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Chapter 1

It didn’t take Matthew very long to realise something was wrong. For starters, he was tied to a chair.   

The second give away was the fact that he was completely naked.  

And if that wasn’t concerning enough to make him think that something was horribly wrong, there was more. 

He was tied to a chair with thick rope around his chest, arms and legs, completely naked in the back of an airplane.  

A military plane by the look and sound of it.

Which meant the plane was in the air and not stationary. 

“You’re awake,” the redhead said.  

Wearing short khaki pants and a white top, the girl stood in front of him, a syringe in hand. Yup, this definitely wasn’t right.  

“Where am I?” Matthew asked.  

“You’re not supposed to be awake,” the girl said. She leaned forward and grabbed his cock. She brought the syringe and pressed the hub against his glans. “This won’t hurt much,” she said.  

She lied.  

It hurt much.  

It hurt very much. 

Matthew screamed as she injected what could only be described as hot lava inside his manhood.  

She leaned in and kissed him on the lips. “Goodluck,” she whispered. “I’ll miss you.”    

She tasted like strawberries. “What do you mean good luck?” Matthew asked. “What the hell is going on?”  

It was definitely a military plane.  

The back door began to lower itself. The girl grabbed his chair and pulled him towards the edge. 

She was going to push him out of the plane. 

He was going to die. 

Matthew began to struggle against his bonds.  

“Why are you doing this?” he shouted. “Please, look at me,” he begged the girl. She stopped to look at him. Matthew noticed her large green eyes. Familiar. He knew those eyes.  “Who are you?”  

She smiled a pretty smile.  

A sad smile. “I’ll miss you,” she said softly.  

She pushed him out of the plane.  


Chapter 2

Matthew screamed.  

Of course, he fucking screamed.  

Who wouldn’t scream if they were thrown out of an airplane tied to a chair?  

Turned out the chair wasn’t your basic wooden chair. 

It had a parachute attached to the back of it. He was going to live. 

For how long, that was another matter.

As he floated down, he took in his surroundings. It was really pretty down below.  

Beautifully lush and green.  

Where was this place? China? India? Which other country had enormous amounts of untouched greenery? It wasn’t New Zealand. The climate wasn’t right for that. It was warm and humid. It could be Indonesia.  

What sort of predators did those countries have?  

Tigers… man eating fucking tigers.  

What was the point of this?  

Why would they drop him in the middle of nowhere, naked and tied to a chair with a parachute? 

Matthew tried to recall how this had happened. 

He couldn’t remember. 

His last memory was of opening his eyes and seeing the pretty girl standing in front of him. 

His memory had been wiped. 

Mostly. He knew his name. Matthew Spinner. He was twenty-three years old. He was from… where was he from? 

He couldn’t remember. 

Fuck. 

Matthew was a few hundred feet from the ground when he spotted it. 

A small cluster of buildings surrounded by a high wall about ten miles from where he was going to land. He made a mental note of the location and the river he would have to cross on his way.  

The forest below was dense. Matthew had his first bit of luck since waking up. He wasn’t going to crash into the forest canopy and dangle from a branch by his parachute. He was headed for an open patch of grass.  

His chair hit the ground with a thud.  

Matthew pulled at the ropes that tied him to the chair. His bonds came off much too easily. He wondered why he hadn’t been able to break free earlier. Back when he was in the plane. Before he was thrown out. Before she threw him out. 

Matthew didn’t have his memory, but he was certain he knew the girl. The redhead with green eyes that had kissed him on the lips. 

She had soft lips. 

Matthew shook his head as he stood up and stretched.  

He would think about the redhead later.  

Right now he had other things to worry about. Like making it to the little cluster of buildings safely, and if possible, before nightfall. He did not want to be stuck out here in the dark…  

For the first time, Matthew got a proper look at the chair he had been tied to. It was a pretty normal wooden chair. They’d just attached a backpack with a parachute to it. He was about to walk away and head in the direction of what he hoped was the settlement when he spotted the gleaming metal.  

Matthew pulled out the remaining bits of parachute from the bag and reaching inside, grabbed the object by the black handle.

A sword.

There was a sword in the backpack. 

Despite the circumstances, and the fact that his memory had been wiped, Matthew couldn’t help but whistle.

It was a beautiful sword. Long, sharp, and perfectly balanced, it felt so right in his hand. 

“Well, hello,” a voice said.  

Matthew spun around. 

And then he screamed. “What the fuck!” 

Standing in front of him was a red monster. It had six legs, an enormous head and threatening mandibles. As Matthew stared at it, his sword pointed forward, he realised the beast looked familiar. 

“Ant,” he said. “Ant,” he repeated. 

It was an ant. 

Six feet in length, it stood on four of its feet and shook its enormous head. “It’s the same every time,” the ant said. Matthew opened his mouth, but the ant cut him off. “Yes, I talk.” 

Matthew closed his mouth.  

He took a deep breath.  

It was okay.  

Everything was okay. It was just an ant. A six-foot-tall ant. A six-foot-tall ant that could actually talk. Talk like a human. Talk English… No… everything was not alright!  

Forcing his arm to be steady as he held the sword pointed at the ant, Matthew asked, “Where am I?”   

“Do you know how to use that sword?” the ant asked.  

Matthew spun the sword expertly a few times, his hand steadier now. “Who are you, and where the fuck am I?”   

The ant raised an antenna, and then held two limbs out, as if welcoming him. “This is the Land of Chaos.” 

“The Land of Chaos?” Matthew repeated.  

The ant nodded. “They drop people like you in this area every so often. Always naked and tied to a chair. They usually give a weapon. A sword, an axe.”  

“Who drops us in? And why?”  

The ant shrugged. It was remarkably human-like. Aside from being completely red, not having any facial expressions and basically being an ant.  

“Most of the ones they drop don’t make it past the first night,” the ant said. He had a high pitched voice. “They die in the forest, eaten by something or other.”  

Matthew swallowed. “You want to eat me?”  

“Yes,” the ant nodded. “But don’t worry. I will wait for you to die.”  

“What?”  

“My name is Spud,” it introduced itself. “I’m a scavenging ant. I let the bigger beasts do the killing and have their fill. I take what is left. Which is mostly bones. But it’s low risk. Most of the meat packages have no idea how to look after themselves, but once in a while, you get one that really knows how to fight. It is amazing with a sword or an axe. They tear apart any beast that comes at them. It gets gruesome and bloody. But it is great for me. Whether it is human meat or monster meat, I still get meat. Yes, scavenging is much safer,” Spud nodded.  

Matthew didn’t know what to make of this. 

Spud, the ant, stood a few meters away from him on his four legs, his two arms hanging loosely by the side, he looked harmless. Well, as harmless as a six-foot-tall ant could look. 

He did have those huge ant pincers.  

Still pointing his sword at Spud, Matthew took a sidestep. “I’m going that way,” he tilted his head to the left. “If you try anything funny with me, I will cut you in half.”  

Spud stood on two legs and spread his remaining four limbs. “Nothing funny,” he said. “I promise.”  

“Okay then,” Matthew slowly lowered his sword.  

It was a dense forest, but looking up, Matthew could make out the position of the sun. Midday. He had about four to six hours, depending on where in the world he was and what time of the year it was, before the sun set. That wasn’t enough time to make it through a thick jungle to the settlement. 

Matthew set off in the direction he hoped was the settlement. He had taken no more than ten steps before he stopped and turned to face Spud, the scavenging ant. “You’re seriously not going to follow me, are you?”  

Spud nodded. “I’m Spud the scavenging ant,” he said, then added, “I’m really hungry.”   

“You’re not following me dude. You’ve just told me openly that you plan to eat me at some point. Get the fuck out of here!” 

“Hey, hey,” Spud raised his four limbs once more. “I’ll only eat you once you’re dead.” 

It was hot in the jungle. He had been dropped into a humid climate, the fauna tropical. Matthew was hungry himself, and more importantly, he was thirsty. And naked. He’d just been thrown out of a plane. The only thing he could remember was his name and age.  

He was not in the mood for Spud, the scavenging ant.  

He raised his sword once more. “I’m going to count to five,” he said slowly. “If you’re not gone by then, I will kill you.”  

“Hey, hey,” Spud said, his limbs raised once more. “Please relax. I’m just an ant. I am not your enemy.”  

Spud had such a comically high-pitched voice, Matthew almost laughed. This had to be some sort of a joke. Being dropped naked into a forest, memory wiped. A talking ant named Spud that followed him around, waiting for him to die so that it could eat him?  

“This is a prank, isn’t it?” Matthew asked.   

Spud pointed one of his four limbs at Matthew. “That’s another thing the meat packages say!”  

“Call me a meat package one more time, I dare you,” Matthew growled.  

“Uh,” Spud took a wary step back. “You might want to turn around…” 

“Why?” 

“Because the beast behind you, it really does want to kill you.”  

Matthew didn’t turn immediately. It was a pretty obvious trick, wasn’t it? Hey, look behind you! So, you turn to look behind, and wham! Spud the ant cuts him in half with those pincers. 

If it was just a trick, it was a pretty darn good one. 

Matthew heard a low growl coming from behind him. 

He swallowed nervously and turned around. 

For the third time that day, Matthew screamed.


Chapter 3

It was a snake.  

Sort of. 

The body and head were that of a cobra snake. But it had legs. Hundreds of legs. And it stood on some of those legs. Its body rose up fifteen feet. And it growled. How the fuck did a snake growl?  

“What do you want?” Matthew asked, holding his sword up.  

“Um, my friend,” Spud the ant spoke in his high pitched comical voice. “That is a snake. It does not talk. It only growls.”  

As if to prove Spud’s point, the snake growled again. Saliva dripped out of its mouth. It took steps towards Matthew.  

“What does it want?” Matthew asked.  

“My friend,” Spud began, “I do not myself speak the language of the snake. But, I believe it would like to swallow you.”  

This has got to be a fucking joke, Matthew thought. Or a dream. Yes, a dream! Why hadn’t he thought of that before?  

With his free hand, he pinched himself hard on the cheek.  

Nope.  

Not a dream.  

And ouch!  

“You are bleeding on your left cheek,” Spud announced. “My friend, attack the snake, not yourself.”  

Matthew didn’t get a chance to glare at Spud. 

The snake lunged forward, its mouth wide open. He should have panicked and run away or he should have stayed rooted to the spot, frozen in fear. It would have been consistent with his behaviour so far. 

He’d lost count of how many times he had screamed in fear. Okay. It was three times. He had screamed three times.  

But seeing the snake’s mouth closing in on him, seeing those fangs, sharp and poisonous, something strange kicked in. Was it a distant memory? Had this happened before? The snake’s enormous mouth was only a foot away when Matthew stepped aside.  

He only just managed to avoid being eaten whole. The side of the snake's face brushed against his nose. But Matthew wasn’t done. Holding his sword with both hands, he drove it up, slicing the snake's head in half. Blood squirted onto his face and his naked chest. It dripped down his body.  

The snake lay on the ground, its body wriggling. Matthew stepped back hastily, not wanting to be crushed by the snake’s enormous body as it wriggled about. It would be a stupid way to die after having just killed the damned thing.  

“Did you see that?” Spud said, his high-pitched voice even higher. “My friend, did you see that? The way you stepped aside and slashed with the sword,” Spud held each pair of limbs together and slashed away at thin air.  

Matthew shook his head, a chuckle escaping his lips. The ant was just too comical. Spud didn’t seem very threatening. Maybe the ant was putting on a show on purpose to seem harmless. If that was what he was going for, it was working. Maybe it was the heat, or the fact that he was alone in the forest with no memories of anyone, dead or alive. Whatever it was, Matthew decided to let his guard down for a bit.  

“You can stop calling me “my friend”,” he said, sticking out his hand. “My name’s Matthew.”  

Spud stopped pretending to be a ninja. He stared at Matthew’s extended hand with those large black ant eyes of his. 

He punched Matthew in the chest. 

“What the fuck, man?!” Matthew growled. “Why did you do that?” 

“You stuck your hand out. I stuck my hand out,” Sound replied. 

“You’re supposed to shake it. Don't punch me. That fucking hurt. Do you have any idea how strong ants are?” 

Spud shook his head. “How strong are ants?” 

They’re very fucking strong,” Matthew said as he rubbed his chest. 

“You remember your name,” Spud said, moving on quickly from his violent attack. “Most do not remember anything.”  

“Oh,” Spud smiled. Well, as much as an ant could smile, his lips did not widen much. “It is good you remember your name, Matthew.” Spud pointed at the now dead and no longer squirming body of the snake. “Shall we eat?”  

Matthew was hungry. 

Was hu hungry enough to eat snake? 

And not just any snake, but a snake with arms? Was it safe to eat? It looked mutated. Spud did not seem to have any reservations. The ant got on all six feet and dug its pincers into the snake.  

Matthew decided he was hungry enough for mutated snake meat. Who knew when he would next have a meal?  

And something in his mind told him he had eaten snakes before, and worse. He set about collecting bits of dry wood. Placing them in a pile, he held his hand over the wood. 

He felt that swirl of warmth in his chest floating around. He tapped into it, pulling at a string, he felt the power surge through his vein. 

His hand started to heat. He could start a fire by using his powers. 

Something told him he should be careful with how he used his power. They couldn’t know how powerful he really was.  

Matthew froze with his hands over the pile of wood. They? Who were they? And how powerful was he?  

“What’s the matter, my friend,” Spud said as he chewed away on the snake. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”  

“A memory…” Matthew said softly. He lit the fire with his bare hands. It only required a little magic, and a little magic was fine.  

“Woah. You’re a wizard,” Spud nodded. “It’s all making sense now.”  

Matthew looked up at him hopefully. “It is?” 

“Oh yes,” Spud said, taking another bite. “You’re one of those survivors. The ones that make it to the settlement. Yes, a lot of them are wizards. Or maybe they are witches.” He took another bite of snake meat, his ant teeth chewing, his large black eyes stared at Matthew. “This is why Spud is still alive. Spud is smart. Spud is a scavenger.”     


Chapter 4

After a quick lunch of snake meat, Matthew set off towards the settlement. Spud led the way as he knew where it was. 

It was not an easy path to trek what with it being a jungle and him being completely naked. The branches, twigs, leaves, they all seemed to be spiky or sticky.

The Land of Chaos. That was what Spud had called this place.

“Spud,” Matthew called. “Why is this place called the Land of Chaos?”

The ant’s antenna wavered. He turned his head, those big black eyes seemed to penetrate Matthew’s flesh and see inside his soul. It made him shiver. 

“I don’t know, my friend. I heard someone say it once,” Spud replied.  

“The settlement,” Matthew said. “How long has it been there?”  

“For as long as I can remember,” Spud replied. 

“How long can you remember?”  

The ant’s antennas brushed against each other. Ants weren’t like humans. They didn’t have facial expressions. It was hard to tell what Spud was doing, if he was thinking.  

“I don’t know, Matthew,” Spud said, after his long pause.  

Matthew nodded. He thought as much. “Tell me about yourself, Spud. You’re a talking ant. That’s not normal.”  

The big ant stopped walking and looked back once more. Spud nodded his head. “I’m like you, Matthew. I woke up one morning to find myself here in the forest. I have no memories of my past.”  

Great. Another dead end. “Can you tell me much about the settlement?”  

“Only a little,” Spud said. “They mostly keep to themselves. Sometimes they send out hunting parties.” 

“Hunting parties? Hunting for what?”  

“Food.” 


Chapter 5

They had been walking for hours before they came to the river. It was much wider than he had expected. The force of the water was too great, much too great to swim across.  

“Any ideas, Spud?”  

Spud dropped onto his six limbs and dipped an antenna into the water. “It’s wet.”  

Matthew stared at the ant. “It’s… its water…”  

Spud nodded. “Water is wet. I don’t think ants like wet water. We should find a way around it.”  

Wet water. When the fuck was water ever dry? But Matthew didn’t ask that question. He felt some sympathy for the ant. At least Matthew knew he was a human and a normal one. 

The poor ant was six feet in length and could talk. There were probably millions of ants in this forest. All of them significantly smaller and absolutely not able to speak English. Spud must know he was an anomaly. 

He turned his attention to the river. Finding a way around it could take forever. Or weeks. 

In a forest with mutated snakes and god knows what else, the added time could very well mean death.  

He didn’t want to die.  

At least, not yet. Not without knowing who he was and what was going on.  

“Do you know if the river narrows up ahead or down below?” Matthew asked.  

“Down below, it narrows some,” Spud said. “Still lots of water.” 

They didn’t have any other option. Matthew began walking downhill, his mind wandering. The redhead in the plane, those green eyes. She seemed familiar. Someone from his past. She had kissed him, and just before pushing him out of the plane, she said she would miss him. 

If she was going to miss him, they must have had a relationship of some sort.  

It didn’t matter how much he raked his brain, he found no new memories of her.  

He looked down at his naked body, wondering if that held any clues.  

His body wasn’t monstrously ripped, but he had a toned enviable body. And a fairly large cock. Why was he looking at his own cock? His skin was smooth. No tattoos, no battle scars - nothing out of the ordinary.  

He stepped on a sharp rock and cursed loudly. They could have given him some shoes at least. It wasn’t like they couldn’t afford it. They did just throw him out of an airplane. There were plenty cheaper ways to throw someone into a forest. Not that any came to his mind at that moment. 

Helicopter. 

It was probably cheaper to hire a helicopter than an airplane. 

“Were you thrown out of an airplane, Spud?” 

“The flying machine? It does the choco choco choco?” 

Matthew frowned. “That sounds more like a helicopter.” 

“What is a helicopter?” Spud asked. 

Matthew was about to explain the difference between an airplane and a helicopter when an arrow came flying at him. He raised his hand and caught it just inches before it pierced his eye.  

Spud’s antennas rose and he stood up on two legs. “Brilliant, Matthew. Do it again,” the ant clapped with his limbs.  

“I didn’t do anything, Spud,” Matthew hissed. “Someone’s trying to kill me.” He spun around, looking for the source.  

He spotted her quite easily.  

She was seated on a branch to his left, her bow hanging by her side, she stared at him, her eyes wide.  

Matthew took a step towards her.  

He shouldn’t have done that.  

Whatever shock she had been in after witnessing him catch the arrow, she was now over it. The girl with the long blond hair and tanned skin lifted her bow once more.

She nocked an arrow and aimed for his head.  


Chapter 6

Matthew dropped the arrow in his hand and dived behind a tree. Spud, the stupid talking ant, stood out in the open. Like an idiot.  

“Spud,” Matthew hissed. “Hide, you idiot. She’s going to kill you!”  

And as if to prove his point, an arrow came flying at the ant, and hit him on the head.  

“Owww,” Spud cried. “Somebody is shooting arrows at me.”  

Matthew cursed silently. Spud was just an ant. He didn’t owe Spud anything. They weren’t even friends. It really wasn’t worth risking his life.  

And then he remembered something. A flashback of sorts. A girl. Red hair. Green eyes. Beautiful girl. But it wasn’t the girl that threw him off the plane. It was another girl.  

“Owww,” Spud cried once more as another arrow hit him on the head. “Matthew, my friend. Why is that girl shooting me with arrows? Doesn’t she know I only want to eat her dead body?”  

“Spud! You can’t just say things like that! You need to give context!” Matthew hissed. He waved over at the ant to come and join him. Spud, possibly tired of being shot at with wooden arrows, scuttled over and hid behind the tree beside Matthew. “You okay?”  

Spud rubbed his head with four of his limbs. “It hurts. Is my brain coming out of my head? I think my brain is coming out of my head.”  

Matthew grabbed the ant by his antenna to keep him still. He examined the giant and shiny red head. “There isn’t even a scratch,” Matthew said.  

“Are you su-” 

“Yes, I’m sure,” Matthew said, his patience a little low. “Why were you standing out there in the open? You’re an ant. Use some of your ant skills!”  

Spud nodded repeatedly, and then asked, “What are ant skills?”  

Matthew, who was trying to peek behind the tree without losing an eye, turned to look back at Spud. “What?” he asked, confused.  

“What skills do ants have?” Spud asked.  

“You’re an ant. Shouldn’t you know?”  

Spud shook his head. “I only know I’m an ant because meat packages tell me I’m an ant. Other than that, I don’t actually know what an ant is.”  

Matthew glanced around the tree, and pretty quickly found what he was looking for. He picked up a black ant, and placing it in his palm, he held it before Spud. “This is an ant.”  

Spud lowered his enormous redhead and peered down at the little ant with his equally enormous black eyes. “This is an ant?”  

Matthew nodded.  

“But it’s so small,” Spud said. He lifted the little ant from Matthew’s palm and held it before his eyes. “Hey little ant,” Spud whispered.  

Matthew turned his head and peeked past the trunk. He looked up at the branch where the girl had sat. She wasn’t there anymore. He scanned the surrounding area looking for any tanned skin amongst the greenery. 

He found none.  

He turned to look back at Spud. The overgrown ant was still talking to the little ant. What Spud had asked earlier, about ants abilities, it was a good question. 

Matthew had no idea what specific abilities ants had. He seemed to know a lot about spiders’ powers. The ability to sense danger. That was one power spiders had. He could really use a power like that now.   

Matthew realised he didn’t need the power to be able to sense danger. Not when it was standing a few feet away from him, an arrow nocked and aimed for his bare chest. 

She hadn’t shot him yet. He took that as a positive.  

Matthew swallowed. “Hey.”  

Spud looked up from the little ant. “Hey,” he said. “What’s up?”  

“In front of you,” Matthew said.  

Spud looked ahead and spotted the girl. She moved her arrow away from Matthew and pointed it at the ant. She took a step back as her eyes widened. “You’re a talking ant,” she said. 

Spud nodded. “I’m a scavenger. I want to eat your-” 

Matthew quickly reached for Spud and slapped him on the arm. “I’m Matthew,” he introduced himself. “Who are you?”  

Her eyes turned back to him. She had blue eyes and black shiny blond hair. Her feet were bare, but she wore clothes. A white strip of cloth covered her breasts, and another white strip of cloth ran across her waist, barely covering her ass and pussy. Her lips were red. 

She was pretty.  

The girl lowered her bow and took an uncertain step back. “I… I don’t know my name.”  

“You are a meat package,” Spud said unhelpfully.  

The girl raised her bow once more, pointing it at Spud, her eyes alert.  

“Please,” Matthew dropped his sword and raised both hands. “His name is Spud. He’s an overgrown ant that can talk. He isn’t very bright, but he’s harmless.”  

The girl didn’t seem totally convinced, but she lowered her bow somewhat. “Why are you naked?” she asked.  

Matthew already knew he was naked. He did not need to look down at his body to confirm that. But he did anyway. 

Everything was on display, his cock and balls included. His face coloured only slightly. “This is how they threw me off the plane,” he said.  

The girl raised an eyebrow. “Who threw you off a plane?”  

“I don’t know. I woke up naked tied to a chair. This girl injected my-” Matthew paused. He felt his face burning. Okay, so apparently, he was a shy person?  

“Injected what?”   

“My cock,” Matthew said quickly. “She injected my cock and threw me out of the plane. I thought I was going to die. But a parachute opened up. There was a bag attached to the back of the chair. That’s where I got the sword from.”  

“You remember your name?” the girl asked and when Matthew nodded, she mumbled, “What else do you remember?”  

“That’s it,” Matthew said. “Oh, and that I’m twenty-three years old.”  

The girl slung her bow through her arm and in-between her shoulder. She placed her wooden arrow back in the white clothed quiver.  

“I don’t remember anything,” she said softly. “I woke up naked, tied to a chair. There was a parachute, so I guess I must have been thrown off a plane too.” She placed a hand on the white cloth that covered her breasts. “I tore the cloth off the parachute for these.”  

Matthew was beginning to notice his nakedness more and more now. He wished he had done the same thing. He could have used his sword to cut into the parachute and create something to cover his cock. In his defence, he hadn’t had much time to think before Spud, the overgrown ant, had confronted him.  

“Sorry for shooting at you,” the girl said. “I'm a bit nervous. A giant spider tried to eat me earlier. It didn’t help that you’re covered in blood and walking with-” she paused, looking at the large ant, “Spud?”  

“Yes, I am Spud. Welcome to the Land of Chaos,” Spud said.  

“The Land of Chaos?”  

Matthew nodded at Spud. “That’s what the ant calls this place.”  

“I suppose that makes sense. Giant spiders and talking ants…” 

She looked lost. Which was understandable. She was lost. 

“We’re heading towards the settlement,” Matthew said.

“There’s a settlement?” 

Matthew nodded. “I saw it on the way down. You didn’t?”  

Her eyes bore into him. “I was unconscious, remember?”  

Matthew did remember her saying that. 

It had been different for him. He regained consciousness in the airplane. The red-haired girl had been surprised by that.  

Matthew also remembered his name. Why? Did it mean something?

Sitting on the hard aerial roost of the tree with his bare bottom was not comfortable. “Can I get up?” he asked. “You’re not going to shoot me, are you?”  

The girl smiled, a sparkle in her eyes. “I won’t shoot. But don’t get too comfortable with me.”  

Matthew climbed to his feet and stretched. The girl wasn’t very subtle as she stared at his cock. He stood awkwardly for a second, his hands by his sides. Should he cover it?  

“Not bad,” she grinned.  

“Excuse me?”  

“Your cock. It's nice,” she said, and then, noticing his red face, she laughed. “Aww that’s sweet. You’re one of those fabled shy boys. Where did they find you? New Arkansas?”  

New Arkansas? He wasn’t from there, but… Something stirred in his mind. A memory. A quiet farm. A girl with red hair, green eyes, he was holding her in his arms. Her name… what was her name?  

“Woah,” Matthew jumped back in alarm. “What are you doing?”  

The girl had closed the distance between them. She stood a foot away from him, a smirk on her face. “I was going to touch your cock. What’s the matter? Don’t you like being touched by women? Are you gay? Is that what it is?” 

“You can’t just touch someone’s cock,” he said, annoyed and a little perplexed. “How would you like it if I walked up to you and grabbed you by your breasts?”  

Her smirk widened. “Come on then, big boy.”  

Matthew realised pretty quickly he wasn’t going to win this one. 

No matter what he said, the girl was going to turn it sexual and mock him. She’d already insulted him by asking if he was from New Arkansas, the home of the sexually chaste. That was literally all the people from New Arkansas were known for. Not having sex. They actually didn’t have sex. The men were milked by machines, and when a woman wanted to be pregnant, she would be injected with the milked sperm. It was fucking weird.  

“New Arkansas,” Matthew said slowly. “How do we both know about the people of New Arkansas, but literally nothing else about the world?”  

The girl’s eyes narrowed. “I know a fair amount about the world.”  

“Like what?” Matthew asked.  

“Well, it’s round. There are seven continents. A whole bunch of countries. We’re the third planet from the sun. Shall I go on?”  

Matthew ran his fingers through his hair in frustration. “I know all that stuff too, but, do you know anything about specific people? I know people in New Arkansas aren’t allowed to see their husbands or wives naked. But I don’t know anything else about New America. What do they do, what do they eat, do they have a king? I know a country called China exists. I know about India and Indonesia. I know what type of animals exist in those countries. But I don’t know anything about its people. Why do I know very specific details about New Arkansas, and nothing else about anyone else?”  

The girl shrugged nonchalantly.  

“You’re not at all curious about that?” Matthew asked. 

“I’ve been in this forest for three days now, Matthew,” she said, her tone terse. “In that time, I’ve been attacked by a giant spider, I’ve stepped into countless sharp objects, I’ve been stung by many things, I’m starving and thirsty, I nearly fell out of a tree that I was sleeping in. I’ve-”

“I get your point,” Matthew said as he raised a hand to cut her off.  

The girl looked up at the sky. “It’s going to get dark soon.” She glanced over her shoulder at the darkness created by the closely growing forest and shuddered. “Shall we head for the settlement you mentioned?”  

It was getting darker much quicker than Matthew had expected it to. The day was not as long as he had expected. 

They set off and walked along the river, heading for the point where the water narrowed. The girl walked in front of him. She held one of Spud’s limbs and talked about something or other. 

Despite himself, Matthew stared at her ass. He couldn’t help it. Her long legs were bare. They led up to her curvy ass which was barely covered by the cloth. She was fucking hot.  

“Hey,” he called, and she turned to look back. “I don’t want to keep thinking of you as girl. What shall I call you?”    

She smiled mischievously, her brown eyes sparkled. “You can call me whatever you like.”  

Yup, he should have seen that coming. She might have been hungry and afraid, but the girl had a mischievous side to her. 

His eyes still on her curvy ass, Matthew began to hope that they reached the settlement soon. Too much alone time with this girl and he knew what he would end up doing.

Her.

Not that doing her was a bad thing. The girl was hot. Tall, curvy, perfectly sized breasts. She was pretty too. Blue eyes, blond hair, tanned skin.  

The way she spoke and the fact that she had actually tried to touch his cock, she clearly wasn’t from New Arkansas. 

The girl would be fun to play around with.  

The only thing holding Matthew back from flirting with the girl was his fractured memory. 

The red-haired girl with the green eyes. Not the one from the plane. The other one, the one he held in his arms… She meant something to him. 

Did he love her? 

He must have loved her, right?  


Chapter 7

As the sun set and darkness covered the land, the forest took on a sudden sinister vibe. Leaves and bushes rustled as the night creatures came out to play or hunt. Large eyes glowed in the dark and some followed them. 

An arrow from the girl’s bow would usually send them running away.  

He couldn’t keep thinking of her as ‘girl’. “I’m going to call you Kate,” Matthew said.  

“Kate?” she mulled the word around in her mouth. “I like it. I’ll be your Kate.”   

Matthew glared at her. Which in the dark, probably wasn’t a very smart thing to do. He wondered how she could be so free and relaxed. He certainly wasn’t. He kept wondering why he was here, why he remembered his name, and the red-haired girl, who was she?  

“We should find a place to spend the night,” Spud said. “Soon, the bigger beasts will come out to hunt.”  

“Bigger beasts?” Matthew asked. “The snake wasn’t big enough?”  

“The snake was big,” Spud said. “But there are much bigger creatures.”  

“Bigger than the snake?” Matthew asked in disbelief. “That snake was huge! It was going to swallow me whole.”  

“What’s this snake you keep talking about?” Kate asked.  

Matthew told her about the snake with the many arms, how tall it was, how it came at him, its mouth open. He didn’t tell her he’d killed the snake with one swing of his sword. Something inside him, a memory from before, it told him to keep his powers and abilities a secret.  

“Matthew killed the snake with a single slice of his sword,” Spud said. “He is also a wizard. He can start a fire with his hands.”  

Matthew glared at the ant and sighed deeply. 

“You can light things on fire?” Kate asked.  

“Just little things,” Matthew said quickly.  

Kate held her hands together in a circle. A glowing ball of white formed within her hands. “I have some powers too,” she said quietly.  

She opened her hands. The glowing ball fell out and hit the ground where it faded away. Matthew thought he saw a tinge of green amongst the white before it disappeared. The tinge of green in the magic was important. But why was it important?    

He didn’t have much time to wonder about that. 

It was Spud who spotted it first. He stopped walking and reached out with his limbs and grabbed both Matthew and Kate. “Look,” he pointed.   

He didn’t have to point where. 

Matthew spotted it easily. Large yellow glowing eyes. At first he thought they were some sort of round glowing insect creatures. And then he noticed the outline of the body. It was like a gorilla, but three times the size. And blue.  

“What… what is that?” Kate whispered.  

“I don’t know its name,” Spud said. “But I’ve seen it in action before. It has immense strength and lots of teeth.”  

Spud took a step back and pushed them both ahead. Kate looked back at the ant, her eyes wide. “Spud, what are you doing?” she hissed.  

“He’s a scavenger,” Matthew explained. “He doesn’t fight. He waits for the fight to finish and eats what's left of the loser.”  

“He does what?” Kate asked, no longer whispering. “I thought he was your friend!?” 

The beast growled. 

And then it leapt at them. 

Matthew’s instincts kicked in. He grabbed Kate and pulled her out of the way, sending her crashing into the bushes. He scrambled behind a tree as the beast charged at him. 

An image suddenly popped into Matthew's head. He was standing in front of a beast that was much larger, blades of green fire extending from his arms.    

Matthew knew he could destroy this animal with his bare hands. 

But there it was again, that urgency to hide his powers. Green blades of fire… The colour green. That was important too. Why?  

“What are you doing?” Kate asked as she joined him by the tree trunk. “Are you having a panic attack? You’re muttering and shaking your head.” She slapped him across the face.  

“What the hell?” Matthew yelled.  

“Game face on,” Kate yelled back. “Let’s get out there and destroy that thing.”  

Kate stepped out from behind the tree. Matthew watched her as she nocked arrows and rapidly let loose one after the other

He remembered her aim. It was good. And at the speed she fired, the beast should have been on the ground, arrows stuck to its body.  

But with arrows that had wooden tips, all Kate did was piss the beast off. It roared as it charged at her. 

Matthew moved out from behind the tree. He tried to grab her, to pull her away from the beast’s path. But this time, he wasn’t fast enough.  

The beast’s head crashed into Kate’s chest. She flung back, crashing into a wooden branch, she hit the ground where she remained. 

Matthew didn’t get a chance to check on her. The beast turned its attention to him. 

It would be so easy to destroy the beast, so easy to blast it into smithereens using his power. He could feel that warmth in his chest. All he had to do was tap into it. 

But he couldn’t do that. For whatever reason, he knew it was important to keep a low profile.  

Sighing, he held the sword before him. As the beast came close, he side-stepped, moving out of the way, he slashed at the beast's back. White gooey liquid poured out where his blade cut. It roared in rage, the sound louder, it seemed to vibrate as it bounced off the trees. 

It came for him again. 

The beast’s skill did not match its strength. 

Matthew found he was very good with a sword and very good at dodging.  

He continually moved out of the beast's way, slashing at it when possible. Soon, the beast was covered in white gooey blood, and it was visibly tired. As it came at him once more, the beast swiped its paw at Matthew’s face. He moved his head back, then slashed at the paw with his sword. It dug in deep, hitting the bone. The beast growled weakly. It fell to the ground by Matthew’s feet. He raised the sword over the beast’s head, then decided against killing it.  

He looked up, his eyes fell on Kate, her body still lay on the ground where it had crashed. Matthew jumped over the beast and rushed to her side. Putting the sword down, he felt for her pulse. 

She was still breathing. 

He felt her body for broken bones. His hands traced down her back, down her chest and over those firm breasts, he felt her long smooth legs, her waist.  

“What are you doing?” 

Her eyes barely open, Kate watched him, a smirk on her face.  

“You’re okay,” Matthew breathed a sigh of relief.  

With some difficulty, Kate sat up. “What happened to the beast?”  

“It’s dead,” Spud said.  

“It’s not dead,” Matthew said. “I didn’t kill it.”  

Kate looked beyond him. “Oh, it's dead alright. Your friend Spud is eating him.”  

Matthew looked back to see Spud down on all sixes, his pincers cutting away at the now very dead beast. “Son of a bitch…” he muttered.  

Matthew helped Kate to her feet, and with an arm slung over his shoulder, they continued down the river. Spud joined them, but not before he had cut out a large slab of meat from the beast and slung it over his shoulder.  

They walked for an hour. Kate was putting on a brave face but she was hurt quite badly. Her bare back was exposed. Matthew could see the nasty purple bruises. It was Spud who suggested they stop and find a place to spend the night. 

Apparently, there was a cave not far from where they were. 

Spud led the way as they left the riverbank and headed into the forest. There was no path. Carrying Kate through the bushes, rocks and trees wasn’t easy. It helped that she smelt so good. How could she smell good? They had been dropped into a hot and humid forest and they had been walking all day.  

They made it to the cave. Matthew carried her inside and put her down onto the ground gently. He left her there and went out to collect wood. Stumbling about in the dark, Matthew was tempted to use some of his magic. That trick Kate did with the glowing ball, he could do that quite easily and create himself some light.  

But it was there again. The urge to resist using his power. It didn’t make any sense. He was dropped into a forest where people actually died. Kate had almost died earlier. Why shouldn’t he use his magic?  

But still, he resisted.  

It took him a while, but he collected enough wood to last the night. He started a fire and sat beside Kate while Spud cooked the meat for them. Once ready, he passed some over to them.  

Matthew was less hesitant this time. If he could eat a mutated snake, he could eat anything. 

Matthew chewed on the meat. It was burnt on the outside and raw on the inside. It had a gamey taste, mixed with a slight sourness. He kept on chewing. He was hungry. Kate rested her head on his shoulder. She sat on her bottom, her long legs brushed up against his.  

Matthew suddenly became conscious of how naked he was. The fire kept the cave bright, and his cock was slant to the left, the tip touched her thigh.  

“You saved my life,” Kate said.  

“You would have done the same,” Matthew said.  

Kate nodded. “Yeah, you’re cute enough to save.” She placed her hand on his leg, inches away from his cock. “What do you think the world outside of the forest is like?”  

“I don’t know,” Matthew said softly. “My brain’s all muddled up. I was thrown off a plane, so I know they use planes to move from one place to another. What else do they use to move around? I know they use other things, but I have no idea what those things are… and New Arkansas… The men and women don’t have sex. But… What else do we know about them? And why don’t I know anything about any other societies?”  

“The New Arkansas thing has been bothering me too,” Kate said softly. “It’s like we both have the same memories. We both know of that place, but nothing else. I keep thinking that it has to be important. There’s a reason we know about New Arkansas. But for the life of me, I can’t think what that is.”  

Matthew nodded in agreement. It really didn’t make any sense. Their conversation lapsed. They sat silently, watching the fire. A while passed before Kate’s hand moved up his leg, coming to rest on his cock. Matthew resisted the instinct to push her hand away.  

She was a pretty girl and it felt nice having her touch his cock. He’d had a tough day, and her touch felt so good, so relaxing. It was a distraction too from whatever horrors awaited them tomorrow. 

Matthew was pretty sure there were horrors about. Whatever distance they had walked down the river, they would have to walk back up the river once they crossed. 

Spud knew the water narrowed downriver, but how far they had to walk before that happened, he had no idea. The ant was not that bright. Matthew wondered how he had survived so long in this forest. 

Amid the chaos, Matthew hadn’t really stopped to marvel at the talking ant. 

He knew ants shouldn’t be able to talk. Spud must have been an experiment. 

Had the world advanced so much that they could create talking animals? If so, the question was, how long had he been unconscious for? Had it been years? Decades? Centuries? 

It was as if his memories were there, hidden beyond a layer of something. If he could just make the smallest of tears in the layer, that would be enough for his memories to come flooding back. 

Trying to breach the layer gave him a headache.

So he was actually glad when Kate began to rub the tip of his cock. He could do with the distraction. He pushed everything out of his mind, including the red-haired girl he thought he remembered. His eyes turned on Kate’s long legs and he placed a hand on her lap.  

His cock hardened as she continued to rub it. Matthew hiked her short white skirt up and reached for her cunt. It was warm and wet, and his finger slid in easily. With his other hand, he pulled down the little cloth she had wrapped around her chest, exposing her breasts.  

Kate had perfectly sized firm breasts, and large nipples. Lowering his head, he took her left breast in his mouth, sucking on it as his two fingers rested in her cunt, his thumb rubbed her clitoris. She began to moan in pleasure, and her hips pushed against his hand.  

Matthew chuckled inside. The girl was one horny bitch. She was literally humping his hand. Her moans grew louder, and he knew she was about to come. And then something strange happened. He pulled away from her and sat back.  

“What’s wrong?” Kate asked, confusion in her eyes. “Don’t you want to fuck me?”  

Matthew did want to fuck her. But he also wanted to slap her cunt, slap her face, her breasts, her ass. He wanted to tie her down so that her legs were spread open and her ass and cunt were accessible. 

He wanted to mount her, drive his cock in and out of her hard while he pulled on her breasts. He wanted to fuck her so roughly, she moaned in pain and pleasure, so hard, her cunt ached for days after. He wanted her on her knees, her head down, her hands pulling aside her ass cheeks, he wanted to fuck her anus. He wanted to- 

“Matthew?” Kate laughed nervously. “You’re frightening me a little… Say something, please.” 

“I uh… I just remembered something.”  

Kate’s eyes widened. “Something about your past?”  

“It isn’t anything very useful…”  

Kate leaned closer to him, excitedly. “But it's something!” 

Her face so close to his, Matthew looked into her beautiful blue eyes. She was so pretty.  

“What did you remember?” she asked.  

He noticed her lips. Her red lips, so red it was as if she wore lipstick. Lipstick. That was something from the world, wasn’t it? Matthew grabbed her by the hair and pulled her in for a kiss. She had soft lips. He kissed her hard, even bit her tongue.  

Kate pulled back, and he worried he might have gone too far. But her eyes sparkled. “You like it rough?”  

Matthew nodded. “That’s what I realised. I like to be in charge.”  

“I can work with that,” Kate said.  

She reached for his hard cock. She rubbed the tip, then bent down and took it in her warm wet mouth. It felt so good, and the view, her ass up in the air. Matthew grabbed her butt cheeks and squeezed them, at the same time, driving his cock down her throat.  

Matthew let go of her ass cheeks and reached under her, feeling her wet cunt, he wiped her juices on her body, on her breasts, her face. And then, grabbing her by the hair, he stood up, his cock still in her mouth, Kate now on her knees. Placing both hands around her head, he began to fuck her mouth hard, driving his cock down her throat.  

He pulled her head back and looked down. Her face was a bit of a mess. Tears were running down her cheeks, and saliva mixed with his cum was dripping down her chin. She still did look pretty. And from where he stood, he got a perfect view of her breasts.  

“Hey,” he smiled. She looked up at him, still gasping for breath. “You okay?”  

Having caught her breath, she nodded. “I thought you were a shy innocent guy,” she laughed. “How wrong was I?”  

Very wrong was the answer. “Can you take more?”  

“What did you have in mind?”  

Matthew leaned forward and stared down at Kate’s ass. She had a perfectly round derriere. It would be a shame to not fuck it. And at the same time, her cunt was so warm and wet. Kate’s mouth opened in surprise as he grabbed her by the hair and roughly pulled her up and on her feet. Before she could say anything, he slapped her across the face. He let go of her hair and with both hands, grabbed each of her large nipples and pulled her in close.  

He squeezed her nipples hard, and when she opened her mouth to cry out in pain, he locked her in a rough and passionate kiss. He continued to kiss her, driving his tongue in her mouth, he let go of her nipples and reaching behind, he grabbed her ass cheeks and slammed his hip against hers.   

Kate grabbed his cock and rubbed the tip against her cunt. Placing a hand under each leg, Matthew lifted her up off the ground and drove his cock inside her warm and wet cunt. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her arms around his back, her breasts pushed against his chest. Matthew gently lowered her flat on her back onto the hard ground and pushed her legs back against her chest.  

And that was how he came, her legs stretched back, his cock pounding her cunt. And once he was done, he collapsed on top of her.  

“I did not take you for a dominant,” Kate said.  

Matthew laughed. “I didn’t either.”  

“Yes. I didn’t either,” another voice said.  

They both turned towards the voice. It was Spud. He sat by the mouth of the cave, watching them with his large black ant eyes. Matthew had completely forgotten about him. He didn’t know why. The ant had only just given them both meat to eat.  

“Do you even know what a dominant is?” Kate asked.  

Spud nodded. “A dominant in this context is the sexual partner who takes charge during sex and dominates the other, who is known as the submissive.”  

Matthew blinked. The ant knew what a dominant partner was in the context of sexual relationships between humans. But he didn’t know what an ant was. “You’re really strange, Spud.”    


Chapter 8

Matthew didn’t sleep very well during the night. It was unsurprising really. Sleeping naked on the floor of a cave was not ideal if you wanted a good night’s sleep. There was some good news though. He woke to find Kate sleeping beside him, naked. She had one arm and leg over him, and her cunt rubbed against his waist. Her wet cunt.  

She was a gorgeous girl. Her skin was flawless. Her breast’s not too large, but not small either. Her legs were long, her ass curvy. He reached down and grabbed her butt cheek and squeezed it gently. Kate opened her eyes and looked up at him.  

“Morning,” she smiled. “Want me to suck your cock?”  

Matthew laughed. “Sure, but,” he looked up at Spud, the overgrown ant. “Maybe when he’s not around.”  

Kate sat up and stretched. “Maybe when we have a bed too.” She turned her back towards him. “How does it look?”  

It didn’t look great. The bruising on her back caused by the beast knocking her into a tree looked much worse now than it did last night.  

“That bad?” Kate asked.  

“No,” Matthew said quickly. He touched her back gently. “How does it feel?”  

“Bad, but I feel like I’ve experienced much more pain.” 

Matthew raised an eyebrow. “A memory?”  

Kate shrugged. She stood up and stretched once more, and then noticing him ogling her naked body, she reached for the two pieces of cloth she had used to cover her cunt and breasts.  

Matthew groaned. “But I like you naked.”  

“It’s not practical in a humid jungle like this.” She stared at his large cock. “How have the insects not bothered you?”  

Matthew rubbed a small red dot on his cock. “They have. I think an ant bit me. An actual ant. Not Spud.”  

Spud, who had been sleeping by the mouth of the cave on his back, suddenly jolted up. Now on all six feet, he eyed his surroundings warily, and then stared at Matthew and Kate. It was hard to tell with Spud, because being an ant, he had zero facial expressions, but it seemed like the ant was confused.  

“You think he’s forgotten who we are?” Matthew whispered.  

Kate didn’t reply. But she did slowly reach for her bow and arrow. It was a smart thing to do, and Matthew was beginning to appreciate her thought process. Survive first, ask questions later. 

Sure, that same process had led the girl to almost kill him with an arrow to the eye, but under the circumstances, it had been reasonable. She had woken up naked, tied to a chair, with no memory. She broke from her bonds, battled a gigantic spider amongst other horrors and then stumbled upon a naked man covered in blood, walking with a six-foot ant. 

“Matthew. Kate,” Spud stood up on his two feet. “Nice to see you both still alive.” The ant smiled. And then he reached down and picked up what remained of the beast’s flesh. “Hungry?”  

Matthew was hungry. He hadn’t eaten much since being thrown off a plane. On top of that, he’d had sex last night. But he wasn’t so hungry as to want to eat rotten flesh from an unknown beast that bled white gooey blood.  

They set off from the cave, Spud leading the way, chewing on raw meat. Kate was feeling much better than the night before when Matthew had carried her up to the cave. But she still held Matthew’s arm for support.  

As they walked down towards the river, Matthew's thoughts turned back to the red-haired girl from his memory. He remembered her face clearly.

And suddenly, he remembered her name.  

Maeve. 

He remembered holding her in his arms. He had loved her once, he knew that much. But, oddly, he didn’t feel guilty about what had happened last night with Kate.  

He hadn’t planned to sleep with Kate. But, sometimes things just happened. He had enjoyed last night. Not just because Kate had an awesome figure, or that she could deep throat his cock like a fucking professional. Okay, it might have been mostly those two…  

His memories were far too fragmented to mean anything. They could have been from a long time ago. There was nothing to say Maeve was still his girlfriend, that she was waiting for him. He didn’t even know where she could be waiting for him. New Arkansas?   

They made it to the river. Kate let go of his arm and jumped into the water. Matthew had a mini panic attack. The river was still far too wide and the current too strong to cross. And then he realised Kate wasn’t trying to cross the river. She was simply having a swim.  

“Come on,” she called to him. “Get in here!” 

Matthew couldn’t think of a reason why not to. It was still early morning, but the sky was clear, the sun was visible, and it was hot. And humid. He jumped into the river and swam up to Kate. As soon as he got close enough, she grabbed his cock, her eyes sparkling.  

He kissed her on the lips, then reached down and felt for her cunt. Kate rubbed the tip of his cock with one hand, and with the other, she grabbed his balls.  

“Ever been dominated?” she asked.  

Matthew laughed. “You want to dominate me?”  

Kate nodded. “A guy like you, with magic and pretty fancy sword skills. I haven’t forgotten how you caught that arrow either. That was pretty cool. Dominating you would give me such a rush.”  

“Yeah?” Matthew asked. “What would you like to do to me?”  

“Tie you up. Sit on your face. Spank you.”  

Matthew grinned. “You can sit on my face. That could be fun.” 

He kissed her deeply, his fingers finding her pussy, he rubbed her clitoris before driving his cock inside. It wasn’t a new sensation, having his cock drive inside a pussy, surrounded by water. But it felt good. 

“If you are done putting in the cock in the pussy, there is a bridge,” Spud said. 

Chapter 9

The river curved around the landscape and ahead was its biggest turn. From his position in the water, all Matthew could see ahead were the trees. Trusting Spud had found a bridge, he quickly got out of the water and basically dried off by shaking himself like a dog.

Feeling excited at seeing the first signs of civilisation since his drop, they hurried off after the ant. 

As they followed the curve along the bank, the bridge came in view.  

It was crudely designed. 

A single bamboo forty feet long rested on a rock on either side of the river barely above the water. There was no railing to hold. Nor did it look particularly sturdy. 

Matthew didn’t question how a bamboo tree could be so long. If they could have talking ants, they could have forty feet bamboo trees. 

“Who wants to go first?” Spud asked. 

Matthew looked back at the ant, frowning. Sure, the ant had found the bridge, but other than that, his contribution to their survival had been minimal. He did not expect the ant to volunteer. 

“I’ll go,” Matthew said. 

“You sure?” Katie asked, before adding, “I mean, if you’re sure.” 

“I was going to kiss you before I crossed,” Matthew told her, “But I’m not going to anymore.” 

“Aww,” Katie said, feigning disappointment. “Can I still get some cock when we get to the other side?” 

“I’ll think about it,” Matthew said. 

I mean, he was going to give her his cock. He wasn’t really going to think about it. 

Matthew stepped on the bamboo. He took a few gentle steps forward. Standing with the gushing water beneath him, he paused to look back. 

“This isn’t that hard,” he called out. 

Kate gave him the thumbs up. 

Matthew felt like a circus pro, arms out, balancing perfectly, he walked to the other side with ease. Kate followed next. There was noticeably less fanfare, but she managed to cross with equal ease. 

It was Spud’s turn. 

The ant placed one foot on the bamboo, somehow managed to wobble and then decided it wasn’t for him. “I’m not coming,” Spud shouted across the water. “Walk up the riverbank until you see the white trees. The settlement is directly opposite that deep in the forest.”  

And then, he scuttled off, disappearing into the thick forest. 

“He’s something, isn’t he?” Kate mumbled. 

“He’s a talking fucking ant,” Matthew mentioned. “That’s not normal, is it?” 

“I don’t think so,” Kate said, not sounding confident.  

They set off walking up the river. After a while, Kate took his hand in hers and smiled up at him. They walked in silence for the next few hours until they reached the point where white trees grew close together. 

He pointed them out to Kate. The settlement was directly opposite those trees, but deep in the forest.  

They would have to leave the river and venture in. 

Katie let go of his hand and nocked an arrow in her bow. Matthew gripped his sword tightly, eyes scanning the woods. 

They set off into the forest and the awaiting horrors. 


Chapter 10

They walked for what seemed like an eternity. The forest was humid. The trees grew together closely with little space to manoeuvre. Being naked, many different types of plants and insects attacked his skin. 

As they continued into the forest, Matthew became more concerned about protecting his manhood than he was about remaining vigilant about any monster that could come charging out from dark clusters of jungle. 

Beside him, Katie was exhibiting similar notions of fatigue. Her arrow was back in its quiver, her bow was held loosely in her right hand. 

“How much longer?” she asked. 

“I have no fucking idea,” Matthew said. 

“Are we lost?” 

“I’ve been lost since we were dropped into this fucking forest,” Matthew grumbled. 

Katie frowned at him. And then, her free hand curled into a fist, she tried to punch him in his exposed balls. Matthew caught her hand just in time. 

“What the fuck,” he muttered. 

Katie dropped her bow and tried to punch him in the balls with her other hand. Matthew dropped his sword and grabbed her other hand before she could. 

They faced each other, glared at each other. “What is your problem?” 

“You’re my problem,” Katie said. “I’m hungry, thirsty, sticky and lost.” 

“How is that my fault?” 

“Well, it’s not my fault,” Katie said. 

She tried to break her hands free from his grip. When she found she could not, she tried to headbutt him. 

Naturally, Matthew saw that coming. He moved his head back and out of her reach. 

All that did was infuriate her even more. 

“Let go of me,” she screamed. 

“Gladly,” Matthew said. “If you promise to not try and fucking hit me.” 

“Aww, you want me to promise?” Katie asked, her tone light and mocking. 

Matthew let go of Katie and took a step back, watching her cautiously. “I’m going to go that way,” he pointed to his left. “You can follow me, or you can fuck off.” 

Katie opened her mouth angrily. But then, her eyes moved away from him and stared at something behind him. 

“I’m not falling for that,” he muttered. 

But Katie continued to stare at this thing behind him. 

Matthew sighed. If he turned and she sucker punched him, he was going to tie her to a tree and leave her there, he told himself. 

He turned around to look at whatever it was that had caught Katie’s attention. He saw nothing at first. Until he looked up into the trees. 

“Oh,” Matthew raised a hand and waved. “Hello.” 


Chapter 11

Matthew stared at the woman in the tree. She carried a bow much like the one Katie had. The arrow that was nocked and aimed for him was different. The tip was sharp and metal with jagged bits attached, making sure that once it penetrated flesh, pulling it out was going to be a bitch. 

There was something different about the woman that set them apart from her. 

She was wearing proper clothes. 

At least, compared to Kate. 

The girl wore a short khaki skirt and matching bra that appeared to be made from leather. From her vantage point in the tree, Matthew could see her pussy. 

So, panties weren’t a thing here. 

“Hey,” he waved at her. 

She stared at him, silently. The arrow still pointed at him. And it was pointed at him, he noticed. And not at Kate. 

From behind a tree trunk, another woman stepped out. She was dressed similarly. Khaki skirt and leather bra. But she carried a sword in her hand similar to the one that lay by Matthew’s feet. 

It was by his feet and not in his hand thanks to his bickering with Kate. 

“You are newcomers,” the woman said. 

“Yes,” Matthew confirmed, feeling relieved the woman spoke English. I mean, what were the chances all the kidnapped people being dropped into this weird place would all speak English? Slim, right? “I’m Matthew,” he introduced himself. “And this is Kate.” 

“Odd that you have names,” the woman said. 

Her skirt was kept in place by a belt. The woman removed the belt. As a result, her skirt fell to the floor by her feet. 

Yup, she was not wearing panties either. 

Matthew was tired. Hungry. Sticky. His skin had a fuck ton of rashes of various kinds. Kate was being a bit of a bitch. This place made no fucking sense. And now, the girl with the sword just took off her skirt.   

“Why’d you do that?” he asked. 

The woman threw the belt at him. “Use it to tie him up,” she said to Kate. “Hands behind his back.” 

Kate looked up at Matthew, an eyebrow raised. He was impressed she could do that. She continued to look up at him questioningly. 

“Are you from the settlement?” Matthew asked. 

The woman nodded. “We will not harm you,” she said. 

Matthew looked at the belt by his feet. It was made of sturdy stuff. But he could probably break free if he really wanted to. And he needed to get to the settlement. He absolutely did not want to spend another night out here in the fucking wild. 

“It’s fine,” he told Kate. “Tie my wrists,” he said, as he placed his hands behind his back. 

Kate did as she was told. She picked up the belt and fastened it around his wrists, doing a few loops to make sure it was firm. 

The woman with the bow and arrow sitting in the tree jumped down expertly, landing on her feet steadily. She was followed by another woman to his left, who also jumped down from a tree. Matthew hadn’t even noticed that woman being there. 

There were three of them. One with a sword, two with bows and arrows. With his hands fastened behind his back, they led him through the forest towards the settlement. 


Chapter 12

Matthew was a little conscious of the fact that he was the only one fully naked as he walked through the dense jungle. The climate was tropical. Being naked didn’t feel bad. Except for all the fucking insect bites. 

But he was the only one naked. And he was being led to a settlement with his hands tied behind his back. 

He wondered if he’d made a mistake. Should he have grabbed his sword and fought them off? Could he have fought them off? Three against one? Something told him those weren’t bad odds. 

Still, it was too late now. 

The girl who had pulled off her belt walked in front of him, leading the way, her naked ass cheeks seemed to wiggle every now and then. Kate walked beside him holding her hand on the belt that was fastened around his wrists. 

The two other women walked behind them. 

“I’m a prisoner, aren’t I?” Matthew said to Kate. 

She nodded without hesitation. 

“They’re all women,” Matthew continued. 

“Seriously? I hadn’t noticed,” came Kate’s response. 

“And they only wanted me restrained,” Matthew continued, ignoring Kate’s sarcasm. “What do you think that means?” 

Kate shrugged. “I just hope they have food.” 

Matthew sighed. He didn’t know Kate very well, but he was beginning to think the girl had a short attention span and was probably easily distracted. Right now, Kate was ogling the girl in front, staring at her bare ass. 

Jesus, Matthew thought. Of all the people to find after being thrown out of a plane in a tropical forest, he found Kate who was quite possibly the horniest woman ever. 

“Oi,” he snapped at her. “Do you think they’re manhaters?” 

“What?” Kate asked, frowning. “Why would you say that?” 

“Because of the facts!” Matthew hissed. “We’re both strangers, yet I’m the only one that’s got his hands tied behind his back. Why are you free? Because you’re a woman?” 

“That’s sexist,” came Kate’s response. 

“It really fucking isn’t!” 

They didn’t get to continue their conversation, thankfully, as Kate was really beginning to piss him off. From behind, one of the girls threw an arrow at him. The nock struck him on the head. Matthew turned to look back. 

“You stay quiet!” the girl snapped at him. 

Matthew turned to look at Kate and mouth the word Manhaters. 

He should have picked up his sword and fought these fucking cunts. But it was too late now. They soon joined a path. Matthew was glad to leave behind the dense undergrowth. Walking barefoot in a tropical jungle was not a pleasant experience. The ground was muddy and covered in rotting branches. 

The path was made of stones that were now covered in various types of weeds and vines, none of which Matthew recognised. The path led both left and right. The woman in front turned right. As they walked, the trees on either side of the path began to thin and Matthew could see beyond them. 

There were fields dotted around, some small and barely an acre, others much larger. 

There were people working in the fields. 

No. 

Men. 

There were men working in the fields. 

They were all naked save for the chains. Some had them around their necks. Others had them around their hands and feet, making it difficult to move. Still, the men toiled away. 

“You might be right,” Kate whispered in his ear. “I think they might be manhaters.” 

It was definitely too late to make a run for it, even though Matthew wasn’t sure where he would be able to run to. This was the only settlement he had seen. 

The road widened as they came to the settlement. In front of him, the trees had been completely cleared for a few hundred feet. The walls of the settlement were made of a grey stone and rose twenty feet up. In front of the walls sticking out from the ground were large pikes, the tips sharpened. To the left of the settlement, or what seemed more like a fortress was a watchtower that rose another twenty feet above the wall. 

Women stood on top of the wall, most held bows in hand with quivers slung on their backs full of arrows. There were two women in the watchtower. One held a telescope in hand and the other manned what looked like a ballista. 

“Fuck sake,” Matthew muttered as the gates opened. He had a feeling his day was only going to get worse. 


Chapter 13

It wasn’t a settlement. 

It was a fortress. 

And it was enormous. 

Walking in through the front gates, the first thing Matthew saw were the women training. Both to his left and right were women practicing their skills with swords, battling each other. Others fired arrows at targets. Some practiced magic, creating small fireballs and throwing them at targets. All the while they were watched carefully by other women that wore white dresses that were essentially mini skirts but with two straps of cloth that went up from the waist, covered each breast and went over the shoulder. Like suspenders. 

There were at least a hundred women training. 

Beyond the training arena were the houses. And there were many houses of various sizes. Some made of stone, some wood, some of clay. As they went further in, the road had many paths shooting off it going left and right.  

Matthew began to see men. 

Some moved with purpose, their heads down. Others did menial tasks, sweeping the ground, or fixing damaged parts of the houses. He spotted some working together to build a new house. Matthew spotted one man pulling what was essentially a small carriage with a woman sitting inside. 

All the men were naked, and all of them had metal collars around their necks. 

With every step, Matthew was hating this more and more. When the girl had asked Kate to fasten his hands behind his back, that should have been warning enough for him. He should have realised then that something wasn’t right. 

He could have fought the three off and tried his luck out in the wilderness. It was definitely better than whatever hell awaited him here, surely? 

He wondered if he should make a run for it now, but decided against it. He was too deep in and he didn’t have his sword with him. It was still in the forest where he had dropped it when Kate had tried to punch him in the balls. 

Kate had behaved oddly back then, suddenly losing her temper and trying to attack him. Looking around him at the men being treated pretty badly by the women, he wondered if there was something in the air that made them all proper bitches. 

Matthew was led to what could only be described as the local prison. It was a small building made of stone. It held a number of cells inside, all made with iron rods. Walking through the front door, he passed a woman sitting at a desk, her sword resting on the table as she leaned back in her chair. She seemed to be staring at nothing. 

So that’s what people did before there were mobile phones. They sat and stared at nothing? 

Mobile phones. He remembered what they were. Little devices that connected you to… what did they connect you to? 

Matthew didn’t get to finish pondering what mobile phones were connected to. He was led to the cells and roughly pushed into one by one of the girls. 

As he turned, they locked the door. 

“What am I supposed to do?” Matthew asked. 

“Stay quiet. All will be explained and you will be given a choice,” one of the girls said. 

“A choice to get the fuck out of this place?” Matthew asked. 

“Yes. You will be given a choice to stay or leave,” she said with a smile. “But no man ever leaves,” she laughed. 


Chapter 14

Matthew lost track of how long he sat in that cell waiting for something to happen, for someone to come and give him a choice to leave. 

Being left alone with nothing to do but sit on the rough floor on his bare ass, his mind began to wonder. What the fuck was going on? Giant talking ants and monsters? A fortress in the middle of a jungle run by women who seemed to treat the men like slaves? 

Matthew had already determined this wasn’t a dream by pinching himself hard. He would have been tempted to check again had there not been plenty of signs that this was fucking real. 

For starters, walking barefoot along the jungle was painful enough. Then there were all the insect bites and the monster he had battled and not to forget the sex he’d had with Katie. 

He’d experienced too many vivid feelings over the last day or so for this to be a dream.

Which could only mean one thing. 

He had been kidnapped from Earth by aliens and thrown into a weird planet for… Matthew couldn't understand that part. It made no sense to him. Why the hell was he here? Why were any of them here? 

And, this couldn’t be earth, could it? 

As time passed, Matthew’s annoyance grew. He was hungry and thirsty. The cell was hot and humid. 

“Hey,” he called to the woman sitting by the front. “Can I get some water?” 

She looked back at him, annoyed. Then, without responding, she turned to look ahead and stare into nothing. 

“What a cunt,” Matthew muttered. 

The woman turned again to look at him, this time her face full of rage. “What did you say?” she asked. 

“I asked for water,” Matthew replied, frowning. 

The woman climbed to her feet and grabbed the sword in one hand and a keychain with keys in the other. “Did you call me a cunt?” she asked as she walked towards him. 

“I did,” Matthew admitted, his eyes on her sword. Part of him thought he might get into trouble for using that word. He was a male in a female dominated society. What he didn’t expect was for the girl to respond by grabbing her sword. That seemed a bit of an overreaction. “Are you going to kill me?” he asked. “Because, I’d rather you didn’t.”  

“Do you think this is funny?” the woman asked as she stood in front of the door that led into his cell. 

Funny? No. This whole thing was ridiculous, definitely. 

“I asked a question,” the woman snarled and without waiting for a response, she unlocked his door and charged at him, sword raised. 


Chapter 15

With his hands tied behind his back, Matthew was at a disadvantage. Lucky for him, the women charging at him either had little skill, or her rage had overcome any training she might have had. 

As she came at him with her sword, Matthew sidestepped and then moving behind her, he kicked her in the butt, sending her crashing into the metal rods that formed the cell’s wall. 

Deciding now was a good time as any to make his escape, he easily pulled his hands free from the belt that was fastened around his wrists. The woman turned to face him, a mixture of shock and unbridled rage across her pretty face, she came at him again. 

He danced around her as she swung the sword wildly, and then, seeing his opportunity, he moved in and grabbed her by the wrist and pulled the sword from her hand. Stepping back, he spanked her butt with the flat side. 

“You can’t do that,” the woman said as she massaged her bottom, her eyes still wide with shock. “I’m better than you! You’re just a man.” 

Matthew didn’t know what to make of that. Deciding all the women here were batshit crazy, he looked for the keychain she held when she walked in. Spotting it lying on the floor by the door, Matthew picked it up and closed the door, locking the woman in the cell. 

“You can’t do this!” the woman screamed. “You’re just a man! You can’t do this to me!” 

“I mean… you can keep telling me that I can’t do this because I’m a man. But clearly I'm doing it, right? So, why don’t you just, I don’t know? Shut the fuck up?” 

“I… I don’t understand,” the woman said. 

Matthew didn’t have time to explain to her. He’d say she was suffering brain rot, but there did not appear to be any online content for her to consume. 

Brain rot? Online content to consume? What did that mean? 

Shaking his head to rid his pondering and focus on the important things, he turned and dashed towards the door that led out of the prison building. 

He made it to the front door when he was stopped quite literally. 

It was like someone had pressed pause on him. He couldn’t move at all. Not his foot, not his hand, not even his fingers. 

The only thing he seemed to be able to move were his eyes. 

Though he did not need to move them much to see what was going on. 

Standing in front of the prison block was a single woman. The first thing Matthew noticed about her was how gorgeous she was. 

Seriously, this woman was absolutely gorgeous. Kate was hot, but standing next to this woman, Kate was still hot, but not as hot… 

This woman was tall. She had amazing legs and large breasts but an incredibly slim figure with perfectly curvy hips. Her blonde hair was thick and luscious and seemed to bounce naturally, even as she stood still. Her face was perfectly symmetrical and her blue eyes seemed to see into his soul. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked, her tone light and playful. 

It turned out Matthew could also move his lips and tongue. “Nowhere, it seems,” he muttered. “Are you uh… responsible for me being frozen like this?” he asked as he noticed her hand held before her, the palm open and pointed at him. 

“Yes. I have magical abilities,” she said, her eyes sparkling. 

“That must be nice,” Matthew said. 

“It is nice,” the woman agreed. “It means I get to do things like this.” 

She pushed her hand forward. 

Matthew felt something coming towards him. What it was, he couldn’t tell. It wasn’t visible. But he could feel it. Like a strong gust of wind. 

Except, this was so much stronger than any wind he had experienced. 

His feet lifted off the ground as he was flung backwards. His body was free again. His arms flailed uselessly as he tried to grab hold of something as his body hurtled towards the cells. But there was nothing to hold onto. 

Matthew crashed into the metal bars that formed the cells headfirst. As he hit the ground, a darkness enveloped him. 


Chapter 16

The last thing Matthew remembered before darkness took over him was the woman he had locked in the cell standing over him sporting what could only be described as Satan’s smile, the sword back in her hand. 

And now, he was in a room sitting on a chair. 

Tied down to the chair. 

That part was familiar.

It was a sturdy chair. The rope that had been used to fasten him to it was thick. And a bit excessive. His arms were tied to the armrest, his legs were tied to the chair legs. There was rope around his chest that went around the backrest. 

Getting out of here was going to be slightly more challenging than escaping from the prison. 

Matthew tried to stand on his tiptoes and run at the wall, the idea being that he could smash the chair and break free. 

The chair did not move at all. 

He glanced down to see if it was screwed into the floor. 

“Fucking hell,” he muttered. 

The chair wasn’t screwed into the floor because it was part of the floor. Looking around, he noticed that the entire room looked like it had been carved inside the trunk of a massive tree. 

“Fuck me,” Matthew muttered. 

The legs on the bed disappeared into the floor as if they were part of it. The wooden flooring was not made of planks. It was a single piece of wood that was smooth. The corners curved up to form the walls which again were smooth without any creases of lines to show they had been put together. 

Matthew glanced out of the window to his left. He was right. This room was nestled inside the trunk of a tree. He could see another tree out the window that had a door and window cut into it. 

Matthew was about to have a more serious go at breaking free from his bounds when the door opened. 

It was that woman. 

The one with the magical powers. 

“Oh, you’re awake,” she said, smiling. “How's your head?” 

His head? 

It was at that point did Matthew remember that he had smashed his head against the metal bars that formed the cell walls so hard, it had knocked him unconscious. He should have woken up with a banging headache. 

Why didn’t he have one? 

“It hurts a lot,” Matthew said, deciding it was probably wise to lie to his captives. “What the hell is going on here?” 

“In this room right now?” the woman asked. “Or on this planet in general?”

“This planet,” Matthew said. “Wait… we’re not on Earth?” 

“We absolutely are not,” the woman laughed. She sat down on the bed. “What we’re doing here is a mystery that we’ve decided to roll with.” 

The woman, who introduced herself as Sarah, told Matthew what they knew about the planet. There was a massive jungle that stretched for hundreds of miles. 

“That’s it?” Matthew asked, expecting a bit more. 

“It’s full of weird monsters?” she added with a shrug. 

“What are you training for?” he asked. “You’ve got women on the walls and those massive spikes coming out of the ground. What are you afraid of?” 

“We’re not afraid of anything,” Sarah said. “We’re staying prepared. That’s how you survive in this place.” 

“But what is this place?” Matthew asked through gritted teeth. 

Sarah was more forthcoming this time. She didn’t know what this place was exactly, but every so often, a helicopter would appear in the sky and a new person would be dropped. Sometimes it would be a man, other times it would be a woman. Overall on balance, there appeared to be more women than men. 

This all sounded believable. It was identical to what had happened to Matthew, except he had been thrown from the back of an airplane. Not a helicopter. 

She didn’t know how long ago their settlement was founded, but she did know that it had been there for hundreds of years, though initially it was much smaller. As more and more people dropped from the sky and their numbers grew, so did the size of the settlement. 

Initially, men and women were equal in the settlement. But that changed over the years. Bit by bit, the women took over, reducing men’s rights until they came to what they have now. Women rule and men are literally slaves. 

It was a lot to take in for Matthew. But his first question wasn’t about the absurdity of their society. 

“How long have you been here?” he asked Sarah. 

Sarah shrugged. “Many years. Time moves differently here or… I don’t think we age.” 

That was another thing that Matthew made a mental note to come back to. There was too much information for him to process, but he needed to stay focused on the important bits. 

Actually, that was a pretty important thing that required immediate questioning. 

Matthew shook his head and blinked. “We don’t age?” 

“I’ve been here for many years now and it doesn’t seem like we do. Everyone looks the same.” 

“Because you’re all aging together?” Matthew asked. 

Sarah rolled her eyes. “How old do you think I am?” 

“Early twenties?” Matthew asked, wondering if it were a bad thing to guess a woman’s age. If he got it wrong and guessed she was older than she really was, would she get mad? Well, madder than the already mad women that resided here. 

“Exactly,” Sarah said. “I was in my early twenties when I got here.” 

Matthew decided to move on from that for now, though he would have to come back to it at some point. If everyone here was immortal… did that mean the men would be slaves for all of eternity? 

“Where does the airplane-” he stopped. She had said helicopter. “Where does the helicopter come from? The one that dropped us all?” 

“It appears out of nowhere. One second the sky is clear and there are no sounds, the next moment, there’s a helicopter.” 

“It magically appears out of nowhere?” Matthew asked. 

“That seems to be the prevailing view.” 

“Aren’t you curious? Don’t you want to get back to wherever we came from?” 

“Everyone goes through that phase in the beginning where we want to get back to wherever we came from. But there is nothing out there. So we give up and settle down to life here.” 

Matthew could see how the women might decide to give up looking for a way home after a while. Life was pretty good for them. They were in charge and they ruled with an iron fist, it seemed. 

The men on the other hand, did not seem to have it that good.

“Why do the men let you treat them like that?” Matthew asked. 

“They don’t let us,” Sarah laughed. “They have no choice but to obey. We’re much stronger.” 

Matthew’s eyes narrowed in doubt. 

“There are more women than men,” Sarah continued, noticing the doubt in his eyes. “And we have powers. If they try to revolt, I could flatten half of them without breaking a sweat.” 

“The men don’t have powers?” Matthew asked. 

“Thank god,” Sarah laughed. “Could you imagine if they did?” 

Matthew was aware of the powers he had. Apparently he was the only one. He suddenly felt fear. He needed to keep that quiet. If Sarah found out he had powers, she could see it as a threat. 

She would definitely see it as a threat. Would they try to kill him? 

“What happens now?” Matthew asked. 

“Well, I get to taste all the men first,” Sarah said, as she stood up. “And if I like them, I keep them.” 

“And if you don’t like them?” 

“We hold a slave auction for every new man. You’ll be bought by the highest bidder.” 


Chapter 17

Sarah removed his bounds and stripping naked, she led him onto the bed. Despite being surrounded by apparently completely fucking crazy bitches, Matthew was still a man.

When a woman as attractive as Sarah stripped naked and wanted sex, he was going to fuck her. Matthew wanted to grab hold of her and throw her on the bed before climbing on top of her and driving his cock in her cunt.

But Sarah wanted to go slowly. She wanted him to worship her body and lick her everywhere.

Matthew didn’t mind a bit of foreplay. It wouldn’t be hard to worship such a body. He stared with her legs and kissing and sucking, he worked his way up to her pussy. She tasted sweet and her scent was intoxicating. Matthew could have stayed there longer, but she pulled him up by his hair and kissed him on the lips.

His cock slid into her wet cunt. Sarah wrapped her legs around him as he thrust in and out of her pussy. As her moans grew, Matthew moved his hand down and felt for her rosebud. Finding it, he pressed against it, pushing his thumb inside her ass as he fucked her cunt.

Sarah cried out as she orgasmed. Matthew shot his load inside her. He turned to lie on his back, his hand on her chest, he held her breast, his thumb played with her nipple. 

“I think I’ll keep you,” Sarah said, as she lay next to him. 

“Great,” Matthew muttered. “Does that mean I don’t have to wear a slave collar and walk around naked doing menial tasks?” 

“Sorry babe,” Sarah said. “You do have to do that.” 

“So, no benefits for being owned by the most powerful woman here?” 

Sarah turned on her side to look at him. “What makes you think I’m the most powerful woman here?” 

Because she was able to keep him frozen to the spot with apparent ease. Because she got to taste all the men before they went for auction. Because she decided that she was going to keep him without putting him up for auction. 

Because she lived in a house carved in a fucking tree. There couldn’t be too many trees big enough to house an actual house within their trunk. This was definitely for the privileged. 

There was also the fact that men were a scarcity here. At least in comparison to the number of women. If Sarah could simply stop him from going to auction and decide to keep him, she must be pretty powerful. 

But Matthew didn’t say any of that. “Are you the most powerful woman here?” 

“There is one other,” Sarah said, frowning. “She’s a bit of a bitch.” 

Matthew wondered what you had to do to be a bit of a bitch in a place like this. I mean, weren’t all the women here sort of awful humans? 

“Should I be worried about this other woman?” Matthew asked. 

“Maybe,” Sarah said. “The problem with you is that you're a little too perfect.” 

“Okay…” Matthew said hesitantly. 

“You’ve got a nice face, good height and a big cock. Lucy will definitely want a piece of you.” 

Matthew wasn’t too worried about Lucy wanting a piece of him. Or of Sarah wanting to keep him. He was going to escape the first chance he got. Sure, out there in the jungle, there were literally monsters. But there was no fucking way he was going to be someone’s slave. 

Even if that someone was an insanely hot Sarah. 

“Let’s get some food,” Sarah said. “You must be famished.” 

Matthew was starving. He could eat a horse. He climbed out of bed and watched Sarah slip into a thin dress that came down to her knees. “Do I get to wear anything?” Matthew asked though he wasn’t hopeful. All the men he had seen so far had been naked. 

“Sorry, babe,” Sarah said with a sympathetic smile. “Men aren’t allowed clothes. If it helps though, you look incredible.” 

It did not help. 


Chapter 18

Matthew followed Sarah out of the treehouse and down a set of steps that had been fitting to the side of the trunk. Once on the ground, Sarah held him by the cock and led him down the path and past the other treehouses. 

There were only four trees big enough to have rooms carved inside them. The trees were still alive and rose fifty feet high. The branches spread out to provide shade against the searing sunlight. 

The path was well kept in this area. Flowers were planted on either side and beyond it, the grass was kept neat and tidy, as if it had been mowed. 

Matthew spotted a man on his knees, a sickle in hand as he cut the grass. 

Further down, the path led to what could only be described as a restaurant. Stone steps led onto the large veranda. There were four tables with chairs. Beyond the veranda, inside the restaurant was the main dining area and a bar. 

“How the fuck,” Matthew muttered. “It’s like a resort.” 

“I know, right,” Sarah grinned. “When I first got here, I did spend a lot of time trying to get back. I thought I must have loved ones waiting for me. I wanted to know my name. I wanted to know why my powers were so strong. But after a year or two, I stopped caring. I live like a queen here. It couldn’t get better than that, could it?” 

“Not for you, maybe,” Matthew said. “Pretty sure the men probably want to get the fuck out of here.” 

“Some probably do. But I think most are happy here.” 

Matthew snorted. “What makes you think that?”

“Men crave the simple life,” Sarah said. “Here, they work hard, they eat food, and when their owner desires, they have sex. And trust me, their owners desire a lot of sex. There isn’t much else to do here but have sex,” Sarah added, a sparkle in her eye. 

She walked onto the veranda and pulled out a chair. “You’re going to have to sit on the floor,” she said. 

“What now?” 

“Men aren’t allowed to sit at the table with women,” Sarah said. “Also, I’m like the nicest woman here. You really do need to adjust your attitude. Otherwise you might get hurt.” 

Matthew wasn’t an idiot. He knew good advice when he heard it. He could play the game until he found an opportunity to escape. “I thought you could protect me,” he said mischievously. 

“From most, I can,” Sarah said. “But Lucy is a bitch.” 

And then, Matthew saw Lucy. 

Even though he had never met her before, the woman walking down the path was obviously Lucy. 

She was even taller than Sarah and almost as tall as Matthew. But it wasn’t the height that made it obvious she was Lucy. Nor was it the way she marched down the path, as if she owned the place that gave her away. 

It was her power. 

Matthew could feel it radiating from her pores. 

It seemed he wasn’t the only one who could feel Lucy’s power. 

Sarah turned around and spotting her, she groaned. “That’s Lucy.” 

“You have got to stop taking the new slaves!” Lucy said as she stomped her feet, her hand curled by her side into fists.

She reminded Matthew of an angry child. 

“He’s mine,” Sarah said, apparently not intimidated by the power radiating from Lucy. 

Lucy looked Matthew up and down, then turned to Sarah and said, “Like hell he is.” 

“Let me have him,” Sarah said. “You can take the next one.” 

“We can’t keep taking them all. We have to auction some of them.” 

“But not this one,” Sarah said. “Look at him.” She grabbed his cock as if to prove her point. 

Matthew wasn’t sure how he should feel about being objectified. On the one hand, Sarah and Lucy were both incredibly hot. On the other hand, he wasn’t a massive fan of either. Though he knew Lucy less than he did Sarah, he was inclined to believe the latter when she said the former was a bitch. 

The two girls bickered for some more time as Matthew glanced around and took in his surroundings. This area was different from the front of the settlement. It was greener and much calmer. There were loads of trees about and nicely kept gardens. 

It seemed a world away from the front entrance of the settlement where the women trained and kicked dust and dirt up in the air. 

This place was beautiful. It would have been peaceful too if the girls would stop bickering. 

Matthew imagined if he walked past the trees, it would not be long before he came to the wall that surrounded the settlement. 

He recalled it being a high wall with nothing obvious to hold onto. Climbing over it would be a challenge. His best bet was to either find a tree that grew very close to the wall or borrow a ladder. The longer play would be to wait until he was sent out to the fields to work and make a run for it.

Which made him wonder why some of the other men hadn’t already run away. Why did they work the fields and come back to the fortress? 

Sure, some had chains around their ankles and running away might have taken some time, but from what he remembered, they did not appear to be under guard. 

And then Matthew remembered how he had been caught. The girls were hiding in the trees. 

And then he remembered the monsters out there. 

If he ran away with chains around his feet and no weapon, he would struggle against the monsters out there. 

“Fuck…” Matthew sighed. 

Both Sarah and Lucy turned to look at him. 

“What did it just say?” Lucy asked. 

It? 

Matthew frowned. He almost told the woman to fuck off when he caught Sarah glaring a warning at him. He bit back his annoyance and said nothing. 

“You already have four. You’re not allowed anymore for now. He’s going up for auction tonight. That is final,” Lucy said. 

“Fine,” Sarah said, sounding very much like a child being forced to eat her vegetables. 

Deciding she had done what needed doing, Lucy marched off, heading down the path towards the centre of the settlement, she disappeared from sight as the road curved around the trees. 

“So… how do you auction off a human?” 

“We tie you to a pole. Every woman gets a look and feel and then decides how much they are willing to pay for you.” 


Chapter 19

That evening, Matthew was led towards the centre of the settlement and what was a small stadium where tournaments were held. 

And where slaves were sold, apparently. 

In the centre of the stadium was a stage and a podium. In the centre of the stage was a gallows. 

Matthew had spent what time he had after lunch looking for a way out. 

Unfortunately for him, Sarah wanted to spend every last minute she had with him before he was sold. 

Now, as she led him onto the stage and towards a fucking gallows, Matthew wondered if he had missed his chance to escape. All around him, women were seated, waiting patiently, all eyes on him. Amongst the crowd, he spotted Kate. Their eyes met and she gave him a sympathetic smile. 

“Am I being hung?” Matthew asked, pointing at the gallows. 

“Oh, don’t be silly, babe,” Sarah said. “You’re much too valuable to hang. Well, the noose will go around your wrists and you’ll be on display for all the women. But you’re not going to die.” 

“What happens if I don’t want to be displayed? I was told I would have a choice?” Matthew asked. 

“Oh, right. Silly me,” Sarah said, shaking her head. “You do have a choice. You can walk free-”

“That sounds great,” Matthew said. “Give me a sword and let me go!” 

“Sure,” Sarah nodded diplomatically. “There is one catch.” 

Of course there was. Otherwise no man would stay here. 

“So, we learnt over the course of probably hundreds of years here that men have tempers and pride and arrogance. If we just let men go, they’d come back and try to enslave us,” Sarah said. 

“I promise I won’t do that,” Matthew said quickly. 

“And I believe you babe,” Sarah said, before pausing to hesitate, she added, “but we do require you to have your balls removed if you want to go.” 

Matthew swallowed with some difficulty. He blinked once. He blinked once more as he stared at Sarah. “I… sorry… I don’t think I… my… Hmm.” 

It wasn’t the most well-articulated sentence ever. But Matthew felt under the circumstances, it was an adequate response. 

Sarah smiled at him sympathetically. 

“Why?” Matthew asked. “Why would you do that to me?” 

“It’s nothing personal,” Sarah said. “I love your balls.” And as if to prove her point, she held them in her hand and massaged them softly. “But we’ve found that if we cut the balls of men, they become gentler.” 

Matthew swallowed again with some difficulty. “So, you’re telling me that there are men running around out there without balls?” 

“Not many actually choose that option. It’s usually gay men who would rather have their balls cut than have sex with women. I don’t think they're running around out there with all the monsters. They’re probably dead.” 

“Okay,” Matthew said softly. “But… you’ve actually cut the balls of men?” he asked, trying to ascertain if they were actually that evil. 

“I haven’t done it personally. But… it has happened. Sometimes it’s done to men that behave badly. It’s a very effective punishment,” Sarah said, now looking down at her feet. 

Matthew could tell she wasn’t proud about what they did to the men here. But nonetheless, she participated in it. It was mad. It was absolutely mad. This whole thing was crazy. 

It was depressing to think that a bunch of humans thrown into a jungle with no memory of who they were would end up creating this sort of society. Fucking hell.

Matthew needed to escape. But how? He glanced at the stadium exit. There was a single guard there with a sword. She seemed more bored than anything else as she leaned against the open door and stared at her nails. 

Matthew knew he'd had better opportunities to escape. But he also realised that with every passing moment, his chances of escaping would become decidedly worse. If he remained on the stage and was sold to someone, he would automatically gain a collar and possibly cuffs and chains. 

“I’m sorry about this,” Matthew said to Sarah. 

“Sorry about what?” she asked as she looked at him. 

His hand curled into a fist. 

He struck Sarah on the chin. 

It was a solid uppercut.

In his head, he imagined she would fall back and hopefully be unconscious and unable to fight while he made his escape. 

That did not happen. 

Sarah stared at him in confusion. “Why did you do that?” 

“What the fuck are you made of?” Matthew asked. 

“I think I might be a demi-god,” Sarah said. “Why did you hit me?” 

She seemed more disappointed than angry.

“I don’t want to be a slave,” Matthew said. “I’m not going to be a slave,” he said with determination. 

“It’s not that bad. You’ll work in the fields or build stuff in the settlements. At nighttime, if your owner wants you, you’ll get to please a woman. Most of them are quite pretty. If not, you get to sleep.”  

Sarah could try and sell it however she wanted, but Matthew was not going to be convinced that being a slave wasn’t so bad. 

He raised his fist and punched her again. 

“What the fuck, babe!” Sarah yelled. “Why did you keep punching me?” 

Sarah seemed more annoyed now than actually hurt. 

“You know.. If it doesn’t work the first time, try again and… keep trying?” Matthew replied. 

“If you punch me one more time, I’m going to be very annoyed!” Sarah warned. 

Around him, the crowd had begun to pay greater attention to him. Some stared at him with confusion. Others were angry. Matthew managed to spot the police girl he had locked up before. 

She was very angry. 

And then, Matthew spotted Lucy. 

She marched towards him, a chain and manacles in hand, she looked furious. 

“I’m so sorry about this because you’re not absolutely terrible,” Matthew said to Sarah. “But I’m going to have to punch you again.” 

“Don’t you fucking dare, babe!” Sarah pointed a finger at him. 

For a second, Matthew almost felt bad for Sarah. He imagined in another life and another world, she might have actually been quite cool. She had a very laid back attitude. But in this world, if he did not knock her the fuck out, he wasn’t going to escape. 

Mathew closed his eyes and took a deep breath. From within him, residing in his chest, he could feel it. He didn’t have a name for it, or maybe he did and he’d forgotten. But he knew it was there and he knew what it would do. 

Or what it could do. 

Feeling his approach, the thing warmed and spread across his body, feeding through his veins. Matthew began to feel energised. He was stronger now, but it wouldn’t be enough. He needed to concentrate it and have the warmth flow to his fists. 

It was like having a conversation with whatever resided within him. But the conversation took place not with words, but with gentle nudges. 

Matthew opened his eyes as he felt his hands burn with strength. He looked down to see that they were literally on fire. 

“What’s happening to your hands?” Sarah asked, concerned. “You’re on fire!”  

Matthew would have been concerned too, but part of him knew this was normal and that he wasn’t in any danger.  

“Sorry, babe,” Matthew said. 

He punched her on the chin. Another uppercut, this one sent her flying off the stage and onto the ground just before the seats began. The stadium had been full of chatter that echoed around. But for a few seconds, there was complete silence. 

Every person in the stadium seemed frozen as they stared at him. Even Lucy, who had been marching towards him with the chains and manacles. She stopped to stare at him, eyes wide, mouth hanging open. It wasn’t going to last for long. He needed to get the hell out of there. 

Matthew dashed towards the stadium exit. The girl with the sword moved back and in a panic, tripped over herself. She was on the floor when he made it to the door. Matthew stopped to take her sword. 

His hands were no longer burning and he held one out towards her. “Can I have it?” 

“My sword?” she asked.

“Yup.” 

The girl handed the sword over. 

“Thanks.” 

“Please don’t kill me,” she said. “I don’t want to die.” 

“I won’t kill you but stay in school!” Matthew said. 

He ran through the exit wondering why he had told the girl to stay in school. Did they even have schools here? And if they did, what sort of classes would they hold? Intro to subjugating your man 101? 

Matthew ran along the stone road looking towards his right. There were further roads that led off this one and one of those roads would lead him towards the main entrance and exit of the settlement. 

Climbing over the wall would be tough. His best bet was to run out the front door. It was probable that it would be open. It was near evening time. All those men working out in the fields would be coming back in for the night, right? 

After running for a few minutes, Matthew spotted the road that led directly towards the main entrance and turned to join it. Just as he did, a ball of blue energy shot past him and struck a house made of stone to his left. 

There was a loud bang. 

The stone started to burn.

Matthew stopped to poke his head around the corner and look back the way he had come. 

Lucy stood there with her hands on her knees panting. 

She had thrown that thing at him? 

Matthew looked at the house it had struck. The stone was melting before his eyes. 

“Fuck me,” he muttered. 

That was one powerful bitch. 

It was a good thing she didn’t seem to be able to throw them continuously. That single strike had exhausted her. 

Matthew counted his luck and ran towards the front gate. As he approached it, he became aware of the large number of girls training by the entrance on both sides. Matthew came to a halt as a few stopped to look at him. 

On the plus side, the gate was wide open. 

He just needed to get through the men hating women soldiers training. 

There were only about… Matthew counted up to fifteen before he gave up. 

Deciding it was now or never, he ran towards the front gate. As he neared, a girl stepped up to him, a sword in hand. 

“What are you doing?” she asked. 

Matthew struck her across the chin with the pommel of his sword. She fell to the ground much like a normal human would. As he had suspected, there were only a few like Sarah and Lucy that were incredibly strong. 

Knocking the girl down had in effect removed the stupor the other girls seemed to be in. They charged at him, swords raised. Before he could even begin to battle them, an arrow came flying at him. Matthew saw it and managed to move his head back just in time.  

It was a sword that came at him next. Matthew turned sideways and looked at his reflection as the blade whizzed past. He turned to look at the girl who had thrown it. She stared at him, eyes narrowed, pouting. 

Matthew raised his sword and blocked a strike before dancing around another girl, he came to stand in front of the girl who had thrown the sword at him. 

“Bet you wish you’d kept your sword,” he told her. 

“We’re going to cut your balls off,” she told him. 

Naturally, Matthew slammed the guard of his sword against her forehead. She staggered back. Glaring at him, she held her hands together leaving a small gap in-between. A green ball of energy was beginning to form. 

No wonder she had thrown the sword at him. 

The girl didn’t need it. 

Matthew became aware of movement behind him. He turned just in time to slide back and out of the way of a spear. It landed in the ground a foot away from where he had stood. Had he not moved, it would have comfortably impaled him. 

The green ball of energy came flying towards him. Matthew didn’t have time to move out of the way. He raised his sword to block it. As it struck the metal, it heated up quickly, forcing Matthew to throw the sword away. 

It was weird how he could have his hands literally burn with power, but when he wasn’t doing that, he was a normal human affected by heat like everyone else. 

Now weapon less, Matthew continued his run for the exit. Two girls appeared to realise what he was doing and began to close the gate. But the doors were made of thick wood secured together with metal. They were heavy and the girls moved it slowly. 

The girl that had thrown the green ball of energy at him now had another one prepared. Matthew was ready for it this time. He ducked underneath it and pushed the girl to the ground. For good measure, he kicked her in the face before he moved on. 

Coming up to the front gate, he grabbed one of the girls closing the door from behind by the hair and pulled her back. She screamed out in pain and turned to face him, seething. 

Matthew punched her in the face. She dropped to the ground. He ran over her body and out the front gate. 

Behind him, he heard a volley of arrows strike the now closing gate. A few managed to make it through the gap and whizzed past him as he ran into the jungle. 


Chapter 20

Matthew leaned against a tree trunk and stared at the river before him. Not so long ago, he had crossed this very river with Kate to make his way to the settlement. That had been a fucking disaster. 

He had only just made it out with his life. 

He had lost his sword. 

He had lost his companion, Kate. 

If they hadn’t gone to that stupid fucking settlement, he would have had a companion. When you were all alone in a forest full of fucking insane creatures, it was nice to have a companion. 

Matthew didn’t know what to do. His entire plan had been to make it to the settlement and find out what was going on. Now… What was he supposed to do? 

Survive. 

Matthew washed his face in the water and looked up towards the treetops. He needed to find a tree that was sturdy, tall and climbable. 

Matthew learnt he did not know much about trees. What the fuck made a tree climbable? In the end, he chose the tree he was standing next to. It was one of the tallest and the trunk was wide. It had many branches. Perhaps he could swing from one to the other. 

After much effort and a lot of sweating, Matthew made it up the tree and stopped near the top. He sat on a branch that felt secure and looked around. 

Trees. 

There were fucking trees everywhere. 

And the settlement. 

He could see it from here. Which meant he hadn’t gone far enough. 

And then he spotted it.  

The landscape was flat for the most part and covered in trees. But in the distance, there was a cluster of hills. It was really far away. If Matthew had to guess, he would say about fifty miles. But in truth, he had no idea how long a mile really was. He definitely had no idea how much space would be covered if fifty of those miles were placed next to each other. 

In short, it could have been twenty miles or fifty miles or even more. 

But less on the distance and more on what was on the hills. 

Structures. 

Matthew couldn’t make out exactly what they were. It could be houses or a fucking pyramid. The point was, there was something out there. It wasn’t just the settlement. Sarah had lied to him. 

He wondered why he was surprised. 

Of course she had lied to him. Sarah, Lucy and the rest of the psychos in that settlement would do anything to keep the men as their slaves. They couldn't let the men know there was civilisation out there and a potential place to run away to. 

Matthew was about to climb down the tree and head in the direction of the hills when it appeared. 

A helicopter. 

It was right there in the sky above him. 

The blade whirled about and emitted that helicopter sound. 

Where the fuck had it come from? Only seconds ago there was no noise and no helicopter. And now it was directly above him. 

Matthew watched as another person attached to a chair was thrown out.

Matthew kept his eyes on the helicopter. 

He wanted to see where it went. 

Nowhere. 

It vanished. 

One second it was there and the next, it was gone. 

“Fuckers,” he cursed. 

He turned his attention to the chair. The parachute had opened and it glided away from him on the other side of the river. He estimated an hour's walk from his position. Again, this estimation was based on absolutely no logical or rational reasoning. 

It just seemed like it was an hour away. 

The sun was going to set soon. 

And there was just the one sun on this planet. 

Part of him still believed he was on earth. How could he be anywhere else? 

He could worry about that later. 

Right now, with the sun setting, the monsters were going to come out. 

Matthew was unarmed. 

He had his powers to protect him. But it seemed maybe he didn’t fully understand how they worked. Right now, he couldn’t feel the warmth floating around his chest. Did it run out? Did it need a recovery period? 

If his powers weren’t reliable, what he needed was a weapon. 

Lucky for him, he knew exactly where he could find a weapon. 

Matthew climbed down the tree and hurried in the direction of the falling parachute. 


Chapter 21

There was a large part of him that feared he would never find the parachute once it dropped below the treetops. The jungle was dense. He would literally have to walk right into it to find it. If he was off by a few meters, he would walk past it without noticing. 

Lucky for him, he need not have worried. 

Because the girl that had fallen with the parachute was awake. 

And she was screaming for help. 

Which Matthew reasoned was fair. 

If she had just been pushed out of a helicopter naked and with no memory, she was probably right to be a little concerned. 

Using her screams as guidance, Matthew found her just as the sun began to set. 

Her parachute was stuck to a branch. Her seat dangled ten feet off the ground. Why didn’t she just take off the seatbelt and fall down? She wasn’t going to hurt herself much by falling from ten feet. 

“Hey,” Matthew waved his hands to get her attention. 

The woman looked down at him. Her eyes widened. “You’re naked!” she pointed. 

“Yup. So are you,” Matthew said. 

Oddly, the woman only just seemed to realise she was naked too. Her hands shot to cover her breasts. 

“I can’t be naked,” she told him. 

“It wasn’t my first choice either,” he replied. 

“I have to be covered. I need to be covered,” she said desperately. 

“I can turn around if you want?” 

“Please!” she begged. 

Matthew turned around. 

“I can see your butt,” the woman said. “You’re naked,” she told him. 

Matthew sighed. You’d think being thrown out of a plane naked with no memory of who she was would be more concerning for her. Apparently not. 

“I can leave if you want?” Matthew said. 

He had only come for the weapon she would have had with her. But now that he was here, he wasn’t sure how he felt about taking it from her. It was obviously the wrong thing to do. Unless he took the weapon, protected her and guided her to the settlement before dashing away and heading for the hills? 

Did he want to take her to the settlement and put her with those psychos?

“No,” the woman finally said. “Please don’t leave… I’m scared.” 

Matthew turned around to look at her. “Why don’t you come down?” 

“You have a cock,” the woman said as she stared at his groin. 

“Yeah I…” Matthew didn’t know what to say to that. He thought they had moved past all of that. 

“Sorry. I shouldn’t look,” the woman said. “It’s just… I’ve never seen one before.” 

“You’ve never seen a penis?” Matthew asked in surprise. “Are you a virgin?” 

Surely not, he thought. 

She was way too fucking hot to be a virgin. The girl had smooth brown skin, shiny black hair, a pretty face with large eyes, long legs and large breasts with dark areolas and nipples. 

“I’m not married,” came her response. 

Matthew stared at her in confusion. And then it came to him. There were those… what were they called? 

Religions. 

Women remained virgins until they were married. 

“You should come down,” Matthew said. “It’s getting dark. Scary monsters are going to come out and…” he didn’t want to say the monster would eat her, but that was probably going to happen if she remained there dangling like a fucking treat. 

“Monsters?” she asked, her skin suddenly losing its colour. 

Matthew made a mental note to be better with his words. Why the fuck was he talking about monsters and frightening an already terrified woman? 

“Why don’t you open the straps and jump down?” he asked, using what he hoped was a calm and gentle tone. 

“I might hurt myself,” the woman said. “I’m really high up.” 

She wasn’t really high up. 

But Matthew decided against telling her that. He didn’t think it would help the situation. 

“What if I stood underneath you and caught you?” 

“Catch me?” the woman asked. 

“Yeah. I can do that,” Matthew smiled confidently. 

“But… you’re a man. And you’re naked. You’re going to touch me with your…” she pointed at his cock. 

Matthew was beginning to wonder how badly he needed whatever weapon she had. He could fashion a spear out of a branch. Along with some of his powers, if they returned, he could probably survive the night. 

He couldn’t leave her here. There was something about her. It wasn’t the fact that she was hot. There was something else. 

She seemed…nice? 

“What’s your name?” Matthew asked. 

“My name-” the woman stopped, her eyes widening. “I… I can’t remember.” 

“Well, I’m Matthew. And I promise I have no bad intentions. I’m going to hold my arms out like this,” he held his arms out wide in front of him, “You’re going to unbuckle the straps and I’m going to catch you.” 

“Okay…” the woman said hesitantly. 

“Before you do that, can you feel around and see if there are any weapons attached to your seat?” 

The woman felt around and tugged at something. A moment later, a sword came flying at him. Matthew stepped to the side just in time. The sharp end embedded itself into the ground by his feet. 

“Oh my god! I almost killed you!” 

“Not quite,” Matthew laughed. “I’m still alive and I’m ready to catch you.” He stepped underneath her and held his hands out. 

He expected the woman to prepare herself mentally for the fall. He thought she might have some additional questions or concerns. 

What he didn’t expect was for her to drop immediately. 

It was a good thing Matthew had good reflexes. 

He managed to catch her in his arms, one hand underneath her knees and the other around her back. 

She looked up at him with a shy smile. “Hello.” 

Fuck, she was cute. “Hey,” Matthew smiled back. 

He lowered her gently until her feet touched the ground. 

“You are an honourable man,” the woman said. “I need clothes, please,” she added as her hands moved to cover her breasts and her pussy. 

Matthew glanced up at the parachute. He could use that material to cut her some clothes. He was about to climb up the tree when he realised how dark it was. The sun had set. 

And as if on cue, he became aware of the yellow glowing eyes that stared at him. 


Chapter 22

It had large yellow eyes and three sets of pincers on its face. Its body was all black and it had six arms. There were hundreds of spikes on each arm three inches in length. It stood on two powerful legs. 

“What is that?” the woman shrieked. 

Matthew didn’t know what it was. He had met a large talking ant called Spud. This could have been another insect that had grown to human sizes. 

Whatever it was, it wasn’t friendly like Spud, or a scavenger. 

This was a predator. 

Its powerful legs kicked fallen leaves, dirt and twigs into the air as it charged at the woman.

Matthew had to move quickly. He picked up the sword and dashed towards the woman. 

He wasn’t going to make it. 

The beast was only feet away. It held its arms out in a hug. Except, those arms had deadly spikes on them. Its pincers seemed mechanical as they opened and closed, emitting a clunking sound that spread far through the jungle. 

Matthew threw his sword at the beast. 

He struck it on the head. 

It bounced off as if the creature was made of metal. 

It did stop the beast from continuing its charge at the woman and hugging her to death. Its attention was now focused on Matthew. For a creature that did not have any expressions, it suddenly seemed very angry. 

As it came towards him, Matthew turned and ran towards the closest tree. He managed to make it behind the trunk when a cluster of spikes whizzed past him and embedded themselves into the trunk of a tree in front of him. 

It didn’t take long for Matthew to realise what had just flown past him. 

The spikes on the arms of the creature. 

He glanced around the trunk to see the spikes literally regrowing out of its arms. 

Matthew closed his eyes and tried to feel for the warmth that rested within him. He couldn’t find it. Fuck. How long was it going to be dormant for? 

At that moment, a sword came flying at him. 

It missed his nose by less than an inch. 

“Sorry!” the woman screamed. 

She wasn’t frozen to the spot anymore. She was trying to help. He liked the idea. Not so much the execution. 

Matthew ran towards the sword as another set of spikes came flying at him. This time one struck him on his left triceps. 

Matthew felt a searing pain shoot down his arm. Ignoring it, he grabbed the sword and turned to face the beast. Another volley of spikes came at him. Matthew managed to block them all with his sword. 

How the fuck had he managed to do that? 

Perhaps he was a skilled swordsman in another life? 

Matthew charged at the beast and stabbed his sword into the belly of the beast, putting all of his strength behind it. 

The sword pierced its flesh. Green goo gushed out. The beast swung with its arms. Matthew let go of the sword, leaving it impaled in the beast, he moved back. The beast came at him. 

But it was slow. Matthew dodged the strikes and not having any weapons in hand, he punched the creature in its face. 

Matthew instantly regretted doing that. 

Its head was made of metal. 

No matter. The sword impaled in its stomach did the job. The creature dropped to its knees and then fell forward before turning on its side. 

“Fuck,” Matthew cursed. His hand felt like it was broken. 

The girl ran towards him and wrapped her arms around him, her breasts brushed against his chest, her pussy rested against his upper thigh. Matthew could feel the heat emanating from it. 

“You saved my life,” she said. “Thank you so much!” 

“It’s uhhh… not a problem,” Matthew said. “We should probably get going before more of them come. There’s a cave somewhere around here.” 

The girl let go of him and stepped back. “I shouldn’t have touched you. You’re a naked man and I'm… I’m a naked woman. This is wrong. We’re not married!” 

“I…” Matthew shook his head, not knowing how to respond. “We can figure this whole thing out after, okay? We need to find a safe place first.” 

The woman nodded, her chest rising and falling quickly. 

She was nervous. 

“Can I hold your hand?” she asked meekly. 

“I don’t have a problem with that,” Matthew said. 

He held his hand out. The woman stared at it. And then, her hand moved towards his. It paused briefly before she grabbed his hand. Her body shuddered and she shook her head a few times, blinking rapidly. 

“Are you okay?” 

“Yes… It’s just… I’ve never held the hand of a man who I could marry.”

“Marry?” 

“No… I mean… I think I’ve touched the hands of my brothers, my dad and uncles. But never the hand of a man I could marry. It’s… it’s nice,” she said, her cheeks turning red. 

Okay. 

There was probably a lot to unpack there. But not now. Holding her hand firmly in his, Matthew led her through the jungle towards the cave. 

* * *

It turned out Matthew had no idea where the cave was. 

They wandered in the darkness for an hour. In that time, Matthew was stung by countless insects, he stepped into three puddles and one fallen stick that was covered in spikes. 

At one point, a snake tried to suffocate his leg. 

An hour of walking and Matthew had no idea where he was. 

“This is hopeless,” he muttered as he leaned against the trunk of a large tree. “I’ve got no fucking idea where we’re going.” 

“I could do with a rest,” the woman said. 

Matthew swept the floor by the bottom of the trunk with his foot, brushing away the leaves, twigs and whatever else was there. Satisfied it was as clean as it was ever going to be, he dropped to the ground on his bottom. 

“Want to sit?” he asked as he cleaned the spot beside him. 

“I don’t think I can,” the woman said.  

“Oh, right. Because I’m a man you can marry?” he asked, his lips twitching. 

“I don’t think I can sit my bare bottom on the floor… There could be insects that would crawl up my…” her cheeks turned red. 

Now that she mentioned it, Matthew suddenly felt uneasy about sitting on the ground with his bare bottom. But he decided he was more tired than afraid of having an insect crawl up his ass. 

“I would say you can sit on my lap so that you don’t have to fear the insects, but I don’t think you can do that, can you?” 

The woman shook her head. “I should be married if I am to be so intimate with a man.” Her eyes suddenly lit up. “I could marry you?” 

“What?” 

“Will you marry me?” the woman asked excitedly. 

“What?” Matthew repeated. 

“If you marry me, we can hold hands. I can sit on your lap. I can…” she stopped, her cheeks red, she stared at his cock. 

Matthew might have lost all of his memories, but that didn’t mean he had lost his understanding of what marriage was. “I’m sorry but I can’t just marry you. I don’t think I’m ready for that sort of commitment. How would we even get married in a place like this?”

“You wouldn’t be committing to me like that,” she said, her voice soft. “You can have more than one wife and… if you don't like me, you can divorce me by saying you divorce me.”

The girl was no longer looking at his cock. She stared down towards her feet, her lower lip quivered. She looked so sad. 

“How would we get married in your custom? Wouldn’t we need some sort of priest?” he asked. 

She raised her head, her eyes lit up as her lips spread into a smile. “We don’t need a priest. We hold hands and promise to take each other as husband and wife.” 

It would make things easier, Matthew supposed. The girl was afraid of being touched by a man, afraid of seeing him naked, afraid of being naked herself because he was there. 

All these things would have been perfectly fine under normal circumstances. But stuck in a forest that was trying to kill them, it was a bit of a pain. 

“Fine,” Matthew sighed. “Let’s get married.”

The girl jumped excitedly and clapped her hands together. She rushed over to him and dropping to her knees, she took his hand in hers. “You have to say ‘I, Matthew, take you to be my wife’.”

“Okay…” Matthew repeated the words. 

“My turn now,” the girl said. “I-” she stopped. 

“What's the matter?” 

“I don’t know my name…” 

Right. Matthew squeezed her hands softly. “How about we give you a temporary name for now and once we get our memories back, we can see how close it is to your real name?” 

The girl smiled. “I like the name Layla.” 

“Yeah, that’s a cool name,” Matthew nodded. 

“I, Layla, take you to be my husband and I promise to be a dutiful wife who will love you and obey you faithfully,” Layla said. 

Obey him? That would be really helpful in a jungle like this. He wouldn’t have to waste time arguing about what was the right thing to do. In tough situations when time was of the essence and split second decisions had to be made, it really could be lifesaving. 

Matthew wondered if she really meant to obey him or if it was just part of her marital ritual. 

So he decided to ask. 

“Obey me?” he asked, adding a chuckle with the hope of approaching it lightly. 

“Yes,” Layla said. “You are my husband now. I will obey and serve you. It is my duty to keep you happy.” 

“So... if I told you to do something… you’d just do it?” 

“That’s the idea,” Layla said, her lips twitching. “I’m aware of other cultures where women don’t listen to their husbands as much. But we listen and it makes us happy to listen.” 

That was just fucking great, Matthew thought. A very refreshing change from what Lucy and Sarah had going on in the settlement. 

“Cool,” was all Matthew had to say. 

“I can sit on your lap now,” Layla said. 

“Right,” Matthew said. He pushed his legs out. The only problem was, his cock was taking a large portion of his lap. It sat there very prominently. 

Layla came and sat on his thighs, her hip brushed up against his cock. She stared at it now with a fascination. 

“Can I touch it?” she asked. 

“Um… Yeah, I guess.” 

Layla held his cock in her hands gently as if she was handling something fragile. Naturally, Matthew’s cock responded by growing in size. 

“It’s getting bigger,” Layla said, her eyes widening in fascination. 

“It does that,” Matthew said, wondering why she was surprised by that. Surely every single adult in the world knew cocks grew in size, right? 

“I know,” Layla said. “I’ve just never seen it happen before.” 

She stroked his cock gently until it grew to full length. Matthew wanted to feel her breasts and play with her nipples. But he resisted that urge, deciding to let Layla set the pace for now. 

“This would go in my vagina,” she said. 

Matthew couldn’t tell if that was a question or a statement of fact. “It could do. Do you want to try?” 

Layla nodded slowly, her eyes still wide, her nostrils flared. “Would you be gentle with me please?” 

Matthew could do that. Although it wasn’t his preference.

He picked her up in his arms with ease and gently laid her on the ground. In anticipation, Layla parted her legs. Matthew took in her naked figure. She was fucking hot. She had a tight body but with curves in all the right places. Her skin was pale, her nipples and areola were large and dark. Her hips were wide, her legs slender. The outer lips of her vagina were tight and pressed together. 

Matthew dropped to his knees in-between her thighs and gently parted her legs further. The tip of his cock brushed against her pussy. If he didn’t take his time and go easy, she was going to hurt a lot. 

Matthew lowered himself onto her. His chest brushed against her breasts. He leaned in and kissed her on the lips. Layla hesitated briefly, unsure of what to do before her mouth opened and her small tongue came out to explore.   

Matthew felt her body relax as she kissed him back. He reached down and felt for the slit between her legs. Finding it, he parted the lips gently with one finger. She was wet. He gently rubbed her pussy as a finger slid in. 

Matthew kissed her on the neck, then moved down to her breasts. He took each nipple in his mouth and sucked on it, biting it gently and his fingers continued to work on her pussy. 

After licking and sucking on her breasts, he sat up and stared down at Layla’s body as he continued to play with her vagina. Her pale and tight body squirmed in the dark night. Soft moans escaped her lips. 

She started to move her hips, getting more traction as his fingers continued to work on her pussy, rubbing her clit. 

Layla’s moans grew. She was going to orgasm soon. Matthew increased the pressure he was applying to her pussy. He leaned in and putting one arm under her back, he pressed her smaller frame against his, feeling the warmth of her body, her breasts squished together… Matthew wanted to drive his cock inside her pussy and fuck her hard. 

But he resisted the urge. 

He wanted Layla to have a good first experience. 

And she did. 

Layla cried out his name as she orgasmed. Her body trembled as she dug her fingers into his back. 

“Oh my god… oh my god… oh my god,” she panted. “That was amazing.” 

“You’re welcome,” Matthew said as he kissed her on the lips. 

“You didn’t use your penis,” Layla said. “Why?” 

“It would probably hurt,” Matthew chuckled. “I didn’t want your first time to be painful.”

“Oh,” Layla said. “You put my needs before your own… Thank you.” 

“It’s okay,” Matthew said. “But I would very much like to put my penis in your vagina soon,” he added, chuckling at his choice of words.   

“Any time my husband,” Layla said solemnly “My pussy belongs to you.” 

Matthew was already hard, but at her words, his cock seemed to get harder. He remembered feeling a similar passion when he dominated Kate. 

Matthew wasn’t entirely surprised that he liked to be in charge when fucking. And right now, seeing Layla lie there naked and obedient, he reached forward and grabbed hold of her left breast. 

“How do you feel about sucking my cock?” he asked. 

Layal’s eyes widened as she stared at his cock. “Put it in my mouth?” 

“That’s the general idea, yeah.” 

“It’s very big but of course, it is something I should do,” Layla said. She moved quickly and placed her head by his knees just beneath his cock. Holding it in her hand, she stared at it in awe. 

And then, she opened her mouth and took his cock. 

Matthew squeezed her breasts with one hand, alternating between the two and with his other hand, he grabbed her ass cheeks, squeezing and pulling on them. 

He was about to push his cock further into her mouth and eventually down her throat when he spotted a familiar figure standing next to a tree. 

“How long have you been there?” Matthew asked, frowning. 


Chapter 23

Matthew reluctantly let go of Layla’s breasts and climbed to his feet slowly. 

Layla, who still had his cock in her mouth, rose with him. 

She was on her knees now, sucking his cock as he stood and faced Spud, the overgrown talking ant. 

Matthew was conflicted. It felt odd to have his cock sucked while a talking ant watched. It also felt really good to have his cock sucked. Layla was really enthusiastic. 

Deciding he could get a blowjob later, he placed a hand under her chin and around her neck and gently lifted her to her feet. Layla wiped her lips and stared at him. 

“Wasn’t I doing a good job?” she asked, disappointedly.  

“You were doing great but… we’ve got company.” 

Layla turned and spotted Spud, the ant. 

Surprisingly, she seemed rather calm for someone who had just spotted a six foot tall ant. 

“Are you going to cut it?” she asked. 

“Please don’t cut me,” Spud said. 

And that was when Layla screamed. She moved behind Matthew and wrapped her arms around his chest. “Why does it talk?” 

“It… it’s a talking ant,” Matthew said. He didn’t have any more information than that. It was an ant that talked. Why did it talk? Fuck knows. 

“You are back,” Spud said. “You did not want to be a slave to the women?” 

“You knew?” Matthew asked, frowning. 

“Oh yes. That is why I don’t cross the river. Those women are not nice.” 

“You could have warned me.” 

“I could have,” Spud nodded. “But I did not.” 

Matthew frowned. It was hard to get angry at the ant. It was just so matter of fact about everything. Its brain must have worked differently. 

“What are you doing here?” Matthew asked. 

“I ate the creature you killed earlier. I am following you and waiting for you to kill something else. Or die. And then I will eat.” 

“He’s going to eat us?” Layla asked, horrified. 

“He’s not going to eat us,” Matthew said. Well, unless we die, in which case Spud was definitely going to eat them. But he didn’t tell her that. “Can you guide us to the cave? We need to rest for the night.” 

“That is a good plan for you. Many monsters are out on the hunt.” 

Spud led the way. Matthew followed behind him, sword in one hand, Layla gripped his other hand tightly. The route looked the same to Matthew. Trees. More trees. Vines. Snakes. He fucking hated snakes. Soft undergrowth. Then hard. 

Jungles were the fucking worst. 

After walking for what seemed like hours, they made it to the cave. It was embedded into the side of a hill. 

He had been here not long ago with Kate. 

Matthew wondered what she was doing. 

He remembered being hung by the wrists from the gallows, Kate in the crowd, their eyes met. She seemed to have sympathy for his plight. Not enough to do something about it, which was fair. 

Why would she risk her life for a guy she only just met. 

It did make him wonder how many women went to the settlement and initially thought it was fucking nuts before over time thinking it was normal. 

Layla was exhausted. She lay on the hard floor of the cave and curled up. Before long, she was fast asleep. 

Spud the ant sat by the mouth of the cave and stared outside. 

Matthew went to join him. Sitting opposite the overgrown ant, he rested his back against the wall. “How well do you know this… world?” 

“I don’t know how well I know,” Spud replied in typical fashion. 

“There are some hills to the-” Matthew paused, not knowing which direction to point in. “Have you seen the buildings on the hills?” 

Spud nodded. 

“How far is it?” 

“A few days walk from here,” Spud said. 

“Are there humans in those buildings?” 

“Maybe,” Spud said. “There was a long time ago. Maybe not anymore. I have not been that in a long time.” 

“If they’re no longer there, what could have happened to them?” Matthew asked, choosing his words carefully, knowing how Spud’s brain operated. 

“They could have left. There is a city far from here. They may have gone there. They may have died. Other humans might have attacked them. Humans fight each other. I have eaten dead humans. Humans have good flesh.” 

A city?

There was a fucking city here? 

“How far is the city?” Matthew asked. 

Spud’s antennas twitched. “I don't know. I have never been to the city of humans. Humans are dangerous. Mostly. Sometimes they feed me. Like you do.” 

Matthew began to feel hope. If there was a city, there would be answers. 

Sarah had lied to him. She had been here for many years now. She must have known about the hills and the city. Where there were cities, there was usually knowledge. He was beginning to think Sarah was happy to live life here as a queen in this godforsaken place. 

“Will you take us to the hills?” Matthew asked. 

“I will take you if you feed me,” Spud said. 

“I can do that,” Matthew said, sticking his hand out. 

Spud stared at his hand. He raised his foot and kicked it away. Matthew frowned as he rubbed his hand. 

“You were supposed to shake it,” he muttered. 

He wondered why he had stuck his hand out again. The last time he did that, the fucking ant had punched him. 


Chapter 24

They set off the next morning heading for the hills. Matthew was hungry and thirsty, as was Layla, though she did not complain much. Her company, he noted, was very much different to Kate’s when she had followed him around the forest. 

Deciding it would be dangerous to travel in this heat without being adequately hydrated, they took a slight detour and headed for the river. Once there, Matthew and Layla quenched their thirst. Once that was done, Matthew wanted to set off for the hills. 

But Layla remained by the river, staring at the crystal clear water as it flowed past. 

“Shall we go?” Matthew asked. 

Layla nodded and smiled politely. But still, she hesitated to move. 

“You want to go for a swim?” Matthew asked. 

“I wanted to wash, if that’s okay, my husband?” Layla asked. 

Her husband. 

They were married, but Matthew felt odd being referred to as a husband. He could vaguely remember that there was a woman in his previous life. The one from before he had been dropped into this hellhole. 

Her name was Maeve. 

“Yeah, go for it,” Matthew said. 

Layla stepped into the water and bending down, she splashed water on her body. The water was cold and she shivered as it touched her skin. 

Matthew watched her from the riverbank. As she bent down to gather the water, her curvy ass was accentuated. Without the obstruction of branches and leaves holding back the light, Layla’s naked body was on full display. She had a great figure. And she was his wife. 

Matthew walked down to join her in the water. He placed his hands on her hips and kissed her on the neck. His hands moved down to her ass cheeks. He grabbed one in each hand and squeezed, bringing her little rosebud in view, her pussy lips parted too. 

Layla turned to face him, a big smile on her face, she kissed him on the lips as her hand took hold of his cock. She rubbed the tip with her thumb before she moved it to her pussy, pushing it up and down against her slit. 

Matthew was about to lift her up and have her wrap her legs around him and continue to stroke his cock against her pussy when he spotted movement on the other side of the river. 

The figure emerged from behind the trees and stood on the other side of the riverbank. 

It was Kate. 

“You found yourself a new woman already?” she shouted out. 

Layla turned to look back, alarmed by the sound of another human. She spotted Kate, who was wearing a leather skirt and bra. 

Layle suddenly seemed to remember she was naked. Her hands shot to cover her breasts and her pussy and she moved to stand behind Matthew. 

“What do you want?” Matthew shouted back over the noise of the rushing water. 

“I couldn’t hack it in the settlement. The men are much too wimpy. Not for me.” 

“So… they just let you go?” 

“Pretty much,” Kate nodded. “Women can leave whenever they want.” 

“What’s your plan? Live by yourself in the forest?”

“More or less,” Kate said. “I was hoping I’d bump into you and see how it goes. What’re you up to?” she asked, “And who's the girl hiding behind you?” 

From behind him, Layla stuck her head out to look at Kate. 

Ignoring that question, Matthew asked, “You want to join me?” 

“The company would be nice,” Kate said, before adding with a laugh. “As would your cock.” 

“She’s so vulgar,” Layla hissed. 

“How do I know I can trust you?” Matthew asked. 

Kate shrugged her shoulders. “I guess you can’t. But I should point out that I have my bow and arrows. If I planned to harm you, I could have fired at white you were fucking the girl peeking at me from behind you.” 

Matthew thought it a fair point, though he did wonder how much truth there was to it in reality. To kill him from the other side of the river as he stood facing her direction, Kate would have to be an excellent shooter and have power behind her shot. 

Matthew couldn’t remember his previous life or what he did. But aside from his magical powers, he was pretty capable in defending himself. He had good swordsman skills and excellent reflexes. 

Kate didn’t know any of that. She hadn’t seen him fight back the women near the exit of the settlement when he escaped. Perhaps she really did think she could have killed him, and having not done that, she was showing that she could be trusted. 

Deciding to keep a close eye on Kate, he told her to cross the river. 

“How do you know her?” Layla asked as Kate swam across. 

“I met her when I first landed. She was wandering the forest like me,” Matthew said. 

It wasn’t that he was hiding the existence of the settlement to Layla. He hadn’t had an opportunity to tell her about it. So deciding now was as good a time as any, he filled her in on what had happened since landing here, how he had met Kate, battled a monster, slept with her, crossed the river and was taken captive by the women of the settlement. 

“Is she your wife?” Layla asked. 

“Kate?” Matthew frowned. Of all the things to ask, that was her first question? “She’s not my wife.” 

“But you slept with her,” she said, before smiling faintly. “That’s fine. You are a man. You can do that.” 

Matthew watched her carefully. Layla’s thought process was interesting. She seemed okay with the idea of him sleeping with other women even though he was her husband. Matthew was grateful for that. He doubted he was ready to be in a committed relationship with Layla. 

Kate swam across the river. As she reached the shallow end, she stopped swimming and began to walk out. Her body rose out of the water slowly. 

Her breasts were exposed, the tide having swept aside her bra. Layla stared at them with an intensity that Matthew found curious. It was Kate’s hips next. They rose above the water and brought her pussy in view. 

Kate had lost all of her clothes in the water. 

Matthew did wonder if that had happened naturally or if she had taken it off as she swam. 

“What happened to your clothes?” Layla asked, frowning. 

“Got swept away in the river,” Kate said. She nodded at Layla. “Where are your clothes?” 

“I didn’t have any clothes. If I did, I would have held onto them dearly and not let them slip away so easily.” 

Kate’s brows furrowed. “Have you told her about the settlement?” she asked Matthew. “I think she might enjoy it there.” 

“I would never leave my husband and go to that horrible man hating society,” Layla said fiercely. 

“Husband?” Kate asked as her eyes widened and her mouth dropped. “You married a girl you just met?” 

“There’s more to it than that,” Matthew muttered. 

“Do tell. It’s not like I have any place to be,” Kate chuckled. 

“We have somewhere to go,” Matthew said. 

He told Kate about the hills that had the buildings on it. Spud had confirmed their existence and that there might be people there that weren’t manhaters. He mentioned the existence of a city too. 

“Did Sarah and Lucy tell you about the city?” Matthew asked, wondering if it were just the men that were lied to. 

“I’ve not spoken to those two. Bit out of my league apparently,” she added sullenly. “You caused a big stir with your magic,” she continued. “You’re the only man to have ever had magic.” 

“Do you think they will come after me?” Matthew asked. 

Kate shrugged her shoulders. “They seem happy in their little world. I can’t see why they would bother to venture into this hellish forest just to look for you. Doesn’t seem worth the effort.” 

That was one way of looking at it. There was another view. “They don’t see a need to capture me to show the men in the settlement that there really is no escape?” 

Kate didn’t reply immediately. Matthew thought he saw uncertainty in her eyes for a brief second. Or maybe it was something else. 

Kate shrugged her shoulders. “They don’t really tell me anything. I’m sort of at the bottom of the ladder.” 

Matthew found it hard to believe that Lucy and Sarah were okay with him leaving with his balls still intact. He was the first man to have powers. Their entire settlement was based around the assumption that women were superior because of their powers.

Now, a man had defied them and used his power to break free relatively easily. 

It hadn’t seemed like that at the time, but in hindsight, Matthew did escape completely unscathed and with relative ease. He basically ran out the front door and past all their guards. Sure, he had caught them by surprise. It was probable they had never had to deal with a man escaping.  

But now that a man had escaped so easily and possessed powers, it could lead to a revolt amongst the men. 

Deciding not to worry about something he had no control over, they set off for the hills. 

Kate nodded at Spud the ant. He twitched his antennas back at her. 

Layla held Matthew’s arm as they made their way through the dense jungle. Kate walked ahead with Spud. 

“Do you think she is hotter than me?” Layla asked. 

The question caught Matthew by surprise and he did not respond immediately. 

“You do, don’t you?” Layla said with dismay.

“No,” Matthew said, much quicker to respond this time. “You’re both different.” He wondered if he was supposed to say Layla was prettier because, technically, he had married her. 

But in real terms, he’d known Kate longer and had slept with both girls so… if he had to pick a favourite, it would be Layla because he felt he could trust her more.   

In terms of attractiveness, it really was a coin toss or preference. Both girls were equally hot. But different. 

They walked for hours, wading their way through the jungle. Initially, after every hour or so, Matthew would climb a tree to see if they were going in the right direction. Spud told him he was wasting his time, that he had an inherently superior understanding of the landscape and that he was never lost. 

“Where we come from, if you place a small stick in front of an ant, it freaks out before it runs back the way it came,” Matthew had responded. 

“Where do you come from?” Spud said. 

Matthew couldn’t tell if Spud was asking out of genuine curiosity or taking the mickey. 

But it turned out Spud did know where he was going. They were still very far away from the hills. But the direction they walked in was definitely towards the hills. 

They continued walking through the forest, cutting through dense foliage and detouring around impenetrable areas where the trees had grown closely together and were covered in vines. 

Spud was very good at navigating his way around the dangers of the jungle. Being an ant, he was pretty strong. He could leap over depressions in the ground where Matthew and the girls would have to either go around or climb down before climbing back up. 

As the sun began to set, Spud mentioned knowing an area with another cave they could spend the night in.

Changing direction slightly and moving more to their left, Spud led them to the cave. This one rested on a hill that rose up like a cliff. Being an ant, Spud climbed straight up.

“Are you coming?” the ant asked from the top.   

“How the fuck are we supposed to climb that?” Kate growled. 

Matthew remembered how Kate’s mood changed when she was hungry. And right now she was probably starving.  

He stared up at the cliff. It was almost completely vertical. There was no chance of any of them climbing that. And then he spotted a rock sticking out about ten feet high. He pointed it out to the girls. 

“What am I supposed to do with that?” Kate asked, frowning. 

“We run towards it, jump, hold the rock and pull ourselves up with such force, it sends us flying into the cave,” Matthew said. 

Kate stared at him as if he were an idiot. “You’re just a pretty face, aren’t you?” she sighed. 

“I don’t want to do that,” Layla said, looking equally perplexed.

At least she was more polite, Matthew thought. “We can’t stay down here. The monsters will come at us from all directions. It will be a lot safer up there.” 

“I don’t know how strong you think you are, but I can’t hold onto a rock and throw myself up,” Kate said, before her eyes narrowed. “Maybe you could throw us up?” 

“I don’t want to be thrown,” Layla said instantly. 

Despite Layla’s immediate rejection of the idea, Matthew didn’t think it was terrible. “I can throw you,” he said to Kate. “But you’re going to have to jump at the same time.” 

“Come on then Mr Strongman,” Kate said as she placed a hand on his arm. Her other hand reached for his cock and grabbed hold of it. “If you throw me into the cliff and I damage my pretty face, I’m going to cut your balls off.” 

Kate had whispered the words, but Layla had heard them.  

“You will have to get through me first,” Layla said as she glared at Kate. 

Matthew grabbed Kate’s hand and removed it from his cock. “We need to get you some food,” he muttered. “Because you’re a real bitch when you’re hungry.” 

Digging his sword into the ground, he turned her around and bending down, he placed a hand on her naked bottom. “Ready?” Matthew asked. 

“No,” Kate said. 

“On the count of three, jump,” Matthew said. 

Matthew was confident in his strength. For whatever reason, he knew he was much stronger than the average man. 

He counted down and then pushed her up with his hand. At the same time, Kate jumped.

She flew up. Her feet reached the height of where the cave began. And then, she came flying back down. Luckily for her, Matthew caught her in his arms as she fell. 

“That was fucking terrifying,” Kate said, her eyes wide in shock. 

“Do you think you can lean forward next and sort of step into the cave?” Matthew asked. 

“How the hell do I step forward when I’m in the air?” Kate asked, glaring at him. 

Matthew looked up at the cave entrance. “Spud?” 

The ant poked its head out and looked down. “You should come up here if you don’t want to get eaten,” he said. 

“Yup,” Matthew sighed. “I’m going to throw Kate up. Can you catch her?” 

Not waiting for Spud or Kate to conform to his idea, Matthew bent his knees and then jumping up at the same time, he pushed Kate up. She flew over the cave entrance and on her way back down, Spud caught her and pulled her in. 

There was a lot of screaming and shouting coming from the cave as Kate let her feelings be known about what had just happened. 

“Are you ready?” Matthew asked Layla. 

“I’m ready,” Layla said. 

She clearly did not look ready. Her big brown eyes were full of fear and her chest rose and fell rapidly. 

“You’re going to be okay,” Matthew said as he picked her up in his arms. He kissed her on the lips and then threw her up towards the cave entrance. “Another one to catch, Spud,” Matthew shouted. 

Layla screamed. 

The ant was quick to respond and grabbed Layla as she passed him on her way up.

Layla continued to scream. 

Taking a few steps back, Matthew ran towards the cliff and jumped, aiming for the protruding rock. Grabbing it with his hands, he launched himself up and landed by the mouth of the cave. 

“Fuck yeah,” Matthew said as he pumped his fist into the air. 

Having been thrown from an airplane with his memory wiped, there was little Matthew knew about himself. But he was beginning to remember now that not only did he have powers, but he was also incredibly strong and agile. 

Layla charged up to him and wrapped her arms around him, her breasts squished against his chest. “I was so scared,” she whispered. 

“You’re fine,” Matthew told her. He kissed her on the lips and slapped her bottom playfully. 

Layla’s skin turned red at that and she glanced at Kate, appearing mortified at having had her bottom publicly spanked, even if it had been gentle. 

The sun had set. The darkness of the forest was illuminated by hundreds of glowing objects. 

“Fireflies?” Matthew asked. 

“Some are fireflies. Others are beasts,” Spud said. 

Matthew stared down at the forest before him. Spud wasn’t joking. He spotted larger glowing objects moving through the jungle, leaves and branches shaking in their presence.  

There were some big creatures out there. 

“We made it to the cave just in time,” Matthew observed. 

“You must go out and hunt,” Spud said. 

“What now?” 

“That is our agreement. I will take you to the hills with the human structures and you will provide me with food,” Spud said. 

Matthew stared down the cliff he had just climbed. He looked at the treetops of the forest before him and the glowing lights that moved amongst them. He looked down once more. It was a steep drop. He spotted his sword buried into the ground. He had forgotten about that. 

“Keep them safe,” Matthew said. 

Matthew ran down an almost vertical wall. Once at the bottom, he picked up his sword and moved into the woods looking for something to kill. 

It shouldn’t be hard to find, he told himself. They would come to him soon enough. 

Because what he was hunting wasn’t prey. 

Like him, they too were predators. 


Chapter 25

Matthew returned with something that looked very much like a deer. He hadn’t ventured far from the cave when he came across it. He wasn’t the only hunter on the prowl. The deer was attacked by a creature that looked like a large cat of some sort, except it had wings with talons at the end. 

Matthew was a little concerned he didn’t spot the beast before it charged. But he got over that quickly and as the beast attacked the deer-like creature, Matthew crept up behind it and drove his sword into it. 

Given the choice between a deer-like creature or a large cat with wings, Matthew chose the injured deer. Killing it with a single strike, he placed it on his shoulder and hurried back towards the cave. 

Sure, he was a skilled swordsman with incredible strength. But that didn’t mean he was the alpha out here in the jungle. 

Once back at the foot of the hill that housed the cave, he called out to Spud as he dropped the deer-like creature on the ground.  

The ant walked down the cliff as if it were flat. It was fascinating to see. It carried the deer up with ease. Matthew was tempted to follow the ant back up by jumping on its back. But the humans needed to eat too. Matthew wasn’t keen on having raw meat that may or may not have been from a deer. 

Kate and Layla would probably be less keen. 

With his guard up, he scoured the forest floor for fallen branches. Grabbing enough to keep a fire going for most of the night, he returned to the cliff and threw the wood up. 

“Sorry!” he shouted when he heard the ant cry out. 

Spud’s head popped out a moment later. It started down at him. “That hurt.” 

“Yeah… my bad,” Matthew said. 

“I suppose sometimes you are bad?” Spud asked, his antennas twitching. 

“It-” Matthew began, but decided it wasn’t worth it. “Sorry,” he repeated, and then, like an idiot, he chucked another large branch up at the mouth of the cave. 

“Fuck,” Matthew muttered as it struck the ant on the head. 

“Are you trying to kill me?” Spud asked as he rubbed the spot with a limb. 

“No,” Matthew said. “I’m just really tired. I’m going to be throwing more bits of wood up so, if you don’t mind, can you move towards the back of the cave?” 

Spud didn’t argue. He disappeared from sight. Matthew waited long enough to be sure the ant had moved to the back. He threw the remaining parts of wood up and then, taking a few steps back, he charged at the cliff and aiming for the protruding rock, he jumped. 

Matthew landed in the mouth of the cave. It was dark and he didn’t see Layla until she stepped out. She smiled at him and wrapping her arms around him, she kissed him on the lips. 

“I missed you,” she said. 

Layla was a very affectionate girl, Matthew decided. He kissed her back. His hands rested on her back before they slid down to her bottom. 

“Oh, I think your cock-” she paused, her blushing cheeks visible in the moonlit night, “misses me.” She looked down at it now as it grew to full length. 

“Of course it misses you,” Matthew said.

His hands moved into the gap between her ass cheeks and felt her pussy and rosebud. She was wet.

Matthew lifted her up by the hips. Layla wrapped her legs around his waist. As they kissed, she felt for his cock and finding it, she guided it to her opening.

Kate stood by the cave entrance, a frown on her face. “I’m going to need help setting the fire up and cooking the meat,” she said. 

Layla unwrapped her legs from Matthew’s waist as he gently lowered her to the ground. Her cheeks burning, she moved to stand behind him from which point she glared at Kate over his shoulder. 

Matthew couldn’t help but chuckle. The girl was still shy despite having been naked for over a day now. Kate continued to stare at them. He couldn’t tell if the annoyance in her face was due to hunger or something else. 

Matthew broke the firewood into foot length pieces and piled a few on top of each other in a square with gaps in between. He placed torn off twigs in the centre. He turned to Kate and pointed at it. “If you wouldn’t mind lighting it,” he said. 

“Why don’t you do it, fire boy?” Kate grumbled. 

Jees, she really was a moody bitch sometimes. And fire boy? 

“I’m a bit on the tired side,” Matthew lied. He didn’t want Kate to know he was having a few issues with his powers. 

“Whatever, fire boy,” Kate said. 

She placed her hands over the firewood. They began to glow in the dark night, lighting the cave. Matthew spotted Spud sitting in the far end of the cave by the corner. 

A moment later and the twigs burst into flames. 

“What the fuck!” Layla shrieked. 

Matthew turned to see Layla pale as a ghost, her mouth hung open as she pointed at Kate, her hand trembling. 

A perfectly reasonable reaction if you didn’t know humans could have magical abilities, Matthew thought. 

“How did she do that?” Layla asked. “It’s not normal. It’s bad. She is possessed. She must be possessed-”

Matthew reached for her extended hand that still pointed at Kate and pulled Layla in close for a hug. He wrapped his hands around her and kissed her on the head, at the same time telling her to shh. It took some soothing before Layla calmed down. 

They sat by the fire as the meat cooked over it. Spud remained in his corner of the cave eating the meat raw. Layla sat beside Matthew, her shoulder resting against his, she glared at Kate, who sat opposite them. 

Matthew handed Layla a stick of meat and bit into one himself. It was burnt on the outside, but he swore it was the best food ever. He knew that was definitely because of how hungry he was. 

“What’s your problem?” Kate asked as she removed a stick of skewered meat from the fire and took a bite. 

“A jinn has possessed you,” Layla said. “We must remove it,” she continued as she chewed on the meat. 

“I don’t know what that is, but I’m not possessed,” Kate grumbled. “Tell her, fire boy.” 

“Why does she call you fire boy?” Layla asked. 

“Not a fan of that name, by the way,” Matthew said. “I mean, even fireman sounds terrible. That’s what you call people who put fires out. That’s not what I do.” 

“Why does she call you fire boy?” Layla persisted. 

Matthew didn’t know how to explain it. Even though he had no memory of his life before being thrown out of an airplane, he knew what an airplane was. He knew it was normal to be clothed and not walk around naked. He knew that what Lucy and Sarah had going on in the settlement was wrong. 

He knew that having abilities such as those Kate and he had was not normal. He also knew that he was super strong, compared to the average person. 

But for the life of him, he couldn’t remember why he was like that. 

“Jinn?” Matthew said. Layla had accused Kate of being possessed by one. He vaguely knew what one was. “Those are mythical creatures that are made of fire?” 

“Not mythical,” Layla said. “They exist. I can show you. Well, not here. I would need a pen and paper.” 

Not mythical fire creatures. Was he a Jinn? Or was he possessed by a Jinn? That’s what Layla had said, that Kate was possessed by one? 

“Do you think we’re possessed by Jinn’s?” Matthew asked. 

“Speak for yourself,” Kate scoffed. “I'm not possessed by anything.” 

“You might be but… Now that I think about it, I’ve never seen humans possessed by Jinn’s do what she did,” Layla said carefully. 

She explained all she knew or remembered about Jinn’s. They were created long before humans and lived on earth during the time of the dinosaurs. They were made of fire and some had extraordinary powers. They could possess humans and take control over their bodies. When doing that, possessed humans would essentially black out and not remember anything the jinn did with their body. 

When humans first appeared, some of the evil Jinn would regularly possess humans and make them do bad things. The humans figured out how to fight back. They discovered that certain words could control the Jinn’s. 

“If you were possessed by Jinn’s, you wouldn’t ask me that question,” Layla said. And then, frowning, she turned to look at Kate. “Unless you already know that and only said it to throw me off the scent?” 

Kate, who was on her second stick of skewered meat, was apparently no longer grumpy and hostile. “I like the way you think,” she said. “It’s smart.” 

Receiving a compliment from Kate seemed to throw Layla. She looked up at Matthew. He shrugged in return. He was noticing a pattern with Kate. A bitch when hungry, nonchalant when not. 

“I can’t remember much from before, but I know that I have powers which most humans don’t have. I don’t know why I have them. I thought I might be a jinn when you mentioned it but it doesn’t sound like I am one as I’m not possessing this body,” Matthew told Layla. 

“Humans with natural magical powers?” Layla asked. “Like a god or… demigod?” 

Demigod. 

That was a thought. 

Demigods were the children of humans and gods. They were incredibly strong and had powers. That did sound like him. But there could be a number of other things he could be.

“I don’t really know, Layla,” Matthew said softly. “But I’m not going to hurt you. You don’t have to fear me.” 

“I don’t fear you,” she said as she wrapped her arm around his and rested her head on his shoulder. “You saved my life, remember? And you’re my husband.” 

“Yeah, about that,” Kate began, having finished eating. “Are you in a monogamous relationship?” 

Matthew turned to look at Layla, waiting for her to respond. That seemed like the safest thing to do. 

“Why do you ask?” Layla said, her eyes on Kate. 

“I’m not hungry anymore so…” Kate shrugged. 

“So you’re horny and you want to sleep with Matthew?” Layla asked, her cheeks colouring slightly, Matthew could tell she was forcing herself to be comfortable with words she considered should not be used openly.   

“Yes,” Kate said. Her lips twitched as she glanced at Matthew. 

“Are you going to marry him?” Layla asked. 

“Fuck no,” Kate laughed. “Don’t get me wrong,” she added quickly. “You’re great Matthew. I mean you're tall, handsome, strong, big cock - full package. But we’re stuck in a forest which could be on a different fucking planet! I mean, I’m surprised we’re not freaking out about that more,” she laughed, slightly hysterical. Calming herself, she continued. “I have no plans to get married anytime soon,” she finished. 

“If Matthew wants to sleep with you and you’re not married to him, you would be considered a whore,” Layla said. 

“I’m fine with that,” Kate said with a chuckle. 

“Well, it’s Matthew’s choice,” Layla said, frowning. 

“What do you say, fire boy?” Kate asked, a mischievous grin on her face. 

Matthew didn’t like being called fire boy. But with his hunger satisfied too, he could fuck. Without meaning to, Layla had been a massive tease. Being a virgin, Matthew wanted to go easy on the poor girl. She was already traumatised at being naked. He didn’t want to add to that by tearing her pussy.  

Taking it slow and easy on her, he had brought her to orgasm. 

He got nothing in return.  

What he wanted to do was let his animalistic instincts take over. He wanted to pin a girl down and mount her, fucking her hard. 

“Can you take it rough?” Matthew asked. 

“Oh yes, baby,” Kate cooed. “Make me feel like a woman,” she winked. 


Chapter 26

They set off for the hills the following morning. The sunlight that filtered through the foliage and touched his skin felt good. The weather was warm and humid. They were thirsty, but with the river well behind them, Matthew began to wonder if he should have fashioned a flask of some sort. 

Lucky for them, the sky above darkened and soon a torrential downpour soothed their bodies. Layla stood with her mouth open and her hand cupped, gathering the water and drinking it at the same time. After she quenched her thirst, she rubbed her body with her hands as the water dripped down it. 

She noticed him staring at her and walked over, a sly smile on her face. “I want to take your cock like Kate did last night,” she said as she held onto it gently. 

“Uh.. I don’t think you could take that,” Matthew said. “It might hurt a lot.” 

“I know,” Layla said, smiling. “But I want to take it for you… You’re my husband. I want to please you.” 

Matthew kissed her on the lips. “I’m pretty pleased with you,” he said. “But if that’s what you really want, we can try the next time we find a place to rest.” 

“Thank you,” Layla said as she let go of his cock. 

They continued on their way towards the hills. The rain had created puddles on the forest floor and added the risk of slipping and falling on the uneven ground. Layla was the first to fall. She landed on her bottom with an oomph. 

Kate burst out laughing. But then she helped Layla up and even rubbed the dirt off her naked bottom. 

Layla stood rooted to the spot, stunned as Kate moved on, following the ant.

“She touched my bottom,” Layla said to Matthew. 

“Yeah, she did.” 

“Why did she touch my bottom?” Layla asked. 

“I think she was helping brush the mud and dirt off.” 

“But I’m naked. She touched me when I’m naked.” 

Matthew smiled politely, not knowing what sort of response Layla was looking for. He glanced at her curvy bottom. There was still some dirt stuck to it. He brushed it off gently, massaging her ass at the same time, his hand touched her opening and felt the heat emanating from it. 

“You’re all clean now,” Matthew said. “We should keep walking or we’re going to lose the ant.” 

He took her hand in his and followed after them. It was a long trek, but with the sun returning and the rays piercing the branches and leaves above to reach his skin, Matthew felt good. As evening came, an opportunity to hunt presented itself. 

A creature that represented a cross between a cow and a crocodile charged at him. It had the body of a cow. It had a wide frame with four legs and hooves, an udder and a tail. Its head was that of a crocodile. It had a long snout with scaly skin and hundreds of sharp teeth. 

It charged at Spud first. 

The ant had impressive reflexes. 

He jumped over the charging cow-crocodile, ran to the closest tree and scuttled up it, quickly disappearing from sight. 

Matthew was ready for the beast when it turned around in confusion, looking for its next target. As it came for him, Matthew charged towards it, sword in hand, he moved to the side at the last second, avoiding the creature’s jaws, he dropped to his knees and slashed at the monster’s legs. 

As it tumbled to the ground and fell on its side, now unable to walk, he dispatched it quickly with a swift strike to its throat. Matthew moved away as the blood gushed out. 

Spud’s head poked out between the wide clover-type leaves of the tree he had climbed. “Is it safe?” 

“Yes. Thanks for your help,” Matthew muttered. 

“I’m not a hunter, Matthew,” Spud said. “You know that.” 

Matthew did know that. But he was still annoyed at how quickly the ant ran for its life. What made it more frustrating was the fact that the ant probably could have killed the cow-crocodile on his own. And not just the cow-crocodile, but most other beasts in the forest. 

Ants were incredibly strong for their size. And this ant was incredibly sized. 

“We can camp here for the night,” Spud said. 

“No cave?” Matthew asked. 

Spud shook his head. “No more caves until we reach the hills.” 

Matthew wasn’t thrilled about camping here. The most he could see in any direction was about ten feet. There could be monsters lurking all around them. He guessed they would have a few seconds at best before one could come out from behind a tree and reach them. 

“We’re going to need a lot of firewood,” Matthew said. 


Chapter 27

After travelling through the dense jungle for three more days, after being attacked twice during the day and once at night despite having a raging fire going on, they made it to the hills still in one piece. 

The dense forest came to an abrupt end. There were fields of long grass growing for hundreds of meters before the hills began. Matthew spotted a narrow path cutting through it. 

He could see the buildings better now. Made of some sort of yellow rock, they were dotted on the hilltop. Some were clustered together. Others stood alone. They were connected by paths made of white stone. 

“I will leave now,” Spud said. 

“You don’t want to come with us?” Kate asked. “You could probably get a job moving things with those big muscles of yours. You wouldn’t have to hide and scavenge for food.” 

Spud shook his head vigorously. “Humans in groups are nasty. They will call me a monster and then kill me.” 

It was hard to argue with Spud. Most humans would probably do that. He imagined some people chilling in their homes only to look out the window and see an ant six feet tall wondering about. Yup. After the screaming, the pitchforks would come out. 

“It’s been a pleasure, Spud,” Matthew stuck his hand out. 

He remembered what had happened the last two times he stuck his hand out to Spud. 

But he did not remember in time to move his hand away. 

Spud kicked it with his foot. 

There was more force behind it this time and it fucking hurt. 

Matthew glared at the ant. 

“Next time don’t throw wood at me,” Spud said. 

The ant’s lips spread into a smile.  

That was the first time Matthew had seen any expressions on the ant’s face. 

It was fucking horrifying to see. 

They watched the ant scuttle away and disappear into the forest before setting off for the hills. 

“What do you think we will find?” Kate asked. 

“As long as they don’t try to enslave me, I’m good with that,” Matthew replied. 

“What if they try to enslave me?” Kate asked. 

“Is that going to happen?” Layla asked. “I can’t be enslaved!” 

“Relax,” Matthew said. “I’m sure it will be fine.” 

“Yeah, because everything else so far has been great,” Kate muttered. 

They cut through the grassy fields and arrived at the bottom of the hills. Matthew stared up at the houses. He couldn’t see anyone moving about. As they got closer, he began to wonder if the houses were deserted. A few had partially collapsed roofs, others had doors and windows missing. Some had large holes in the walls that looked like they had been created by mortar fire. 

They reached the hilltop and the first cluster of homes. 

A window suddenly popped open and a man appeared pointing a musket at them. “Stop,” he commanded. 

Matthew stopped moving forward. He let the sword slip from his hand and held them both up. “We come in peace,” he said. 

“I’ll be the judge of that,” the man said. 

The door to the house opened and another man walked out. He carried a sword in his hand. The blade was rusty and blunt. The man was skinny and dressed in a grey pair of trousers and shirt that had tears, holes and black marks on them. He walked with bare feet. 

His eyes were firmly stuck on Layla and Kate. 

Noticing his stare, Layla moved to stand behind Matthew. 

Kate decided on an entirely different tactic. 

She stepped towards the man wearing a scowl on her face. 

“Oh fuck,” Matthew muttered. “When was the last time Kate ate?” 

“It’s been a few hours,” Layla said helpfully. 

“What are you looking at?” Kate growled at the man. 

It was obvious what he was looking at. His eyes very obviously moved from Kate’s pussy to her breasts and back to her pussy. She did have a pretty face. But clearly the man was not interested in that. 

“You’re naked…” the man said. He licked his lips as he stood right in front of Kate. 

The man reached forward and touched Kate’s left breast. He gave it a squeeze and chuckled. 

Kate grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and swung him across sending him tumbling down the hill. Matthew leaned over to see how far the man had fallen. He watched as the body tumbled down, striking quite a few rocks along the way until it came to rest at the bottom of the hill. 

Where it remained. 

Unmoving. 

He turned to look at Kate. 

“What?” she growled. 

“I think he’s dead,” Matthew said. 

Kate leaned over to have a look. “Maybe he’s napping,” she said hesitantly. 

“Yeah… maybe he’s very tired after… all that falling,” Matthew muttered. 

Layla stared at them both like they were idiots. “He’s dead!” she shouted. 

“You killed him?” the man in the house holding the gun asked. 

“I think he fell,” Matthew said, his hands back up. “He’s probably just hurt.” 

“You threw him over!” the man spat. “I’m going to kill you.” 

Matthew expected to hear a bang as the musket went off. But the man did not shoot. The window closed. They heard movement and then spotted the man running along the hilltop before he turned left and disappeared behind a cluster of trees. 

“Why didn’t he shoot us?” Kate asked. 

Matthew shrugged. “Maybe the gun doesn’t work.” He leaned over to have another look at the body of the man at the bottom. He remained still, his body angled unnaturally. “Did you have to kill him?” 

“He touched my boob!” Kate growled. 

That was true. The guy was clearly a prick. But Matthew could have done with making a good first impression with these people. That was clearly not going to happen now. 

He picked up his sword and approached the house from which the man had pointed the musket at them before fleeing. 

He opened the door and stepped inside. 

It was dark and musty. 

There was no furniture. 

This clearly wasn’t a place where someone lived. 

Matthew spotted the musket lying on the floor by the window. He picked it up and realised why the man hadn’t shot at them. It didn’t work. The musket was in worse condition than the rusty blade the dead man had had in his hand. 

He spotted a door at the back and walked through. A path led along the top of the hill before it curved around a cluster of trees. 

Matthew followed the path and as it turned, he stopped.

Hidden behind the cluster of trees on the hilltop plateau was a gate and a wall five feet tall that stretched for a hundred feet in both directions. Inside the wall were about a hundred houses made of the yellow rock. These houses were in good condition and Matthew could see people moving about. 

The wooden gates opened and out marched a small crowd. All of them were armed with swords. Some of those swords even looked sharp. 

By this point, Kate and Layla had caught up to him. 

Layla held his free hand and stood behind him shielding her naked body behind his. 

Kate, on the other hand, stepped forward and stood straight. She jutted her chest forward, as if to show off her breasts. Sure, they were nice and firm, but time and place, Matthew thought. 

He grabbed her hand and pulled her back. 

“Hey-” Kate began. 

“Not the time, Kate,” Matthew said, his voice firm. “Seriously,” he added for good measure. 

Kate glared at him but took a step back. 

Matthew dug his sword into the ground before him. He held his hands up to show himself unarmed and not a threat. 

“We come in peace,” he said. 

“That’s what he said last time before he killed Julio!” a man shouted. 

The musket man. Matthew spotted him amongst the crowd.  

“Is this true?” a woman asked. “Did you kill Julio?” 

She stood in front of the crowd. She was an older woman. Possibly in her late thirties. She wore a silky white dress that had slits on either side. Her hair was white and poking out from it were two pointed ears. 

“What are you?” Matthew asked. 

“I’m an elf,” the woman replied, frowning. 

She reminded him of a strict headteacher. A kind of hot one. 

“Did you kill Julio?” she repeated the question. 

“Julio grabbed my-” he stopped, wondering what to call Kate, he looked back at her. “What are we?” 

“I’m your girlfriend,” she said. 

“Really?” Matthew asked, surprised they were labelling it that soon. 

“I don’t go around sleeping with anyone and everyone,” she said indignantly. 

“Right,” Matthew mumbled. He turned to face the elf woman. “Julio grabbed my girlfriend’s breasts so… she pushed him. And he fell down the hill.” 

“Lies!” the musket man shouted. 

“Shut up, Victor,” the elf woman said. “Why are you all naked?” 

Matthew pondered on how best to answer that question in a way that would make sense to the elf woman. He could tell the truth, that he was thrown out of an airplane naked. But that would lead to further questions. Why was he thrown from an airplane naked? Who threw him? 

Matthew didn’t know the answer to any of those questions. 

And it sounded stupid. 

He imagined how he would react if a naked person turned up to his house, or village or wherever the fuck he lived in his previous life and killed someone. Matthew was pretty sure he wasn’t going to believe a single word that came out of that man’s mouth. 

“Were you thrown from the flying machine naked?” the elf woman asked. 

“Yes!” Matthew said excitedly. “You know about people like us?” 

“We used to see more of your lot until that settlement started,” the elf woman said. “Julio shouldn’t have touched your girlfriend’s breasts. But that doesn’t justify you killing him.” 

“It was an accident, I swear,” Matthew said. 

“It doesn’t matter,” the elf woman said. “The Baron will decide your fate. This is his domain.” 

Not liking the sound of that, Matthew lowered his hands and held his sword. He pulled it out of the dirt as his muscles tensed. He held it before him, his face grim. 

“Put that away,” the elf woman said. “The Baron is not here and will not be here for many days now. Until his visit, you can stay with us. We will give you rooms, food and clothes.” 

Matthew lowered his sword, though his guard was up. “Why would you do that?” 

“Julio was an asshole,” the elf said. “Who's the woman hiding behind you? She’s pretty.” 

“This is-” Matthew stopped. 

How was he going to introduce Layla? She was his wife. Sort of. 

But he couldn’t introduce her as his wife, could he? He had already introduced Kate as his girlfriend. What would this crowd make of him having a wife and a girlfriend? 

Whilst Matthew deliberated on how to respond, Layla seemed to have grown some confidence. 

She stopped forward and jutted her chest forward displaying her ample bosom much like Kate had done earlier. Unlike Kate, her cheeks burned red. 

“I am his wife,” Layla said. 


Chapter 28

The elf woman was named Alara. She chuckled when Layla announced herself to be Matthew’s wife. She led them through the main gates and into their village to give them a place to stay until the Baron arrived. 

Matthew didn’t know how he felt about waiting for the Baron to come and pass judgement on what he had done. Or what he had not done. Kate had killed Julio. By accident. What he had seen so far of this world, it did not seem like the sort of place to tolerate accidents. 

But he was hungry and tired. 

And the promise of a bed to sleep in and clothes to wear was too much to refuse. 

Alara even let him keep his sword so long as he promised not to hurt anyone with it. 

Matthew made that promise on the condition that no one tried anything funny with him. 

It was a neat little village. The houses were all single story and made of the yellow rock he had seen on the hilltop. The roofs were thatched and pointy. The paths were formed using white stone. 

Alara led them to the closest house and once inside, she whispered some words to those in the front of the crowd that had followed them. Whatever she had said spread like wildfire and very soon, the crowd disappeared. 

Alara closed the door. “Let me show you around the house.” 

It was a small house. It had one bedroom, one kitchen and one washroom. In the back was a garden that was overrun with weed. 

“That did not take very long,” Alara said. She smiled politely. Her eyes darted a glance at Matthew’s penis. “If you don’t have any questions for me, I shall leave you to be,” Alara said.

“I have lots of questions,” Matthew said. 

“I thought you might. But first, you should eat and wear some clothes. My people will bring you all you need. After that, come find me,” Alara said. 

* * *

The villagers returned with food and clothes. After being naked for so long, it felt good to wear a pair of trousers and a shirt. Sure, they were both a dull grey, but Matthew didn’t care about that. He was just happy his cock wasn’t hanging out all the time.  

Layla had chosen a long dress that covered her whole body, arms and legs. She picked up a scarf and wrapped it over her head, covering her hair. 

Kate chose a short dress with a plunging neckline. 

They were a contrast, those two, in almost every sense. 

The food was good. They had bread and meat that wasn’t burnt on the outside and raw inside. 

Clothed and food in his stomach, Matthew set out to find Alara. Kate and Layla were absolutely shattered from their trek through the jungle. There was only one bed in the house. After eating, both Layla and Kate climbed into it at the same time. 

There was a brief moment where both girls glared at each other. Matthew feared an argument would break out. But it seemed they were too tired for that. 

He left them asleep, each girl on one side of the bed, a gap in-between. 

It was late evening when Matthew stepped out. The air seemed cooler up here, even though it wasn’t that high up. He briefly wondered how he would find Alara. But it soon became obvious. The village was dotted with houses of similar size, each spaced out and connected by the paths of white stone. 

A few minutes into his stroll and he spotted a larger house. It was double-fronted with a door in the centre and two bay styled windows on either side. There were flowers growing in front of it and the path was wider. 

It had to be Alara’s. 

She seemed to be in charge. Naturally, she would have the biggest house. 

Matthew knocked on the door. 

It was opened by a woman much younger. She seemed to be in her early twenties. She did have elf ears. Pointy. And white hair. 

“Um… is this Alara’s place?” Matthew asked. 

“She’s my mother,” the girl said. “You’re Matthew.” 

“Yes,” he nodded. “She said I could come and talk to her. I had some questions.” 

“I bed you do,” the girl laughed. “I’m Alena.” 

“Nice to meet you, Alena,” Matthew said. “Is Alara about?” 

“She’s having a bath. You can come in and wait.” 

Alena opened the door fully and stepped aside. Matthew entered the house. It was much nicer. The corridor was wide and had doors to the left and right. On the right side, up against the wall was a small table with yellow flowers in a pot. 

Alena led him into the living room. There were wooden chairs with purple cushions. Matthew took a seat and sighed. After a few nights out in the forest, the soft fluff inside the cushion felt amazing on his bottom. 

Alena stood by the door and watched him, her eyes sparkling. 

“You’re the first new person we’ve had in years,” she said. 

“You don’t get many visitors from the city?” Matthew asked. “Or the settlement?” 

“We’re too far for people from the city to come. There’s nothing out here. And the settlement leaves us alone. I think we have some unspoken agreement of avoiding each other.” 

“How far is the city?” Matthew asked. “What sort of city is it?” 

“What do you mean what sort of city is it?” Alena asked, frowning. 

Matthew could see cities in his head. One had cloud-reaching towers of glass with people ferrying about in metal vehicles, another was dominated by buildings of brick three or four floors high with streets full of humans thronging back and forth.    

Before Matthew could respond to Alena, Alara turned up. 

She had just finished her bath and had a towel wrapped around her chest. Matthew imagined if the towel were any shorter, it would reveal her pussy. 

“You’re eager,” Alara said. “I wasn’t expecting you till later tonight or maybe tomorrow morning. You’ve had a long journey. You don’t want to rest?” 

Matthew did want to rest. The thought of heading back to the house and lying on a bed with a mattress was tempting. Layla and Kate already being there made it more appealing. 

“I’d love to get some answers,” Matthew said. 

“Come,” Alara said. 

She turned and disappeared down the corridor. Matthew climbed to his feet and followed after her. As he passed Alena, she rolled her eyes and made a face. He followed Alara down the corridor and turned right into what was a bedroom. 

Alara stood before a wardrobe with a mirror. She dropped her towel and glanced at Matthew through the reflection in the mirror. 

She had a luscious curvy figure with large firm breasts, a flat navel and smooth skin. Lara opened the wardrobe and picked out a dress. It was red and lacy. She slipped into it and turned to look at him. 

“What do you think?” she asked. 

“It’s… great,” Matthew said. Sexy was the word he wanted to use. 

There was a chair by the window and Alara took a seat in it. Her legs were parted and the dress hiked up. Matthew caught a glimpse of her pussy line. 

“Sit,” Alara said, pointing at the bed. 

Matthew took a seat and focused his eyes on Alara’s face and not her body. It was hard to do that. The dress hugged her figure tightly. The neckline was low and squashed her breasts together. The lacy material did not hide much. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath and he could see her nipples, though they were partially hidden by a flowery pattern. 

“I’m sure you have questions, but it might be better for me to talk first and tell you about our world,” Alara said. 

So it was another world? Matthew wanted to ask the question but resisted the urge. He stayed silent and listened as Alara continued to talk. 

This world was vast and was known as Abecis. It was a variation of a word which meant thrown away, Alara said. Some said it was named as such because it was a place the unwanted were thrown into. Alara didn’t know who did the throwing, but there were a few points dotted around the world where people would fall from the sky. They were named Fallen. One of those places was the forest near the settlement. 

This world was full of all types of creatures. Humans, witches, wizards, demigods, werewolves, vampires, elves and much more. There were towns and cities dotted around the vast landscape. There were kings and queens. 

This hilltop community was ruled by the Baron. He was a man aged in his late forties. He visited once a month on average. The next visit was due in a few days. He would judge what to do with Matthew and the girls. 

“You can ask questions now,” Alara said. 

“Is everyone on this planet here because they fell from the sky?” Matthew asked. 

“No. My ancestors have been here for hundreds of years. But it is possible that the very first few elves were dropped here. The vast majority of us aren’t Fallen.” 

“Who drops us?” 

Alara shrugged. “No one really knows and most don’t care anymore. The number of people that are first generation Fallen are a very small percentage of the population of Abecis. Most people in the towns and cities far away from here don’t even know what a Fallen is. There is no curiosity on their part to understand where the Fallen come from.” 

Matthew felt defeated. She had no answers. He had been dumped here by someone and it didn’t seem like he was going to get out soon. Who would have hated him so much to go to the effort to throw him away to another world? What had he left behind? He remembered Maeve, the red haired girl, but did he leave anyone else behind? Was anyone missing him? Was Maeve out there now wondering where he had gone? 

“Is there a way off this world?” Matthew asked. 

Alara shrugged her shoulders. “We don’t leave our little spot here. It's a good spot. The world is crazy. It is the Land of Chaos,” she laughed. “Vampires, wolves, demigods, demons, angels - they all have massive egos and they are constantly fighting each other. Then you have the monsters. They roam the plains and the hills between the towns and cities. There could be a way off this planet. But I don’t know of any and I’ve never heard of anyone leaving. For most of us, this is our home,” she smiled sympathetically. 

Matthew needed a way out. He needed to get back and find out why he was thrown away. Did they get rid of him because he was a nuisance or a threat? 

There could be answers out there. It was a vast world with cities. And cities held knowledge. Even if no one cared about the Fallen, surely there would be a book somewhere that knew more about the people falling from the sky. 

He needed to get out there and explore the world. 

It did sound dangerous though. 

“Can I leave Kate and Layla here?” he asked. 

“This is the Baron’s land,” Alara said. “He will make the decisions on what to do with you and your girls.” 

“What’s the Baron like?” Matthew asked. 

“He is the ruler of this land,” Alara said, a diplomatic smile on her face. “It is hard to tell what his mood will be like. He may see you as a threat and want to kill you. Or he may decide to let you stay.” 

“I don’t want to stay,” Matthew said. “I’m going to find a way off this world. But I would like a safe place for the girls.” 

“You’re going to ditch your wife and girlfriend?” Alara asked, her brows furrowing. 

“I’m not going to ditch them,” Matthew said. He explained how he had only met both girls a few days ago. His trek to find a way off this planet is going to be dangerous, according to Alara. Taking them with him would be risky. It would be better if he went exploring alone. He didn’t even know if the girls would want to leave this planet. “I want a safe place for them to stay. If they want to leave the planet, once I find a way out, I can come back for them.” 

“You can’t leave until the Baron comes. Your girl killed Julio. If you’re gone when the Baron comes, we will have to explain to him why and I don’t think he will be happy.” 

“I can stay till the Baron comes,” Matthew said. He could use the time to better learn what lay beyond the hills before he ventured out. He climbed to his feet, both mentally and physically exhausted. He was ready for bed. 

“So you’re not really attached to Layla and Kate?” Alara asked. 

“I care for them,” Matthew said, his eyes narrowing. He was fond of both girls. Layla more. But he was warming to Kate too. 

“But… it’s not a sacred relationship of some sort?” 

“Sacred?” 

Alara smiled a patient smile. She stood up and slipped out of her dress. “What I am asking you, Matthew,” she said as she walked towards him, “is if you would like to spend the night here and explore my body.” 


Chapter 29

The following morning, Matthew woke early and headed back towards the smaller house that was temporarily assigned to him, Layla and Kate. He opened the front door and stepped inside. It was quiet. He headed to the bedroom to find both Kate and Layla fast asleep. 

There was a difference though. 

When he had left the night before, both girls slept in the same bed. But each girl occupied either side of the bed, leaving a gap in-between. 

That gap was no longer existent. Layla had an arm and leg resting over Kate’s body as she spooned her. 

Matthew leaned against the wall, his arms folded across his chest, he cleared his throat. Kate was the first to rise. She lifted her head and stared at him, eyes barely open. It took her a moment to realise Layla was cuddling her. 

Kate gently shuffled her body to turn around and face Layla, a smirk on her face. 

Layla opened her eyes to find her arm and leg over Kate as the girl stared at her, lips twitching. She moved back so quickly, she fell off the bed. Kate burst out laughing. Matthew struggled to hold back his own chuckle. 

Layla climbed to her feet, a sullen look on her face, she rubbed her bottom. “Where were you last night?” she asked. 

“I spent the night at Alara’s,” Matthew said. 

Layla’s lips curled as her eyes narrowed. “I know I said it was fine for you to sleep with other women, but that doesn’t mean you have to find a new woman every day.” 

“Hey, it’s not like you missed me,” Matthew said lightly. 

“Yeah, I’m sure you were fondling my pussy at one point,” Kate chimed in. 

Layla’s cheeks reddened as her eyes widened. She stormed out of the room and into the kitchen without saying a word. 

“What a drama queen,” Kate said, rolling her eyes. “What did you learn from Alara?” 

Matthew told her everything he knew. That the planet was named Abecis and was full of every imaginable mythical creature you could think of. Most of them were born here, lived all their lives here and considered it their home. 

The ones that fell from the sky were known as the Fallen. There were various fixed points around the world where the Fallen dropped from. One was the forest behind them. 

He told her about the Baron, who was going to come and make a judgement on their killing of Julio. 

“My killing,” Kate said. “I killed him. Not you or Layla… Should I be worried?” 

“It was an accident,” Matthew said. “I’m sure he will understand,” he added, though truthfully, he feared it would not go well when the Baron arrived. 

It wasn’t so much what Alara had said. It was more how she said the things about him. He seemed controlling. Not the sort of guy that would take kindly to having one of his people being killed. 

But Matthew didn’t say that. Right now, his best option was to leave Layla and Kate in the relative safety of this village while he went and searched for a way out. 

“Breakfast is ready,” Layla shouted from the kitchen. 

* * *

After a hearty breakfast of meat, bread and fresh apple juice, Matthew and the girls headed towards Alara’s house. Before leaving her bed in the early morning, Alara had told him to come see her and to bring the girls. 

He knocked on her door and waited. 

Once again, it was opened by her daughter, Alena. 

“You’re back,” she pouted. 

It was a different welcome to the one she had given him last night. 

“We’re here to see Alara. She said something about shift assignments?” Matthew said. 

“Come on in,” Alena rolled her eyes. She left the door open and disappeared down the corridor. 

“What is her problem?” Layla asked. 

“I think she didn’t like it that Matthew fucked her mum,” Kate said, her tone light. 

“Alara is her mum?” Layla asked. 

“You couldn’t tell?” Kate frowned. “They could be identical twins if they were the same age.” 

Matthew walked into the house and turned right into the living room. He took a seat on the comfy chair, again appreciating the soft cushion on his bottom. Kate leaned against the wall by the door, one foot up and pressed against the wall. Layla stood in the middle of the room awkwardly. 

They were joined by Alara. She was in a towel once more. That woman sure washed a lot. 

“For as long as you stay here, you’re going to have to help out. We’ve got fields that need ploughing, fruits that need picking and if you’re a skilful hunter, we can always do with the extra meat. What do you want to do?” 

Layla stuck her hand up. “I can work in the fields.” 

“I want to sleep,” Kate said. 

“You can pick fruits,” Alara told Kate. She turned to Matthew. “You look like a hunter.” 

“Sure. Happy to help,” Matthew smiled politely. 

“Great,” Alara said. “My daughter will show you where you need to be.” She stuck her head out of the door and shouted her daughter’s name. 

Alena appeared a few moments later, still wearing the pout. “Follow me…” she said, sighing loudly. 

She led them out of the house and through the village in the opposite direction of the front gate. It was a fairly organised village. The houses were mostly the same size, except some looked like they had an extra room or two. 

Matthew spotted kids running around. Of course there would be kids. Why was he surprised? Alena walked ahead of them, moving at a brisk pace. Matthew broke into a jog to join her. 

“The women in the settlement said that no one ages here. That’s not true, is it?” Matthew asked. 

“Do I look like I’m the same age as my mother?” Alena asked, frowning. 

“You… look much younger,” Matthew said. Then added, “And prettier?” 

“Is that a question?” 

It was a question. Because he wasn’t sure if he should say it. It was a cheesy thing to say. It sounded like he was hitting on her. Which he absolutely was not. 

Matthew slowed his pace and waited for Layla and Kate to catch up. They continued through the village until they came to the wall. There was another door that led out to the back of the hilltop. There was a stream running along the bottom of the hill and beyond that were the fields. 

The villagers were already down there working. They looked like little ants moving about. 

“Follow that path down to the bottom and help the lot working there,” Alena said to Layla, pointing to a stone path that seemed to trickle down.    

“What do I do when I’m down there?” Layla asked, looking a bit nervous. The scarf around her head had slipped down to her shoulders. She raised it and covered her hair. 

“It’s not complicated. But if you’re lost, someone will tell you what to do,” came Alena’s response. 

Layla glanced at Matthew. He shrugged his shoulders. If she was going to stay here while he searched the planet for a way out, it would be good for her to do things independent of him and make some friends. 

She gave him a kiss on the lips and headed down the path. 

“A wife, a girlfriend, my mum,” Alena said through gritted teeth. “You should be our new Baron.” 

Matthew frowned. “What does that mean?” 

Alena ignored him and continued along the hilltop. From their vantage point and not running for his life as he evaded monsters, Matthew was able to appreciate the beauty of this place. It was wonderfully green. 

They continued walking along the hilltop. There was a dip as the path curved around another hill. Past that was an orchard. There were hundreds of trees neatly planted row after row along the side of the hill. 

Matthew spotted apple trees, orange trees, lychees, some sort of yellow fruit that was a cross between a lemon and a guava. 

Beneath the trees were a few of the villagers. Mostly women. They plucked the ripe fruit, cleaned the area around the bottom and watered the trees with buckets. He wondered where they got the water from before he spotted a tubewell at the bottom of that hill. 

“Off you go,” Alena said to Kate. 

“I’ve changed my mind,” Kate said. “I want to go hunting.” 

“You can do that tomorrow. We don’t need you today,” Alena said as her eyes bore into Kate. 

For a moment, Matthew thought the two were going to go at it. Kate was feisty and she did not take well to being ordered around. He did not know Alena that well, but clearly she had woken up on the wrong side of the bed this morning. 

As the two glared at each other, he wondered if he should intervene. He wondered how he could intervene. Push both girls back? Scold them and tell them to grow up? Place both girls on his knees and spank them? 

He liked the last one. 

Though he wasn’t sure how Alena would take to being spanked. She would probably go and snitch on him to her mum. 

In the end, Kate simply turned her back to Alena and approached Matthew. She kissed him on the lips. It was a long and passionate kiss. As their lips were locked together, she took hold of his hand and placed it on her ass. 

When she was done, she turned and smiled at Alena, blowing her a kiss, she walked off to join the crew of mostly women tending to the trees. 

“She’s an ass,” Alena muttered. 

“She’s got an ass,” Matthew responded. His eyes on Kate’s buttocks, he could feel the intensity of Alena’s glare. He turned to look at her and smiled. “Probably shouldn’t have said that out loud, right?” 

Alena didn’t respond. Her nostrils flared before she turned and walked back towards the village. Matthew watched as Kate joined the women working. The orchards were nicely kept. The fields at the bottom of the hills were fertile. And he knew from experience that the forest was perfect for a capable hunter. 

Layla was his wife. It was odd to be married, even though it wasn’t a conventional marriage. He was growing fond of her. Kate was cool too. 

Two attractive women that wanted him. Then there was Alara. A simple life of living off the fields, hunting and having lots of sex.   

Matthew might have forgotten his memories and the world he came from, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t appreciate what he could have here. It would be a dream for many men to have something like this. 

So why did he still want to find a way out of this planet? 

Sighing heavily, he set off after Alena.

* * *

The hunting party was small. 

It consisted of him with his sword and Alena with a bow and a quiver full of arrows. When Matthew asked if he could also use a bow and arrows to strike down the animal, Alena had said no. 

“Archery is for the skilled. You look like a brute,” she had said. 

Having lost his memories, Matthew couldn’t recall if he had ever held a bow and arrow before or if he even was a skilled archer. He had a gut feeling that he was probably very good. But he decided against arguing with a clearly annoyed Alena. 

They set off down the hill and towards the forest that he had been happy to leave behind only yesterday. Strangely, it no longer seemed as terrifying as it had been before. Matthew knew what to expect. And he didn’t have to worry about the safety of anyone else. 

Alena looked capable. 

Plus, she was an elf. Weren’t they really good at archery? Matthew couldn’t remember if that was fact or fiction. 

What he would do to have his memories back. 

They walked for an hour and reached an area where the trees were older and taller. 

“You stay put,” Alena told him. “I’m going to have a look for signs of hibernation points.” 

“Hibernation points?” Matthew asked. 

Alena didn’t reply. She ran at the closest tree and leaped forward. Her feet landed on the trunk. She ran up it vertically before reaching a branch, she swung herself up and disappeared amongst the leaves. 

“Fucking hell,” Matthew muttered. “That was cool.” 

Elves were clearly superior to humans when it came to agility and strength. Alena had made climbing that tree look like a stroll in the park. 

Matthew leaned against the trunk of the tree, his sword by his side, he realised what Alena had meant when she said hibernation point. When he had travelled through the forest on his way to the hills, it had been relatively safe during the days. 

The monsters all came out at night. 

Which meant they were probably sleeping somewhere during the day - hence the hibernation points. Although he wondered if hibernation implied a longer duration of sleepingness? 

Thankfully, there was a rustle among the leaves to distract him from his thoughts. Because his thoughts were a bit garbage at this point. Sleepingness? Was that even a word? 

Matthew pushed his back off the trunk and raised his sword, ready for whatever monster would emerge. 

“Oh, hey,” Matthew said to the six foot tall creature that had emerged from behind the trees. “How’s it going?” 

“It is going okay,” Spud said. “I am hungry. Do you have food?” 

“Might do. I’ve got an elf in the tree searching for something to hunt.” 

“Elf in the tree,” Spud repeated. 

His antennas twitched. 

He turned and ran as fast as he could. 

Which was pretty fast. 

But not fast enough. An arrow came flying from the treetop and struck him on one limn. As Spud growled in pain and turned, his mandibles snapping, Matthew leapt to stand in front of him. 

A volley of arrows came flying at him. 

He deflected them with his sword.  

A moment later, Alena shot out from the treetop, her leg stuck out, she was going to kick him in the chest. As she came within reach, he grabbed her foot and swung her across, sending her crashing into the ground. 

It should have hurt her. Any human would have struggled to get back up or at least be disoriented for a few seconds. 

But not the elf. She was up instantly and had nocked an arrow. Matthew’s sword came up instinctively. He blocked it just in time. The arrow’s tip skirted off his blade and buried itself in a trunk to his left. 

“Wait!” Matthew shouted. 

“What are you?” Alena asked. 

“What do you mean?”

“You’re not a human.” 

“I am!” Matthew protested. 

“Humans can’t move like that. What are you?” 

“I don’t know,” Matthew said. 

It was the truth. He didn’t know what he was. He seemed pretty human. He had human arms and legs. A human head. But Matthew was aware that humans weren’t as strong as he was, nor did they have powers. 

Admittedly he was struggling to use those powers. 

Alena let fly another arrow. 

Matthew blocked it with his blade and charged at her. 

She moved out of the way and struck low with her bow. Matthew jumped over it and as he passed her, he elbowed her on the forehead. 

It was a hard strike and it knocked her back. 

Fearing she was going to get up again, Matthew leaped onto her and pinned her to the ground, face down. In the scuffle, her skirt had hiked up to her waist. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. Maybe it wasn’t a thing for elves but he could see her bare bottom. 

Matthew was about to pull her skirt down when she tried to flip over and punch him. 

Sighing, he pressed his full weight onto her naked bottom and pinned her arms down with his hands. 

Alena continued to struggle, trying to free herself. 

“Will you stop and listen for one fucking second?” Matthew asked. 

It worked. Alena stopped struggling. 

“Thank you,” Matthew said. “I want to let you go, but I need you to promise you won’t try to kill me.” 

“I promise,” Alena said quickly, 

Matthew didn’t let her go. He remained seated on top of her. 

“I don’t believe you,” he told her. 

“Why did you make me promise if you’re not going to believe me?” Alena snapped. 

It was a good question. But now was not the time to appreciate good questions. “Why are you trying to kill me?” 

“Because you’re not human.” 

“Maybe I'm not a human. But neither are you. It’s not a good enough reason to want to kill me.” 

“I’m an elf. We’re good. Humans are okay. What you are is bad.” 

That seemed like a massive oversimplification. Elves good. Humans okay. Him bad. 

“How do you know I’m bad?” 

“You all are,” Alena said. 

Matthew felt his chest suddenly start to beat faster. “You know what I am?” 

“You’re like the Baron. You’re superpowered and evil.” 

“The Baron’s evil?”

“Of course he is evil. We live on his land. We belong to him. He comes and takes what he wants and does whatever he wants. You’re just like him.” 

“How am I like him?” Matthew asked. 

“You slept with my mum!” 

“How does that make me like him?” 

“He comes and sleeps with my mum!” Alena yelled. 

This conversation was beginning to make Matthew uncomfortable. It didn’t help that he was sitting on top of Alena, using his strength to pin her down. He glanced around looking for Spud. 

He spotted the ant. He was behind a tree, his head sticking out, he looked at Matthew and Alena. 

“I’m going to get off you,” Matthew said. “Please don’t attack me. Let’s continue to talk.” 

Alena didn’t respond. Which was fair. The last time he said he was going to get off her, he hadn’t followed through. 

Matthew let go of her arms first. He rose to his feet slowly, cautiously watching Alena in case she tried something, he stepped over her and stood to her left. 

She remained on the ground, though she turned her head to stare at him. 

“You can get up,” Matthew said. 

“Don’t tell me what to do,” she retorted. 

Matthew held his hands up, palms out flat. “Hey, I’m not your enemy. I just want to talk. Can you tell me more about this Baron and why you think I am like him?” 

Alena stared at him for some time before she reluctantly climbed to her feet and pulled her skirt down. After dusting herself, she collected her bow and arrows and paused to glare at Spud, who was still hiding behind a tree, his head sticking out. 

“Why were you protecting that monster?” she asked. 

“He’s an ant and… a friend,” Matthew said. “He’s harmless.” 

He thought there might be some follow on questions from Alena. It would have been normal to ask why he was friends with an ant. But the elf seemed satisfied or just didn’t care enough. 

She told him about the Baron. He was a tall and handsome man who was mighty strong. There were others like him. They looked like humans, but they weren’t. All of them were stronger. Some had powers. 

But they were all evil. 

They ruled over their land with an iron fist. 

“Our Baron is called Thane,” Alena said. “He visits every so often to come and sleep with my mum and some other women he finds attractive. One day, he will want me. If I resist, he won’t only kill me, he will kill half the villagers as a warning. He’s definitely going to want Layla and Kate. Those two are asking for it by being that ridiculously hot.”

“You seem pretty capable,” Matthew said. “You couldn’t catch him off guard with one of your arrows?” 

Alena shook her head. “He has incredible strength and speed. His body is usually covered in armour. Even if I could catch him by surprise, it would just bounce off him. Knowing someone had fired an arrow at him, he would probably gather everyone up and start killing villagers until the culprit stepped forward and surrendered.” 

“What about when he’s sleeping with you mum?” 

“What about that?” Alena asked, frowning. 

“He can’t be  wearing his armour when he’s fooling around with women. Wouldn’t that be a good time to attack him?” Matthew asked. 

Alena shook her head. “Mum doesn’t want any part in this. She is loyal to him. She thinks life under the Baron is bad, but it's manageable. He sticks around for a few days and when he’s gone, she is in charge. He’s also got a dog of some sort that guards him. Even if we wanted to catch him by surprise when he was with my mum, his hound would sniff us out.” 

“A dog? How big are we talking?” Matthew asked. 

“It's big. It's like a small horse.” 

That did sound big. Except, in this world, a small horse could be the size of an elephant or a poodle. 

“How big is a small horse?” Matthew asked. 

Alena raised her hand. “About this high?” 

It looked to be in proportion to what Matthew thought was a small horse. 

“Fuck,” he cursed. 

He had been waiting for this guy to come and make a judgement on them for the killing of Julio. Matthew hadn’t been optimistic about that meeting. But he had some hope that maybe, once everything was explained properly and the Baron knew it was an accident, maybe Kate could pay off her debt by working extra shifts in the field or something like that. 

Now he knew there was no hope at all of a good outcome when the Baron arrived, he felt naive and foolish. 

He could leave with the girls before the Baron arrived and head towards the city. He had grown fond of both girls and their company would be nice. 

“Fuck,” Matthew cursed again. 

Taking the girls with him would be risky. They could die out there. The Land of Chaos, Spud had called it. Alara had said the same. 

This hilltop village could be a safe haven for Kate, Layla and everyone else. The only person preventing that from happening was the Baron. 

Matthew had a feeling he was going to have to fight Thane. And his dog. Which his gut said was probably a wolf. 


Chapter 30

After tending to Spud and his injured arm, Alena and Matthew continued the hunt. Alena had another change in behaviour. She was almost nice. She made small talk with Spud and after they got their kill, she gave the ant one of the four legs the creature had. 

Matthew slung the rest of the kill over his shoulders as they headed back towards the hills. 

“What are you going to do?” Alena asked. 

“I don’t know,” Matthew said. “I had planned on leaving Layla and Kate in the village while I looked for a way out of this world. But I don’t think I can do that anymore.” 

“You could always leave with them before the Baron comes,” Alena said. 

“Your mother said it’s not safe out there. She called it the Land of Chaos. She also implied that if I left before the Baron came, she could get in trouble.” 

“Yes. Thane would not be happy if he heard two beautiful women simply walked out of his village without him having a go. Mother would be severely punished.” 

Alara had said as much, that Thane would not be happy if Matthew just left. At the time he had imagined an unhappy Baron might have replaced her as head of the village. Now he feared an unhappy Baron could kill Alara. 

“What are you going to do?” Alena asked, watching him carefully. 

“I think I might have to fight him,” Matthew said. 

“If you lose, he’s going to rape your wife and your girlfriend,” Alena said.

Matthew turned to look at Alena, his face tight. “Why would you say something like that?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Motivation?” 


Chapter 31

After returning to the village with the kill, Alena showed him where to take the meat. They passed Alara’s house and turning left, they came to a large space that was mostly open, but had in the centre a large roof held aloft by pillars. There were no walls. 

Resting beneath it were multiple tables and chairs. To the right was a large fire pit and an outdoor kitchen with smaller cookers and cabinets. At his approach, a few men came hurrying over to take the kill. Women milled about, most talked to each other as a few began to set the table. 

He spotted Layla and waved at her. She rushed over and threw her arms around him, holding him tight, squishing her body against his. 

“I missed you too,” Matthew said, laughing. 

“It was horrible. I worked in the fields,” Layla gushed. 

“What were you expecting when you volunteered?” 

“I don’t know!” Layla said, her lips curling. “I don’t think I’ve ever worked in a field before!” 

She looked so cute with her mini little tantrum, Mathew burst out in laughter. Naturally, she did not take kindly to that and turned to storm away. Matthew grabbed her by the arm and pulled her in close for another kiss. As their lips locked, he grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed. 

Layla pulled her lips back, her eyes wide. “Not in public,” she hissed, her face red. 

Matthew let go of her ass and holding her hand, went to sit at a table. Kate joined them, sitting on his other side. 

“I don’t want to talk about fruit picking,” she muttered. 

The table soon began to fill with food and drink. In the background, Matthew could smell the meat cooking. The jugs contained beer and he poured himself a glass and drained it quickly. He poured another. 

He had only been in this village for a short period of time, but he could see how appealing life here could be. 

It was peaceful. 

When the Baron wasn’t around. 

He spotted Alara as she walked around talking to the villagers. Finally, she came to their table and sat opposite them. 

“I hear good things about you all,” she said. 

Deciding this was as good a time as any to talk about the Baron, he said, “Your daughter told me about Thane.” 

“Whose Thane?” Kate asked. 

“Perhaps we should finish lunch first. We can talk privately after.” 

“Thane is the Baron,” Matthew said. “And apparently he is a fucking cunt.” 

He hadn’t intended to speak so loudly. Maybe he wasn’t speaking loudly. But for whatever reason, everyone heard the words that came out of his mouth. There was complete silence now as every eye fell on him. 

“You cannot talk about our Baron like that,” Alara said, her voice calm but a warning in her eyes.

Matthew glanced around at the villagers that surrounded him. There were always some fanatics that supported tyrannical rule. Question was, were they confident enough to attack him now or would they wait and try to catch him unaware, maybe as he slept? Or would they simply rat him out to Thane? 

What he saw most on the villagers' faces was fear. 

Still, there was more than just his own life at stake. It might be better to speak in private. The meat was served and soon, the villagers began to talk amongst themselves once more. Both Layla and Kate had questions, but they knew well enough to stay silent for now. 

After a hearty lunch, Matthew followed Alara to her house. He was joined by Layla, Kate and Alena. Once seated in her living room, she offered to make them tea. Matthew declined, as did the girls. 

“What are your plans?” Alara asked. 

It was the same question Alena had asked. 

Matthew hadn’t really committed to any plan. But there seemed to only be one option. “I have to fight him, don’t I?” 

“Alena said you’re like one of them. I call them demigods. Not so powerful like a god, but still very powerful. Are you a demigod?” 

Matthew didn’t know the answer to that. “I’m above average.” 

“Do you think you can kill him?” 

“I don’t know,” came the honest truth. “How strong is he?” 

“He’s very strong. But at the same time, he’s not very strong,” Alara said unhelpfully. “It’s all subjective, isn’t it? We have demons and angels that could squash Thane like a bug in this world. But Thane is strong enough to punch through a wall made of stone.” 

“Why are we talking about fighting the Baron?” Layla asked, her eyes wide with concern. 

“Because he’s an asshole,” Kate said. “Keep up, babe.” 

“Babe?” Layla repeated, confused. 

A man that was able to punch through a stone wall was very strong indeed. He would have an enormous dog or wolf by his side. He would be armoured. 

“A surprise attack would work best,” Matthew said. “Any suggestions?” 

“I do not wish for the Baron to die,” Alara said. “Let me be clear about that. I have submitted to his rule and whilst it is not perfect, there is much worse out there. I will not help you. And you cannot defeat him with a surprise attack. That is cowardly.” 

It was a fair point. It was cowardly to attack someone unprepared. And Matthew knew he wasn’t the type to do that. 

“The Baron reports to the Ice Queen,” Alara continued, “And if the Ice Queen hears you killed the Baron in a surprise attack, she will kill you. You cannot defeat her. The Ice Queen’s power is immense.” 


Chapter 32

Matthew stood in Alara's back garden with his sword in hand. Standing around him were Kate, Layla and Alena. 

Kate held a sword and wielded it like an expert. Alena had her bow and a quiver full of arrows. The plan was for her to shoot arrows at him as he battled Kate. 

Layla had a bag of sand. 

Matthew wondered if she knew what was going on. He liked Layla. She was a pretty girl. But sometimes he got the impression she might have lived a very pampered previous life. A bag of sand. Was she going to throw it at him? If so, it wasn’t going to hurt or distract him much. 

The Baron usually visited the hilltop village once a month, though there had been occasions when he hadn’t been seen for six months. 

Matthew was in no hurry. 

He could do with the time to prepare for the duel. 

And that’s what he was doing now. Training. He’d made a decision. He was going to wait for the Baron to arrive and duel him to the death. 

Alena knew little of Thane aside from the fact that he was very strong. He could have had magical powers that he had never exhibited. He could be a very skilled swordsman. Again, Alena did not know the answer.

“No one has ever been brave enough to fight him in a hundred years,” Alena said. 

“A hundred years? How old is he?”  

“He doesn’t age,” Alena said. 

“I thought you said late forties?”

“That’s how old he looks. But looks can be deceiving.”  

That reminded Matthew of the women from the settlement. Apparently they didn’t age either. It’s possible Sarah hadn’t lied to him. Maybe she was like Thane. 

He was still a little surprised they hadn’t come after him. 

The training began. Kate charged at him with a sword in her hand. She was fast. Much faster than a normal human. But Matthew was faster still. He danced around her, moving in at the right times, moving out as her sword came around. 

Alena fired arrows at him. The tips were blunt in case she struck him. But that wasn’t going to happen.   

Alena could only fire when there was a gap between him and Kate. Whenever that happened, Matthew could see the arrows fly towards him from the corners of his eyes. It was easy to step back and dodge them. 

Once, to show off, he blocked a strike from Kate and as the arrow flew towards him, he grabbed it in midair with his free hand. 

“You’re showing off,” Kate grunted. She launched herself at him, swinging wildly with her sword in frustration. 

Matthew slid sideways and as she passed him, he stuck his foot out, catching her ankle, he spanked her butt with the flat end of the sword, sending her sprawling into the grass. Alena launched a volley of arrows. Matthew blocked most with his sword and grabbed one by the fletching as it flew past his face. 

He threw that arrow at Alena. 

It struck her hand, causing her to drop the bow. 

She glared at him, a mixture of annoyance and anger written across her face. To his left, Kate remained on the ground as she rubbed her ass. 

“Shall I throw the sand?” Layla asked. 

“Yeah… sure. Let’s have some sand,” Matthew said. 

Layla dug her hand into the bag and retrieved some of her precious sand. She held her hand flat, the sand towered like a dying pyramid. Her lips moved as she spoke some words. Matthew could barely hear her, but he could tell it was a foreign language, one he was not familiar with. 

The sand flew towards him. 

At an incredible speed. 

It struck him on the chest and knocked him down to the ground. 

It came at him again as he lay on his back. 

It was like a possessed rock. Matthew rolled over just in time to avoid having his chest hammered. It struck the ground and sent dirt and grass flying into the air. Matthew jumped to his feet, sword at the ready, he struck the ball of sand as it came for him. 

He expected to send the ball of sand flying away, much like a ball that is hit with a bat. 

That did not happen. 

The sand simply parted into single dots, passed his sword and formed together before it struck him on the chest. 

Being hit twice in almost the same place did hurt. But Matthew wasn’t going to give up. 

If he couldn’t bat the sand away, he just needed to make sure the sand couldn’t hit him. Dodging it should be easy enough. 

And he was right. 

It was like dodging arrows, but a little more complicated as it followed him around. He learnt quickly that the best way to dodge it was to move out of the way at the last possible second. If he did it any sooner, it would also move with him. 

Just as he figured out the ball of sand, Kate joined the fray. She slashed with her sword as the ball of sand circled him, moving in to jab. Not to be left out, Alena started to fire arrows at him. 

It was only a matter of time before he got hit. The ball of sand suddenly changed tack and came for his feet. Matthew wasn’t prepared for that. As he stumbled forward, Kate slammed the flat end of her sword against his ass. 

He hit the dirt much like she had done earlier. 

As he turned to lie on his back, exhausted, Kate jumped onto him. She dropped her sword and using both hands, she pinned his arms back. Her inner thighs rested on his abdomen. She brought her chest down, her lips inches away from his, she kissed him hard. 

As Matthew kissed her back, he became aware of another pair of lips kissing his cheek. Not wanting to be left out, Layla had joined them on the ground. 

“Unbelievable,” Alena muttered. 


Chapter 33

The next few weeks passed by in a blur. There was no sign of the Baron. Matthew went hunting with Alena most mornings as Layla worked in the fields and Kate tended to the orchard. The villagers all ate lunch and dinner together out in the open.

In the afternoons, Matthew trained with the girls. With each day, he found his focus increasing. He was able to last longer and longer as the ball of sand, Kate and Alena attacked him. 

The house the villagers had given him had a single bedroom with a single bed. The first night, out of exhaustion, the girls had fallen asleep next to each other. It wasn’t something Layla was keen on repeating. 

Alara was happy to accommodate them with a bigger house. She would watch him train in her garden sometimes. He could never read her though. She was happy with things the way they were, she had said. 

Matthew understood why. With experience came an understanding that life was hard, but that it could always be harder. Alara had accepted her lot in life. She was in charge of a village and it was peaceful for the most part. 

But behind her still face, as she watched him train, Matthew thought he saw a glimmer of hope. 

His new house had two bedrooms. 

“He’s my husband. He will stay with me,” Layla said. 

“I’m his girlfriend. I need sex pretty much every night,” Kate retorted. 

“You’re so vulgar,” Layla said, eyes wide open in shock. 

“Prude.” 

“Whore!” 

Kate raised her fist and took a step towards Layla. For her part, Laya did not back down. Instead, she jutted her chest forward. All it did was accentuate her breasts. Which did not make her look any more intimidating. 

Kate, having a bit of a devilish side to her, unbuttoned Layla's dress and fondled her breasts. Matthew could tell Layla was frozen to spot. What he couldn’t tell was if it was in rage, confusion, or something else. 

In the end, Layla managed to gather herself. She pushed Kate’s hands back and turned to Matthew. “You need to get your girlfriend in check!” she fumed before she stormed into her bedroom. 

“What?” Kate said, struggling to hold back a laugh. “Oh, if it really bothered her, why did she let me unbutton her dress? She could have stopped me. But she didn’t. I bet you she's a closeted bisexual!” 

·       

* * * *

The girls started to get along better after that.

More accurately, Layla was openly less confrontational towards Kate. Maybe because every time they argued, Kate would start to touch Layla. She would grab her ass, pull on her clothes, and fondle her breasts. 

The girls eventually agreed that Matthew would spend one night in Layla’s bedroom and one night in Kate’s room. 

After a hard day's hunting and training, Matthew would come home to Layla and Kate, both girls eager, both girls different. 

Layla was a virgin when Matthew came across her. Their first night together in an actual bed, he was gentle. As she lay on her back naked, he started by kissing her on the lips before moving down her body, sucking on her breasts, licking her body as he moved to her pussy. 

He spent a lot of time on her pussy, sucking and fingering as she squirmed with pleasure. Parting her legs, he gently pressed his cock against her tight but dripping pussy. She moaned as it entered, her face crunching. Matthew continued to push until his cock was mostly buried in her pussy. He left it there and rubbed her clit with his thumb as his other hand explored her body, squeezing her breasts, feeling her ass cheeks. 

“I’m so full…” Layla said softly. 

Her eyes were closed and her lips were parted. His cock still inside her, Matthew leaned in and kissed her on the lips. She opened her eyes and smiled. “Are you going to make me a woman?” 

“Huh?” Matthew asked, smiling. 

“You know. Fuck me hard,” Layla said, her cheeks colouring. 

“I don’t know if you can take a hard fucking, Layla,” Matthew said as he kissed her on the lips again. 

“I want to…” Layla said, a serene look in her eyes. “I want to take it for you.” 

“Okay,” Matthew said as he kissed her on the lips once more. 

With one hand wrapped around her back, he squeezed her smaller frame against his powerful body. With his other hand, he held onto her right ass cheek and pulled it, feeling her pussy widen. 

Matthew began to drive his cock in and out of Layla’s pussy. Despite her desire to want to take it hard for him, he was gentle. Her moans grew louder and Matthew could tell they were a mixture of pleasure and pain. 

Holding her tight virgin body against his, her desire to please, Matthew soon shot his load inside her. When he was done, his cock remained in her pussy as he let go off her ass and released his grip on her smaller frame. 

Matthew rested his body on hers and kissed her on the lips. 

“How did I do,” she asked. 

“You did good,” Matthew said as his eyes felt heavy with sleep. 

***

Sex with Kate was very different. The girl had two personalities. A dominant one and a submissive one. Sometimes she liked to be in charge and other times, she wanted a good spanking. 

Either way was exciting.

His first night in bed with Kate, she climbed on top of him and started by kissing him on the lips before moving down his body until she reached his cock. She took it in her mouth and sucked on it, taking it deeper down her throat as she played with his balls. 

His cock still in her mouth, she turned her body so that her pussy was in his face. Matthew placed his hands on her lower back and pulled her pussy down. He started to lick and suck on it.  

“I want you to fuck me hard,” Kate told him as she stroked his cock. 

Layla had made a similar request. To be fucked hard. Matthew had gone easy with her. But he was confident Kate could take it. 

He flipped her over and laid her flat on her back, he pushed her legs back, pressing her knees against the bed, he rubbed her pussy and asshole, covering it with her dripping juices. He drove his cock into her cunt and squeezed her breasts. Leaning in, Matthew kissed her on the lips. He wrapped both arms around her back and squeezing her body against his, he drove his cock in and out of her pussy hard.

The bed began to creak as Kate moaned. 

She cried out his name as she orgasmed. 

Matthew shot his load inside her pussy, filling her up. His body collapsed onto hers, his arms still around her back, her breasts squished against his chest, she remained trapped. 

“Oh my god, Matthew,” Kate said breathlessly. “I think you broke me…” 

Matthew released his grip on her and rolled off her, lying on his side beside her. “I thought you could take it?” 

“Broken in a good way,” Kate murmured as she reached for his cock.   

Matthew grabbed her by the hair and pulled her in for a hard kiss. He climbed onto her exhausted body and played with her nipples. 

“You can go again?” Kate asked, staring at him with wide eyes. 

“You can’t?” 

“Give me half an hour to recover,” Kate said. 

“Perfect,” Matthew said as he kissed her on the lips. That was about how long he would need to go again too. 

·       

* * *

As the days passed, Matthew got into an enjoyable routine. He hunted most mornings with Alena. In the afternoons, he trained with Alena, Kate and Layla. It turned out Layla was what could loosely be described as a witch. She would chant spells that could do a number of things. That was how she had the sand attack him. 

In the evenings, he would stroll along the hilltop, sometimes looking towards the forest in the direction of the settlement, sometimes towards the open fields on the other side. He was aware that at any moment, his peace could be destroyed by the Baron or the women from the settlement. 

In the nights, Matthew made love to Layla and fucked Kate. 

His life was perfect, save for the impending threats. 

Eventually he lost track of how many days had passed. The Baron did not arrive, nor was there an attack from the settlement. Matthew began to feel relaxed. 

It was another evening. Matthew was in Alara’s back garden, sword in hand, he battled Kate and Alena. Normally, Alena would fire arrows at him, but it turned out she was a very competent swordswoman too. 

Layla sat out the session that day. Rather than send something bewitched to attack him, she sat on a low stool. Layla was slowly changing. When she first arrived and found clothes to wear, she covered her body and hair completely. 

As time passed, and perhaps slightly influenced by Kate, or attempting to compete against her, she became less rigid in her dress sense. Today she was wearing a dress that came down to her knees. In the humid heat, she had hiked up her dress, revealing her legs and almost her pussy. 

Matthew disarmed Kate and sidestepped as Alena struck at him. Turning, he slapped her butt with the flat end of her sword. Alena staggered forward but turned quickly, a pout on her face. 

“I’m going to get you back for that,” she said. 

“Sure,” Matthew smiled. 

Swordless and unarmed, Kate jumped onto his back and tried to cover his eyes. At the same time, Alena dropped her sword and rugby tackled him, slamming her shoulder into his stomach. Matthew wondered if he should fall back onto the ground. 

That was what they were trying to do. Push him down onto the ground. 

He was about to oblige when Alara appeared. She stood beside Layla, a grim look on her face. 

“The Baron has been spotted riding towards us,” she announced. “Thane will be here soon.” 


Chapter 34

Matthew could feel the change in atmosphere when news of the Baron’s imminent arrival spread throughout the village. A clean-up operation began. Paths were swept, walls were dusted, weeds pulled. Children that used to run around freely suddenly disappeared from sight. 

Alara gave him, Kate and Layla white garbs to wear. His was a body length gown. For the girls, it was short dresses with plunging necklines. 

It wasn’t the sort of clothes Layla wore. When she tried it on and stepped into the living room of their two bedroom house, Matthew wanted to pick her up, take her back to the bedroom and fuck her. Hard. Like he did with Kate. 

The dress showed off her long legs and large bosom. It hugged her thin waist. 

“I don’t want to look like this for that man,” Layla said. “I only want to look like this for you…” she added softly. 

“Don’t wear it if you don’t want to,” Matthew told her. 

“Won’t I get in trouble?” 

Matthew wanted to say that she wouldn’t get into trouble. He wanted to say that he would protect her. That was what he planned to do. But there was no guarantee he would win. Sure, his skills were much sharper now than they had been a few weeks ago. But Thane’s power was unknown. 

And Matthew’s magical abilities had decided to remain elusive. He hadn’t felt the warmth in his chest for weeks now. 

If Matthew did lose, he wouldn’t be able to protect Layla. 

“Don’t wear it,” Matthew told her. “And if I lose to Thane, I want you to take Kate and run to the settlement in the forest.” 

Layla frowned. “Where the crazy women live?” 

“It would be better for you there than living under Thane here,” Matthew told her. 

·       

* * *

Kate didn’t have the same worries. She wore her dress and twirled in front of him, sending the hem flying up, revealing her pussy and ass, she giggled. “Can you believe he makes every woman wear something like this?” she asked, excitement in her eyes. 

Matthew watched her with cautious curiosity. “You seem thrilled by his arrival and his… requirements.” 

“I’m not-” Kate paused, mulling her words over, she continued, “It’s the power he has over everyone here. Look at them. They are terrified of him.” 

“Do you think that’s a good thing?” Matthew asked, his tone soft. 

“No,” Kate said, her eyes downcast. “It’s obviously a bad thing but… I think in my previous life, I was a person of power. I think that’s why I feel excited by this. It’s something familiar?” 

Matthew reached for her hand and locking his fingers with hers, he pulled her in. Kate sat on his lap, their eyes met. 

“I told Layla to leave the village and head for the settlement with you if I lose,” Matthew said. “If I do lose, will you stay here or go back?”     

Kate didn’t reply. She appeared lost in thought. 

Matthew squeezed her hand. 

“I’ll leave with Layla,” Kate said. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Of course,” Kate smiled. 

“If you want to stay here, that’s fine,” Matthew told her. “But I don’t think Layla can make it back to the settlement on her own.” He watched her carefully, looking for any signs that may indicate her true feelings. He saw none. “Do I need to make other plans for Layla’s safe passage through the forest?” 

“Stop worrying,” Kate said. She kissed him on the lips. “I’m not hot for this Baron guy. I like you. You’re going to win, okay. And if you lose, I will take Layla back to the settlement.” 


Chapter 35

The front gates of the village were open as the villagers waited for the arrival of their Baron. The men wore long white gowns, the women wore short white dresses. They lined the path on both sides, forming a chain that led to Alara’s house.  

Matthew and Kate joined the villagers. Layla stayed back in the house. 

Alara was dressed in white too, but her cloth was thin, lacy and translucent. It hugged her figure tightly, leaving little to the imagination. The size and shape of her breasts were visible, as were her areola and her nipples. Her legs were pressed together, but the line of her slit could be seen by all. Standing beside her was Alena. 

She wore the standard white dress that everyone else had on. She looked stunning. As did Kate. It was only then did Matthew realise that both Kate and Layla were the prettiest girls in the village, alongside Alena and her mother. 

The Baron was going to notice Kate as he rode in on his horse. Or a wolf. Did he ride a wolf? Or was it a dog? It was a dog, according to Alena, but Matthew had his doubts. 

He would know soon enough. 

As Matthew waited in line near Alara’s front door with Kate by his side, he wondered if he should have brought his sword with him. What if Thane did not wish to duel? What if he attacked Matthew at first sight? 

It was too late now. 

The Baron had entered the village.  


Chapter 36

He was covered in black armour from head to toe and rode in on a black warhorse. A black longsword hung down from the saddle. To his left was a black wolf the size of a horse. It had two heads and glowing red eyes. 

The Baron’s face did not turn as he rode past the villagers lined up on both sides of the path. His wolf growled at some, causing them to shirk back before they regained their composure and stood straight. 

As he came to Alara’s door, his horse came to a halt. The Baron lifted his visor to reveal his face. 

Matthew got his first look at Thane. He appeared to be a man in his mid forties with dark hair and stubble. He turned his head and glanced at Matthew and Kate. It was a brief glance. His face remained expressionless. 

He dismounted from the horse, his sword by his side now. He stepped towards Alara who held open the door to her house. Thane disappeared inside, followed by Alara who closed the door behind her. 

Alena took the horse by its reins and led it away. The wolf followed. Matthew sprinted to join her. The wolf bared all its teeth at him as it growled. It sniffed him, then turned both its heads and continued to walk ahead. 

“That’s odd,” Alena said. 

“What is?” Matthew asked. 

“It was okay with you after it sniffed you,” she murmured. 

“That’s a wolf by the way. Not a dog. And why didn’t you tell me it had two heads?” Matthew asked. 

“Forgot,” Alena shrugged. 

“How do you forget something like that?” 

“Does it matter how many heads it has?” Alena asked as turned off the path and onto an alleyway. 

The wolf was ahead of them and familiar with the route, it turned left and disappeared behind a house.  

Alena was being far too nonchalant about this. It made Matthew suspicious. That the wolf had two heads and was a wolf, not a dog, wasn’t an accidental omission. She was hiding things on purpose, or lying about them. 

“Is there anything else you’re not telling me?” Matthew asked.  

“No,” Alena said quickly. 

Far too quickly. 

Matthew grabbed hold of her hand. “I know you’re lying and I can tell you’re scared. I’m going to fight the Baron regardless of whatever secrets of his you hide. But the more I know, the better prepared I will be.” 

Alena, who had been staring at her feet, now looked up and met his eyes. There was fear in them. 

“Do you remember when I said he was strong and fast?” she asked. 

“Yes…” 

“He’s really fast,” she said. 

“How fast?” 

“When he moves, he’s like a blur,” Alena said. “I don’t know how you will stop him from impaling you instantly.” 


Chapter 37

It was a waiting game now. 

After the Baron entered Alara’s house, the villagers moved quickly to organise a feast. The space where they all ate was wiped down with wet towels. Logs were thrown into the firepit. Men and women dashed to the orchards to collect fresh fruits whilst others baked bread and cooked dishes in the kitchen built next to the fire pit. 

Matthew sat at one of the tables underneath the wooden gazebo. 

He tapped his fingers against the wood, unsure of what to do. By now, Alara will have told the Baron of their arrival. 

According to Alena, the Baron had already decided he was going to have Kate. 

Apparently, that single brief glance he gave Matthew and Kate, where he seemed to have no expressions, was enough for Alena to know Thane’s intentions. 

As the tables filled with covered dishes and the air smelled of meats and spices, most of the villagers pulled out chairs and seated themselves on other tables. 

Most of the chairs were gone, but not a single person sat at his table. 

Until Kate and Layla arrived. 

Matthew was glad to see them. Layla looked worried, but she smiled as she sat beside him. 

“Are you sure you want to be here?” Matthew asked her. “You can make a plate and go back to the house?” 

Layla shook her head. “I should be here.” 

Matthew turned to Kate, who sat on his other side. “All ready?” 

Kate nodded. “We’re good to go if you lose.” 

Matthew had his sword with him. It rested on his lap under the table. He held the grip and squeezed it. The firm cold metal gave him some comfort. His conversation with Alena had unsettled him some. She made the Baron out to be some super speedy super strong immortal. 

The Baron finally arrived. 

He was still dressed in his black armour. He had his sword by his side in a scabbard. He was tall. Almost seven feet. 

Thankfully, his wolf was not with him.

The villagers fell silent as he sat down opposite Matthew. 

Alara was there too. 

She did not sit, but remained standing by his side. She was still wearing the thin lacy dress that showed her entire body, skin, breasts and pussy. 

There were purple bruises around her breasts and on her thighs. Ones that had not existed earlier. 

“You’re a Fallen,” Thane said.   

“That’s what I’ve been told,” Matthew said. 

“And you killed one of my subjects.” 

It was a statement. Matthew didn’t think it needed a response. So he remained silent. 

“All Fallen are captured by the women in the settlement,” Thane said. 

“I escaped.” 

Thane smiled. It was a cold smile. “Do you have powers?” 

He did have powers. But recently, he had struggled to use them. There seemed to be some sort of block. 

Matthew wasn’t expecting that question. Was Thane trying to size him up? 

“I know I have some powers,” Matthew said. “I might have more, but can’t remember. Memory loss.” 

“Ah. Yes. Fallen and their lost memories,” Thane said. He continued to stare at Matthew, his cold eyes bore into him. Then, suddenly, he turned to look at Layla, a smile on his face. “You’re pretty,” he told her. “And you’re afraid. I can sense it.” He turned his head to Kate. “You’re… a little afraid. But… There’s something else with you.” His eyes returned to Matthew. “You’re not afraid.” Thane let out a laugh. “I assume you know how things are run in this village. I am their king, their owner, their god. Every person in this village belongs to me. They are weak. They do not resist when I take their wives or daughters. But you are a Fallen. You may think you are strong. You may want to protect your wife and girlfriend. But to change anything around here, you need to be in charge. Do you want to be in charge, Matthew?” 

Matthew had his sword ready underneath the table. He wondered what would happen if he struck without warning. Could he cut through the metal armour? 

According to Alena, it was impenetrable.  

She could be right. 

Or it was possible no one had struck it hard enough. 

Matthew decided against a sneak attack. If he was going to win, he would do it the right way. And that was what was going to happen. After that intro speech by Thane, it was inevitable now that they would fight. 

Matthew wondered what Alara had said to the Baron. She had obviously told him some things. But had she told him about his training sessions? 

Alena had helped him train. Would Alara have disclosed that to the Baron? 

“I don’t want to be in charge, but I will defend those I care for,” Matthew said. 

The Baron punched him in the chest. 

His arm moved so quickly, Matthew barely saw it. For a moment, he wasn’t even sure it happened.

But he was no longer seated at the table. He was on the floor, staring up at Thane, who towered above him in his black armour, his sword drawn. 

As he climbed to his feet, he felt the pain in his chest and winced. 

That hurt.

His sword was still in his hand. 

He swung it at Thane. 

The Baron stepped aside, dodging his blade. The next thing Matthew knew, he was kicked from behind. He crashed into the table, knocking the chairs aside. All the villagers had moved away from the tables and formed a wide circle around them.

Matthew turned and pulled a chair upright. He sat on it, his eyes on Thane. Alena wasn’t kidding. He was fast. 

The Baron pulled his sword out of its scabbard. “You’re going to die, Matthew. In a random village in a world you do not belong. You will die never knowing who you are or where you came from. I will take your women and feed your corpse to my wolf.” 

Matthew climbed to his feet and raised his sword. “You talk a lot. You were cooler when I thought you were the silent type.” 

Thane smiled. 

And then he charged. 

Matthew moved to the right and held his sword raised, the dull side pressed against his arm. Thane whizzed past, missing him by inches, the sharp end of Matthew’s blade scratched his armour. 

The Baron crashed into the table, knocking it to the ground. He remained on his feet. He had a smile on his face as he turned. 

“That was good,” Thane said. “I hoped you would have some talent. Alara was impressed by your training sessions, but elves,” he chuckled. “They’re easily impressed.” 

Matthew glanced at Alara. She must have told Thane everything she knew about him. The elf did not hide away. She stood firm and met his gaze with determination.  

Thane raised his sword. 

The battle began. 

The Baron was fast. 

But Matthew found, with the right amount of concentration, the second Thane moved, he could tell where the Baron was going to end up. He was fast, but he didn’t seem to have the agility when he moved like that. He couldn’t turn left or right. He could only shoot straight ahead. 

Matthew dodged the Baron four times in a row. And each time, he left his blade in the right place, causing damage to the black armour. They were only scratch marks. But the Baron was no longer smiling. 

He swung his sword a few times and then came at Matthew. He no longer moved like a blur. But he was still incredibly fast. And he had agility and ability. 

Fuck, Matthew cursed. 

Thane was a really good fucking swordsmen. 

He struggled to keep pace. 

It was only a matter of time before Thane got him.

And then it happened. 

Matthew moved his head back as the black blade missed his neck by less than an inch. As he came forth, he struck with his sword, hoping to catch the Baron in his midriff. 

Thane’s foot came up and kicked the sword out of his hand. He spun around and kicked Matthew in the chest with his metal armoured foot. Matthew’s feet left the ground as he flew back and crashed into the ground. 

Down and dazed, Matthew wasn’t able to move out of the way as the Baron sped towards him, his sword in hand, he drove it into Matthew’s chest. The sword cut through his flesh with ease. 

The Baron raised his sword into the air. Matthew was attached to the other end.  


Chapter 38

Matthew could see the sword stuck in his chest. As the Baron lifted him up off the ground and held him up like a fish caught in a spear, he could see his blood dripping down the blade. 

From his sudden vantage point, Matthew could see all of the villagers. 

Layla was on the floor crying her eyes out as Alena and Kate held her down to stop her from running to him. Alara stood stoic, no emotions on her face. 

Thane was smiling. “Look at what happens when you challenge me,” he said. “This Fallen thought he was strong because he managed to escape the women in the settlement. But those women do not possess my power. I am a god!” he roared. 

Matthew raised his hands and tried to pull the blade out. It was hard to do when he was impaled by it and then lifted up. He should have slowly slid down the blade. He supposed it was good that wasn’t happening. 

“Why are you still alive?” Thane asked, a frown on his face as he looked up at Matthew. 

“Why are you still alive, you evil piece of shit,” Matthew muttered. 

“I’m going to cut your head off,” Thane said. 

He lowered his sword. 

Matthew’s feet touched the ground. 

The Baron pulled his sword out.     

Blood should have gushed out of Matthew’s open wound. 

But there was no blood. 

As Matthew touched the spot where the sword had been moments ago, he could feel the wound healing. 

That was good. 

Thane kicked him in the chest once more. There was more power behind it. Once more, he went flying back and hit the ground with a thud. As he sat up, a sword was thrown at him. The handle struck him on the head. 

Matthew blinked and looked at the direction from which the blade had come. 

It was Kate. She had thrown the sword at him or, to him. “Sorry,” she mouthed. 

Matthew picked up the sword and climbed to his feet. His lips spread into a smile. 

“What’s so funny?” Thane asked. 

It was back. 

Matthew could feel that warmth that floated around his chest. The one he drew his powers from. He took a deep breath and felt the energy flow throw his body. It was like every vein in his body was on fire. 

But in a good way. 

“What’s so funny!?” Thane roared. “I will squash you like a bug, you piece of shit!” 

Thane charged at him, longsword raised. 

He didn’t seem as fast as before. As Thane got closer and struck with his sword, Matthew raised his own to block. 

His left hand formed a fist as it flamed. 

Matthew struck the Baron so hard, his helmet flew off. 

Thane fell to his knees, spluttering blood as he coughed. Matthew didn’t want to be like one of those villains who didn’t kill their opponent when they had the chance because they so desperately needed to gloat, or reveal their plan to show how smart they were. 

He swung his sword and sliced Thane’s head off. 


Epilogue

Matthew opened his eyes to find himself lying in a bed. He sat up in a panic and climbed out of the bed. His entire body felt drained of energy. Matthew stumbled as his feet touched the ground. He grabbed hold of the doorframe to keep himself steady. 

It was at this point did he realise he was naked. 

Matthew had another moment of panic. The last time he had woken up naked, he was being thrown from a plane. 

“Hey, you’re up,” Layla said. 

She was standing in the corridor, but seeing him stagger towards her, she rushed forward and took his arm over her shoulder. She led him back to the bed. Matthew gladly climbed back in. 

“What’s going on?” he asked. “How did I end up here?” 

“You sliced the Baron’s head off. Your body started to glow like an angel before you suddenly collapsed,” Layla said. 

It hadn’t been a dream. “I won?” 

Layla kissed him on the lips. “Yes, you won!” she smiled widely. 

“Why am I naked?” Matthew asked. “I thought I was going to be thrown off a plane again.” 

“Your clothes burnt off when you started to glow,” Layla said. “What was that? We freaked out.” 

“I don’t know,” Matthew said honestly. 

He knew he had powers, but what they were, he couldn’t remember. It was there sometimes, other times, it did not exist. He tried to search for it now, but couldn’t find it. 

“What happened after I passed out?” 

“We checked you for a pulse once you stopped glowing and brought you back here when we realised you weren’t dead.” 

“And the Baron is dead?” Matthew asked. 

“Yes. You won!” 

“So… what happens now?” Matthew asked. 

“Alena said I should get her when you wake up,” Layla said as she shrugged her shoulders. “Should I go and get her?” 

Did he want to see Alena right now? Sure, he liked the elf. She was okay mostly. A bit moody sometimes. 

No. 

He did not want to see Alena right now. 

Layla was sitting beside him on the bed. She was wearing a dress with the hem resting just above his knees. The neckline was low, revealing her ample bosom. Matthew placed a hand on her lap and slowly hiked her dress up until he reached her hips. 

He raised his head to have a look. 

“You’re naked underneath,” he said. 

“I am,” Layla grinned, even though her cheeks tinged slightly. “Shall I get Alena later?” 

“Yes,” Matthew said as he tugged at her dress, trying to rip it off. 
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