charred Wasteland is looking to battle you.” 

“How did you know I was coming here?” Jason asked, frowning. The decision to make his way to Noctyrrh Vale was not one he had advertised to many.

“Us demons have been trapped behind the Charred Wasteland for hundreds of years. Now that we are free, we make it a point to know who everyone is and where they are,” the demon said, his eyes sparkling. 

There was no big mystery there. At some point, the werewolves or their allies must have begun to follow him. With Valeria by his side, they would have realised where he was going.

Jason was tiring of talking to the demon and eager to battle the werewolves. “Shall we fight?”   

It seemed the werewolves did not need a second invite. Jason barely had time to draw a breath before the werewolves charged. 

They came all at once.

Dozens of massive shapes exploded into motion as they charged towards him, stone cracking beneath their weight. They moved with incredible speed, a blur of fur, claws, yellow eyes and snapping jaws. 

The first to reach him slammed his enormous head into him, knocking the wind from his lungs, there was enough force behind it to send him hurtling back, feet off the ground. But that did not happen. Jason remained where he was, because almost at the same time, another wolf slammed into him from the rear, as did another from the side. 

But they did more than just squash him. 

Mouths open wide, teeth flashing, saliva spraying, they bit and tore into him. 

Jason was driven to the ground under their combined weight.

Claws raked across his arms and torso. Teeth sank into his shoulders, his thighs, his sides. He felt the pain as the claws and teeth dug through his flesh and touched the bone beneath.

The initial group of wolves that tore and bit into him stepped aside and another group of wolves stepped in. They dug their teeth into his flesh and dragged him across the stone floor before they tossed him into the air. 

The toss was with perfect coordination. All of the wolves, and Jason did not know how many had their jaws in him, they tossed him in the exact same direction at the exact same time. 

Jason flew across the hall and slammed into a pillar. As he hit the ground, his vision a little blurry, he was aware of the wolves running towards him, teeth and claws gleaming. But then, the demon appeared before him and the wolves came to a halt. 

Jason climbed to his feet and rested his back against the pillar. He looked down at his chest, his arms, his legs. It was all covered in blood and mangled flesh. Deep teeth marks.  

“Why are you still smiling?!” the demon snarled. “Are you a fucking simpleton?” 

“This feels good,” Jason said, his smile widening. 

“You’re into pain?” the demon asked. “You’ll love hell. You’ll be going there soon.”  

Jason was familiar with the concept of hell. A place where mortals went when they died. If they were of bad character. 

“Because I’m going to die soon?” Jason asked. 

“Yes. You’re going to die,” the demon said as it frowned. “I don’t understand why you are smiling and why Lilith struggled with someone like you. You’re the weakest of all the Messiah’s that have come before. You’re pathetic.” 

Jason stopped smiling. Until coming to this planet, he had never heard of other Messiahs’ coming to free his father. It made sense there would be fakes, of course. False messiahs were as old as the universe. 

But still, knowing of their existence annoyed him. At the end of the day, all that his father needed was for most of the inhabitants of this world to pray to him. Those prayers would weaken the bonds that kept him tied to the core of the planet. 

Jason had heard of this one false Messiah that had almost conquered the entire world. 

False or not, that Messiah had come very close to completing Jason’s purpose and the prophecy. 

“That’s better, I suppose,” the demon said. “Die angry, not happy.” 

It was time to kill them, Jason decided. With a roar, he charged at the demon. Predictably, it moved out of the way. Behind him were the werewolves. To his left and right were more werewolves. 

Despite being bitten, clawed, dragged across the floor and thrown about, his sword was still by his waist. As two wolves closed in, mouths wide, he drew his sword in one smooth motion and brought it up hard. The blade met fur and cut through it to hit bone. 

Hearing wolves howl in agony was loud, but oh so an enjoyable sound. 

As the two wolves hit the ground, the remaining wolves swarmed him, their fury evident. 

Jason spun about, slashing low, then high, forcing them back with sheer aggression. One leapt up and came at him from above. Jason raised his sword up and drove it into the beast’s chest. 

But it came at a cost. 

The beast that had his sword buried in its chest did not die easily. It seemed to push its body down the blade, its mouth still open, life in those eyes, it tried to bite Jason’s head. At the same time, the wolves charged, biting his ankles, legs, his chest. 

Jason was knocked to the ground once more. Their teeth dug into his bones and he winced in pain. These wolves were just as tough as he had hoped them to be. If he wasn’t careful, they could actually hurt him. 

Lying on the cold stone floor, wolves biting away at his body, his blood spilling, Jason could feel the power within his body, that warmth and heat known as the Eternal Flame. He reached for it and felt it expand and run through his veins. The numerous wounds on his body began to heal. The teeth that were dug into his flesh, touching his bone, they were being pushed back. 

The wolves could tell something was wrong. 

They backed away and keeping a distance of a couple of meters, they circled him, heads low, their large snouts sniffed at him. 

“You’ve healed…” the demon said. “I can sense the Eternal Flame within you… it’s… strong.” 

“I’m going to kill you all,” Jason said. 

He charged at the demon, closing the distance between them in the blink of an eye, he grabbed the demon by the throat with his left hand. His right hand that burned with the Eternal Flame, Jason punched the demon on the head with it. 

There were few heads that could survive a direct punch from him, especially when his fist was glowing with the Eternal Flame. The demon’s eyes lolled back and his body sagged. Jason let go of his neck. The demon fell to the ground. But it wasn’t dead. 

As the wolves came at him again, Jason did not hold back. He had no idea where his sword was, but if he had to guess, it was probably still buried in that wolf’s chest. But he did not need the sword. His fists were much more powerful than any sword could be.  

His vision sharp, Jason aimed for the wolves’ heads.

He connected with every single strike. A few managed to get through and bite and claw at him. But with the Eternal Flame flowing through him, they had little effect. 

One by the one, the wolves hit the ground, where they remained. 

It was just the demon left. It had recovered from his punch and it stood with a black blade in its hand. 

Jason had seen those blades before. The colour of obsidian, but sharper than anything he had come across before, it could hurt him.  

The demon grinned.

Its body began to change. Muscles swelled as its frame stretched taller by several feet. 

Jason watched without concern. Lilith had grown much bigger in size. So far, every indication was that this demon was not as strong as her. 

Still, he made a mental note to stay cautious. Too many times in this planet, he had been caught by surprise by the power of his opponents. 

The demon lunged.

It was fast.

Much faster than the werewolves had been. The black blade carved through the air in a blur, aiming for Jason’s neck, his ribs, his heart. Jason moved with it, slipping aside at the last instant, he felt the cold bite of the sword pass inches from his skin. 

He then stepped in and slammed his fist into the demon’s side. His fist that was burning with the Eternal Flame. The blow sent the creature skidding backward even as its hooves dug into the stone, gouging trenches. 

The demon snarled and came again, blade flashing, pressing hard, he managed to force Jason to take a few steps back. Jason dodged. Turned. He ducked under a sweeping strike, twisting away from a thrust meant to impale him. Each miss frustrated the demon further.

Jason knew what was going to happen. He had seen it many times before. Guys that were bigger in size, guys that were used to dominating everything before them, when they finally came up against someone stronger, when they weren’t able to easily squash their opponent with ease, they became angrier, they made mistakes.  

Jason waited for the right moment. 

Then he moved forward again, inside the demon’s reach, inside the arc of the blade. A flaming punch crashed into the demon’s chest. Another followed, then another, each strike landing with controlled violence, each one burning deeper than the last.

The demon staggered.

Its swings slowed. Its breathing grew ragged.

The demon raised the blade one last time, desperation flashing in its eyes, it brought the blade down, trying to slice him in half. 

Jason side stepped and then struck the demon with all his might. His fist connected with the demon’s chest. The impact echoed through the chamber like a thunderclap. The demon dropped to its knees, gasping for breath, blood spluttered out of its mouth. 

Jason stood over the demon. Without wasting time, he grabbed the demon by its head and snapped its neck. The large demon body hit the ground with the thud. The body began to shrink until it returned to its normal size. 

“You… you killed the demon.”  

Jason turned away from the dead demon’s body and looked up towards the door that led to the hall. Kaelra was standing there, along with Valeria. 

“Do you know your cousin made a deal with the demon and killed her own parents?” Jason asked Valeria. 

“…what?” Valeria said slowly. She turned to look at her cousin Kaelra. “Is this true?” 

Kaelra continued to stare at the body of the dead demon, her mouth hung open, eyes wide. 

Jason grabbed the black blade. It was heavy. It felt good in his hand. He threw it at Valeria. 

It could have gone wrong. 

There was a lot of power behind it. 

It flew across the hall. 

But the vampire had good reflexes. She caught the handle of the blade deftly. She met his eyes briefly before she pointed the blade at her cousin. 

That caught Kaelra’s attention. “What are you doing?” 

“Answer me,” Valeria said, her tone hardening. “Did you submit to werewolves and betray the coven?” 

Kaelra shook her head. “You don’t understand. I had no choice. The demon made me do it!” 

Valeria opened her mouth to respond, her body shaking with anger. But Jason didn’t care to see them fight. There was nothing here for him. Not anymore. No army that could join his cause. What remained were two women, bitter and pathetic for different reasons. 

He walked past the girls as he left the hall. 

Coming here hadn’t been a complete waste. He had battled a demon and defeated it with ease. Sure, there would be stronger demons that out there like Lilith. There could be other gods out there that might match him for power, speed and strength.   

But Jason had his confidence back. Whatever lay out there, he would take them all, alone if he had to. He was a God of the Eternal Flame. He did not hide away from anyone. 


Chapter 21

Matthew woke to the stale scent of dust. His head throbbed in slow, punishing waves, and for a moment he lay completely still, trying to figure out where he was, and why he was hurting so much. 

The room did not look familiar. The ceiling was much too high for the houses that occupied the hilltop village at the edge of the jungle. 

It was much too noisy as well. He could hear shouting coming in through the window, clanging of metal and the smells, some of which were terrible. 

His body hurt in so many places. His chest, his legs, his head. What the fuck had happened? And then he remembered. 

Medisa. 

Esther. 

Aurora. 

And that other crazy bitch. He didn’t catch her name. 

The battle… 

But Matthew didn’t have time to dwell on the battle. Because he only just became aware of Sabrina. 

She was sitting on a stool by the bed, her face much too close to his, she leaned forward and stared at him, a wide smile on her face. Her red hair spilled untidily around her face as her red eyes gleamed with a psychotic alertness. 

“Hey,” Matthew said, panic in his voice as he tried to sit up and shift away from her. “Fuuuuuck,” he cried as pain shot through his entire body. He stopped trying to move and lay flat on his back on the bed.

“You are strange,” Sabrina said. 

“Really?” Matthew asked. “I’m the strange one? How long have you been sitting there staring at me?” 

“Three days,” Sabrina replied. 

“Three days!?” 

“Yes. You took a beating.” 

Matthew remembered the beating. It started off okay. He was on his horse, standing by the entrance to the town of Medisa. Before him was Esther, Aurora, and another woman. Behind the three women was the army of Medisa. 

They were talking. He knew Esther. He had fought beside her. He thought she was going to kill him. But she didn’t. She told him to flee, that it wasn’t his battle.

Matthew was in the process of turning around and doing exactly that when Maria, the Ice Queen, who had positioned herself outside the town with her army, Maria who had sent him in alone to negotiate Medisa’s surrender, decided to start the battle. 

He heard them before he saw them. Balls of fire, they whistled as they hurtled towards Medisa, towards him. Maria had decided to use all the powered women she had under her control and launch a barrage of missiles at the flimsy walls of Medisa. 

Flaming balls, rocks, blue, green and yellow balls of energy, shards of ice, some were even well aimed, coming for him and the army of Medisa. 

Matthew tried to turn and flee on his horse. Esther did not come after him. But Aurora, the Princess of Andel, she came for him. She was powered too. Strong, fast, she appeared by his side and cut down his horse. Flung from the saddle, Matthew flew up before he crashed into the ground and rolled in the dirt. 

It got worse from there. 

Aurora could have taken him alone, she was that powerful and skilled with her sword. But she wasn’t alone. The third woman was there. Matthew wasn’t sure what her powers were. She didn’t attack him physically. But he did find her distracting. 

Really distracting.

So distracting, he didn’t even see Aurora drive her sword into his stomach.

Ah. And that’s why his stomach hurt.

It wasn’t the only place he was hurting. Driving the sword into his stomach was just the beginning. Aurora and the other woman attacked him relentlessly. At some point, he must have blacked out from their attacks. 

“Did we win?” Matthew asked. 

Sabrina nodded. “It was easy.” 

“Really?” he asked, surprised. He expected Esther to put up more of a fight. 

“There were some deaths. But nothing more than the usual,” Sabrina said. “What happened to you?” 

“What do you mean?” Matthew asked, frowning. 

“You slept through the battle.” 

“Huh?” his eyes narrowed as he stared at Sabrina. “I did not sleep through the battle!” 

“Yes, you did. You were lying on the ground by the gates, your eyes closed. You were most certainly asleep. It’s a weird thing to do,” Sabrina said. “You’re weird,” she added, her smile widened. “I like weird.” 

Of course she liked weird. Because Sabrina was weird. Being called weird by a certified weirdo would have been worrying, except, Sabrina was also a psycho. He wasn’t sleeping by the gates that led into Medisa. He had been stabbed multiple times and beaten so badly, he passed out. They must have left him for dead. 

“The Ice Queen wants to see you,” Sabrina said. “I think I should chop of her head,” she added.

The pain was still there as Matthew sat up and it shot to his head, but he held back a groan. “Where is the Ice Queen?” he asked. 

“She is-” Sabrina turned and looked around the room. And then, she pointed to her left. “That way.” 

Matthew kicked the blanket off and climbed out of the bed. “Fuck,” he muttered. It hurt literally everywhere. He looked down at his body, expecting to see it covered in horrible looking wounds. 

Except, there were no wounds on his body. 

Not a single one. 

And he knew that because he could see his whole body. 

Because he was naked. 

Matthew sighed. “Where are my clothes?” 

“I took them off when I picked up your sleeping body by the gates,” Sabrina said, grinning. 

She told him what happened. After every demi-god in Maria’s army that was able to fire off some sort of magical missile had done so, they charged towards the town of Medisa. It was a quick battle. 

“Esther and Aurora aside, it really was a boring battle,” Sabrina said. “I found you lying by the gates, asleep. I thought you were dead. But you weren’t dead. I thought you were hurt and dying. I took off your clothes to search for injuries. But there were none. I picked up your naked body and carried you here.” 

It took a moment for Matthew to digest what had happened. An image popped into his brain. 

His naked body slumped on Sabrina’s shoulder as she carried him through the town. He hoped in the chaos that followed the fall of Medisa, not too many had noticed his naked body being carried on the shoulders of a woman.

“Where are my clothes?” he asked. 

Sabrina shrugged her shoulders. “Probably still by the front gates.” 

Matthew looked around the room for something to wear. There were no clothes, but the window did have large purple curtains. He pulled one off and wrapped it around his waist.

“Take me to the Ice Queen,” he told Sabrina. 

* * *

Matthew followed a half step behind Sabrina as she strutted out of the room and the house he had woken up in. He felt subconscious walking out dressed in a purple curtain. But then, he noticed what Sabrina was wearing. 

A skirt so short, he could see the curves of her ass cheeks and a silky white bra through which her erect nipples and ample breasts were clearly visible. He doubted anyone was going to be looking at him.  

The cold outside highlighted his lack of clothing as it touched his skin. The cobbled path felt rough against his bare feet. His breath fogged faintly as he walked. He didn’t remember it being this cold before the battle. Had he only been asleep for three days? 

His stomach rumbled at that exact moment. He was hungry enough to have been asleep for three days. 

Sabrina walked ahead of him with a careless bounce in her step, her red hair bright against Medisa’s grey-brown palette. The girl always seemed to have a smile on her face. On account of her being crazy, he had decided. 

But right this moment, he wouldn’t have minded being a little crazy himself if it meant not caring about anything or anyone. He still couldn’t believe he had essentially been knocked out before the battle really began, and then, carried through the town on Sabrina’s shoulder, naked and unconscious.

Like some helpless damsel. 

“Fuck,” Matthew muttered as he spotted some of the powered women from the hilltop village patrolling the streets. 

They spotted him too and grinned widely as their paths crossed. 

“What?” Sabrina asked as she stopped walking to look back at him. 

Matthew, who was looking at the women from the hilltop village, and not paying attention to where Sabrina was, crashed into her as she stopped walking. He was a big guy, and there was a lot of power behind his steps. 

He knocked her to the ground, landing on top of her, his curtain unfurling, it rested by the side, leaving him naked on top of her. 

“Ouch,” Sabrina said, and then, she smiled and leaned forward, bringing her face closer to his. “Well hello.” 

Matthew moved quickly to get off her. He grabbed the curtain and wrapped it around his waist. The inhabitants of Medisa, and there were a few of them about, did not stop to watch the naked man with the curtain. They continued on their daily routines, heads down. 

The girls from the hilltop village, they stopped and stared at him, still grinning widely. 

Sabrina climbed to her feet and stepped right up to him, her face inches away from his. “If you want to cop a feel, or rub your cock against my pussy, you can do that anytime you want.” 

“Okay…” Matthew said as he took a step back. 

“Do you want to cop a feel of my breasts or my pussy?” she asked as she parted her legs and placed a hand on her left breast. 

Matthew shook his head. 

She stared at him for a moment before she turned and continued on. It was the townhall she was taking him to. There had been some damage caused to the building. Walls broken, some bearing scorch marks, but whether that was new or old, he had no way of knowing. 

Because he had spent the whole battle unconscious by the front gates of the town.  

Two women that he recognised from the hilltop village, but did not know their names, stood guard by the entrance. They carried swords by their waists, but if a fight broke out, he knew both girls could conjure up balls of power that could splatter the average human into a hundred little pieces. 

“Hey,” one waved at him, a smile on her face. 

“Hey,” Matthew said back, not smiling. She had clearly seen him be carried around town naked. Why else would she smile like that? 

Sabrina led him through the townhall building, down corridors, past chambers and training grounds, until they came to a set of heavy doors. There was a group of armed women lurking outside. A couple stood at attention when they saw him. A few nodded at him. 

Matthew pushed the door open and walked in. He left the door open, wondering if Sabrina wanted to follow him in. But she blew him a kiss and sauntered off. 

“Matthew,” Maria called his name. 

He turned to face her. And then he took a deep breath, feeling the cold fill his lungs. 

“What have you done to this place?” he asked.

Frost coated the stone walls in delicate, blade-thin patterns. Pillars rose like frozen trees, their bases locked in clear ice that reflected pale blue light back into the room. The air shimmered faintly, a constant, controlled pressure that prickled against Matthew’s skin.

At the far end was a dais. Matthew imagined once upon a time the town council would have sat here to discuss important matters. But now there was a throne of ice that had grown upward from the floor. 

Maria sat on that throne. 

“Have you just been sitting there this whole time?” he asked. 

“You’re finally awake,” Maria said. She stepped off her throne and walked towards him, taking long strides. “You looked dead.” 

“Well… I’m alive,” Matthew said. 

“There was one sword in your chest. Both your legs and your arm were broken. There was a knife stuck in your head,” Maria said. 

“What the fuck…” Matthew murmured. “Seriously?” 

“It’s extraordinary how you were able to survive something like that,” Maria said as she circled him now and took in his body, looking for the scars that should have been visible from the wounds he had suffered. 

How the fuck did I survive that, Matthew wondered as the image of his body lying on the ground, broken and bent popped into his mind. Why couldn’t he remember any of that? A sword buried in his chest, broken legs and arm, a knife to the head… That seemed excessive.

“We won?” Matthew asked. “Cuz if we did, I’d like to get the fuck out of this place and go back to the hilltop village.” 

“We did win,” Maria said. “But the war isn’t over. The Messiah wasn’t here. Apparently he left with a vampire princess.” 

“Vampire?” Matthew asked, eyes widening. “Like, blood sucking, scared of sunlight, turning into bats, immortal vampires?” 

“They don’t turn into bats,” Maria said. “The Messiah will return. You can’t leave until he does.” 

“You have an entire army of powered women. You won this battle without me. You really don’t need me,” Matthew said. 

Maria stared at him with her frosty eyes, her lips tightening, she placed a hand on his bare chest, her palm flat, her skin was freezing. “Who is Sabrina?” 

Ah. Matthew should have seen that coming. When he first met Sabrina, the psychotic woman who claimed to be a Disciple, he had managed to keep her away from Maria. It was inevitable they would meet eventually. Sabrina was that type of person. A complete psycho, she would be hard to miss. 

“Some crazy woman we met on our way back from-” he stopped, not remembering the name of that place where he had fought the demon as Alena was being impregnated. 

“She is strong. You should have seen her fight,” Maria said, her hand still resting on his chest, her hand that was now getting colder. “She seems to think you’re the Messiah.” 

“Right,” Matthew nodded. “Well, she’s a psycho. But if I am the Messiah, I have no interest in converting you to the Faith. So, we’re good right?” 

“If you are the Messiah? That means there is a chance?” Maria asked. 

Ah, fuck, Matthew thought. He should have spent a little more time formulating his thoughts before he blurted out the words. “I’m not the Messiah,” he told her. 

“Sabrina seems to think she is one of the Messiah’s Disciples,” Maria said. Her hand that was on his chest and freezing cold, it was actually covered in ice now and icicles began to shoot out from her palm. They dug into his flesh, just enough to grab his attention. 

“We’ve done this before, remember?” Matthew said, not at all bothered by a few icicles digging into his chest. “You tried to kill me once before?” 

“You might not die easily, but that doesn’t mean you’re immortal, Matthew,” Maria said. “And if you are immortal, it might be worse. I could torture you for eternity, pull your eyeballs out, cut off your fingers, stab you in the chest, pull your intestines out and you would still be alive. Or would you?” she asked. 

Matthew stared at Maria. She was dressed in white in fabric that clung to her body, showing off her figure. Her skin was cool-toned and flawless, not a single mark of any kind. And her eyes, they were cold, clear and merciless. 

What she had just said about doing to him, if Maria felt threatened, she would actually lock him up and torture him in ways only a sadistic psycho could do.  

That was the woman he had made a binding promise to defend when attacked by others. 

Was that what he had said? 

That he would defend her kingdom when attacked by others?

“That promise I made, that binding one, to defend your kingdom when attacked by others, right?” Matthew asked. 

“What?” Maria asked, her eyes narrowing. 

“I’m bound to defend you when attacked by others? But what if I’m the one that decides to attack your kingdom? What happens then?” 

Maria stared at him for a moment, her face still, save for the very brief tightening of the muscles beneath her eyes. “You dare threaten me?” she asked. “You would die an agonisingly painful death if you dared raise a finger against me!” 

Her hand was still pressed against his chest, the icicles were dug into his flesh. He stepped forward, pushing her hand back until the dorsum pressed against her chest. 

“Are you sure I will die an agonising death, Maria?” Matthew asked. “I’m very hard to kill, remember?” 


Chapter 22

In the end, Maria removed her hand from his chest, leaving tiny dots of blood where her icicles had pierced his skin. His skin healed instantly, before Maria’s eyes. That warmth that flowed through his body when he was on the verge of dying, it was there, flowing through his body even though he wasn’t in danger. 

He supposed after what his body had been through, stabbed in the chest, legs and arms broken, knife in the head, that warmth that flowed through his body, that gave him strength and healed his wounds, it would have needed to overwhelm his body to help it recover. Some of it was still lingering in his body. 

Maria stormed out of the room, but not before she muttered some threats about what would happen if he ever dared to betray her. 

Matthew watched her go, a bit annoyed and bemused, before he walked out of the room, the curtain still wrapped around his waist. Sabrina appeared out of nowhere and almost gave him enough of a shock to drop the curtain. 

“I need some clothes,” he told her. 

“Let’s go,” she grinned widely as she locked her arm around his. 

Matthew wondered what had become of his life that he needed to rely on Sabrina. But he was in a new town, he didn’t know where the shops were and he had no money. So he needed to rely on the psycho. 

* * *

Shopping with Sabrina was about as chaotic as he should have expected it to be. The woman was a certified psycho. Add to that, the fact that they were on a planet that seemed medieval in comparison to where he had come from. 

Except, Matthew didn’t know where he had come from. But he did know what the medieval period in the world he came from was like. Which meant there weren’t exactly shops out there selling clothes his size. 

“Living or dead?” Sabrina asked. 

Matthew didn’t know what she meant, but he was too afraid to ask. 

“Hello?” she waved at him when a significant amount of silent time had passed. “Do you want clothes from the living or clothes from the dead?” 

“Living?” Matthew asked, his tone hesitant. Why would he want clothes from the dead? How would he get clothes from the dead? Was Sabrina somehow able to summon souls from the beyond? Ghosts? Ghosts didn’t have clothes…

They had left the townhall behind and were now walking the streets of Medisa, his bare feet scraped against the worn stone slick with mud and the remnants of frost. Timber-framed houses leaned inward overhead, their upper stories nearly touching, laundry lines hanging slack between them like surrender flags. Townsfolk moved past in muted colours and bowed heads, cloaks pulled tight against the cold and the presence of foreign women that all seemed to have magical powers. 

“See any you like?” Sabrina asked. 

“What?” Matthew asked. 

“Do you see any clothes you want to wear?” 

Matthew looked around, wondering if Sabrina had spotted a shop window with men's clothes on display. He did not spot any. 

He should have known asking for assistance from Sabrina would not have been so simple. The psycho grabbed a man that was passing by. “What do you think of his clothes?” 

The man was a head shorter than Matthew. He wore a dark cloak, grey tunics, loose fitting trousers and worn boots. 

And that’s when Matthew understood. 

Living or dead. 

There were no shops in a small town like Medisa where he could just pop in and buy some clothes that fit. He had to take it either from the living or the dead. And taking it from the living, if done Sabrina’s way, was to find a guy walking the streets that was of roughly the same build, and taking his clothes off him by force. 

* * *

In the end, Matthew decided to borrow clothes from the dead. And there was plenty of that sort of clothing going around. Medisa’s army that had lost the battle was largely made up of men, whereas the Ice Queen’s army was mostly women. 

Matthew had his pick of clothes from the dead. Lucky… 

Now clothed, he really wanted to eat something. He was starving, having not had anything for three days. But he also wanted to ditch Sabrina. Sure, he was grateful the woman had carried him in from the front gates of Medisa, even if she had slung him over her shoulder, butt naked. 

But he worried going food hunting with Sabrina might end in breaking into some poor folks' kitchen and stealing their dinner. 

“Do you want to see her?” Sabrina asked, her eyes sparkling. 

“See who?” Matthew asked.

“The fake Disciple.” 

Fake Disciple? And then it hit Matthew. “Esther’s alive?” 

* * *

The prison cells of Medisa were located in the townhall. Matthew was grateful he did not pass Maria on his way. He didn’t know how to deal with that woman. She was paranoid, evil and crazy. A dangerous combination. 

The prison cells were in the basement of the townhall. The ground seemed to be made of stone as the steps that led down were made of stone. The walls were stone too and moisture clung to it in dark streaks. There was the scent of rust, mould, and things rotting, 

Torchlight flickered weakly along iron bars and locked doors, casting shadows that stretched and recoiled like living things. There were cells on either side of the corridor and Sabrina led him down, halting before one cell. 

Esther’s cell.

The iron bars were thick but old. Inside, the space was small, bare and dimly lit. He couldn’t see Esther clearly at first, just a shape seated in the shadows. Then she shifted, and the light caught her face.

She was chained to the wall, manacles around her ankles, wrists and even one around her neck. 

“Can I speak with her alone?” Matthew asked Sabrina. 

He expected her to ask why and smile at him crazily as she did something stupid. But to his surprise, she simply nodded and walked off. 

“You’re alive,” Esther said. She smiled weakly. 

Matthew turned his attention back to the cell and Esther. “Yeah… someone stabbed me in the chest with a sword,” he said. “That you by any chance?” 

Esther shook her head slowly. “Aurora. The sword… the knife, the broken legs and arm… all of it was Aurora… she did it after you passed out.” 

“Jesus’ fuck!” Matthew muttered. “She did all that to me after I was out cold?” 

“Yes… She wasn’t happy because you made love to her lover.” 

Made love to her lover? 

“Elira?” Matthew asked and when Esther nodded, he continued, “I did not sleep with Elira for fuck’s sake!” 

Esther shrugged her shoulders. “You seem to have healed completely. How is that possible? And so soon…” 

“I have really quick healing abilities,” Matthew muttered. “What’s going to happen to you?” 

Esther shrugged her shoulders once more. “Your Maria wants to bind me to her. When she realises I won’t do that, perhaps she will kill me.” 

It seemed Esther knew Maria well, Matthew surmised. That’s pretty much exactly what Maria would try to do. Bind another incredibly powerful woman to her. And when Esther did not submit, Maria would definitely kill her. 

“How did they even capture you?” Matthew asked.

Esther was easily one of the strongest beings he had come across. She seemed so much stronger than Maria and any of the powered women the Ice Queen had under her control.

“That angel was pretty strong,” Esther said with a chuckle. “And Sabrina. She claims to be a Disciple. She’s definitely strong enough.”

Angelica. Fuck. He’d forgotten about her completely. Where was she? Was she okay? 

“Sabrina seems to think you’re the Messiah,” Esther said. 

“Yeah… she’s a bit on the crazy side,” Matthew said. “I’m not the Messiah,” he added quickly. 

“I know you’re not the Messiah, Matthew. I have met the Messiah. He will come,” she warned. 

That’s probably what Maria was waiting for. He had been unconscious for three days now. Three days since she had won the battle and subdued Medisa. There was no reason for her to stay here. Unless she was waiting for the Messiah to return. 

“You think he’ll come back here?” Matthew asked. 

“I know he will,” Esther said. 

“Wouldn’t it be stupid to come back here? Like… clearly Maria’s got some sort of plan to trap and kill him.”

“I advised him to seek further allies before confronting the Ice Queen. But I was wrong. He is a God of the Eternal Flame,” Esther said. “That flame is growing stronger within himself. He will be strong enough alone to destroy you all.” 

Esther didn’t mean those words as a threat. It was the way she said it that made him believe her. This Messiah of hers really was going to come back. And she believed he was strong enough to destroy them all on his own. 

Just because she believed it didn’t make it true though. If the Messiah did return, it was likely he was going to die here. 

If Esther didn’t break out of her cell, she was going to die here too. Maria was not one known for patience.

“Why are you here? Why haven’t you broken out already?” he asked as he placed his hands on the iron bars. Esther could bend them with ease. 

“It’s dim in this cell, Matthew, but have a look just above my waist,” she said. 

Matthew leaned forward and rested his forehead against a bar, his nose poking through the gap, he stared at Esther’s abdomen. At first, he saw nothing. The cell was dimly lit, and Esther was up against the wall, shrouded in shadows. 

But then he spotted the blue handle sticking out. 

“What the fuck,” Matthew said as he grabbed the iron bars and shook them hard, trying to break in. But despite them looking old, they were sturdy and much too strong for him to damage. 

“It’s fine,” Esther said. “Nothing that hasn’t happened before. I think it’s laced with poison but I won’t die from it.” 

“She’s a fucking psychotic bitch, that Ice Queen,” Matthe growled. He stopped trying to rip the bars off, but he was still pretty angry inside. 

“I like you, Matthew. You should leave before Jason returns.” 

“Jason?” Matthew asked, frowning. 

“The Messiah. He is named Jason.” 

Ah. That made sense. For a moment, he was wondering why Esther was talking about Jason, the metal man that was one of Maria’s Chosen. 

“Ha,” Esther began to chuckle. “He is here.” 

“Who is?” Matthew asked as he looked down the corridor and spotted no one. 

“The Messiah has returned. I can feel the Eternal Flame burning inside him. He is so much stronger than he was when he arrived. You should flee, Matthew. Run while you can.” 


Chapter 23

Matthew climbed up the stone steps that led out of the basement. Once at the top, he did not see the guards that had been their earlier. In fact, as he made his way through the townhall, he did not pass anyone. 

Sabrina wasn’t there. Nor was Maria. The whole palace was deserted. Where could they have all gone?  

He came across the first signs of life as he reached the front gates of the townhall. There were two women standing guard there, women from the hilltop village. 

“Where the hell is everyone?” he asked. 

“Gone to the front,” one replied. 

“The front?” 

She nodded. 

“What the fuck is the front?” Matthew asked. 

“The front gates of Melissa?” the woman asked. 

“Melissa,” Matthew repeated. “You think this town is called Melissa?” 

“It’s not?” the woman asked. 

Matthew took a deep breath and held it in before letting it out slowly. For whatever reason, this woman was really annoying him. “Why is everyone by the front gates?” 

“Their Messiah’s at the front gates,” she replied. 

So it was true. Esther had sensed his arrival. Matthew wondered what he should do. Head out to the front gates to see what was going on? Find something he could use to free Esther from her prison down in the basement? Decide he’s had enough of all this nonsense and just fuck off all by himself?

“Maria said to tell you to go to the front gates,” the other guard said. 

“She did, did she?” 

The guard nodded. “She had a whole bunch of us out looking for you. She wants you to fight the Messiah.” 

“Well, she can want as much as she likes, but contrary to her belief, I think she’s a bitch that can jump off a cliff into a volcano that’s been sucked into the orbital range of a fucking black hole.” 

“Right…” the girl nodded uncertainly before continuing, “Angelica and that crazy one have gone with Maria.” 

Matthew didn’t need to ask who she meant when she said crazy one. It could only be Sabrina. Why had they both gone off to fight the Messiah? 

“Fuck!” he cursed. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!” he screamed. 

He cared for Angelica and now, to his surprise, he was also concerned for Sabrina’s wellbeing. How could he care about the psycho? Perhaps because despite the fact she had stripped him naked before essentially parading him on her shoulder, she did save his life… 

Matthew dashed off towards the main gates that led into Medisa. As he ran, he noticed not a single person was about. No children darting through alleyways, no beggars, no merchants, nobody. Doors were closed, shutters slammed tight, windows were dark. 

As he turned the corner and the main gates that led into town came in view, he spotted Maria’s army. There wasn’t much discipline there. No standing in formation, ready to follow instructions. Just a large crowd, some on horseback, some standing on their own two feet.

Matthew pushed his way through the crowd until he got to the front. Maria was there, circled by a small group of women, she stood by the pillars of the open gates and stared ahead. 

Matthew followed her gaze. 

And there he was. 

The Messiah.

He sat on a horse a few hundred feet away. 

He looked fairly ordinary. A tallish man with blond hair.

But the way he sat there on the horse, all alone, no army behind him, he did not seem afraid. 

“What do you think he’s doing?” 

Matthew turned his head to find Angelica standing beside him. “Where have you been?” 

“Oh. Hey. Glad to see you’re still alive,” she said as she continued to look ahead at the Messiah sitting on his horse. 

“Thanks… but seriously, where the hell were you?” Matthew muttered. 

“I got into a fight with the Messiah’s Disciple. She was pretty strong. I got hurt too, Matthew,” she said as she turned her head to look at him. “Just not as bad as you…”

Matthew knew Angelica had battled Esther. It would have taken a lot to defeat that Disciple. “Are you okay?” 

“Better now,” Angelica said. “What do you think he’s doing?” she asked, nodding at the Messiah still seated on his horse. 

Matthew was going to reply by saying he didn’t know what the Messiah was doing sitting on his horse, but that he wanted nothing to do with it. Except, before he could get the words out, he spotted Maria staring at him. 

And now, the Ice Queen was walking towards him. 

“Ah fuck,” Matthew grumbled. 

“Where have you been?” Maria asked. 

“What do you want,” Matthew grumbled. 

“The Messiah is here. I want you to go and meet him.” 

“Fuck no,” Matthew said, shaking his head. 

“What do you mean fuck no,” Maria hissed as she stepped closer to him. 

“The last time I listened to you and went out on my own, I got stabbed in the chest, had a knife in my head, broke both my legs and an arm,” Matthew said. “I’m not fucking stupid to go and do the same fucking thing again. He’s a single man. You can deal with him.” 

Maria stared at him for a long time, unbridled rage in her eyes. And then, she grabbed his top and wrapping her fingers around the fabric, she attempted to pull him close. 

Matthew did not budge. She might have had magical powers that gave her an advantage in a fight against him, but she wasn’t physically that much stronger. Maria tried again to pull him closer, and when that did not work, she stepped in, bringing herself inches away from him, he could feel her ice cold breath against his neck. 

“You are bound to obey me,” she hissed. 

“I’m bound to defend your kingdom. We’re not in your kingdom,” Matthew shot back. 

“He is a threat to my kingdom!” 

Matthew remained silent as he stared at her. Truth be told, he wasn’t entirely sure if she was right or wrong. It felt so long ago now when he had promised to come to her aid if her kingdom was under threat. His promise was bound by some sort of powerful magic. Should he not obey, he would die a painful death. 

At first, Matthew hadn’t given it much thought. He needed her help and her kingdom did not appear to be under any threat. But then, the Messiah arrived, and Matthew was happy to go along with it. But the more time he spent in Maria’s presence, the more he began to dislike her. 

The fact that she had Esther kept as a captive in the basement of the townhall, a dagger buried deep into her abdomen was just another thing on a long list of shitty things Maria had done. 

Matthew didn’t want to help her anymore. So he was looking for a reason not to. And the only thing he had was the wording of his promise. What had he even said? 

It came back to him then, word for word. 

I swear to come to the aid of Maria, whose hand is in this cauldron with mine, to defend her kingdom for as long as it lasts from those that wish to harm it, no matter the odds, I will fight to the death if I must, to save the kingdom of the Ice Queen. 

Medisa was not her kingdom. He did not have to fight the Messiah here.  

“This isn’t your kingdom,” Matthew finally said. He took hold of her hand, the one that gripped his top, and pulled it away. 

“You don’t wish to make an enemy of me, Matthew,” Maria said. “Remember, that hilltop village, where your many wives live, it belongs to me. I could make life very difficult for them.”

It was a thought Matthew had wondered recently and he thought of it once more. What would happen if he grabbed Maria by the neck and squeezed the life out of her. What would happen? Would he die too? Or would the curse be broken because Maria was dead?  

Giving him a final stare, Maria turned and walked back to the women that formed her personal guard. A moment later, a horse was brought along for her to mount. She swung up onto her horse in one smooth motion. 

There was no motivational speech. Just a simple word. 

Maria pointed ahead at the Messiah. “Attack,” she said.

It was enough. 

The majority of Maria’s army was made up of women with powers who, having fallen into the Land of Chaos, spent most of their time hunting or training. Matthew missed most of the actual battle for Medisa, but these women had fought in that battle. For most, it might have been their first ever battle. 

They had won comprehensively. They were eager for more. Even if it was just a single man, they surged forward. Some on horseback, hooves thundering, others ran on their own two feet.   

Matthew watched them go, jaw tight, a cold weight settling in his chest. He didn’t know whether they were brave or foolish. The same could be said of the Messiah. Turning up all alone. Was he brave or foolish? 

“Why is he just sitting there?” Angelica asked, frowning. 

The Messiah did not seem bothered at all by the small army charging towards him. The Messiah was much stronger now, Esther had said. The question was, how strong was he to begin with, and how much stronger was he now? Could he actually take on a small army of powered women all by himself? 

Maria was still on her horse by the gates of Medisa as her army neared the Messiah. She turned in her saddle and glared at Matthew, her eyes sharp.

He met her stare without flinching.

For a heartbeat longer, she held his gaze. Then she turned away, heels digging into her horse’s sides, she surged forward, racing after her army.

“This is going to be the shortest battle in the history of battles,” Angelica murmured. “The Messiah must be suicidal, right?” 

“Yeah… he must be,” Matthew murmured. 


Chapter 24

Jason sat astride his horse a few hundred feet from the gates of Medisa, the open fields stretching wide and empty between him and the town. The wind moved through the grass in low waves, carrying with it the sound of hooves as they charged at him. 

It was a small army, mostly mounted on horses, spread wide as they charged from the open gates. When they were close enough that he could make out faces, Jason swung down from his horse.

His boots touched the earth gently. He rested a hand on the horse’s neck for a brief moment before he gave it a firm push. The horse turned and galloped away, fleeing across the field in the opposite direction of Medisa.

Jason remained alone as the riders began to close in fast.

He took a deep breath as the Eternal Flame within him stirred. Going to Noctyrrh Vale hadn’t been a complete waste of time. Alongside defeating the demon and the werewolves, he had also banished doubt from his mind. A God of the Eternal Flame, there was nothing in this world that could stop him. 

Lilith the demon had seemed stronger than him. But now he realised their battle had taken place before his full powers had returned. If he met her now, he would destroy her with ease. 

As he was going to destroy this pathetic army that began to surround him now. 

Jason reached for the Eternal Flame that resided within him. He felt it expand, vast and terrible, filling every vein, every breath, every thought. His body became a vessel straining to hold a star. The air around him began to shimmer violently, bending as if reality itself recoiled.

And then it broke free.

Like a solar flare tearing itself from the surface of a sun, the Eternal Flame erupted outward from Jason in a blinding wave. Light and heat surged across the field. The charging army vanished within the blaze, their forms erased in less than a heartbeat, reduced to blackened remnants scattered across the scorched earth.

When the fire passed, silence followed.

The field was empty.

Jason stood at its centre, the ground before him burned dark and lifeless, ash drifting slowly through the air. The Eternal Flame receded back within him.

He looked toward the distant gates of Medisa and spotted three figures standing there. Were they enemies or had some of the townsfolk ventured out? 

He spotted a fourth figure.

In the battlefield, amongst the burnt surface, she rose up and began to walk slowly back towards the gates of Medisa. How had she survived his attack? She was a bit further back than the rest of the army that came at him, closer to the gates of Medisa than she was to him. Maybe that’s why she survived.

Jason began to walk towards Medisa, pleased that his clothes hadn’t burnt off when the Eternal Flame burst out from his body.

He was only gone for a few days. That’s how long it took for Medisa to fall without him. He was going about this all wrong. He did not need to start slowly and build from a corner of the world. With his power now fully returned, he could walk into the strongest kingdom in the land and take it by force. None could stop him. 

Jason was now close enough to Medisa to spot the few that remained by the gates. One man and three women, including the one that had staggered back from the battlefield. 

“Hey bud,” the man said as he raised his hand. “The name’s Matthew. I’m a friend of Esther’s.” 

Esther. 

Jason could sense her presence and the flicker of Eternal Flame that burned inside her. She was still here, in Medisa. Why had she not come out to meet him? 

Because she couldn’t… 

“What have you done to Esther?” Jason asked. 

“I haven’t done anything,” Matthew said. “But uh, the Ice Queen,” he pointed at the woman that had staggered back from the battlefield and was now resting against the open gate, “she’s locked her up in the basement.” 

“You mean the prison cells beneath the townhall?” Jason asked. “Those cells would never be able to hold her.”

“Right?” Matthew nodded, grinning.

“Why are you smiling?” Jason asked. Without waiting for a response, he turned to the Ice Queen. “You managed to survive. You don’t look so well.” 

“I’m going to kill you,” she spat, her face bubbling with rage. 

“No you’re not,” Jason said, before his attention moved back to Matthew and the two women that stood beside him. One had white hair and golden eyes. That was not a look he had seen much. She seemed to glow too, like she had some sort of divine authority. “You say you’re a friend of Esther’s? Take me to her.” 

“He’s not taking you anywhere,” the Ice Queen growled. No longer leaning against the gate, she stepped towards him as the air around him began to turn cold. 

“Your powers are nothing compared to mine,” Jason told her flatly. 

“I know, right?” Matthew said, again smiling. “But see, the problem is, I’m kinda bound to defend her if she’s attacked. I thought maybe the circumstances weren’t quite right and I could just sit back and watch you kill her. But turns out she was right. Somehow, your presence is a threat to her kingdom. So I need to step in and fight you to the death.” 

A lot of what Matthew said did not make sense to Jason. But he got the gist of it. Matthew might have introduced himself as a friend of Esther's. But he was an ally of the Ice Queen, the very same woman that had sent assassins to kill him. 

“Ah, fuck,” Matthew said, no longer smiling. “You’re going to try and kill me too, aren’t you?” 

Jason had to give this Matthew man some credit. He was perceptive. He turned his gaze to the woman with white hair and golden eyes. “What are you?” he asked. 

“I’m an angel,” she replied. “I defeated Esther in battle.” 

“Really?” Jason raised an eyebrow. “This could be fun.” 

“You’re really strong, mate,” Matthew said. “But we’ve got an angel, a Disciple, and me.” 

Jason glanced at the other woman, the one with the red hair and red eyes. “What do you mean Disciple?” 

“You’re a false Messiah,” the red haired woman growled. “Matthew is the true Messiah.” 

Jason was the only Messiah. 

He had been told his whole life that he was the Messiah, that he would free his father and take vengeance against those that had imprisoned him here in the first place. Arriving in this Land of Chaos, as it was known, at first, it was a shock to hear other Messiahs had come before him. For a while, it made him question everything he knew. But then, he realised he had been overreacting. 

Of course there would be false Messiahs. There was one in front of him now. Jason’s fists began to burn with the Eternal Flame. 

“Hey, I’m not saying that I’m the Messiah,” Matthew said as he raised both his hands defensively, his eyes glancing at Jason’s fists. 

That was how quickly this Matthew folded? Charlatan. Jason raised his fist and swung it forward, aiming for Matthew’s head. There was power behind the fist, enough to literally knock off Matthew’s head. 

Except, his fist did not connect. 

Matthew stepped aside with incredible speed and Jason’s fist swung past his face. 

The woman who claimed to be an angel, she wasn’t lying. Wings sprouted out from her back. They were beautiful things. White, feathery, almost glowing, they were enormous. How had she kept them hidden? 

Jason got a closer look at her wings. 

Because the angel grabbed hold of him and shot up into the sky. She had incredible power. Soaring up into the sky like that was no mean feat. Being so close to her, he marvelled at her skin. Smooth and radiant. 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” the angel asked, her voice making it through the sound of rushing wind. 

“I know many gods, but I’ve never met an angel before,” Jason said. “You do look divine.” 

“Are you flirting with me?” the angel asked, frowning. 

Jason wasn’t flirting with her. He was simply stating a fact. This angel before him was the prettiest woman he had ever seen. She even smelt nice. And normally, Jason wasn’t one to notice smells. 

“What’s the plan?” he asked. “Are you going to fly me into the sun?” 

The woman didn’t reply. They were high enough up now that he could no longer spot the humans below. Her hands gripped him by the clothes on his chest as they continued to soar up. And then, she stopped flying up, but rather than drop him, she threw him up further.

Jason glanced down to see her magnificent wings spread out as she flew back down. 

He, on the other hand, was still moving up. The temperature was beginning to drop, but being a God of the Eternal Flame, it did not bother him at all. He could sleep in a frozen lake for a year and it would do him no harm. 

And then came that moment, when his ascent began to slow until, for a split second, he floated high up in the sky. And then he began to fall. He was a long way up and it would take a while before he hit the ground. The rush of wind that hit his face, it felt refreshing and he closed his eyes. 

He would kill the false Messiah first. Then the Ice Queen. Then the false Disciple. 

But the angel… he would let her live, Jason decided. At least for now. She was strong and powerful. He wanted to learn more about this angel species.

Jason opened his eyes as the wind tore past him, roaring in his ears as he cut through the sky. The ground rushed up to meet him, and from that dizzying height, he could see the whole town of Medisa laid bare beneath him. 

From above, it looked even smaller. Tired, weather-worn and pressed into the far corner of the world, forgotten. Its wooden walls formed a rough ring around clustered rooftops, shingles dulled by age and rain. The narrow river wound through it like a thin silver vein, slipping under bridges and between buildings before vanishing into fields beyond the walls. No smoke rose from the chimneys. No people filled the streets. 

Jason was close enough to the ground to spot the false Messiah standing just outside the town. His vision narrowing, he angled his body, shifting his descent to meet the man on the ground. 

The false Messiah could see him coming. But he seemed to be paralysed to the ground. There was something wrong with him. But it worked to Jason’s advantage. 

He slammed into the false Messiah with the full force of his fall. There was a thunderous impact that sent the false Messiah hurtling backward, skidding and tumbling across the burned fields.

Jason hit the ground with a thud, his feet digging into the ground, he did not pause to catch his breath or stretch his muscles. He dashed forward. The distance between him and the false Messiah closed rapidly as he crossed the scorched field in a blur.

“Stop,” Matthew said as he climbed to his feet and raised both his hands, palms flat. “I’m not your fucking enemy, you prick!” 

It was an odd way to beg for his life. 

Jason ignored his pleas. The Eternal Flame surged into his fists, coiling and roaring, white-hot and merciless.

The first punch drove the false Messiah back into the ground.

The second shattered the earth around him.

Jason did not stop.

He unleashed a relentless barrage—fists rising and falling like meteors, each blow containing the power of the Eternal Flame. The ground collapsed beneath the false Messiah, soil and stone pulverized into dust as he was driven deeper and deeper into the ground.

Jason stood over the impact site, flames still burning around his clenched hands, he looked down at the body of the false Messiah. It was still breathing, its eyes open, it looked up at him. 

“How are you still alive?” Jason asked, genuinely surprised. 

The false Messiah named Matthew opened his mouth. But no words came out. Only sounds. Gurgles. Then a splatter of blood. He wasn’t going to live for long. 

Jason turned then, as he knew it was coming. The Ice Queen and the false Disciple charged towards him. The air around him began to freeze. A second later, a large shard of ice shot out from the ground before him. 

The icicle came for his chest. 

It connected. 

But it was ice. 

And he was a God of the highest order. 

The shard did nothing but shatter as it connected. 

The false Disciple did better. She was like a feral animal. She jumped at him and wrapping her legs around his waist, she dug her claws into his neck and bit his nose. Jason grabbed her by the waist and threw her back. 

The false Disciple had obstructed his vision enough that he didn’t see the angel until it was too late. In her hand, she carried a glowing sword. The demons had black blades that he knew could hurt him. He had a feeling this glowing blade carried by the angel would cause equal damage. 

She slashed it at him, aiming for his neck. Jason had little time to react. But he managed to move back just in time. He took another step back and as she drove her sword forward in an attempt to stab him, he side stepped, grabbed her by the throat and punched her in the face. 

His hand burning with the Eternal Flame, there was power behind the punch. But the angel took the punch and remained conscious. Not only that, but she also had the strength to slash with her sword. Jason moved his head back but wasn’t able to completely avoid it. 

“Fuck,” he swore as her sword cut a gash across his cheek. 

He was right. That sword was deadly to him. But the angel did suffer from his punch. She staggered back before she dropped to one knee. Now was his chance to knock her unconscious.

Except, the false Disciple was back. 

She jumped at him from behind and wrapping her legs around his waist, she reached for his eyes, her claws out. Jason reached back and grabbed her by the hair. He pulled hard, expecting her to come flying forward. But she remained firmly attached to his back. Her claws weren’t useless either. They pierced his eyelids and dug into his eyeballs. 

Jason’s fists burned red as he launched a mad volley of overhead punches. Most connected with the false Disciple’s head, but a few accidentally struck his own shoulders. The woman on his back slid off. He turned to see her sitting on her bottom, staring up at him with a dazed look in her eyes. 

Jason reached down and grabbing her head, he twisted it, snapping her neck. Her eyes remained open as she fell back onto the ashen field. But there was no life there. 

“Die already!” the Ice Queen roared as she charged at him, her eyes bulging. 

The temperature around him dropped suddenly. Shards of ice shot out of the ground from all directions, slamming themselves into him. 

But ice was not nearly as strong as the black blades demons held, or the glowing one the angel had. They did nothing to him. But the Ice Queen either didn’t realise how ineffective her attacks were or didn’t care. Icicles formed all around him before they slammed themselves at him. 

Jason met the Ice Queen as she came at him. His fists burning with the Eternal Flame, he slammed one into her stomach and the other at her head. She flew back before she hit the ground. Once on the ground, she continued to slither across it until she came to a stop almost fifty feet away from him. 

He knew she was dead. And not just because the temperature around him wasn’t so cold anymore. The Ice Queen wasn’t as strong as the false Disciple or the angel. She was almost ordinary. 

That was two dead. Possibly three. The false Messiah must have died by now.

The only one remaining was the angel. She was back on her feet now, her legs steady. Her eyes flickered at the dead Disciple and the dead Ice Queen before they rested on him. 

“You don’t have to die with them,” Jason said. “You can spread your wings and fly away.” 

The angel had a sword in her hand. But now, another sword appeared in her other hand. Out of thin air. It was an impressive trick.

It also meant she wasn’t going to spread her wings and fly away. A shame really. He did not want to kill her. 

If only he could make swords out of the Eternal Flame. That would be something. 

The battle began. 

The angel was not fucking around. She moved with speed and agility. Her swords were like glowing blurs that slashed at him from all angles. It was like she had replicated herself, and every duplicate was just as skilled as her. 

Jason was getting cut up. Wounds on his arms, legs, chest, a few cuts on his face. None were deep enough to cause serious injury on their own. But death by a thousand cuts.

Jason grabbed her swords with his hands. He could feel the blades cutting into his flesh. But he wasn’t going to let go. He blasted her with the Eternal Flame. It shot out from him like a solar flare and it struck her full on. 

The angel had good instincts. She let go of her swords and attempted to move back. She wasn’t quick enough. She wasn’t able to escape the blast fully. But she wasn’t burnt to a cinder either. The angel was back on the ground, her white hair burnt off, her glowing skin now horribly red. 

Jason held her swords in his hand the proper way, gripping the handles and not the blades. He stood over her now, ready to end her life, to finish this battle. It had been tough, this battle. He was at full strength now, but still the angel had fought well. Even the false Disciple had managed to take a barrage of strikes. 

“You should have spread those wings and flown away, angel,” Jason said. “You’re going to die now.” She stared up at him, emotionless, no fear in her eyes. Nothing. “Any last words?” 

She remained silent as she rested on her bottom. And then, she looked behind him. 

Jason turned to see the false Messiah standing there. 

He looked good. Really good for someone that should have been dead. 

And then, Matthew, the false Messiah, punched him in the mouth. 

It was a good punch. There was power behind it. Enough power that Jason felt it. Enough power that he staggered back. Enough power to draw a cut on his upper lip. 

“How…” Jason murmured. “You should be dead…” 


Chapter 25

Matthew agreed with Jason, the man claiming to be the Messiah. 

He should be dead. 

He was very close to dying too. Those punches thrown by Jason, it felt like trucks were slamming into him as he stood on a motorway. 

But then, that warmth inside him suddenly appeared. It healed him, putting his body back together, slowly. Too slowly. 

Sabrina was dead. 

Maria was dead. 

The loss of the Disciple hurt him more than Maria’s death. Matthew wasn’t surprised by that. Sabrina might have been a psycho, but she was crazy in a strange endearing sort of way. She had really believed him to be the Messiah, even though he had denied it a million times. And she had given her life to protect him. 

Jason was standing over Angelica, holding the angel’s swords in his hands. Matthew walked up to him and as the man turned, Matthew punched him in the face as hard as he could. 

Sure, it wasn’t the smartest idea to punch a man holding two swords he had just taken from an angel, a man who had already killed Sabrina, Maria and burnt to dust an entire army all by himself. 

Matthew hadn’t wanted to fight Jason. He didn’t care about Maria’s little vendetta. He stayed back as she charged with her army. But he was wrong. It turned out that stupid vow of his, to protect her kingdom if it were under threat, it applied to this very circumstance. 

That moment, when Jason exploded like a fucking star and almost killed Maria, Matthew felt his entire body freeze up. Then he felt the pain, like some invisible fairy had entered his body and was whipping every single muscle of his at the same time. 

With a whip that was laced with poison, covered in spikes, and burning hot at the same time. 

It was painful. 

Maria was dead now and he was free. He could have walked away. But of course he wasn’t going to do that. Not after he had just witnessed the Messiah kill Sabrina, not as the Messiah stood over Angelica, about to kill her too.

Jason stared at him, shock in his eyes as he held Angelica’s swords in his hands. “You should be dead…” the Messiah murmured. “No matter. You will be soon.” 

“Yeah.. probably,” Matthew said. He was unarmed, facing a man with insane powers that was also carrying two swords that were incredibly lethal. “If you gave me a sword, I’m sure I’d cut you in half though, you fucking cunt.” 

Matthew said the words out of anger. He didn’t expect Jason to actually give him one of the swords. But that’s exactly what the Messiah did, after he glanced over his shoulder to look back at Angelica, he threw a sword at Matthew. 

Angelica was still seated on her bottom on the ground, her face and hair burnt, she looked exhausted. Matthew had seen the battle as his body recovered, as he walked towards them slowly. Angelica was doing well. She was incredibly skilled. Her swords were blurs as they cut Jason again and again. Not deep cuts, but they drew blood all the same. 

Until the psycho grabbed her swords with his bare hands and blasted her with his flames. 

Matthew caught the sword in his hand and felt the familiar weight of the blade settle into his grip. It was balanced and seemed alive, humming faintly with restrained light. He had trained for weeks with the sword, in his preparation for duelling the Baron, and he had only gotten better since then. 

He had an opportunity to kill the fucker in front of him. And he was going to take it. 

Matthew exploded forward, closing the distance in a heartbeat, blade flashing in a ruthless opening strike meant to end the fight immediately. No warning. No flourish. A killing blow aimed for Jason’s throat.

Jason met his strike. 

Steel sang as angel-forged blades collided, light flaring where they struck. Jason didn’t retreat. He absorbed the force and pivoting smoothly, he deflected the strike. Matthew flowed into the next motion without pause, cutting low, then high, chaining attacks with relentless precision. Each strike was calculated and lethal.

But Jason kept up.

Their swords clashed again and again, sparks of pale light scattering across the burnt ground. Jason matched Matthew’s speed, his timing impeccable, his defence tight. Where Matthew pressed with aggressive dominance, Jason answered with economy, minimal movement, perfect angles, letting Matthew’s power glance away instead of meeting it head-on.

“You have talent,” Jason said, “But you are not the Messiah.” 

Matthew’s jaw tightened. “I never said I was the Messiah you fucking wanker,” he swore. 

“Your lies will not save you now,” Jason said. 

“Are you fucking stupid?” Matthew snapped. 

Jason’s face hardened. His eyes even burned for a moment. But if that was meant to scare Matthew, it did not. 

He changed tactics, slipping inside Jason’s guard, turning his wrists, letting the sword sing in tight arcs meant to overwhelm rather than overpower. Jason parried, stepped, countered, his blade whispering past Matthew’s ribs close enough that the sharp edge brushed cloth.

Too close.

Matthew spun away, boots carving half-circles in the ash, then surged back in, driving Jason toward a shallow dip in the field. He struck in a brutal sequence—shoulder, knee, neck—each blow flowing into the next with practiced brutality. 

And yet, Jason was still there.

His equal.

Maybe even his superior. 

How the fuck was he going to kill this guy? And that warmth inside him, the one that had helped him recover, it was beginning to fade. Which meant he only had a limited time before his speed and strength dropped significantly. 

Matthew didn’t give himself time to think.

He lunged again, driving forward with raw intent, angel sword cutting a hard diagonal meant to force Jason’s guard open. Jason blocked it. Their blades pressed together, neither giving ground, Matthew’s face was now inches away from Jason’s. 

“I can sense the Eternal Flame within you… I’ve been sensing it for a while… Who are you?” Jason asked. 

Esther had said the same thing to him once, that the warmth in his chest was the Eternal Flame. If Mathew’s Eternal Flame was like a candle in the wind, Jason’s appeared to be a raging wildfire.

There was no way he could beat Jason. 

Matthew slammed his head forward and struck Jason on the head.  

Jason grunted as the headbutt landed squarely. 

It didn’t do as much damage as Matthew was hoping for.

Jason answered in kind.

He slammed his own forehead forward, brutal and unrestrained.

Matthew’s world lurched. 

He staggered half a step as pain exploded behind his eyes, stars bursting across his vision. His grip nearly failed, fingers screaming as the vibration travelled through his arms. 

Jason didn’t let up. He slammed his free hand, now curled into a fist and burning red, into Matthew’s head. 

The world turned dark as Matthew hit the ground, his grip loosening on the sword, he was aware Jason had just kicked it out of his hand. 

“The strength and power of the Eternal Flame coursing through your body, maybe you really believed you were the Messiah,” Jason said as he towered over Matthew. “But you’re not. It’s fading, isn’t it? I can feel it leaving your body.” 

Matthew lay on his back, his eyes closed. He didn’t want to look at Jason. The warmth that was floating inside him was gone. A headbutt and a single punch. That was all it took. What would happen now? 

As Jason tore his body to bits and pieces, which he knew Jason was going to do, what would happen? Would the warmth return and repair his body? Or was it gone for ever? Would he finally die?  

It began. 

Matthew wanted to scream as the angel sword was plunged into his chest. But he kept his mouth shut. He didn’t want to give the Messiah the satisfaction. It was Jason’s foot that followed. It slammed into Matthew’s head, crushing it. 

There wasn’t much more his body could take. 

There was no warmth in his chest. 

Matthew’s eyes flew open. His vision was tinged in red. He opened his mouth, but no sounds came out. He could see Angelica running towards them. Staggering towards them. She was still hurt, burnt, but she came nonetheless. 

Because she knew… 

Matthew was dying. 

This was it. 

The end. 


Chapter 26

Matthew, the false Messiah, had put up a good fight. He was strong. He even had the Eternal Flame burning inside him. 

Had. 

Jason could sense the Eternal Flame. It no longer resided within Matthew. 

The false Messiah was dying. 

But Jason would take no chances. The last time he had left Matthew to die, the man had not only recovered, but he had grown stronger. 

The angel sword was buried in Matthew’s chest. His foot rested on the man’s head and Jason pressed it down. He could hear the skull cracking, could see the blood and fluids leaking out. 

Soon, the false Messiah would be dead. 

Jason wasn’t so absorbed with watching the life pass from Matthew that he didn’t notice the angel running towards him. 

Or at least trying to run towards him. 

When he blasted her with the Eternal Flame, he had caused her significant damage. She hobbled towards him now, a sword in her hand. It was impressive how she could materialise them from nothing. 

But even with a sword, in her state, she was no match for him. As she came in striking distance, Jason turned and kicked her in the chest before she even had a chance to use her glowing blade. 

The angel flew backwards and hit the ground with a thud. Jason turned his attention back onto the false Messiah. The sword was still buried in Matthew’s chest. Blood spluttered out as he removed it. 

But that was all. 

The body did not move. 

He was dead. 

An angel sword to the chest and a cracked skull. That’s what it took to finally stop the false Messiah from continuing to breathe. 

Jason walked over to the fallen angel now resting on her back, her sword still in her hand, she didn’t try to strike him with it. There was resignation in her eyes. He contemplated killing her. It was the smart thing to do, kill her. 

If she remained alive, there was always the risk she would seek him out once she regained her strength to avenge the deaths of her friends. 

He found the idea of the angel coming after him exciting. It would be good to battle her again. It had been enjoyable, exhilarating. It didn’t hurt that she was divine to look at. 

He walked past her as he headed towards the town of Medisa. It was a pathetic town that he did not care for. He wasn’t going to build his army from this corner of the world and slowly conquer the planet. 

No. 

He was only heading into town to find Esther. He could sense her presence. And after that, he was going to cross the Charred Wasteland and meet with Iblis, the King of the demons, or the God of the demons. The demon king wanted to meet with him, which meant he wanted to strike a deal of some sort. 

Jason was ready to listen, to make a deal with the devil if it meant freeing his father sooner and getting off this filthy planet. 


Epilogue

The warmth no longer in his chest, the world turned black for Matthew. That was the thing about being dead. Because you were dead, you didn’t know you were dead. Because you were dead. 

Matthew didn’t know he was dead. 

But Angelica knew. 

As she sat beside him, defeated both physically and mentally, she knew Matthew was dead. His body was cold, still and stiff. 

So when an hour later, Matthew opened his eyes and sat up, she screamed. 

“What the fuck, man!” 

“What?” Matthew asked. 

“You were dead. What the fuck are you?” Angelica screamed. 

Matthew knew what he was. He remembered. “Hey. I'm from Earth.” 

“What?” Angelica asked. “How are you alive?!” 

“I remember everything,” Matthew said calmly. “I know why I’m here in the Land of Chaos. I’ve got to stop Jason.”  


Author Comments

I would like to thank you very much for reading this book. Writing is my passion and without your support, I would not be able to pursue it. I would greatly appreciate if you could leave a review so that others will know if this story is worth investing in.

If you would like to know of my latest releases, please click here to visit my website, scroll to the bottom and sign up for my “newsletter”. I will then send you an email every time I release a new book. Or follow me as an author on Amazon. 
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