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Chapter 1

Matthew sat in the living room of the two bedroom house he was given when he arrived in the hilltop village. He had just defeated the Baron, Thane. And now he waited for Alara’s visit. 

She was the village headwoman. 

Or something along those lines. Matthew never really understood the hierarchy but everyone seemed to respect and listen to Alara and she had the biggest house. 

She used to report to the Baron, who Matthew had defeated. 

The Baron reported to someone known as the Ice Queen. Matthew as going to have to pay her a visit at some point, he imagined. Or did he?

It wasn’t part of his plan to kill the Baron and take over the village. He wasn’t sure if that was what had happened. Was he the new Baron? 

He didn’t care for the title or the land that might have come with it. What he wanted was to recover his memories and get off this world. If it were even possible to do that, it would take time.

Matthew didn’t even know where to start. But it was a big world out there. Surely someone would know more about the people falling from the sky, who they were, where they came from, and more importantly, who was throwing them.

But for now, Matthew was much too tired to do anything. The battle had exhausted him. Every fibre in his body ached.  

He heard the front door open and a moment later, Alara appeared. She was still wearing the lacy white dress that was translucent. He could see her breasts, her nipples, the slit of her pussy. He could also see the bruises that covered her body. 

She stood before him awkwardly. 

“Hey,” he nodded at her.

She nodded back, a fixed smile on her lips.

“So, Baron’s dead. What happens now?” Matthew asked. 

“You can be the new Baron, subject to the Ice Queen’s approval,” Alara said. 

“What if I don’t want to be the new Baron?” 

“The Ice Queen will appoint someone else to rule over this village,” Alara said. “I can’t guess what else she would do, but I imagine she might not take too kindly to someone killing her Baron.” 

Matthew knew what that meant. The Ice Queen would have him hunted down if he didn’t bend the knee. But if he went to bend the knee, she might not be happy about finding out her Baron was dead. There was a good chance she would try to kill him as soon as he appeared before her.  

Matthew sighed. “Do I have a third option?” 

“You could flee for one of the big cities but… life would be challenging for three Fallen who know nothing of this world. And you would leave us at the mercy of the Ice Queen’s new Baron...” 

There seemed to be no good options. 

“What’s this Ice Queen like?” 

“I’ve never met her. The Baron described her as a powerful and beautiful woman but…” she stopped, her sentence trailed. 

“But?” 

“Some of his stories did make her seem… harsh,” Alara said, using care to choose her words. 

Matthew sighed once more.

His options sucked.

All he wanted was to remember who he was and why he had been thrown from the sky into this strange world. To do that, he needed to be free to explore this world. Not be tied down to a corner of the world as ruler.  

But sometimes life got in the way. 

“I have to meet the Ice Queen, don’t I?” 

Alara nodded. “But there are a couple of things you need to do before that.” 

“Yeah?” 

“The Baron’s wolf isn’t aware his owner is dead. We’re not sure how he would react to finding out.” 

Matthew frowned. “We have to tell the wolf his owner is dead?” he asked. “How would we even do that? Does the wolf talk?” 

It might have seemed like a stupid question to ask. Wolves don’t normally talk. But Matthew had come across a six foot tall ant that spoke. 

“The wolf does not talk,” Alara said, her eyes narrowing briefly, she continued, “but it will soon search for its owner.” 

“Can’t we just bury his body and let the wolf go?” 

“You want to release a two headed wolf the size of a horse without an owner?” 

Matthew sighed. “Can you just tell me what I’m supposed to do?” 

“You could kill it or… tame it?” 

“Tame the two-headed wolf?” 

Alara nodded. “My daughter mentioned it reacted well to you.” 

“It growled at me and then ignored me,” Matthew said, frowning. 

“It sniffed you and then stopped growling was her version.” 

That might have been true. Taming the wolf could be helpful. He could do with having something like that by his side in this strange world full of monsters. 

“You said a couple of things. What’s the other thing?” Matthew asked. 

“I was loyal to the Baron and served him. Now that he is dead, you have to decide what you want to do with me,” Alara said. 


Chapter 2

Matthew had a lot on his mind as he stepped out of the house. Layla was waiting for him outside and she joined him as he walked to where Thane’s horse and wolf were resting. 

“What did Alara say?” she asked. 

Matthew filled her in on his conversation with Alara. His option seemed clear, if not ideal. He needed to be the Baron of this place. The alternative was that it would come under the rule of another that had bent the knee to the Ice Queen who would then have him hunted down. 

The Ice Queen. 

He wondered if she had chosen that name for herself. It was suitably intimidating.  

Matthew wondered how big her kingdom was and how many Barons she had.   

“You’re going to be the Baron, right?” Layla asked, concern in her voice, worry in her eyes. 

“I’m not going to abandon you,” Matthew said as he took her hand in his. 

“Good. Because you’re my husband!” 

Husband. 

It had been the oddest marriage ever. Matthew had clarified what it meant to be her husband. He was pleased to know the rules weren’t as rigid as his understanding of marriage. Layla was his wife. Kate was his girlfriend.  

Fuck me. What have I got myself into, he wondered. 

He still had that burning desire within him to find out who he was and where he came from. But that would have to wait. For now, he needed to deal with the wolf, the Ice Queen and Alara. 

In Thane’s absence, the elf was the de facto ruler. She had been loyal to the Baron despite his harsh ways. Before she left, Alara asked him to decide on what he should do with her. 

She gave him options, which was great. 

The options themselves, not so much. 

He could kill her. It would be appropriate as she was loyal to the Baron and had told him everything she knew about Matthew to prepare him for their duel. On the flip side, she had given away very little of Thane’s secrets. 

She had made no mention of the fact the Baron was incredibly speedy. 

His second option was to banish her. Life would be harsh out there for an elf like her. She could not return to her homeland. They would not accept her as she had submitted to a human, even if that human was super powered and potentially a demi-god. 

And the final option was for him to take her as his. She would submit to him the same way she had submitted to the Baron. A ceremony would be performed wherein her body would be his to take. 

The last option seemed most appropriate. He couldn’t kill her. That just wasn’t his style. He couldn’t banish her. It seemed like life out there was cruel. And banishing her could also lead to Alena leaving with her mother. 

But Matthew didn’t want her to submit to him. He wanted fewer attachments to this world. He already had a wife and a girlfriend. 

As they walked along the stone path, Matthew became aware of how quiet it was. There were no children running around, nor were there any adults heading to or back from the fields and orchards. 

There wasn’t a single person about. 

“Where is everyone?” Matthew asked. 

“They’re in hiding. I think they're scared as they don’t know what to expect from their new leader,” Layla said.

Sensible, Matthew supposed.  

They left behind the houses and turned into the path that led to the field with the stable. Alena and Kate rested against the stable door, their eyes on the wolf and the horse. 

Upon seeing him, Kate waved at him. Layla strolled off to pat the horse as it grazed. Alena rushed over to hug him tightly. 

“You won,” she said. 

“I did,” Matthew replied. “How’s the wolf?” 

“He’s okay for now. I went hunting early in the morning to get him food. He’s content. But he's going to start wondering where his master is sooner or later.” 

The wolf rested on the grass with its legs tucked in, its two heads lazily chewed on the carcass before it. It would not be long before it tired of eating and went looking for its master. 

“Any suggestions on what I should do?” 

“You could try to kill it, but that might be hard,” Alena said wistfully. 

“Your mother said I could banish it. How do I do that without it trying to rip my head off?” 

“Shoo it away gently?” Alena shrugged. “What else did my mother say?”

Matthew turned to look at her. Alena was twiddling her thumbs, her gaze on the grass, her cheeks had a twinge of red. 

“She wanted to know what I should do to her,” Matthew said. 

“Have you decided?” Alena asked, her voice low. 

“I can’t kill or banish her. The only other option she gave me was… to take her in my services.” 

“Will you do that?” 

“It seems to be my only option,” Matthew said. 

“But you hesitate,” Alena said, now watching him carefully. 

Matthew told her what he wanted to do. He wanted to find out who he was and where he came from. His best chance of doing that was to explore the world and seek its secrets. Someone out there must know more about the Fallen. But he couldn’t do all of that if he was stuck here in this village.  

“You’re in a bit of a pickle,” Alena said with a smile. “I know now is not the time, but we should talk about me at some point,” she added shyly. 

“About you?” 

“There are things you need to know about elves, Matthew. We need to choose our soul mates.” 

* * *

What a fucking day. 

Matthew’s list of things that needed doing just seemed to increase. Elves needed to choose a soul mate? The only reason she would tell him that was if she needed something from him. But what could he give? 

She obviously couldn’t return to the elven homeland Alara had briefly spoken about and pick a guy. Because if it were that simple, she wouldn’t have needed to speak to him about it. She could have just gone. 

Luckily, the conversation did not progress any further as Layla and Kate joined him. Alena suddenly became silent. 

Matthew, Kate and Layla left Alena to watch the wolf and horse and headed towards the village gazebo where he had battled Thane the night before. The place was empty. A table was tilted on its side with chairs strewn around it. 

Thane’s body lay on the ground still dressed in his black battle armour. His head was a few feet in front of his neck. It rested upright. Thane’s head seemed to stare at him. Matthew was sure the eyes moved. 

Slightly concerned, he ran up to it and kicked it, sending it flying into the air like a football. 

“Why did you do that?” Layla asked, frowning. “He’s dead.” 

“Just wanted to be sure,” Matthew said with a shudder. 

He looked around at the mess. Just a day ago, before the Baron’s arrival, this place had a buzz to it. The village as a community worked well together. People had full stomachs and jobs to do. Kids ran around happy and carefree. 

He felt a responsibility to get things going again. 

He was going to have to be the Baron and announce it to the villagers. “I’m going to see Alara,” he said. 

“What should we do with the body?” Kate asked. 

“Move it somewhere safe. We can burn or bury it later.” 

* * *

Alara was still wearing the same dress. Lacy, white, see-through. Her hair was a mess and she looked like she hadn’t slept for ever. Matthew had seen her only a few hours ago, but back then, he hadn’t noticed any of those details. 

Understandable. He was exhausted. Still is exhausted. 

Alara invited him in and stood by the doorframe to her living room as Matthew took a seat. 

“Have you made a decision?” she asked. 

“I don’t have much choice but to be the Baron, do I?” he grumbled. “How do I get the word out to the villagers? They had a nice thing going here. I want them to continue with their lives as normal.” 

“I will make that happen,” Alara said. “What have you decided to do with me?” 

“I don’t want to kill you. I don’t want to banish you,” Matthew sighed. “I guess it is the third option?”  

“You will have my loyalty,” Alara said softly. 

“Sure,” Matthew said reluctantly. 

“We must complete the ceremony. I will wash now,” Alara said. 

She disappeared down the corridor. 

Matthew knew few details of the ceremony aside from what Alara had said. Her body would be his to take. He had a vague idea of what that would entail. Did he want to do it now? He was tired and hungry. There were too many other things on his mind. 

The ceremony would have to wait, Matthew decided. 

He climbed to his feet and headed down the corridor towards the washroom. He opened the door and walked in. 

Alara lay in the tub full of water, foam floated at the top. Seeing him, she climbed to her feet and stepped out. The water rushed down her naked body leaving her skin radiant.

“Shall we begin?” she asked as she spread her legs some. 

If Matthew hadn’t been in the mood before, he certainly was now. 

“What uhh… what do I need to do?” Matthew asked. 

“You must take my body,” Alara said, “by taking my holes. First my mouth, then my ass, then my pussy…” 

Alara walked towards him, her breasts bounced slowly, her nipples erect. She dropped to her knees by his feet. Her hands reached for his waist. With care, she pulled his trousers down. 

Matthew’s cock was erect. 

Alara took it in her hand and rubbed it gently before she brought her lips close and kissed it. Her eyes closed as she took it in her mouth. He stared down at her as she sucked his cock. The view was a delight. Her large breasts, the curves of her hips, the slit between her legs only partially visible. 

He reached for her head and stroked her hair as she sucked on his cock, her face serene, she seemed at peace. It wasn’t long before Matthew shot his load in her mouth and down her throat. 

Alara did not gag even the slightest. She swallowed his load and continued to suck his cock, draining it of every last seed. 

When she was done, she opened her eyes and climbed to her feet. She took his hand and led him out of the washroom and into her bedroom. 

“You must rest until you are ready for the second stage,” Alara said. 

“Wait… what?” Matthew asked, realisation suddenly hitting him. “Are you expecting me to cum in your ass and pussy next?” 

“Yes,” Alara said as she led him to the bed and placed a hand on his chest, gently pushing him onto it. 

Matthew sat on the bed and stared up at her. “That could take a while.” 

“I will wait here until you are ready.” 

“Does it have to happen in one go?” Matthew asked. “Can we schedule round two for tonight?” 

“We can, but… we should do it sooner rather than later. I have important information to tell you,” Alara said. 

“And you can’t tell me until the ceremony is over?” he asked sceptically. 

“That is correct,” Alara nodded. “It is information that I should share only with whom I am loyal too.” 

“What’s the information?” Matthew asked. 

“I will tell you once the ceremony is complete,” Alara said with a smile.  

Matthew wondered if there really was important information to share. He was sure she had some information. It would be stupid to start their new relationship with a lie. The question was, how important could this news be? It’s not like she knew his origins.

Or did she? 

Alara climbed onto the bed on her knees and gently pushed him back so that he was lying on his back. She rested her bottom near his waist and took his cock in her hand. She stroked it gently with one hand as the other hand massaged his balls. 

It felt nice, and his cock responded by growing some. 

“Bring your ass over here,” Matthew said. 

He didn’t wait for her to comply. He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her ass towards him. Alara knew what to do. Resting on her knees, she arched her back to accentuate her curves, her ass presented for him to view. 

Matthew grabbed her by the hips and pulled her ass closer. He rubbed his hand between her inner thighs, feeling her pussy and the heat that emanated from it. He rubbed her soaking pussy and pushed a finger in, probing. 

It was her ass he was going to fuck next. Her ass he was going to fill with his cum. Matthew let go off her pussy and took an ass cheek in each hand. He stretched them to reveal her little pink rosebud.

Lathering his thumb in the juices from her pussy, he inserted it into her ass. 

“Suck on my cock,” he told her, as he felt his manhood rise to full length. 

Alara took his cock in her warm mouth. She pushed it deep, taking it down her throat. Matthew continued to probe at her ass, using her own juices, he managed to get two fingers, then three inside her little hole. 

Reaching forward, he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head back. 

“I think I’m ready,” Matthew said. 

He climbed to his knees and positioned himself behind her ass. He held onto her ass cheeks and parted them. Her rosebud had a small gape. He drove his cock into her pussy, covering it in her juices, he withdrew and pressed the tip against her asshole. 

Alara grunted as he pushed. It was tight and full of sensations that seemed to come from every direction. He drove his cock all the way in as he took in the sight of her curves. He reached forward and grabbed a breast in one hand. He squeezed it tightly as his chest rested on her back, his cock buried in her ass.

Matthew lowered himself onto her, pushing her flat onto the bed. With his other hand, he reached under and grabbed her remaining breast. Holding them both tightly, he spread her legs apart with his knees. 

And that was how he fucked her ass. 

It was pure animalistic fucking. 

Her smaller body squashed by his larger frame as he squeezed her breasts, his fingers toyed with her nipples, her legs held spread apart by his knees, his cock going in and out of her asshole. 

Moans of pain and pleasure escaped Alara’s lips. These turned in grunting as he fucked her hard. It wasn’t long before Matthew ejaculated in her ass. 

When he dismounted and lay on his back, Alara pushed her knees up and raised her ass in the air. She reached back and dug her fingers into her ass. Scooping up his cum, she swallowed every drop. 

When that was done, she lay on her side and took his cock in her mouth once more. Matthew stared at her naked body. He fondled her breasts. Fingered her pussy. Pulled at her hips. Slapped her ass. 

It wasn’t long before he was ready to go once more. 

It was her pussy that needed filling. 

Matthew was gentle this time. 

Alara lay on her back, him on top. Their lips locked together, he gently drove his cock in and out of her pussy. He took his time, making sure she came first, he ejaculated for the third time that day. 

As he lay on his back, exhausted and hungry but satisfied, his hand resting on her back as she sat up, her legs parted, scooping his cum from her pussy and thighs, Matthew had to ask. 

“What’s this important information you had to share with me?” 

Alara turned to look back at him, her fingers in her mouth, she sucked them clean. “Kate has been talking to the women from the settlement. She meets with them every other night by the bottom of the hill.” 


Chapter 3

After washing herself and washing Matthew, Alara set about knocking on doors telling the villagers to come out and get on with their lives.

The Baron was dead.

Long live the Baron.

The men and women came out of their homes and headed out to work. The children ran around playing, laughing, arguing and crying.

Matthew had dinner with Layla, Kate and Alara. Alena kept watch on the wolf and the horse. She seemed most comfortable around the two headed beast. As Matthew dug into his food, Layla told him about her suggestion on how to deal with the wolf. It sounded a bit outlandish. 

And terrifying. 

Layla wanted to sow Thane’s head back onto his body along with the helmet. She would then jinx his body to fool the wolf into thinking he was still alive. The horse, with the dead but jinxed body of the Baron, would ride out of the village, the wolf in tow. Eventually, the spell would wear out. The Baron would drop dead. The wolf would… Probably eat the Baron’s dead body, Layla had mused.

Matthew made a mental note to sit down with Layla and understand her powers. Because right now, he was very confused. And a little concerned. 

But he said yes. Sure. Go ahead. Even though it was completely bonkers. 

Matthew had other things on his mind. 

Well, one other thing. 

Kate. 

Alara’s daughter Alena kept watch over the village most nights. Sometimes sitting on walls, other times on rooftops. Sometimes she perched up on a tree, hidden behind the leaves. 

She spotted Kate sneaking out at night and followed her down the hill and into the forest. His girlfriend met with three women from the settlement. And she did it on a regular basis. In Alara’s mind, there was only one reason to do that. 

Kate was a spy, an infiltrator, a traitor, a betrayer. Alara had used all those words, her face clenched with anger.   

Alara told him the understanding the Baron had with the Fallen women from the Settlement. Each stayed out of the other’s way. The women in the settlement were powerful. But the village was backed by the power of the Baron, who in turn had the support of the Ice Queen. 

A war between them would benefit none. 

Alara feared things had changed now. 

With the Baron dead and Matthew not yet recognised by the Ice Queen, the women from the settlement had a rare opportunity to strike. 

Kate sat beside him now as she ate. She seemed perfectly normal and happy. There were no signs that she had betrayed him. 

Matthew planned to confront her tonight. He needed to know what the women from the settlement had planned. 

After dinner, as they walked towards the home he shared with Layla and Kate, Matthew took Kate’s hand in his and squeezed it gently. She looked at him and their eyes met. She smiled. Matthew smiled back. 

Layla walked behind them, deep in conversation with a child. 

The weather was warm, the sky was clear and the moon shone brightly. The white stones glowed in the dark, lighting their path perfectly. It was a peaceful night and despite only having been here a few days, Matthew felt a comforting familiarity with the place.

“It’s nice, isn’t it?” he asked. 

“It is pretty chill,” Kate replied. 

“What are your plans?” he asked. 

Kate turned to look at him, an eyebrow raised. “What do you mean?” 

“I have to go and see the Ice Queen and be accepted as the new Baron. After that, I imagine she might have expectations of me. But at some point, I want to explore this world and find a way off,” Matthew said. “What about you?” 

Kate shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly. “I haven’t given it much thought,” she said as she stared ahead. 

“Well, you should,” Matthew said. “From what I hear, the world out there is a dangerous place. I could do with someone like you by my side.” 

Kate glanced back at Layla, who was still talking to the child animatedly. “What about your wife?” 

“I don’t think Layla is cut out for the world out there,” Matthew said softly. “Once I find a way out of this world, I will come back for her.” 

“Just you and me going out in the big bad world,” Kate said, laughing. “That sounds fun.” Her free hand reached for his crotch. Feeling over his clothes, she found his cock and held it gently. “I get this all to myself,” she added. 

“I suppose,” Matthew smiled. “So, you’re in?” 

“Sure,” Kate said. “Sounds good.” 

She continued to stare ahead. Her walk was casual. Her grip on his hand was relaxed. She exhibited no signs of betrayal. If she really was spying on him for the girls in the settlement, she was a damned good spy. 

Layla, who had bid goodbye to the child, ran up to join them. She grabbed Matthew by his other hand and looked up at him, a big smile on her face. “This place is amazing, isn’t it?” she gushed. 

She stood on tiptoes and pushed her lips towards his. Matthew kissed her as he squeezed her hand. She was right about that. This place could be paradise for him. Living on top of a hill in a place where there seemed to be an abundance of food. The views were amazing. The weather was a tad on the warmer side, but that was manageable. 

The best part was his companionship. He had really grown fond of Layla, his wife. Alara had completed an interesting ceremony in which she had… Matthew wasn’t sure how to describe it. She had given herself to him, right? Did he own her, or something? Then there was her daughter, Alena. Matthew enjoyed hunting and training with her.     

The only sour point was Kate. 

Matthew thought he knew her. She was the first human he had come across in this world. They had together fought their way through the jungle battling monsters. He saved her life. She was the first he made love to in this world. She had helped him train for his battle with Thane. He lived in a house with her for months, spending every other night in her bed and her warm embrace, her luscious breasts and her welcoming pussy. 

On his journey out into the Land of Chaos to search for a way home, he had contemplated taking her with him. She was a capable woman. 

But now, everything had changed. 

If Alara was to be believed, Kate had betrayed him. There was no reason for Alara to be lying. She had nothing to gain. 

Their house came into view.

It was a simple home.

Two rooms, a kitchen, a bathroom and a small garden at the back. There was no need for more. 

Layla kissed him on the lips once more and letting go of his hand, she rushed towards the front door. “I’m going to wash quickly,” she told him, before she disappeared inside. 

“Ugh, I like that girl,” Kate said. “But I hate sharing you with her.” 

“Yeah?” Matthew asked. “If you could, would you have me all to yourself?” 

“No,” Kate said. “I don’t mind sharing you. I just don’t like sharing you with her. She’s such a prude,” Kate laughed. “Let’s face it. I’m hot,” she continued, before pausing to look at him, an eyebrow raised. 

“What?” Matthew asked. 

“I said I’m hot. You’re supposed to say, ‘Fuck yeah you are’.” 

“Right,” Matthew nodded. “You’re hot as fuck.” 

“I know, right,” Kate nodded, smiling. “And I know Layla would love to suck on my pussy, but she’s way too uptight for that.” 

“Have you tried starting with just kissing her on the lips instead of trying to shove her head between your legs?” Matthew asked. 

“That’s a thought,” Kate said. “Start slow. Corrupt her slowly.” 

They had reached the front door now. It was open and Layla seemed to have had a pretty quick wash. She stood by the door to her bedroom with a towel wrapped around her body. She let it drop to reveal her naked body. 

Matthew felt his cock respond as he took in Layla’s luscious figure. He wanted to pick her up in his arms, lay her on the bed and make love to her. And it was making love to Layla. She was delicate. Kissing her lips, sucking on her breasts and nipples as he gently teased her pussy. 

It was Layla’s night. 

But Matthew had to speak with Kate. 

As he reached the naked Layla, she smiled up at him. “I was thinking we could do something different tonight?” 

Matthew wrapped an arm around her back and pulled her in close. Layla’s legs parted, her pussy rested on his leg as her breasts squished together against his chest. 

“What did you have in mind?” Matthew asked. 

Layla opened her mouth to reply, then glanced to her left at Kate and stopped. 

“Oh god,” Kate groaned, rolling her eyes. “You’re comfortable standing naked in the corridor but you can’t share out oud how you want to be fucked by Matthew?” 

Layla’s brows furrowed as she stared at Kate, waiting for her to disappear into her room. Once she was gone, Layla smiled up at Matthew. “Butt stuff,” she said, her cheeks suddenly turning red. “Gentle at first but… I heard it can make me feel like… a woman.” 

Matthew couldn’t help but laugh. “And where did you hear that?” 

“Alena,” Layla whispered. 

Matthew was surprised by that. It hadn’t even registered for him that Alena and Layla were friends. And you had to be friends to have those sorts of conversations, right? 

“I would love to make you feel like a woman,” Matthew said, his lips twitching. “But I need to spend tonight with Kate,” he added, his voice gentle. 

“Oh,” Layla said as her eyes dropped. 

Matthew leaned down and kissed her on the lips. “Hey. It’s got nothing to do with you, okay?” 

Layla nodded, but she did not seem convinced. Matthew sighed as she turned and walked into her room, head down. His eyes fell on her bottom. He would have loved to spend the night playing with it. 

But there were important things at stake. 

He turned and opened the door to Kate’s bedroom.

Kate was already naked. That was how she liked to sleep. She turned to look at him, an eyebrow raised, her lips spread into a smile. 

“Bored of fucking Layla in the missionary position?” she asked. 

On the contrary, Matthew was really beginning to like the slower pace with Layla. “Yes,” he lied. “You don’t mind if we do it two nights in a row, do you?” 

Kate pranced across the room and closing the door, she grabbed Matthew by the collar of his shirt and pulled him close. As their lips met, her hands found his belt. She unbuckled it quickly and removed his trousers, freeing his cock. 

Kate rubbed the tip with her thumb before guiding his cock to her pussy. She was wet and warm. Matthew’s hands began on her ass. He squeezed her butt cheeks before moving up her body, he felt her breasts and squeezed them before his hands moved to her hips. 

His lips still locked with hers as she rubbed his cock against her cunt, he picked her up and moved her onto the bed. Kate parted her legs and Matthew drove his cock into her cunt. He pounded her pussy as his hands reached behind and squeezed her ass cheeks. Her juices flowed down her inner thighs. Matthew wiped them with his hand and placed that hand on her lips. 

Kate sucked it clean hungrily.

He placed his hand on her throat and held it down as he slammed his cock into her cunt. Her body jolted with every thrust. Her eyes rolled back, her lips parted, she began to moan, her sounds of pleasure grew with every movement. 

Kate’s body shuddered as she orgasmed. Matthew stopped thrusting hard. He pushed his cock in and out of her pussy at a gentle pace as he let go of her neck. 

“Oh my god, that was amazing,” Kate said weakly.

Matthew remained on top of her, his cock buried in her pussy, he smiled. “It was good, wasn’t it?” 

“Fucking A,” Kate smiled. “You deserve a treat. Do you want to shoot down my throat, in my pussy or…. We could try my little bottom?” 

That all sounded good. But there was something else Matthew wanted. “I had something different in mind.” 

“You can do whatever you want to me,” Kate said, her voice drowsy. 

“I don’t want to do anything to your body,” Matthew said. “I want to know why you’re meeting with the women from the settlement.” 

Kate, who had a lazy smile on her face and eyes that were barely open, now stared at him with an intensity, her lips tight. His cock still in her pussy, he felt her vagina contract. 

“There isn’t any point in denying it, is there?” she asked. 

Matthew shook his head. 

Kate’s hands formed into fists surrounded by glowing balls of white. She slammed them into his head, a fist on either side. It felt like he had just been struck by two sledgehammers. His vision suddenly blurry, he was aware of Kate kicking him off her. 

Matthew hit the ground as she darted for the door. 

He climbed to his feet and shaking his head, he ran after her. Kate was already out of the house and running down the white stoned path. She turned a corner and briefly disappeared from sight. The cool air seemed to clear his head after the drubbing Kate gave it. 

As he turned the corner, he spotted her naked figure glowing in the moonlit night as she ran in the direction of the front gates that led out of the hilltop village and towards the settlement. 

She was fast.  

Incredibly fast. Her body was toned. Her legs were powerful. She moved with determination. 

But Matthew was faster. 

He caught up to her and was within reaching distance. 

Of her hair. 

He could grab her by it and pull her back. 

She would hit the ground pretty uncomfortably. A normal human could even hurt themselves if they hit the ground wrong and their head smashed into one of the stones. 

But Matthew was certain Kate could take it. 

So why did he hesitate? 

Because she was a girl?

Matthew had no issue striking a girl. He wasn’t a stupid sexist idiot. He was very sure there were plenty of women out there who could kill him and would kill him given the right opportunity. 

Was it because he had been intimate with her? 

Matthew realised he had feelings for Kate. Not love. But… he did care for her. 

“Stop running,” he yelled at her. 

It was the wrong thing to do. 

It turned out Kate was so focused on running as fast as she could, her awareness of her surroundings was limited. She hadn’t realised he was right behind her. But now that she knew he had caught up to her, she suddenly burst forward. 

The gates that led out of the village were now visible. It wasn’t a particularly impressive wall or gate. Kate could jump and grab the top of the wall and pull herself over it without stopping.

But she wasn’t going to get that chance. 

She had created a gap between them. But it was a small gap. Matthew would close it soon. He decided rather than grabbing her by the hair, a simple nudge should send her tumbling to the ground. 

With that decided, Matthew picked up the pace. 

But he had missed his chance. Kate suddenly turned. Her hands were formed into fists surrounded by two white balls. She thrust her fists forward. The balls flew towards him. 

Matthew was much too close to dodge them. 

They struck him on the chest. 

It was a familiar feeling. Only moments early, he had felt the same on his head. It knocked him to the ground. He remained there, his eyes open, he watched as Kate jumped and grabbed the top of the wall before pulling herself over. 

Standing on the wall, she turned to look back at him briefly before disappearing behind the wall. 


Chapter 4

Matthew pulled himself up off the ground and felt his chest. It was still intact. There was no blood. He supposed he had taken much worse. He dusted the dirt off his naked body and ran towards the gate. 

He pulled himself onto the wall and stood facing the jungle at the bottom of the hill. By now, Kate was probably already down there running towards the settlement. He briefly considered going after her. But in the darkness of night, finding her in a dense jungle was going to be impossible.

He was about to turn and head back when he heard a sudden clanging sound that echoed through the silent night.

Matthew glanced in the direction of the sound. It had come from the bottom of the hill. The sky was clear and the moon shone brightly. Its rays touched the top of the long grass that grew at the bottom of the hill. And it showed him the movement of the creatures down below. 

The grass wilted as the two beasts wrestled. 

As Matthew watched, he suddenly realised that they were not beasts but humans. And then he spotted the lock of white hair that emerged from the long grass, reflecting the moonlight like a beacon before it disappeared. 

“Fuck,” Matthew cursed. 

He jumped off the wall and sprinted down the hill as fast as he could. The path down was uneven. Matthew tumbled and fell forward. His shoulder hit the ground first. He curled into the foetal position as he rolled down the hill for a few meters before he managed to grab hold of an extending branch. As he came to a stop, he jumped to his feet and continued running down the hill as fast as he could. 

Once at the bottom, he reached the battling duo quickly. 

Kate stood facing Alena, her hair ruffled, she curled her hands into fists that glowed white. But the glow was weak. 

Opposite her, Alena stood with a bow that had its string torn off. Her hair had wisps of green grass sticking out of it. Her green dress was torn at the front, revealing her breasts. As both girls began to battle, Alena swinging with her bow, Kate punching with her fists, Matthew ran towards them and coming in from behind, he charged into Kate. 

He knocked her to the ground. 

It was a hard take down. 

As he stood over her, Kate turned to lie on her back. She coughed out dirt as she stared up at him. 

“What happened?” Alena asked as she came to stand by him.

Matthew relayed what had happened, leaving out a few details he was a little embarrassed by. 

“I don’t understand,” Alena said. “How did she get away?” 

“I punched his head in,” Kate said, still lying on her back on the grassland. 

Alena moved to strike Kate with her bow. Matthew held her hand to stop her. She glanced at him, brows furrowed in curiosity. 

“You’re not planning on letting her go, are you?” 

“Obviously not,” Matthew said. “But we’re not going to kill her.” 

“I wasn’t going to kill her,” Alena said, rolling her eyes. “I was going to strike her on the head until she passed out.” 

“Yeah… we’re not going to do that either,” Matthew muttered. 

“Fine,” Alena said, her tone huffy. “How do you plan on taking her back to the village? She’s going to try and escape again.” 

It was a fair point. Matthew knew Kate to be fairly resilient. She had survived in the jungle alone by herself before he found her. He had trained with her as he prepared to battle the Baron. She could take a knock and get right back up. 

There was a good chance her strength and powers would recover enough for her to make a good attempt at getting away. He imagined walking behind her as they climbed the hill, Kate suddenly turning, her hands glowing, she hits him hard, sending him tumbling down the hill. 

Matthew might have survived being impaled by a sword, but he wasn’t keen on exploring the limits of his invulnerability. 

“Alena wants to knock you unconscious so that you don’t try to escape as we carry you up the hill,” Matthew said to Kate. “I’d rather we didn’t have to do that,” he continued, pausing to see if Kate’s face held any clues. It did not. She stared up at him with a blank expression. “Are you going to try to escape again?” he finally asked. 

“No,” Kate said instantly. 

Matthew sighed. 

“You don’t believe her, do you?” Alena asked. 

“Nope,” Matthew said. He held his hand out for Kate. She took it tentatively. He tightened his grip and pulled her up. Turning her around, he placed his arm around her neck and pulled it back. 

“You’re going to snap her neck?” Alena asked, confused. 

Matthew had locked her neck in such a way that were she to try anything, he could strangle her unconscious. But as it were, she could breathe easily. 

“You know what happens if you try anything, right?” he asked her, his head to her left in case she tried to headbutt him. 

“Fuck you,” came her response. 

“What happened to her?” Alena asked. “I thought she was nice. She’s really not, is she?” 

It was a good question. Kate had fooled them all. They would get their answers soon enough, Matthew thought. First, they needed to get the hell out of the jungle and back into the village. Aside from the monsters lurking about, the women from the settlement could be nearby waiting for Kate to meet with them.

They might come looking when she did not arrive. He wanted to get back to the village as soon as possible.

Holding her by the neck, Matthew began the arduous climb back up the hill. 


Chapter 5

Layla couldn’t sleep. 

She sat on her bed, nice and clean and naked. 

Matthew should have been here. It was her night. Not Kate’s night. 

Matthew should have been here touching her body, playing with it. Instead, he was in the room next door, playing with Kate’s body. 

Layla didn’t consider herself a jealous wife. She couldn’t remember her past life, but she knew that in her culture, it was okay for a man to have more than one wife. Or in this case, more than one woman. 

She was okay with Matthew being with other women. 

In theory. 

In practice, that other woman was Kate. A gorgeous blond girl with legs that stretched forever and a curvy luscious ass. It didn’t help that Kate was a freak in the bed. The walls were not very thick in this house they lived in. Layla could hear everything when Matthew spent the night in the next room. 

Any doubts that Layla had about Matthew preferring Kate over her, she pushed them down deep. Matthew was her husband and a good man. He was fair. He spent every other night with her. He showed her love and affection. She had nothing to worry about. 

Except, tonight was her night.

Matthew was in the other room with Kate. 

It’s because I’m boring in bed, she told herself. 

Not wanting to hear them fuck tonight, Layla grabbed a dress and pulled it on. Normally, when leaving the house, she would wear knickers and a bra. Most times, she would throw on a scarf to cover her hair. 

But tonight, she wanted to get out before Kate’s moans of pleasure filled the house.  

Feeling somewhat naked with just the dress on, Layla dashed out through the front door. It was warm outside. The night sky was clear, the white stones that formed the paths glowed as they snaked around the village houses.

Layla wandered around aimlessly, going from one path to another. At one point, she ended up by the field where the horse and the wolf rested. She found the two-headed beast a little terrifying. It lay on the grass beside the carcass of another animal Alena had caught. It raised both of its heads and glanced in her direction. Those eyes glowed in the dark. 

Shuddering in fear, Layla quickly made her exit. 

She ended up by the front door of Alara’s house. 

Another woman Matthew was sleeping with. 

She was probably a freak in the bed too. 

Elves. 

Layla didn’t know much about them. Or anything at all. What were elves? They looked human, save for the pointy ears. Their skin seemed to have a glow and their hair had a shine. Elves were like really attractive humans with pointy ears. 

Layla raised her hand and knocked on the front door. 

She felt panic instantly. Why had she knocked on the door? She didn’t want to talk to the elf, did she?

No, she did not. 

Layla was about to turn and disappear when the door opened. 

It was Alara. 

“Layla,” she said, her brows furrowing. “What do you want at this time of the night?” 

“I… I don’t know,” Layla mumbled. “I was walking and… sorry. I’m going to go back.” She turned to face the path that led away from Alara’s house and to her own. She wanted to move her feet and walk. But they refused to comply. Matthew and Kate were still making love. Or, as Kate would say, they were fucking. She turned to face Alara. “I don’t want to go home…” 

Alara sighed. She opened her front door fully and stepped aside. “Come on in.” 

Layla walked into Alara’s house. It was much nicer than her own. She didn’t feel envy. Her house might have been smaller and simpler, but it was sufficient. 

Alara stopped by the door to the living room. “Do you want a bed to sleep in or do you want to talk?” 

Layla shrugged. She doubted she would fall asleep soon. But talk? She couldn’t tell Alara her thoughts. Just the thought of opening up about her sex life and her fears that she wasn’t enough for Matthew made her cheeks burn. 

“You’re the most indecisive woman I have ever met,” Alara said. “It is a miracle you managed to convince Matthew to marry you.” 

Already feeling vulnerable about her position with Matthew, Alara’s comment hit hard. At first, she found herself getting angry. How dare Alara say something like that? Her lips stiffened as her hands formed into fists - not that she planned on hitting the elf. 

But very quickly, that anger melted away. 

Her eyes bubbled as tears formed. 

“Don’t cry,” Alara said. 

She had a commanding and authoritative voice. Layla felt a need to listen. She wiped away the tears from her eyes. 

“Let’s talk,” the elf said, though she did not sound like she was very keen. 

Layla followed her into the living room and sat on the comfy chair, the cushion soft on her bottom. After some prompting from Alara, she began to open up about what was bothering. Layla learnt something new that day. 

Once she started to talk, it was very easy to keep on talking. She spoke about the arrangement she had between herself, Matthew and Kate where he would share beds with each girl every other night and that tonight, it was supposed to be her turn, but he was with Kate. 

Layla spoke in detail about her sex life with Matthew and what they had done. Which wasn’t much in her opinion. She shared her fears of Kate being the more experienced girl sexually and of Matthew not desiring her anymore. 

When she was done, she sat in silence, stunned by how much she had shared and what she had shared. Suddenly, Layla felt a shame wash over her.

“This Land of Chaos is a strange place. We have humans, elves, demons, angels, vampires, werewolves, demigods - the list goes on and on,” Alara said. “We have many different cultures and customs. In the big human cities, men are wed to one woman only and they remain wed to that woman. Is that what you want? A pretty girl like you could find such a man without too much effort.” 

“I don’t want another man,” Layla said. “I want Matthew. I love him,” she added softly. 

“You can’t have Matthew to yourself. He will be the new Baron or-” Alara stopped. 

Layla frowned. “Or?” 

“His position isn’t guaranteed. He will have to meet the Ice Queen. She could accept him to be a worthy Baron of hers or…” Alara shrugged her shoulders. 

“Or what?” Layla asked, now suddenly alarmed. 

“Or she could kill him.” 

Layla’s mouth dropped as her eyes widened. “Does Matthew know this?” 

“That the Ice Queen might kill him?” Alara asked and when Layla nodded her head furiously, she continued, “He’s aware of the risks.” 

“And he’s just going to walk into her death castle?” she asked, shocked. 

“Eventually. The Baron had other villages to protect. He spoke of them sometimes and the monsters he had to battle. He considered our hilltop village a place to recoup. Thane’s absence will be noticed by the Ice Queen. If Matthew does not present himself to her, she will come looking. He would not want that.” 

Layla sat stunned into silence. She had no idea what Matthew would have to go through. His life was at risk. The Ice Queen could kill him. And all this time, Layla was thinking about herself. 

“I didn’t know,” Layla said. “I thought this village was going to be our home. I thought we would spend the rest of our lives here. He would hunt, I would cook and clean and… make love to him,” her cheeks began to burn. 

Alara frowned. “Matthew does not want to stay here forever. He wants to get off this world and go back to wherever he came from. You do know that, right?” 

Layla did know that. Matthew had mentioned it a few times. “Is there even a way out of this place?” 

“It’s a big world with many secrets,” Alara said. “It might be possible. It might not. I don’t waste time thinking about things that are out of my control. You should not either. Focus on what you can do.” 

“What can I do?” Layla asked, suddenly feeling exhausted. 

“You think Kate is more experienced than you sexually. You can be better at sex.” 

“You think I haven’t been trying?” Layla scoffed. 

“Practice makes perfect. You can practice on me tonight.” 

Layla’s eyes widened. “Practice on you?” 

“I know you like women.” 

“I don’t,” Layla protested, horrified. 

“When you talked about Kate and Matthew, you described her body in detail. I didn’t become the head of the village without being able to read people. You are attracted to women. Or, at the very least, you are attracted to Kate.” 

Her cheeks burned red at the thought of being attracted to women. Layla opened her mouth to protest. But no words came out. Deep down, she knew Alara was right. Layla had spent a lot of time in close quarters with Kate. 

The blond was handsy to say the least. And proud of her body. She flaunted it frequently. At first, Layla would shudder at the sight of Kate’s naked body. She would look away immediately whenever Kate appeared naked. 

But over time, Layla began to stare at the blond’s figure. Initially, she did it to see what she was up against. They were both vying for Matthew’s attention. Over time, she began to appreciate Kate’s curves, the length of her legs, the firmness of her breasts, her smooth skin, the golden hair. 

She began to have thoughts too. 

She wondered what it would be like to kiss Kate. To suck on those breasts, to go down her body… 

Layla felt wrong for desiring Kate’s body. She tried to push her desires away. But they always resurfaced at some point or other. 

Alara climbed to her feet. She was wearing a white gown that draped down from her shoulders. It slid down her body and rested by her feet. 

Alara, now naked, walked towards Layla. 

“What… what are you doing?” Layla asked, swallowing uncomfortably. 

Alara did not respond. She stood in front of Layla, completely naked, she spread her legs enough for her pussy lips to part teasingly. Alara reached down and placed a hand under Layla’s chin, her fingers gently wrapped themselves around Layla’s neck. 

Alara raised her hand as it remained wrapped around Layla’s neck, bringing the girl to stand on her feet. She leaned in and kissed Layla on the lips. 

Layla’s heart was thumping in her chest. Part of her screamed that this was wrong. Another part of her wanted to touch Alara’s pussy. She could feel the heat emanating from it. 

Alara’s lips were soft. Layla kissed her back. Her knees suddenly felt weak. 

“Come,” Alara said. As she turned to head for the bedroom, she grabbed Layla by her dress and tugged. 

Layla did not resist. 

Her eyes focused on Alara’s bottom, she followed the elf out of the room and into the bedroom. She was going to make love to a woman… 


Chapter 6

With much difficulty, Matthew managed to climb up the hill with Kate in tow, his arm wrapped around her neck. Alena followed after him, her only contribution being a running commentary on how ridiculous it was to take her up like that. 

“You should have let me knock her out,” Alena said, not for the first time, as Kate took another step up the hill and leaned back against him as she did, causing him to almost lose his footing. 

“Have you ever actually knocked someone unconscious before?” Matthew asked, his eyes on the ground as Kate’s naked body pressed against his. “It’s not that easy.” 

“Loads,” came Alena’s response. 

“Really?” Matthew asked, surprised. “Who are these people? And why?” 

“Humans from the village. Because they’re annoying,” Alena said casually. 

“And… they just… Let you knock them out?” 

“They try to resist, but humans are useless,” Alena said. “Weak. Pathetic.” 

Matthew and Kate both turned to glare at her. 

“You’re not human,” Alena said, unperturbed. 

“You don’t know what,” Matthew said. He could be human. 

“You’re a demi-god at the very minimum. Or something else entirely.” 

It was food for thought. What was he? And what the hell happened to his powers? He couldn’t feel that warmth floating around in his chest any longer. Had it gone completely? How had he survived the Baron’s blade? 

Food for thought for another time. 

After much effort, Matthew managed to bring Kate back to the house they shared in the village. He placed her on a chair in the kitchen and waited as Alena dashed off to bring the chains. Why Alena had chains, why she was going around knocking people unconscious, Matthew did not ask. Maybe she was the law of the village. The local police or muscle for her mother. 

She returned quickly and began to fasten the chains around Kate, tying her arms, legs and waist, some around her neck too. When she was done, Matthew was impressed. 

“She’s not breaking out of that,” Alena said as she stood back to admire her work. 

Matthew whistled his agreement. “Do you think we should have put her clothes on before we tied her down?” 

“No,” Alena said. “Let her be naked. She does not deserve clothes.” 

Matthew turned his head to glance at Alena, now a little concerned by her roughness. She met his eyes and frowned.

“I’m not undoing my work,” she told him. “Besides, isn’t Kate naked pretty much all the time?” 

“Fuck you,” Kate growled. 

“Maybe I’ll fuck you,” Alena responded.  

Matthew sighed. He didn’t have time for this. He needed to find out what Kate was doing communicating with the settlement. 

“You’re trapped,” he said to Kate. “There is no point in resisting anymore. Will you tell me why you were meeting with the women from the settlement?” 

Kate turned her gaze away from Alena to look at him. 

She burst out laughing. 

“That’s your pitch?” she asked. “It’s pathetic.” 

“If you don’t answer my questions, I’ll hand you over to Alena,” Matthew said. 

“You might think she’s tough, but I’m not afraid of her,” Kate said through gritted teeth. 

Not for the first time, Matthew sighed. It didn’t make any sense to him. Why was Kate behaving like this? It was such a departure from her behaviour of the past few months. She had been pleasant company. He had developed feelings for her. She was funny, sexy. 

The girl before him now was angry and unreasonably.

When Matthew had escaped from the settlement and Kate had appeared, part of him suspected she might be spying on him. He had kept his guard up. But after the months they had spent together, after having helped him train to defeat the Baron, how could she still be loyal to the women from the settlement? At best, she had only spent a few of days with them. She barely knew them. 

Matthew knew he wasn’t going to get the answers from her. 

So he left Kate in Alena’s care. 

Though he doubted there was going to be much caring from Alena. 

He popped into Layla’s room to let her know what had happened, but the bed was empty. Where was Layla? 

Matthew wondered if he should go looking for her. But then he figured she would definitely still be somewhere in the village. Layla wouldn’t be brave enough to venture out into the wild on her own. 

Had she left her room because he hadn’t chosen her tonight? 

Matthew knew the walls weren’t very thick and Kate was loud in bed. Poor girl probably felt rejected. She would know the truth soon enough. 

Putting on some clothes, Matthew reached for his sword. It rested upright by the side of the bed. As he grabbed it by the handle, the pointy end, which was hidden beneath the bed, dragged out another weapon. 

Matthew recognised it instantly. 

The scabbard was made of black leather. There were two snake heads in the centre stitched in gold, their mouths open, fangs long and sharp as they faced off against each other. 

Matthew dropped his own sword and reached for the Baron’s weapon. The handle felt firm and cold. The sword was heavy but balanced. He unsheathed it and whistled. Both edges were incredibly sharp and glistened even in the darkness of the room. 

Deciding this was a much better weapon, Matthew fixed the scabbard onto his back and placed the sword inside it. He popped back into the kitchen. Alena stood over Kate, her foot rested on Kate’s thigh as her hand wrapped around Kate’s neck. 

“I’m going to go out and keep watch,” he told her. 

“Smart,” Alena said, without even looking back. 

Matthew wondered if he should tell Alena to take it easy. He decided against it. If the psychos from the settlement had him as their prisoner, there was a high chance they would at the very minimum cut off his balls. 

Matthew shuddered at the thought. 

He liked his balls… 

Telling Alena to let him know if she gets anything out of Kate, Matthew set off for the jungle beyond the hill to keep watch. 

He reached back and felt for the handle of his sword. He decided he would rather die first than lose his balls. 


Chapter 7

At first, Matthew remained at the top of the hill beside the ruined buildings. From his vantage point, he could see miles and miles of the forest below. If the women from the settlement did plan on attacking, he would spot them from literally miles away. 

That was correct in theory. 

The reality was that despite the sky being clear and the moon shining brightly and covering the treetops in a blue hue, Matthew could see nothing beneath that. It was a jungle down there. A thousand women could be marching towards him now and he would only know as they emerged from the trees at the bottom of the hill. 

By that time, it would be too late. 

He would have to venture down. 

As he moved down the hill, Matthew found he was not afraid. He should have been, right? But there was a calm confidence within him. He felt like he had done this sort of thing before. Not go in search of women that wanted to castrate him. But walk into the unknown alone, surrounded by danger. 

Matthew had a vague idea of which direction the settlement lay. Walking in a straight line, he headed towards it. He had no plan. He did not know the forest well. He could walk into a trap. He could find himself surrounded by women with magical powers, outnumbered and outgunned. 

But still, he continued to walk. 

Matthew felt restless. And annoyed. 

Why wouldn’t they leave him alone? 

Fucking psychos.  

Didn’t they know who he was? 

Matthew stopped walking and frowned. Who was he? He felt like it was there in his mind behind a layer of fog. He was someone important… or powerful. He suddenly felt entitled and angry. He could crush those fucking bitches with ease. He could march with his army and slaughter every single one of them. 

What army? 

Try as much as he could, Matthew could not recall any specific memories from his previous life. So why did he think he could crush them with ease? Why did he think he had an army? 

There was a rustle to his left. Matthew drew his sword and turned to face it. 

It had a large head with three sharp horns. Its eyes were yellow. Its mouth hung open, showing hundreds of sharp white teeth. It raised its claws and growled at him. 

But it was the size of a cat. 

Matthew charged towards it and coming close, he kicked it as if it were a football. 

The animal flew back as if it were a football.

It crashed into the trunk of the tree and dropped to the forest floor. Climbing groggily to its feet, it hissed at him before it ran off. 

Matthew glanced at his surroundings and sighed. What was he doing? He was walking around a jungle in the middle of the night hoping to find women from the settlement? How stupid was that? 

Very stupid, he decided. 

He should head back to the village. He could keep watch from the top of the hill. Or go and check up on Alena. Perhaps she had managed to break through Kate’s defences. Or he could go and find Layla and explain to her why he had chosen to spend the night with Kate. 

So many better things to do instead of walking around in the dark in a jungle that was swamped with monsters. 

Matthew was about to head back towards the village when the woman stepped out from behind a tree. 

She was tall. Her blond hair seemed to glow even in the inky blackness of the night. She was dressed in silver armour that covered her breasts. She matched it with a mini chainmail skirt. She held in her hand a long sword, the blade narrow and thinner than his own. 

“Sarah,” Matthew whispered. 

“Hey babe,” she smiled at him. 

Matthew’s eyes frantically scanned his surroundings, looking for more of them. He spotted none, but from previous experience, Matthew was certain they were there, hiding amongst the branches and leaves, arrows pointed at him. 

“What do you want?” he asked her. 

“You have to come back,” she replied, smiling gently. 

“That’s not happening,” Matthew told her, his sword gripped tightly in his hand, he raised the tip. 

“You don’t have a choice,” Sarah said. “You can either come quietly or… you could die here in the forest and there is nothing I can do to stop that.” 

Her tone was gentle. There was sadness in her pretty eyes. The sword in his hand wavered. Matthew once more glanced at his surroundings. Sarah had pretty much confirmed they were out there. But as hard as he looked, he could see nothing but darkness. 

“What would happen to me if I were to go with you?” Matthew asked. 

Sarah didn’t reply. She took a step towards him. Matthew raised his sword to now point the pointy end at her.

“Stop,” he warned. 

Sarah did stop. She raised her own sword. The pointy end touched his. It was a gentle touch. But it sent shivers down his arm. 

“Even if I were alone, you couldn’t beat me, babe,” Sarah said. “And I am not alone.” 

Yup. There was no doubt now that many arrows were pointed at him. But Matthew had survived being impaled before. It gave him some confidence. 

“You don’t know what I’m capable of,” he told her. 

“Even if you beat me and-” Sarah stopped and smiled before continuing, “make it back to the hilltop village, Lucy is on her way with a small army.”

“You won’t attack the village,” Matthew said. “It’s under the protection of the Ice Queen.” 

“The village may be under the protection of the Ice Queen,” Sarah said slowly as she took another step towards him. “But you are not. You are the person who killed her Baron. Lucy wants to kill you and send your head to the Ice Queen as a gift.” 

Sarah took another step towards him. She was close enough now that should she choose to, she could stab him with her sword. Matthew could do the same to her too. He wondered if she would be quick enough to react and block his strike. 

Did he want to kill her? 

No. 

Matthew didn’t feel any hate towards her. 

He took a step back for safety and tapped her sword away. 

Sarah blinked. Her eyes narrowed. “Coming with me is your best option, Matthew,” she said. “If you don’t, Lucy will burn the village to the ground. She will kill your wife Layla and your friends the elves. Your body will be sent to the Ice Queen and you will be blamed for all of the violence.” 

If Matthew had been in two minds of what to do, threatening those he cared for wasn’t the way to sway his mind. Matthew couldn’t remember his past, but he seemed to have some of his previous experiences with him. 

And his experiences told him not to trust anyone that threatened the loved ones of their enemies. Their words were not good. They had no honour. 

Lucy’s threats made her seem cruel. The type of person who wanted to inflict as much revenge on her enemies as possible. Matthew had underestimated her evilness. He had assumed going with Sarah meant being castrated. 

But now, he was certain it would not end there. 

Lucy would use every tool she had to continue to torture him. Layla and the elves would not be safe if he surrendered. He needed to get the fuck out of here and warn them. 

Matthew lunged forward and pushed his sword towards the soft flesh just beneath her collar bone. Sarah did not respond in time. His blade found its target and cut through the flesh. 

Sarah did not scream. 

Her eyes widened. A second later, her sword came at him, aiming for his neck.

Matthew pulled his sword out and blocked her strike. From the corner of his eyes, he became aware of objects flying towards him, a glint amongst the tips. He moved his head back as an arrow flew past him, missing his nose by the width of a hair. Using his sword, he blocked three more arrows before he moved to dash behind a tree. 

His back against the trunk, he remained alert, his eyes scanning the treetops. He knew they were out there. But he could see nothing.  

“I was going to let you live as a eunuch, babe,” Sarah growled. “But now I’m going to kill.” 

Matthew heard her run towards him. A second later, she stood to his left. Her free hand began to rise. Matthew struck it with his sword. Again, he caught her by surprise it seemed. Sarah was not able to parry his strike or move her hand out of the way. 

“My hand…” she gasped. She dropped the sword and grabbed her wrist that was now dripping with blood. “My hand,” she repeated, now looking at him with a mixture of anger and agony. “My powers are in my hands. How could you?” 

“That’s not a serious question, is it?” Matthew asked, a little baffled. 

“I was being nice to you!” Sarah said. “We made love!” 

“You were going to cut my balls off?!” 

“Who cares about your balls?! This is my hand!” 

Matthew wanted to tell Sarah that he cared about his balls. He cared very much about having his balls still stuck to his body. But he wasn’t sure how much of what he would say was actually going to register with Sarah. 

She was in shock. 

Sarah dropped to her knees clutching her wrist as if she had just been stabbed in the heart. There were tears in her eyes. 

Matthew was in two minds. Part of him wanted to go on the attack and remove a threat. She was vulnerable. He could cut her hands off. Or her head.

Another part of him wanted to comfort her. Sarah wasn’t the worst thing about the settlement. Her crime mostly seemed to be her lack of desire to confront the psychotic Lucy. 

Arrows came flying at him once more. Having trained specifically for this scenario with Kate, Alena and Layla in his preparation for his battle with the Baron, Matthew was able to block them, his sword a blur of movement. 

He decided against hurting or comforting Sarah. 

He made a dash for the hills. As he ran, a girl swung out from the trees, a sword in hand, she swung it at him wildly. Matthew stepped aside and watched her fly past. She landed on the ground and rolled forward before climbing to her feet, she charged at him. As she came in reach, she struck with her sword. Matthew moved back to avoid her blade before stepping in, he slammed the guard of his sword against her nose. 

There was an awful crunching sound as it connected. The girl fell to the ground. She remained there, unconscious. Matthew wondered if he should kill the girl. She would only join Lucy’s army when they attacked the village. 

Despite wanting to, he found he couldn’t kill an unconscious girl. 

Another girl stepped out from behind a tree and charged at him. At the same time, an arrow flew towards him. Matthew blocked the arrow before he turned and fled towards the hills, running as fast as he could. 


Chapter 8

Layla lay naked in Alara's bed. Beside her, the elf was naked and asleep. Her breathing was light and soothing. Her chest rose and fell with a calming consistency. Layla was fixated by the elf’s naked body. 

She had spent the past couple of hours exploring it with her tongue. The taste of a pussy was a new one for her. She found it intoxicating. Alara’s whole body made her question her beliefs. Men were supposed to be with women, and a woman should only have one person they share their body with. 

Their husband.

Matthew. 

Her body, her tongue, her pussy, all of it was for Matthew. 

Had she cheated on him? 

In the heat of the moment, Layla hadn’t even considered that part. She had been jealous and confused when she arrived at Alara’s door. Had the elf taken advantage of her emotional vulnerability? 

Layla suddenly felt disgusted with herself. She climbed to her feet and grabbed her dress from the floor. As she opened the door to quietly leave, she glanced at Alara’s naked body lying on the bed. 

The elf was gorgeous. Her skin was smooth, her hips curvy, her breasts large, but still firm. And her pussy. It was intoxicating and it glistened. 

Layla felt far too many emotions. She was attracted to women. There was no denying that now. Alara had helped her realise that. But the elf had also taken advantage of her. And now she had cheated on her husband. 

Slipping into her dress, Layla left Alara’s house and headed for home. It was still the middle of the night. The streets were empty. Layla was glad for it. No one could see her sneaking home in shame. She could be back in bed before anyone knew. 

Before Matthew knew. 

She couldn’t keep it a secret from him, could she? 

No… she needed to tell Matthew. 

Layla made it back to the house without running into anyone. She opened the front door quietly. Her feet light on the floor, she moved towards her bedroom. On her way, she passed the kitchen. The door was open. 

Layla stopped in her tracks and stared at Kate. 

She was tied to a chair with thick chains fastened all over her body. Her breasts had rope tied around them tightly, causing them to turn into a dark purple colour. Her mouth had been forced open by a circular device. Her tongue hung out. There was a peg attached to it. Kate’s whole body was covered in red marks that stretched in a straight line, as if she had been whipped. 

Kate’s eyes were closed. But she must have heard Layla as they were now open and staring at her. Her blue eyes seemed magnified in the darkness of the room and the situation. The peg that was attached to her tongue moved as sounds gurgled out. 

Kate was trying to talk. 

Layla dashed into the kitchen and removed the clip from her mouth. 

“What is going on?” she asked. “Who did this to you?” 

“You need to free me quickly,” Kate said, her voice hoarse. 

“How?” Layla asked, staring at the chains that kept Kate bound to the chair. She placed her hands on the metal. It was thick and cold. “How?” she repeated. 

“I don’t know. Use your imagination. Go find a bolt cutter you slutty prude,” Kate snapped. 

Slutty prude? 

Layla frowned, annoyed. She was about to lecture Kate on how she was neither of those. But she did not. 

It accurately described her, didn’t it? 

For the standards exhibited here in this Land of Chaos, she could be considered a prude. At the same time, she had just betrayed her husband and made love to another woman. She was a slut. She was a hypocrite. 

“I’m sorry for calling you a slutty prude,” Kate said, her tone conciliatory as she mistook Layla’s silence for annoyance at her comment. “Please free me. I’m in a lot of pain.” 

Layla glanced around her, looking for something to use to cut the chains. Finding nothing, her eyes fell on the chair. It looked firm and sturdy. The wooden legs were thick, as was the backrest. 

But it was made of wood. 

She shared her thoughts with Kate. 

“How would you break it without bits of wood splintering and shattering into my body?” Kate asked. 

It was something Layla had considered. But it was the only idea she had. “Maybe I should go and look for Matthew?” she suggested. “How did this happen to you?” 

“No need to go and find Matthew,” Kate said quickly. “Break the chair.” 

“Okay,” Layla said. 

She moved to stand behind Kate facing the wooden backrest of the chair. “I’m going to kick it,” she warned. 

She raised her foot and positioned it against the backrest. What was the best way to kick it, she wondered. Could she break it by kicking it? Would it be better to tip Kate on her side and… and what? 

Layla had no idea what she was doing. 

And then she noticed Alena standing by the door, leaning against the frame, her arms crossed against her chest. 

“What are you doing?” the elf asked. 

“I’m not really sure,” Layla said. “Maybe you can help me?” 

“Kate has been speaking to women of the settlement ever since she arrived here. She made a run for it when Matthew confronted her. I met her at the bottom of the hill. She tried to kill me to escape,” Alena said. “There is something seriously wrong with your friend.” 


Chapter 9

Layla sat on a chair facing Kate, a sword in her hand. 

Alena had given her the sword. 

Layla recognised it as the same sword Matthew had used to slice Thane’s head off. It felt powerful in her hand. The metal was heavy. The blade was sharp. It was a good weapon. Not that she planned to use it. 

Though she could not remember anything before her time in the Land of Chaos, Layla was certain she had never killed anyone before. She was absolutely certain that she hadn’t used a sword to attack someone before. 

And despite what Alena had said, Layla couldn’t see herself doing anything to hurt Kate. 

She had spent many months with Kate now. They had formed a strange bond of some sort. Rivals, but companions. At least, that was how she saw it.  

What Kate saw or thought, she had no idea.

“Why did you betray Matthew?” she asked. 

Kate didn’t reply. Instead, she glared at Layla with an intensity in her blue eyes. Like a woman possessed. 

Possessed. 

What if Kate was possessed? Or bewitched? 

“Do you remember your last day in the settlement?” Layla asked. “Before you set off to find Matthew.” 

For a moment, the intensity in Kate’s eyes faded. “Why are you asking that?” she asked, frowning. 

Layla wanted to know if a ritual of any sort had been performed on Kate before she was sent out to fetch Matthew. But asking the question directly would not get her an answer.  

“If the women from the settlement attack the village, I don’t want to fight them,” Layla said. “I’m not-” she paused, her eyes focused on Kate, she attempted to portray hesitation before continuing, “I’m not a fighter.” 

“No,” Kate said, rolling her eyes. “You’re a lover.” 

“Yes,” Layla agreed. “My options are to either flee the village and head out into the unknown Land of Chaos. Or I free you and join the women in the settlement.” 

“You wouldn’t free me,” Kate scoffed. “You’re too loyal to Matthew.” 

Layla didn’t reply. She would much rather die than betray her husband. But Kate didn’t know that for sure. It was a guess on her part. Layla remained silent. As the minutes passed, Kate continued to stare at her. 

But the intensity in her blue eyes had not returned. 

“The women from the settlement take care of each other,” Kate finally said. “Everyone has a role to play. If you do your part, you will be part of their community. They will take care of you.” 

Layla continued to remain silent, though she did squint and purse her lips together, hoping Kate read her facial expressions as a sign that she was contemplating her choices. 

“The men are treated as slaves,” Kate spoke again. “They work on the fields, build houses, clean the streets and provide pleasure to the women. It sounds horrible. But it’s not bad. The men are healthy and they get to have sex…” 

“Hmm,” Layla murmured. “What would they do to me if I freed you?” she asked. 

“I would put in a good word for you,” Kate said quickly, hope in her eyes. “You wouldn’t be hurt. They don’t hurt women.” 

“They sent you out by yourself to find Matthew… isn’t that putting you at risk?” Layla asked. 

“I was the best person for the job. Matthew wouldn’t trust anyone else.” 

“But you were sent out alone into the forest without a weapon,” Layla persisted. “What if you had been attacked by one of the monsters?” 

Kate’s brows furrowed. “They have witches that can cast spells that ward off the monsters.” 

“And they performed such a spell on you?” 

“None of your fucking business,” Kate snapped. 

The intensity in her blue eyes had returned. Kate was done being talkative. It was obvious to Layla that the spell that had been cast was not one to ward off monsters. It was one that had been cast to bend Kate to the will of the women from the settlement. 

If Layla could have seen how the spell had been cast, she would have stood a better chance of reversing it. Her only hope was to cast a generic spell and pray to her god that it was enough. 

She climbed to her feet, sword in hand, she walked to the kitchen and reached for an empty glass. There was a large round silver container that stored their drinking water. She poured it into the glass. 

Reciting her prayers, she blew into the glass. 

Layla had no knowledge of how strong her god was, what his name was, or if he even had any power in this world. For all she knew, the Land of Chaos could have been in another realm, one far beyond the reach of her deity. 

But all she could do was try and have faith. 

She approached Kate with the glass in hand. “Do you want some water?” 

“Why?” Kate asked suspiciously. 

“You look thirsty,” Layla replied.

Kate continued to stare at her with some scepticism. 

“Do you think it’s poison?” Layla asked. 

“You wouldn’t have the balls to kill me,” Kate grumbled. 

“You’re right,” Layla said. “Do you want the water or not?” 

“I can drink,” Kate said. 

Layla held the glass to her lips. Kate was thirsty indeed. She slurped it down, emptying the glass completely. 

As Layla returned the glass to its counter, she heard the front door burst open. Sword in hand, she rushed out into the corridor. 

It was Alena and Matthew. 

There was an arrow sticking out of Matthew’s right leg. His arm rested over Alena’s shoulder as his body slumped against her body. He strained to keep his eyes open, failing often as they closed shut. 

“What happened? What’s wrong with Matthew?” 

“I think he was shot with a poisoned arrow,” Alena said. 


Chapter 10

Matthew opened his eyes to find himself lying in the bedroom he shared with Layla. The sunlight shone brightly through the window. It was midday. Which begged the question - why was he in bed in the middle of the day? 

He pushed the blanket aside with the aim of getting out of bed.

It was then did he spot the large bandage wrapped around his right leg. How the fuck did he get that? 

Matthew had some vague memories of running through the jungle as arrows flew at him. Women jumping out of trees with swords, taking swings at him. 

What a weird memory. 

And then it all came back to him. 

The women from the settlement. 

They were going to attack. He needed to warn everyone. 

Matthew jumped out of bed. His right foot touched the ground. An immense amount of pain shot straight to his head. He crashed into the ground as his vision faltered. 

“Fucking fuck!” he screamed. 

He turned onto his back as he lay on the floor and stared at the bed. It suddenly seemed so far away. The pain remained in his entire right leg. It felt like his blood was boiling and at the same time, a thousand poisonous scorpions were striking him simultaneously with their stingers. 

Matthew shuffled his bum towards the bed. Not for the first time, he wondered why he was always naked. He was pretty sure he had been wearing clothes as the women from the settlement chased him through the jungle. 

As he neared the bed, Layla appeared by the door to the bedroom. 

“What happened to you?” she asked. 

“I fell out of the bed,” Matthew said. “I think I got shot with an arrow before that?” 

Layla rushed in and with some effort, managed to help him back onto the bed. Matthew rested his head on the pillow and looked up at her. She was such a pretty girl. 

“You’re beautiful, you know that?” he asked her. 

Layla’s cheeks turned red as she looked away. 

Matthew reached for her chin and placed his fingers beneath it. He turned her head to face him. 

“Seriously,” he said. “You are one fuckable girl. I mean, your breasts, your legs, that ass… your pussy. Every time I see you, I wat to rip your clothes off and fuck you hard.” 

“Um… that means a lot to me, Matthew,” Layla said. 

Her voice sounded sincere. Which was odd. Some girls might have been offended by his choice of words. Is that all I am to you? A piece of meat to fuck?   

Matthew vaguely recalled a girl in another lifetime saying those exact words to him. 

What was odder than Layla’s response was him saying those words to begin with. Why would he say that to her? Sure, he was probably speaking his mind. But it wasn’t like him to blurt out the first thing he thought. 

He could worry about that later. There were more important things to talk about. 

“The women from the settlement are coming,” Matthew said. “You need to-” he stopped as he noticed Layla nodding her head looking not one bit surprised. “They’re already here aren’t they,” he asked. 

“They’ve surrounded the village on all sides,” Layla said. 

“All sides?” Matthew felt a panic rise within him. “There is no way out? No escape?” 

Layla shook her head. 

“Fuck,” Matthew cursed. “There has to be a way out.” 

“Alena and Alara are considering our options,” Layla said. “They’ve spoken to the settlement leaders. Sarah and Lucy, I think they’re called?” 

That was them. The two bitches. Any rapport he might have had with Sarah was absolutely gone when he struck her hand with his sword. Had he cut it off? He couldn’t remember. His memories were still somewhat blurry. 

Matthew needed to get out there and make an assessment of the situation. He was about to climb out of bed again when he remembered what had happened the last time he tried that. He looked down at the bandage on his leg. 

It must have been an arrow wound. But that wouldn’t explain why it hurt so much. 

“Poison,” Matthew said. 

Layla nodded solemnly. “Alara didn’t think you would survive. I can’t remember the poison name,” she frowned, “but it’s supposed to be very lethal. Your body was on fire for two whole days.” 

“Literally on fire?” Matthew asked. 

“Well, not literally on fire. But there was steam coming out from your skin and when I touched you, it felt like I was touching boiling water,” Layla said. “Alara thinks that's what saved you. Your body burned off most of the poison.” 

“Mhmm,” Matthew murmured. 

He tried to reach for that warmth floating around within his chest. It was his power source, but of late, it had decided to play peekaboo. Maybe it had saved him from the poison. 

He had been unconscious for two days, according to Layla. That would explain how the women from the settlement had managed to surround the hilltop village. Sarah had warned him what would happen if he did not surrender. Lucy planned to kill Layla, Alara and Alena. Now with the village surrounded, Matthew was too late to warn them. 

Deciding he was going to ignore the pain, Matthew climbed to his feet. The first step hurt like fuck. But being better aware of what was going to happen, the pain didn’t surprise him. He hobbled over to the front door. 

“You need to rest,” Layla said as she rushed over and held him by the arm as if he were a frail old man. 

“I’m fine,” Matthew said, pushing her hand away. He made it to the front door and opened it. He shielded his eyes from the piercing sunlight. “It’s fucking bright,” he muttered. 

Layla glanced up at the sky. “It’s no brighter than normal.” 

Great. Now his eyes were sensitive to light. He wondered how long that would last. Not long, he hoped. He walked down the stone path in the direction of Alara’s house. As he passed the houses, he became aware of how quiet it was. 

“Where is everyone?” Matthew asked. 

“In their houses. They’re afraid,” Layla said. “You should go back inside.” 

“I’m fine,” Matthew repeated. “I’m on the mend,” he added. It was somewhat true. The pain seemed to have numbed some. 

“That’s great but…” Layla paused, her eyes darting from house to house. 

There was no one about. The doors were closed as were the windows. 

“What?” Matthew asked. 

“The villagers are scared of the women from the settlement,” Layla said. 

“As they should be,” Matthew nodded. “They’re a crazy bunch of bitches.” 

Layla nodded slowly. “Some of the villagers blame you.” 

“For what?” Matthew frowned, confused. It wasn’t his fault the women were psychos. 

“They blame you for the women surrounding the village. Some of them don’t want to fight,” Layla said softly. 

“I’m not asking them to fight,” Matthew said, irritated. 

“Right,” Layla nodded again. “Some of the villagers wanted to tie you up while you were unconscious and throw you down the hill.” 

Fucking hell, Matthew thought. “How many wanted to do that?” 

“Well… I didn’t want to do that,” Layla said. “And Alena didn’t either. Alara said something about being bound to you… I don’t understand the elf sometimes,” she shook her head. 

“So basically the whole village is happy to throw me to the wolves?” Matthew grumbled. 

Layla shook her head. “Not wolves. They want to throw you to the women from… from the settlement.” 

“No… Throw me to the wolves is an idiom,” Matthew said.

“An idiom?” Layla repeated. “You mean.. idiot?” 

“Never mind,” Matthew mumbled.

He was angry. What a bunch of ungrateful shits. He had saved them from the Baron. Under Thane’s rule, at the very least, the beautiful women were used by the Baron as sex slaves. 

And to thank him, they wanted to tie him up and throw him down the hill? Matthew imagined it happening. He imagined his body rolling down the hill, striking every fucking rock along the way. If he survived that, he would end up bruised and battered at the feet of Lucy and Sarah. 

At that moment, a door to his left opened. A man holding a sword emerged and stared at him. He roared at the top of his lungs. And then, he charged, sword held before him. 

Matthew was still in a lot of pain. But he wasn’t concerned. The idiot was running in the general direction of Matthew, but if he did not correct his course, he was going to miss by a meter. 

And that is exactly what happened. 

The man, still roaring as loud as he could, holding a pathetic sword in his hands, charged past Matthew. He came to a stop as he crossed the path and reached the house directly opposite. The man turned to face Matthew. 

And then, he wet himself. 

“Fuck’s sake,” Matthew grumbled as the man’s legs trembled as a pool of piss formed a circle around his feet.  

His anger at the villagers faded away. 

They were a pathetic bunch, sure. But they were probably like that because Thane had traumatised them to such a point. Thane was a monster they knew and understood. The women from the settlement were unknown to the villagers. And feared much more. He could see why they would blame him. 

He glanced around his surroundings. In the glare of the afternoon sun, the white stones reflecting the light against his eyes extra sensitive. Matthew felt lost. The houses and the paths all looked the same. 

“Which way to Alara’s house?” he asked. 

Layla pointed to her left. “But Alara isn’t in her house.” 

Matthew sighed. Layla could have told him that earlier. “Where is she?” 

“She’s with Alena at the front of the village… or the back of the village…” Layla frowned. “Whichever side is facing the forest and the settlement, that’s where she is.” 

Squinting, Matthew raised his hand to shield his eyes from the sun. “And which way is that?” 

Layla pointed in the direction they had just come from. 

Great, Matthew thought. He took a deep breath and sighed. Wiping the sweat that had formed on his forehead, he took a step towards the front of the village. Or the back of the village. God, he was fucking tired. 

Before setting off, he glanced at the man still holding the sword, legs still trembling. The pool of piss around his feet was steadily growing in size. 

“Are you still peeing?” he asked. 

The man nodded. 

“Fucks sake, man. Get a grip. Stop pissing yourself. Go back inside and wash yourself.” He turned to face Layla. “Lead the way to Alara,” he muttered. 


Chapter 11

It was a small village. But it did not feel like that today. Every step was an effort. Matthew’s feet felt like they were stepping on hot burning stones that had needles protruding out of them. His skin burned in the heat. His sight was blurry. His head ached. 

Yet, he continued to walk. The paths were empty. The doors and windows of every house were closed. There were no sounds, no children running around, playing, laughing, crying. Occasionally, Matthew spotted a door open a creak, a window twitch some. He was being watched. But no man or woman ventured out to challenge him. 

As they made it to the wall of the village and the gate that led out, he began to feel somewhat better. 

At least, better enough to realise something. 

“I’m naked,” Matthew said. 

Layla, who had been walking in front of him, paused and turned to look back. 

“I thought you knew,” she said. 

“I did not,” Matthew muttered. 

“Oh.” 

Matthew sighed. “You didn’t think it was weird for me to walk around the village naked?” 

“I did,” Layla said. “But you people do many things that are weird for me.” 

Great, Matthew thought. He glanced back at the way he had come. With his bearings now better, he knew his house wasn’t far. He could go back and get his clothes. But he was still tired. And weak. And time was of the essence. 

It wasn’t like Alena and Alara hadn’t seen him naked before. In fact, naked was how he had shown up to this village. 

“Fuck it,” he muttered. 

He followed Layla out of the village and down the path that led to the bottom of the hill. At the edge of the hill were a cluster of ruined single storey buildings. His sight improving, Matthew spotted movement inside one of the buildings. 

He picked up the pace, grimacing as his foot touched upon the rough, rocky surface, he made for the building and entered through the front door. 

“Oh,” Matthew stopped. “Hey,” he waved. 

The room was full of women. All of them carried weapons of various sorts. Bows and arrows, swords, crudely fashioned clubs with metal spikes attached to them and spears. 

Alena and Alara were in the middle of the room surrounded by the women, some were seated, others stood.  

“You’re naked,” Alena said. 

“Yes,” Matthew confirmed, now wishing he had made the journey back to his house for clothes. “What’s going on?” 

Alara brought him up to speed. The women from the settlement appeared the day before. They had surrounded the hill on all sides. They had brought with them their men. All were armed. Alara had met with two of the women - Lucy and Sarah. They demanded Matthew be handed over immediately and gave her two days to decide what she wanted to do. 

Alara held a town hall on the matter. The men were eager to hand him over. But the women refused. They had not enjoyed life under the Baron. He had tortured and raped them for his amusement. They saw Matthew as someone worth fighting for. 

Matthew took in the women in the room. All were young and beautiful. The ones that had suffered the most under the Baron. He felt grateful to have their support. 

But it would be in vain. 

“Can I talk to you alone?” he asked Alara. 

The women in the room began to filter out. They ogled his naked body as they passed him. One girl with pretty eyes brushed her fingertips against his cock. 

“You should put some clothes on,” Alena said, frowning. 

“I like him naked,” Alara countered.

Alena turned to her mother, mouth open in shock. She closed it after a moment and folded her arms across her chest. 

Layla, who was still in the room, announced she was going to get him some clothes, since it seemed even in this immodest culture, walking around naked was frowned up. She left promptly.

“How are you feeling?” Alara asked. She approached him and ran her hands over his body, touching his arms, his chest, his legs. Her hands rested on his cock and she stroked it gently.  

“Can you please not do that?” Alena asked. 

“I have bonded myself to him,” Alara replied. “I need to make sure he is fine. This is what we do.” 

“By rubbing his… penis?” Alena asked, exasperated. 

“I need to make sure it is fine,” Alara said, now wearing a pout herself. 

As amusing as this would have been under normal circumstances to see the incredibly attractive mother and daughter elf bicker, now was not the time. 

“You both need to get the hell out of here and take Layla with you,” he blurted out. 

“There is no escape,” Alara said. “And we won’t abandon you.” 

Matthew grabbed Alara by the arms. “You don’t understand. The women from the settlement are crazy. Kate told them about you. To hurt me, they will hurt you. This isn’t an abstract threat. Sarah very specifically told me this.” 

“You’ve spoken to Sarah recently?” Alara asked. 

Matthew told them what happened when he ventured out into the jungle and how Sarah had asked him to surrender and that if he did not, the village would be attacked, Layla, Alena and Aalara would be killed and he would be tortured and eventually killed too. 

“I thought I could get back to the village in time and warn you to leave,” Matthew said. “But now I wish I had taken that deal.” 

“We are bonded, Matthew,” Alara said. “I would not have agreed to run away while you get taken by those women. You do know what they do to men that disobey them?” 

“They cut their balls off,” Matthew said as he winced, his balls suddenly feeling vulnerable. 

“They do what?” Alena asked, her eyes wide, she stared at his balls. “Why?” she asked. “Why?” she repeated. “Why do they cut the balls off?” 

“It makes men more… gentle,” Alara said. 

“Really?” Alena asked, intrigue in her eyes, she stepped towards Matthew. Her hand reached for his balls, which she fondled gently. “A gentle lover?” 

“The complete opposite of being a lover,” Matthew said. He reached for her wrist and pulled it back, moving her hand away from his balls. “I should really get some clothes,” Matthew muttered. 

“Yes, you should,” Alara agreed, her eyes narrowing as she glared at her daughter. 


Chapter 12

Now fully clothed and with food and water in his stomach, Matthew still felt awful. Every fibre in his body felt like it had been poisoned. Which was accurate. Because that's what had happened. He was sore everywhere. 

He had Thane’s sword in his hand. And he was dressed in the Baron’s black armour, including the helmet. In front of him was the Baron’s horse. 

This was his plan. 

But as the sun began to set, and as he stood by the edge of the hill and looked down at the field of long grass that separated the hill and the jungle, Matthew did not feel very confident. 

It was a suicidal plan. 

He knew that from the start. 

But it was the only plan that had a chance of succeeding. 

He was going to engage the women at the front of the hill single handedly, riding down on his mighty horse, all dressed in black armour. It was going to look very heroic. At the last minute, when he was within meters of where Lucy and Sarah were camped, he was going to change direction and attempt to break through a thinner battle line. 

If he could manage to break through, he would ride into the jungle, circle back and attack another one of the battle lines that surrounded the hill. At the same time, led by Alara and Alena, the women that had volunteered to fight for him would fire arrows at various sections of the battle line. Layla would use some of her witchcraft to have gusts of wind blow at the battle lines, raising sand and winds, causing even more confusion. 

And in that confusion, with him marauding the battle line in his black armour, arrows raining down, surrounded by sand, dust, leaves and twigs that encircled the women from the settlement and attacked them, Matthew hoped Layla, Alara and Alena would find an opportunity to escape. 

The battle was not winnable.

Matthew had on his side Layla, Alara, Alena and a few dozen poorly trained and poorly equipped women.    

Facing them would be hundreds of women that trained every single day to fight. Women that had magical powers. 

The goal was to create an opportunity for Layla, Alara and Alena to escape. They were at most risk. 

Convincing Alara to escape hadn’t been easy. She was adamant about remaining by his side till the end. Matthew thought pointing out the end would be very soon if she did not get out would help convince her, but the woman was stubborn. 

It was Alena who whispered in his ear that as her mother had bound herself to him, ultimately, were he to demand she leave, Alara would have to obey him or break her oath. And an elf that was bound to someone would much rather be tortured in unimaginable and horrific ways than break an oath. 

It left Alara in a bit of a bind, but in the end she relented. Layla was another reluctant leaver, but being the devoted wife that she was, she too would obey her husband. 

Alena did seem sad about leaving Matthew behind to be castrated, tortured and killed. She had stood before him, a longing in her eyes, she had kissed him on the lips. It was a deep kiss, followed by an even deeper sigh. 

“In another lifetime, I could have been bound to you,” she had whispered. 

Matthew wasn’t sure what that had meant. Alena’s mother was already bound to him. Did she mean instead of her mother, or in addition to her mother? 

Deciding under the circumstances, it really wasn’t the time to ask those questions, Matthew bade his girls goodbye. He shared an even longer kiss with Layla and Alara. They left him at the top of the hill facing the jungle below and took up their positions around various vantage points. 

Now by himself on the Baron’s horse, Matthew did feel alone. He wasn’t afraid to die. Death was a natural part of life. There was no escaping it. Some men were fortunate enough to be in the position of choosing how to die. He was one of those. And he felt good. 

He was going to die in battle. 

A battle in which he was on the right side. 

Matthew couldn’t remember his past, but he knew it was important to him that he was on the right side of this battle. 

It was going to be an honourable death. And he was happy about that. 

But the sadness he felt would not go away. 

He looked back at the cluster of ruined buildings that formed outside the village. Layla was in one of those buildings. She would whip up a literal storm for him. A brave and good girl. It could have been a perfect life for him here. 

Was he getting soft? 

No. 

Matthew realised instantly that he didn’t care for the comfortable life. He was worried about his girls. Even if they managed to escape, life in the Land of Chaos was not going to be easy. Especially for Layla. 

Matthew stared down at the field of grass at the bottom of the hill. Beyond it, he could see glimmers of sparkle amongst the treelines.

It was the evening sunlight reflecting off the women’s armour. 

There were at least a hundred women down there. 

Pulling the visor down on his helmet, Matthew drew his sword from his scabbard. He pulled on the reins to bring his horse to attention. Gripping the horse with his legs, he set it off down the hill. 

He wondered if there were women hiding in the long grass that covered the fields between the hill and the jungle. It would have been prudent of the women to lay a few traps in case they were suddenly attacked.  

But he doubted they had done that. 

He wouldn’t be surprised if they hadn’t bothered to even post anyone on watch duty. 

The horse climbed down the hill and reached the bottom. It strode through the long grass. Matthew could now see some of the women behind the treeline. They sat on the ground idly, most with their backs to him. 

His horse picked up speed. He was now charging across the grassland, his sword drawn, his blood pumping, a sharpness in his eyes, the colours of nature vivid. As he approached the treeline, a girl sitting on the ground and leaning against a tree finally looked up. 

Her eyes widened in shock. Her lips parted, but no sound came out. She was able to raise her hand and point. Those that had their backs towards him now turned. A few remained rooted to the ground in shock at the man in black charging towards them. 

There were a few that were not so easily paralysed by fear. 

Matthew was within seconds of reaching them when an arrow flew at him. It struck his armour and bounced off. He barely felt the impact. 

“Fuck yeah,” Matthew shouted. 

As his horse jumped over the low lying bushes and entered the forest, another fearsome creature of black appeared by his side. For a second, Matthew almost attacked it out of instinct. 

It was a large creature with fur the colour of deep black ink. It had two heads, each of which had two sets of glowing red eyes. And the teeth it bared as it snarled would have caused concern in even the bravest of men.   

It was the Baron’s wolf. 

And it leapt at the women in armour who were now scrambling to get into a position to fight. 

Matthew swung with his sword, knocking down the woman closest to him. From the corner of his eyes, he spotted the wolf grabbing another woman by the leg and throwing her aside like a rag doll. 

The wolf was fighting by his side. Maybe it thought he was the Baron because Matthew was wearing the Baron’s armour, riding the Baron’s horse and wielding the Baron’s sword. 

Whatever the reason, with the wolf by his side, Matthew felt some hope. 

Perhaps he could win. 


Chapter 13

Lucy sat on a wooden chair inside the tent that had been set up for her and Sarah near the edge of the jungle and close to the hilltop village. She was annoyed at having to be here. The journey this far had been unpleasant. 

The jungle was full of disgusting insects and frightening beasts. 

She missed the comforts of the fortress. The neat and tidy paths, the clean water to bathe in, the properly cooked food, the soft bed and most importantly, the insect and beast free environment. 

This was all Matthew’s fault. 

She had an inkling from the moment she laid eyes on him that he was going to be trouble. Had it been up to her, she would have cut his balls off. Hell, if she could have it her way, she would have cut the balls off every man in the fortress. 

You could never trust a man with balls. Men were led by it. They did cruel things to women just to satisfy their desires. 

There were four men in the room with her. Two fanned her with large leaves, another sat by her foot and massaged it. The fourth stood at attention, waiting to obey whatever command she uttered. 

All four men still had their balls in between their legs. Lucy would have feared the men if they had any strength. But as it stood, she could wipe them out with ease if they tried to attack her. 

Still, cutting off their balls would have been the safer thing to do. 

The tent flap parted as Sarah entered. 

“How’s the arm?” Lucy asked, her lips spreading into a smile, she nodded at the bandage wrapped around Sarah’s wrist. She did not like Sarah much. The girl was stupid and naive. A shame the gods had given her so much power. 

“It’s fine,” Sarah said, frowning. “Almost healed…” 

“You got lucky,” Lucy told her. “He could have cut your hand off. Without your hand, you would be powerless,” she added. 

“He will pay,” Sarah said. 

But her tone lacked conviction. Regardless, Lucy would ensure Matthew would pay for his indiscretions. His torture would be prolonged. She would break him into a husk of a man. He would beg for the sweet release of death. But it would not come. Not for a long time.  

It might have been a good thing for Sarah to lose her hand. Lucy could rule the settlement without an equal. Not that Sarah was a complete equal. The girl had the strength to hold her own in a fight, but Lucy doubted she had the mettle. 

In fact, whenever Lucy had pushed for something to happen, Sarah’s resistance tended to melt away pretty quickly. She had a theory that the girl had a submissive nature. It wasn’t a theory she had cared to test. There was no need to. As things stood, Sarah tended to see things Lucy’s way. Sometimes it took some minor persuading. But Sarah did pretty much always cave in.  

But as Lucy stared at Sarah with her bandaged wrist, her head down, she looked weak. Defeated. Maybe this was an opportunity.

“Get out,” Lucy barked. 

Sarah raised her head, frowning. 

“Not you, idiot,” Lucy said. “Get out before I rip your balls off.” 

If there had been any confusion regarding who she was talking to, there was none now. The four men hastily left the room. Lucy climbed to her feet and approached Sarah. The girl stared at her like a helpless cornered prey. 

“I told you Matthew was trouble,” Lucy said as she stood before Sarah. “But you didn’t listen. If you had lost your hand, you would have lost your powers.” 

“I would have still had my other hand,” Sarah mumbled. 

“So it’s not a big deal if you lose a hand then?” Lucy asked her tone sharp, she took another step towards Sarah, the gap between them now mere inches. She grabbed Sarah’s injured arm and squeezed the bandage. 

“Both my hands are important,” Sarah said sullenly as she winced. 

“Why did you not listen to me?” Lucy asked, sensing she had finally found an opportunity to push her theory of Sarah being submissive deep down. “Why did you insist on meeting with Matthew and offering him a choice?” Lucy hissed. 

Sarah stared down at her feet as she shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know…” she mumbled. 

“Will you finally start listening to me without bickering?” 

“Yes,” Sarah whispered. 

“I couldn’t hear you,” Lucy pressed. 

“Yes, I will listen to you,” Sarah said, her voice louder. 

“Without bickering?” 

“Without bickering,” Sarah mumbled. 

“Okay. Good,” Lucy said as she let go of Sarah’s injured arm. “Take your clothes off.” 

Sarah raised her head to look directly at Lucy. “What?” 

“I thought you said you would listen to me without bickering?” 

Sarah continued to stare at her. She had beautiful blue eyes, deep like the ocean. There was some annoyance in those eyes. But it faded as Sarah looked away. 

She unbuckled the straps on her shoulders and let her white dress slip to her feet. Underneath, she wore lacy black panties and a bra. Material like that with the intricate mesh designs around the nipples and pussy were not easy to come by in the middle of the jungle. 

“You’re wearing your fancy lingerie,” Lucy chuckled. “Why?” 

Sarah didn’t reply. 

Her cheeks began to redden.  

She was embarrassed. 

“Seriously?” Lucy asked incredulously. “For Matthew? In case there was some opportunity for you to get naked with him? What is wrong with you?” 

Sarah remained silent, staring at her feet. Lucy was disgusted. She could not understand why someone hot and attractive like Sarah would debase herself like this for men. 

“Take them off,” she growled. 

Sarah obeyed reluctantly, pulling down her panties and bra, she now stood completely naked. 

Despite her dislike of men, Lucy was straight. She preferred a cock inside her pussy over whatever it was that women did to each other. But in this moment, seeing the powerful Sarah obey her and strip naked, she suddenly felt turned on. 

She grabbed Sarah by the breasts and squeezed them hard. Her hand moved down Sarah’s body, coming to her pussy, she dug a finger in roughly, causing the girl to squeal. 

“Stop it,” Sarah moaned. 

But it was a weak protest. If Sarah really wanted her to stop, she could have actually fought back. Ignoring her, Lucy grabbed Sarah by the nipples and led her towards the makeshift bed that was to the corner of the tent. 

“On your knees, ass in the air,” Lucy commanded. 

To her surprise, Sarah obeyed without uttering a single word of resistance. Had the girl decided to submit so quickly? 

Lucy dropped to her knees and brought her face close to Sarah’s curvy button. She caressed the butt cheeks and felt heat emanating from Sarah’s pussy. With her palm flat, she began to spank Sarah’s bottom until it was red. She moved her hand down to feel the girl’s pussy. 

It was wet. 

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” Lucy asked and when Sarah didn’t reply, Lucy slapped her pussy hard. “You’re a dirty little whore, aren’t you?” 

“Yes…” Sarah said meekly. 

Lucy felt joy bursting within her chest. She had done it. She had finally fucking done it! Now there was no one to stand up to her, no one to challenge her rule in the fortress. She had finally brought Sarah under control. 

Lucy’s joy was short-lived. 

There was screaming and shouting coming from outside the tent. 

“What the hell is going on?” Lucy murmured. 

The tent flaps opened and a girl rushed in. “We’re under attack!” she screamed. 

“From whom?” Lucy asked, perplexed. 

“The Baron,” the girl replied. 

“Isn’t he supposed to be dead?” Sarah asked. 

The Baron was supposed to be dead. Kate had said as much. His head was sliced off by Matthew, who had somehow survived being impaled. 

“What does this Baron look like?” Lucy asked. 

The girl didn’t have a chance to respond. A wolf with two heads charged into the tent and grabbed her by the waist with one mouth. The other mouth bit her head off. It was horrifying to see. 

The wolf dropped the body and rushed out of the tent. Blood gushed out of the girl’s neck as the head rolled towards Lucy’s feet. 

“What the fuck is going on?!” Sarah screamed. 

“We need to put on our armour,” Lucy murmured, the blood drained from her face. 

* * *

Now with her clothes and armour back on, Sarah stepped out of the tent. She had her sword in a scabbard fastened around her waist. She did not plan on using it. Her magical powers were much more potent than anything she could do with the sword. 

There was chaos outside the tent. The wolf was running riot, biting girls everywhere, it moved at an incredible speed. The fur was jet black, its eyes glowed red. 

It was horrifying to see.

Sarah almost walked back into the tent.

Except, Lucy was still getting her armour on and she didn’t want to face her right now. What had just happened between the two was weird. 

Sarah held her hands before her and tried to point them at the wolf. But it moved so fast. She tried to anticipate its movement and strike where she thought it would be. 

It didn’t work. 

Sarah ended up sending one of her own girls flying back into a tree. 

“Nice job,” Lucy said, her tone dripping with sarcasm. 

Just my luck, Sarah thought. Lucy had to walk out of the tent at that exact moment. 

“That’s the Baron’s wolf, isn’t it?” Sarah asked. 

“Matches the description,” Lucy said. 

“Does that mean the Baron really is alive?” 

At that moment, front behind the tent, a large man emerged riding on an even larger horse. He was dressed in black armour from head to toe. He brandished a long curved sword with a black handle emblemed with gold that glittered. 

“Kate lied?” Lucy asked. “Have we started a war with the Ice Queen?” 

Sarah shook her head. “The spell was performed accurately. Kate wasn’t lying.” 

“If she wasn’t lying, how is the Baron running around cutting us down?” Lucy asked. 

Sarah turned to her left to glance at Lucy. The girl had a temper. She flew into a fit very often, especially if one of the men did something she didn’t like. 

But now, in addition to being angry, Lucy was scared. There was fear in her voice. That was a first for Sarah, to see the all-powerful Lucy be afraid. 

Sarah was scared too. 

They had a good thing going in the settlement. A peace treaty with the Ice Queen left them to rule the jungle and claim the men that fell from the sky. 

They would lose all of that if they started a war with the Baron and his Ice Queen. 

The man on the horse dressed in all black armour rode past her, his sword by his side, he could have cut her head off with a single strike. 

But he didn’t. 

He turned his body to the left and dodged a ball of light thrown by one of the women. He rode towards that woman and slammed the flat side of his sword at the girl’s head. Her body dropped to the ground, folding like a pack of cards. 

But she wasn’t dead. 

Just unconscious. 

The Baron could have killed that girl. 

The Baron could have killed Sarah earlier when he rode past her. 

Knowing what she knew about the Baron, it was very uncharacteristic of him to not kill when he had the chance. 

Which meant the person inside the armour was not the Baron. 

Sarah raised her hands and aimed for the man on the horse. She waited and watched as he fought off multiple women at the same time. They attacked him with arrows, swords and their magical abilities. 

Despite the overwhelming odds, the man on the horse managed to remain mounted. He evaded the powerful magical strikes. The arrows bounced off his armour. And the swordswomen were not skilled enough to get past his longsword. 

“Go for the horse’s legs,” Lucy screamed. 

One woman tried that. She stopped forward with her sword and aimed for the horse’s hind leg. The horse raised both hind legs and kicked at the girl. It connected well, sending the girl flying back, she crashed into a tree before dropping to the ground. 

Sarah glanced at the limp body on the ground. There was no way she had survived that. 

She returned her focus on the man on the horse. Her hands raised, she waited for the perfect moment. 

And then it came. 

More women went for the horse, aiming for its legs. The horse leaped forward. In the dense jungle, it did not have much space to manoeuvre. Its left flank crashed into a tree before its front hooves buckled against an overgrown root. 

The horse crashed to the ground. As the man climbed to his feet, Sarah pushed with all her strength, sending a blast of power emanating from her palms. It caught the man squarely. He flew back and crashed against a tree trunk twenty feet away. 

Lucy ran past Sarah, her hands glowing with balls of power, she aimed them at the fallen man. Another second, and Lucy would have been able to throw those balls of power. Sarah had seen the damage those balls could do. Had they struck the man, they would have obliterated him. 

But Lucy wasn’t afforded that extra second. 

The two headed wolf appeared out of nowhere and slammed into her, his jaws open, they tightened around Lucy’s waist. The balls of power fully formed in her hands, Lucy slammed them into the wolf’s head as it ran off with her. 

The man in the black armour climbed to his feet groggily. His sword in hand, his reflexes were sharp as he battled two girls. Knocking them down with ease, he moved towards his horse, his back towards Sarah. 

Sarah raised her hands and pointing them at him, she sent another surge of power shooting towards him. 

Sarah couldn’t see her power surge forward. It was invisible. It did not leave any trace as it moved. And it moved at incredible speeds, crossing long distances in very short times. 

So it should have been impossible for the man to know it was coming for him, especially as he had his back turned to her. 

But somehow, he did know. 

And he darted towards a tree, run up the trunk and flipped over her surging power and landed on his feet to face her. 

“What the fuck…” Sarah muttered. “How did you do that?” she asked him. 

The man pulled his helmet off. 

It was Matthew. 

Sarah had suspected it might have been him in the armour. But she was surprised by how good a fighter he was. 

“I could have killed you,” Matthew said. “I could have killed a lot of your girls.” 

He wasn’t lying. 

“You should leave,” he told her. 

“It’s not up to me,” Sarah told him. Had it been her choice, things would have been very different. They wouldn’t have needed to come and battle Matthew. Because he wouldn’t have run away. Because things in the settlement would have been more tolerable for men. “Lucy will never rest until she has you.” 

“Maybe I should kill Lucy,” Matthew said. 

She might already be dead, Sarah thought. The wolf had grabbed her viciously by the waist. It might have torn Lucy to bits by now. 

“I’m right here, asshole,” Lucy growled. “Come and see if you can kill me!” 

Lucy stood to Sarah’s left. She was covered in blood, but it was hard to tell whose blood it was. 

Matthew didn’t hesitate. He charged at Lucy, sword raised. The women from the settlement that were still standing came at him, blocking his path, they attacked with determination and devotion. Sarah was impressed by how Lucy had managed to train them. 

But she was even more impressed by Matthew. He danced around the women, weaving in and out, he struck them with his sword. He really was something. 

But he was massively outnumbered.

And the women kept coming. 

One caught him with a ball of fire. It struck him on the back before bouncing off. With his helmet no longer one, Sarah saw him grimace. The armour provided some protection. But it did not make him invincible. 

Still, Matthew pushed on. He managed to cut a line straight towards her and Lucy. 

“Use your power and strike him down!” Lucy growled. 

Sarah didn’t want to do that. 

She liked Matthew and deep down, she knew Lucy was an evil bitch. 

But she felt compelled to listen to Lucy. Sarah raised her hands and pointed them at Matthew. Her fingers flinched as another surge of power shot out. She felt dizzy and dropped to her knees, her vision blurry. She had expended too much energy too quickly. 

With one hand on the rough forest ground, Sarah closed her eyes and took deep breaths. She could hear her heart pounding away like a drum beating in her head. She remained still, working hard to control her breathing, she opened her eyes and looked ahead. 

Matthew lay on the floor, his body crumpled. Lucy stood over him, her hands glowing with power, she struck Matthew. 

Sarah closed her eyes and lay on her side. The pounding unbearable, she waited for it to subside or consume her. As she felt it overcome her body, as her mind began to fade into darkness, Sarah’s last thoughts were on Matthew. 

She wondered if he was still alive, or if Lucy had killed him. It was probably better he die on the battlefield than be captured alive by Lucy. 

Because Lucy was a truly evil bitch. 


Chapter 14

Matthew opened his eyes to find himself tied to a chair in a darkened room. His armour had been removed, though he was still clothed. They had used metal chains to bind his arms and legs. As his eyes adjusted to the dim light, he became aware of the three women standing before him, all with swords drawn. 

Matthew’s lips spread into a thin smile. 

He could have won. 

He almost did win. 

Fuck. 

Matthew was knocked unconscious by the balls of power Lucy had struck him with. But he recalled every last second up until that point. 

It had been glorious. 

He felt like he was in his element. Riding the warhorse, charging into battle against insurmountable odds. He could have won. It was within his control. The women from the settlement were an absolute shamble. They did not understand battle lines at all. More often than not, when they fired at him, they missed and hit their own. 

And the wolf. 

God, he was magnificent. 

He moved like a shadow possessed. 

All Matthew had to do to win was kill the women. 

Instead of doing that, Matthew mostly tried to knock them out without permanently damaging them. 

It was Sarah who finally brought him down. 

That would have never happened had he cut her down when he had the chance. 

Fuck. 

Now he was trapped. Lucy was going to cut his balls off. And probably try and think of worse things to do to him. 

The smile from his lips faded as the pain set in. 

He had gone into battle feeling worse for wear. The beating he had taken during the battle, he was feeling it now. His chest felt like it had caved in. It was a struggle to breathe. At the same time, his head felt like it had been cracked open and crudely put back together. 

Unknown to Matthew, one of the three women guarding him left the room as soon as he regained consciousness. She returned now, followed by Sarah. 

“Oh… hey,” Matthew nodded at her. 

“You’re an idiot,” Sarah said. 

“Um… yeah,” Matthew agreed. He felt pretty stupid being tied down here. Prior to the battle, Matthew had imagined something like this would have happened. But that was back when he thought the women from the settlement would have been a well organised and formidable bunch of troopers. 

“Why didn’t you kill anyone yesterday?” Sarah asked. 

Yesterday? He must have been unconscious for a whole day then. Matthew shrugged his shoulders. “Moment of weakness, I guess.” 

“There’s nothing I can do for you,” Sarah said, her voice now soft. 

“Yeah that’s fine,” Matthew said. He had made his peace with this outcome. “The girls got away. That’s all that mattered.” 

“Do you mean Layla, Alena and Alara?” Sarah asked, frowning. 

“Yes…” Matthew said hesitantly. He hadn’t liked the way Sarah had asked that question. “They did get away, right?” 

“That’s why you attacked us. To create a distraction to let them escape.” 

“Did they get away?” Matthew persisted. 

Sarah dropped to her knees beside him, bringing her face to his, she placed a hand on his cheek. “So handsome and noble,” she murmured. “And talented. You could have cut through us with ease and fled, but you didn’t.” 

Matthew’s heart began to sink. Sarah still hadn’t answered his question. “Did they get away?” 

Sarah stared at him, sadness in her eyes, she shook her head. “Lucy has them. She’s going to use them to torture you…” 


Chapter 15

Kate lay flat in a bed staring up at the ceiling. The window was closed, but enough light shone in through the cracks to dimly light the space. She had no idea what day it was, or what was going on outside. 

Alena had done an admirable job of tying her up. It might have been a bit excessive, but it was always good to err on the side of caution when lives depended on it. 

Kate was starving, thirsty and stiff. By now, she imagined Matthew was either dead, or he had managed to flee. If it were the latter, Lucy would be furious. That girl was one crazy bitch. Maybe it was best Kate was tied here out of sight. She did not want to be around Lucy. 

As Kate lay on the bed staring up at the ceiling, it suddenly hit her that Lucy really was an evil bitch. Why had she agreed to help her and betray Matthew? 

It made no sense, did it? 

Matthew had saved her life. He was hot. And a good guy if there ever was one. Maybe too much of a good guy for her liking, but no one was perfect. 

So why had she betrayed him? 

The door to the bedroom opened. Kate raised her head. It was the only part of her body that she could move. She recognised the girl that had poked her head in. 

She was from the settlement. 

“What are you doing here?” the girl asked. 

“I got caught,” Kate told the girl. “They tied me down here and left me. What happened?” 

“We won,” the girl said. “We’ve got them all. Matthew and his girls.” 

So he wasn’t able to escape. Kate felt… she felt sad about that. Why did she care? She was the one that had betrayed him. 

“Are you going to free me?” Kate asked, frowning. 

The girl stepped into the room and using her sword, she cut loose the rope that bound Kate. It felt good to finally be able to stretch. Now she was just hungry and thirsty. She followed the girl out of the house and stepped onto the paths of white stone that crisscrossed the neat houses of yellow stone.  

Kate noticed the difference immediately. She had spent many months in this village. It was a vibrant place with men and women walking about and lots of children running around. 

It was dead quiet now. 

Every door and every window was closed. 

The only people moving around were the women from the settlement. Some knocked on doors and entered houses. Others stood around in twos and threes, swords drawn casually, watching and waiting. 

“Where are you going?” Kate asked, suddenly realising that she was following the girl that had freed her without knowing where she was going. 

“Sarah wanted me to find you,” the girl said. “She’s in the elf’s house.” 

The elf was Alara and Alena. 

Kate had gotten to know Alena well over the past few months. They had trained together regularly. They had laughed and joked together, had eaten their meals together. 

Kate liked Alena. Much more than she liked Layla. 

Alena was fun. And hot. 

Layla was uptight. But also fun in her own way. 

Kate didn’t like Alara much. For most of her time in the village, Alara’s loyalties lay with the Baron. The older elf did not mix much with her, Layla or Matthew. She mostly observed them from a distance. 

As Kate approached Alara’s house, she wondered what was going to happen to the three girls. Hopefully nothing too bad. 

They entered the elf’s house. 

Her hopes were immediately dashed. 

The three girls and Matthew were in the living room. Along with Lucy, Sarah, a few other girls armed with swords, and two naked men that she did not recognise. 

It took a moment for Kate to understand what was going on in that room. 

And when it finally sunk in, she turned and walked out of the elf’s house. 

Once out of the front door, Kate broke into a run. 

She didn’t know where she was going. All she knew was that she needed to get away. 

The village was small. Soon, she was standing on the white stone path and staring at the wall that enclosed the village. 

Kate walked up to it and leaping, she grabbed the head of the wall and pulled herself up. Landing on the other side of the wall, she dropped to her bottom and leaned against it. 

Her head in her hands, the tears poured down her eyes. 

What the fuck was going on? 

Kate knew why she was crying. 

Because of what she had seen in that room. 

But why did she suddenly care? For many months now, she hadn’t cared at all for Layla, Alena, Alara or Matthew. But today, seeing them like that, she suddenly had feelings for them? 

As Kate sat there and wept, she realised it wasn’t the sight of their predicament that brought about her feelings for them. She started to care for them as she lay in that house tied to the bed. 

Layla. 

Kate recalled a conversation she had with Layla. The girl had asked her if witches had cast a spell on her. All Kate could remember from that time was being angry. She was tied to a chair as Layla stood over her. Kate wanted to free herself from the bounds and beat the crap out of Layla. 

It finally dawned on her. 

She had been bewitched to betray Matthew. 

Layla must have realised as much and done something to reverse it. The girl was a witch of some sort. Kate had seen her cast spells and create sandstorms. 

The tears that ran down her cheek came to a halt. Kate remained seated on the ground with her back against the wall for a moment longer before she climbed to her feet and hopped over the wall and back into the village. 

She had let those fucking bitches from the settlement use her. What was now happening to Matthew and the girls was her fault. But Kate wasn’t going to feel sorry for herself. She was going to make things right or die trying. 


Chapter 16

Adjustments had been made to Alara’s living room just for Matthew. Under different circumstances, Matthew might have found it amusing to see how much they feared him. 

Dozens of metal anchors had been fitted to the ground and walls. Attached to each anchor were metal chains. Those metal chains were then attached to the manacles fastened around his wrists and ankles. Not satisfied with that, they attached a metal collar around his neck with a chain that led up to an anchor on the ceiling. 

The chains were tightened so that he could not move an inch. 

It was overkill, Matthew thought. 

But then began his torture. 

Layla, Alara and Alena were brought into the room. All three girls were naked save for the manacles around their ankles and wrists. Two naked men walked into the room. Lucy commanded her female soldiers to position his girls with their asses up in the air. 

Matthew knew what was going to happen. 

Lucy was going to have his girls raped in front of him. 

That was her way of torturing him and showing him how powerless he was. 

Matthew struggled against his restraints. He searched for the warmth that floated in his chest, hoping to find it in his time of need. But it was not there. Despite that, he pushed his body forward, his wrists and ankles feeling the strain of metal that held them back. 

One of the anchors came loose and flew across the room and struck the wall opposite him. 

The armed girls charged at him. One struck him on his leg with her sword. The blade cut through his flesh and touched his bone. Matthew was aware of the pain it caused, but his anger blunted the sensation. 

He continued to push his body forward. His hands felt like they were going to pop off. Blood began to drip from his ankles and wrists. 

Another anchor came loose and almost struck Lucy on the head. 

There was a flurry of activity around him. The armed girls attacked him with their swords, cutting into his body. Lucy leaped to stand in front of him, her face full of hatred, her hands glowed with her power as she punched his head repeatedly. 

Matthew became aware of a sword being pushed between his collarbone and rib. 

But he didn’t care for that. 

Lucy was standing in front of him. She was within reach. If only he could free his hands, he could strangle her to death. 

Matthew’s feet came free. 

But his body could take no more. 

He managed one step towards Lucy before the room began to darken. As his eyes closed, the last thing he saw was the glowing blur of her fists as she continued to punch him. 

* * *

Over the next few days, Matthew faded in and out of consciousness. He was vaguely aware of his surroundings, of Lucy presence as she verbally and physically attacked him. He was conscious of Layla, Alara and Alena’s presence in the room, of them being naked, of being used and abused by Lucy and her slave men. 

“How the fuck is he still alive?” Lucy asked. 

Her voice sounded distant, as if she were screaming the words from the other side of the village. Matthew didn’t hear a response to her question. He managed to open his eyes, but his vision was blurry. All he could see was her glowing hands as they attacked him. 

Matthew didn’t seem to feel the pain anymore. His senses had become numb to them. But he was aware of what they were doing to him. The sword between his collarbone and rib cage was still lodged there. 

Someone had stabbed him with a knife on the upper part of his left leg. The shinbone on his right leg was shattered. Matthew recalled a girl striking at it with a sledgehammer. 

There were numerous cuts to his body. 

He supposed Lucy had a fair point. How the fuck was he still alive? 

Matthew faded into darkness before he could ponder that question. 

* * *

Matthew opened his eyes to find himself lying on the ground. The floor was hard, but it felt so comfortable, he tried to wrap his arms around it and give it a hug.  

It was at that point did Matthew realise he could move his arms. They were no longer bound and restricted by the chains. 

He was lying on the floor. 

He wasn’t fastened in a standing position as he had been for the past… days, months, years? He had lost track of how long he had been in this god forsaken place. 

Still lying on the floor, Matthew glanced around the room. There was no Lucy or Sarah. Nor were any of the slave men present. Layla, Alara and Alena were also absent. 

There were three bodies in the room. They lay on the ground, one so close to him, Matthew could have stretched his hand and touched her nose. 

So he did. 

He touched her nose. 

It was cold. 

Of course it was cold. 

She was dead. 

Her throat had been slit. 

What was going on? 

Matthew tried to climb to his feet. But his body refused to comply. Every body part he tried to move refused to obey. Instead, that particular limb or muscle responded by aching dully. 

“We need to go,” a voice said. 

Matthew turned his head and winced. That had really hurt. What the fuck had they done to his neck? 

“Kate?” he frowned. “What are you doing here?” 

“Trying to save you,” she said as she dropped to her knees beside him and placed her hands between his rib cages. 

“No,” Matthew told her. “You betrayed me. You’re the betrayer. You fucking betrayed me. You bloody… betrayer,” he finished his sentence.  

“I did betray you and I’m really sorry about that. You can punish me later. Right now we need to get out of here. Can you move?” 

“Do you think I would be lying on the floor if I could move?” Matthew grumbled. 

“I’m going to lift you up,” Kate told him. “This might hurt because…” her sentence trailed. 

“Because what?” Matthew asked. 

“You look a bit broken…” 

Matthew felt broken. “Do you think maybe you should take these things out of me before you pick me up?” 

“You mean the sword and the knife?” 

“Yes, those two,” Matthew said, before adding. “Unless there are more bits of unwanted steel stuck to my body?” 

“Just those two as far as I can see,” Kate said. Still, she hesitated. “What if you bleed out?” 

“The Baron impaled me. I didn’t bleed out when his sword was pulled out of me…” 

“Right,” Kate nodded.

She did not look convinced. Matthew noticed how pale her skin was. Her hands were by her side now and he noticed her fingertips shaking. 

“I believe in you,” he told her. “Just do it.” 

“Right,” Kate nodded again, though she did not move. Her eyes flitted to the dead girls lying on the floor beside him before darting to the open door. “You’re not going to scream, are you?” 

“I will not scream,” Matthew assured her. 

“Okay. I’m going to do it.” 

“Great. Do it.” 

After taking an age to build up the courage to pull out the sword and knife lodged into his body, Kate suddenly moved very quickly. She grabbed the sword by the handle and without so much as a warning, forget a countdown, she pulled on it.    

As the steel made its way out of his flesh, Mathew felt it graze his bone. Without pausing, Kate pulled the knife out from his leg. As the pain shot to his head and the room began to darken, Matthew was vaguely aware of the blood gushing out from both open wounds. 

Fuck, he thought, as he suddenly began to feel cold. He was going to die without getting his revenge on Lucy. 


Chapter 17

Matthew opened his eyes to find himself lying on a bed. This was a definite improvement from the last time he had regained consciousness. He sat up and glanced around the room. The window from which light shone in had metal bars on it. 

Was he in prison? 

There were no prisons in the hilltop village. 

Had Lucy taken him back to the settlement? 

That prison was different, Matthew recalled. 

He glanced down at his leg, expecting to see the knife wound. But it was covered by the trousers he wore. Matthew didn’t recall having on clothes that weren’t torn to bits. It was the same with the shirt that he was now wearing. It was clean. It had no holes. 

The door to the room opened and in walked Kate, carrying in her hands a plate of food. 

“You’re awake,” she said. “Thank god.” 

“Where are we?” Matthew asked, before immediately following it up with, “Can I eat that food?” 

Kate passed the plate to him. Matthew dug in with his hands. He swallowed the bread and meat without chewing and tilted the plate to drink the remaining liquid content. When he was done, he passed the plate back to Kate. 

“Is there any more food?” he asked. 

“There is, but I don’t have much money to buy it,” she told him. 

“Money?” Matthew asked. They didn’t use money in the hilltop village or the settlement in the jungle. “Where are we?” 

Kate sat down and told him what had happened. She began by mentioning how she had betrayed him not by choice, but by the fact that she had been bewitched. Layla had fed her a potion to free her just before Matthew charged into battle singlehandedly. 

“That was very brave,” Kate said. 

“Uh-huh,” Matthew grunted. He could have won had he been more committed to killing. 

Kate continued with her story. She woke up tied to a bed in one of the houses. From the moment she opened her eyes, her feelings began to change. It was like she was looking at the months she had spent in the village with Matthew and the girls in a new light. Where before in her memories, she had tolerated them, now she realised that those memories were genuine moments spent between friends. 

She was freed from the bed by one of the girls from the settlement. She followed that girl to Alara’s house where she found Matthew tied down in the living room, the sword sticking out from his chest, Layla, Alara and Alena naked, being raped… 

Kate paused, her eyes bubbling. 

Matthew couldn’t tell if she was telling the truth and if she genuinely cared, or if this was a continuation of the deception. Kate did seem genuine in her sorrows, but some people were just good at acting. 

After composing herself some, Kate continued. She had decided quickly that she needed to free the girls and Matthew to atone for what she had done. The girls were kept in a separate house not far from Alara’s. 

It was impossible to free anyone during the day. There were too many people moving about and Lucy and Sarah, two very powerful women were usually present at one place or the other. 

It wasn’t much easier at night. 

The women were guarded by six to eight women each night. Three women guarded Matthew. 

And more importantly, Lucy and Sarah were not around. The girls had taken a house each away from Alara’s, where Matthew was being kept. 

Kate’s plan was to free Matthew first and then, with his help, free the girls. 

In the middle of the night, when all was quiet in the village, she snuck into Alara’s house. Of the three girls watching him, two were asleep. The third girl recognised Kate and wondered hopefully if she had been sent to provide cover. 

Kate slit the girl’s throat before quickly doing the same to the two sleeping girls. 

She then began the long process of freeing Matthew from his bonds. When he was finally free and awake, she realised he was in no position to help her save Alara, Alena and Layla. 

“You were barely alive,” she told him. “I had no choice but to flee with you while I could.” 

“Layla… Alara and Alena are still in the village?” Matthew asked. 

Kate nodded slowly. 

“We need to go back,” Matthew said. 

“No no no,” Kate said quickly. “We have to go to the Ice Queen.” 

“What?” 

“We need her help. We can’t go back alone and fight those psycho women.” 

“I can take them,” Matthew said confidently. 

“No you can’t.” 

“Trust me, I could have killed them all. I was taking it easy, but I won’t do that now,” Matthew said, anger and determination in his eyes. 

“You’re in no position to fight anyone right now,” Kate said firmly. 

“I’m fine,” Matthew said. “I’ve never been stronger.” 

There was doubt in Kate’s eyes. Had Matthew actually felt stronger, he would have charged at her and pinned her down to the ground to show his strength. But truthfully, Matthew feared any sudden movement from his end would result in pain shooting to his head from multiple points on his body. 

“Even if you were fine, which I don’t think you are,” Kate said, “You can’t just march up there and save them. One of the girls from the settlement mentioned how brave you were when you charged at them on your horse. But now they know how good you are, they’ll be better prepared. And even if you do manage to charge up the hill and defeat Lucy, Sarah and their girls, I’m pretty sure that Lucy psycho will have a few guards watching Layla, Alara and Alena with strict instructions to kill them at the first sight of trouble.” 

Matthew didn’t want to admit it, but there was some truth in what Kate was saying. Even if he did manage to fight them all on his own, Lucy would do her best to ensure he couldn’t free his girls. 

“How is the Ice Queen going to help?” he asked. 

“It's her village and her land. All of this is her kingdom. She had a truce with the women from the settlement. She would leave them alone so long as they stayed in the jungle. They’ve crossed the jungle and taken her village.” 

“Yes, but I killed her Baron, which is why they took the village,” Matthew muttered. 

“Wasn’t it your plan all along to kill the Baron and submit yourself to the Ice Queen as the new Baron?” Kate asked, frowning. 

“Yes,” Matthew nodded slowly. “But it was a stupid plan back then and it’s a stupid plan now. I don’t think the Ice Queen is going to take kindly to me showing up and announcing I’ve killed her Baron. I’d be pretty pissed if I were her…” 

“Yeah… when you put it like that, it does sound stupid. She would probably kill you to set an example.” 

It was a thought that had occurred to Matthew before. “Jesus fuck,” he muttered. 

“Why did we ever think it was a good idea for you to kill the Baron?” Kate asked, now genuinely puzzled. 

“I never did think it was a good idea!” Matthew snapped. “I didn’t have a choice. It was either go back to the settlement and be tortured by those fucking psycho women, flee the village and try my luck out here in the Land of Chaos, or fight the fucking Baron.” 

“Why didn’t you just flee?” Kate pondered out loud. 

“I’m sure we’ve spoken about this before,” Matthew grumbled, his brows furrowed. “I didn’t want to take Layla with me. I was given the impression she wouldn’t do so well out here in the fucking Land of Chaos.” 

“Ah, right. And you didn’t want to flee and leave her to the mercy of the rapist Baron,” Kate said, nodding. “It all makes sense now.” 

“Does it?” Matthew asked, because he was sure there had to have been a better option than killing the Baron and then going to the Baron’s Queen for help. 

Kate shrugged. “I don’t think we have any other option at the moment…” 

Matthew sighed. He felt like he had fucked everything up pretty royally. “I really thought the girls would be able to escape,” he mumbled. 


Chapter 18

It seemed Kate had given her plan to take him to meet the Ice Queen some thought. She had managed to bring along with her the black armour the Baron wore, along with the Baron’s sword and horse. 

The armour was essential, Kate had said. Without it, there would be little chance of getting into the Ice Queen’s castle. 

Not for the first time, Matthew wondered how stupid this plan was. He was now going to use deception to sneak into the Ice Queen’s castle. As horrible an idea as it was, he probably wouldn’t be able to get in if he didn’t pretend to be the Baron. 

Matthew was pleased to see the horse was in good shape. It had minor bruises and scratches along its hide, but other than it, it was good as gold. 

They set off the following morning, heading for the Ice Queen’s castle. They had spent the night in a large village that had an inn. Kate had money with her that she had used to pay for their food and bed. Matthew was impressed. She had been in this Land of Chaos as long as he had, yet she seemed to have settled in much better. 

Matthew was still feeling sore from his torture sessions. His leg and shoulder wounds had mostly healed from the stabbing, but every part of his body felt like it had been run over by a thousand horses. 

He was glad Kate had brought along the Baron’s horse. Matthew was in no condition to walk for long periods. Especially not with the Baron’s armour draped around him. The metal plating was heavy as fuck. 

Kate sat in front of him on the horse and he wrapped his arm around her waist as they rode. The wind blew her hair into his face, and along with it, her scent. She smelt good. And his arm around her made him feel comfort.

“It’s not… hot,” Matthew said. “How far away from the village are we?” 

“Not that far,” Kate said. “I think those portals that drop us from the sky create an artificial heat that’s turned the jungle tropical.” 

Right, Matthew thought. Artificial heat. Technology. Wherever he had come from was much more advanced than this Land of Chaos.

“Do you know where you’re going?” Matthew asked. 

Kate nodded. “I got instructions from the innkeeper. This path will lead us straight to Strogg Gorth. The Ice Queen’s castle is close to it.” 

“Okay,” Matthew nodded. “And what the fuck is Strogg Gorth?” 

“The biggest town in the Ice Queen’s kingdom,” Kate said.  

* * *

Matthew preferred this temperature more than the hot and humid climate of the jungle. The trees that grew along the path were evergreens. Few and far between, they dotted the rocky landscape. The path itself was made of stone and earth. The few fields they passed were brown. 

It was a complete contrast to the jungle and hilltop village. Where that land was warm and fertile, here it was harsher. Strangely, Mathew felt more comfortable and familiar here. Like this was the sort of place he was used to.    

They rode on in silence. As time passed, Matthew slumped in his saddle, the weight of the Baron’s armour pressing on his bones. They had passed rolling hills and fields, flatlands, swamps. He saw few animals. Some deer. Birds. Dogs. As night approached, he heard wolves howling in the distance. 

So far, every creature seemed normal. Not like the ones he had met in the jungle. Those were mutated beasts. 

“It’s getting dark,” Kate said. “How far is the town?” 

“Are you asking me?” 

“Right… neither of us know,” Kate said. “Do you think we should stop and rest?” 

The sun would set very soon. They had travelled the whole day without rest. Matthew wondered why they hadn’t stopped to stretch their legs, drink some water, have a bite to eat. 

“Is there any food?” Matthew asked. 

“No,” Kate said. “I didn’t think to get any. I thought we would be at the town by now.” 

“It could be just around the corner, or it could be a week away,” Matthew sighed. They were riding along a flat land that stretched for miles. In the distance, he could see low hills. “How far do you reckon those hills are?” 

“A few hours,” Kate said. 

“Right,” Matthew nodded. “We should find a place to camp.” He pointed at a mound a few hundred feet away. “That could be a good spot.” 

They rode to it and Matthew dismounted. He held his hand out to Kate. She took it as she slid off the horse. The mound rose ten feet off the ground with an equal distance in width. One side was completely flat. There were no bags on the saddle, which meant they had nothing to use for bedding. 

The Baron’s armour was heavy. Matthew stripped it off and placed it against the flat end of the mound. He set off in search of wood to start a fire. The surface of the land was rocky. There were few trees growing. Which meant even fewer bits of dead wood lying around. After wandering for an hour, Matthew returned with a pile of logs in his hand. 

He dropped them before Kate and collapsed onto the ground, his back up against the flat side of the mound. 

“Is there any water?” Matthew asked. 

Kate should her head. “Sorry,” she mumbled. “I didn’t think to grab anything. I just wanted to get as far away from the village as quickly as possible. It seemed too close to the hilltop village and Lucy and Sarah. I was afraid they were coming after me. We’d already spent too much time there.” 

Matthew watched Kate as she piled the bits of wood one on top of another. Her hand glowed white and soon, the pile of wood burst into flames. The warmth felt good and did some to remove his hunger, though his thirst seemed to grow. 

Kate came and sat beside him, though she left a gap between her shoulder and his. From the way she spoke, to the way she moved, to the way she sat beside him, the Kate he knew from old was gone.

The fun, relaxed, cocky Kate was replaced by a nervous and scared one. 

“It’s not your fault,” Matthew told her. 

“Thanks,” Kate replied. “But… Layla, Alara and Alena were hurt because of me. They could be dead because of me and… I killed three girls from the settlement. I don’t know if they deserved to die… they were just following orders.” 

“Mhmm,” Matthew murmured. He didn’t have as much sympathy for the three girls guarding him that had their throats slit. They had watched as Lucy had hurt his girls. Sarah had watched too. Sarah had done nothing to rein Lucy in. 

Matthew moved closer to Kate, his shoulder brushed up against hers. He took her hand in his and squeezed. “We’ll save Layla, Alara and Alena,” he told her. “We’ll get our revenge on those psycho women.” 

Kate didn’t reply. But she rested her head on his shoulder. They sat in silence, watching the fire burn. Soon, her breathing slowed to a soft rustle. She was asleep. 

The fire before them began to dwindle. Taking care to tilt Kate onto her side, Matthew got up and stretched his legs. He grabbed a couple of logs and added them to the fire. He looked up at the night sky. It was lit up with stars. 

“That’s fucking beautiful,” Matthew whispered. He wondered why he found a sky with stars shining so impressive. Did he come from a place dark and empty? 

Matthew didn’t get a chance to ponder on where he came from. He spotted the shadow dash to the left of the fire. Matthew ran towards the mound and leapt forward. He reached for the sword that lay beside his armour. He grabbed hold of it and turned to face it. 

But there was nothing there. 

At least not visibly. 

“Come on out,” Matthew said, his voice calm. He felt pretty calm. Whatever was out there should be afraid of him. “I know you’re there.” 

It was the eyes Matthew saw first. 

Yellow. They seemed to float in the darkness. But as they came closer, the form of the man they belonged to became visible.

“You’re big,” Matthew commented. “And hairy.” 

The man stood at least eight feet tall. He had thick hair on his head and a full beard. There was hair on his chest and arms. He had long claws at the tip of his fingers. 

“You look like a werewolf,” Matthew chuckled. 

“I am a werewolf,” the man said, his voice suitably deep. “You cannot fight me with that thing,” he pointed at the sword Matthew held. “I will tear you to shreds.” 

Matthew spun the sword in his hand. “Confident fucker, aren’t you.” 

The man took a step towards him, then stopped. His eyes looked beyond Matthew and at the black armour that rested close to the sleeping Kate. 

“That is yours?” the man asked. 

“Maybe,” Matthew said, grinning. 

“You’re the Baron,” the man said. 

“Nah. I’m not the Baron. But I did kill him and take his armour.” 

“The Ice Queen will not rule these lands forever,” the man said. “Our day will come. Sooner than you think.” 

“Right. Are we fighting or not?” Matthew asked. 

The man did not reply. He took slow steps back, fading into the darkness, soon his yellow eyes were the only thing visible. In the darkness, they appeared to float again before suddenly disappearing from sight. 

“Dramatic fucker,” Matthew grumbled. 

“What was that all about?” Kate asked. 

“Jesus,” Matthew almost stabbed her with the sword. “Don’t sneak up on me like that!” 

“I… I didn’t sneak up on you. I haven’t moved an inch,” Kate said. 

“I thought you were asleep!” 

“I was. But that man… wolf woke me. I pretended to be asleep. I thought I could use it to our advantage if a fight broke out. Catch him by surprise.” 

She was smart. 

“The wolf is gone,” Matthew said. “I’ll keep watch for the first half of the night. You can do the second half.” 

“What did he mean when he said the Ice Queen wasn’t going to rule these lands for long?” 

Matthew shrugged his shoulders. He had no idea what the wolf man was talking about. But he had a sinking feeling inside that it was not going to bode well for him. 


Chapter 19

The town of Strogg Gorth lay beyond the low hills. It wasn’t an impressive town.

The air was thick with the stench of unwashed bodies, rotting food, and animal waste, mixing with the faint odour of burning wood from the low, smoky chimneys. 

The buildings were squat and dark, their timber frames warped with age, their stone walls weathered by neglect. The cobblestone streets were uneven, slick with grime and muddied from the constant drizzle of spilled refuse.

Haphazardly constructed homes leaned against one another, some barely standing, their windows dark and boarded up. The marketplace was crowded and filthy. Merchants shouted over the clamour of the crowd, selling spoiled meats, stale bread, and cheap trinkets. The air buzzed with the noise of clinking pots, grinding wheels, and the occasional shout of a quarrel.

The streets were home to a mix of struggling peasants, ragged beggars, and lowly craftsmen, all doing what they could to survive in a place that seems indifferent to their suffering. The sound of clanging metal from blacksmiths, the harsh cries of hawkers, and the distant toll of a bell marking the hours filled the air, but there is no sense of cheer or prosperity here. The people were tired. Their faces were gaunt and hollow from the grind of daily life, and every corner of the town felt like it was sinking deeper into the muck.

“This isn’t what I was expecting,” Kate said. “I thought it would be… nicer. The hilltop village seems like a paradise compared to this.” 

It matched what Matthew was expecting. The journey to the town had shown this part of the Land of Chaos to be one of the poorer parts. The road that led to Strogg Gorth was shabby, to say the least. 

“I’ve got enough money for a night at a tavern, I think. Or we could press on towards the Ice Queen’s castle?” Kate asked. “I don’t know where it is…” 

It was gloomy overcast, but Matthew was pretty sure it was roughly midday. “Let's get some food,” he pointed at a tavern. “They can tell us where the Ice Queen’s castle is.” 

Tying their horse to a post outside the tavern, Matthew and Kate entered the common room. It was full of people who spoke in low hushed tones, their heads down as they huddled together in their little groups. 

Matthew made his way to an empty table in the far corner as Kate headed towards the bar to purchase food and drinks. As he passed the tables of people, he noticed they suddenly stopped talking. 

Right. 

As far as these folks knew, he was the Baron. Except, he didn’t have the visor on his helmet pulled down. They could see his face. It was possible they probably had never seen what the Baron looked like but just knew him by his infamous black armour. 

Matthew sat at the corner table and was soon joined by Kate, who carried in her hands two large beers. 

“They didn’t have water?” Matthew asked. As much as he liked a beer, he was desperately thirsty. 

Kate shook her head. “They do have food. Good food. Meats and… stuff. The barmaid is going to bring it out soon.” 

“They’re looking at us,” Matthew said. 

“They are?” Kate asked as she scanned the room. “They don’t seem to be…” 

It was true that the men in the room, and it was almost exclusively men, had their heads down and eyes focused on the table before them. But Matthew could tell they were being watched and listened to. The hushed tones or earlier had now completely dissipated. 

“Maybe I should have taken the armour off,” Matthew said. 

“Why?” Kate asked. “This is great. They know who you are. No one is going to try and fuck with us.” 

That sounded more like the Kate of old. 

“True. But it’s going to be weird when the Baron asks if anyone knows where the Ice Queen’s castle is,” Matthew said. 

“Oh… Yeah.” Kate shrugged her shoulders. “They probably see and hear weirder shit every day.” 

Again, that was probably true. 

The barmaid, who only just realised Kate’s order of food was for the Baron, rushed over with two plates full of steaming meat. In her haste, she tripped and spilled both plates. Most of the food fell by Matthew’s feet. Some of it spilled onto his black armour. 

If the room was completely silent moments earlier, somehow, it seemed to have gotten quieter. Possibly because every person in the room was now holding their breath, waiting to see how he would react. 

How he would punish the barmaid. 

It didn’t take a detective to know the actual Baron, Thane, would have responded by doing something horrible to the barmaid. 

The question was, should Matthew do the same to keep up appearances? 

“Get me more food,” he told the barmaid. “And this time, try to place it on the table and not the floor.” 

The barmaid’s face pale, her body shaking, she nodded her head before turning and hurrying away. 

There were men in the room now looking at him directly from a table in the opposite corner of the room. 

These men looked different. 

They were younger. 

Healthier. 

Their clothes were better. Where every other person wore drab tunics, these men wore clothes of colour that had detailed embroidery representing various fierce looking animals. 

“Trouble?” Kate asked, nodding discreetly at the group. 

Matthew wore the armour of the Baron. He had the Baron’s sword by his side. Sitting beside him was Kate, a very capable woman. If the men sought trouble, they would really regret it. 

There were four men at the table. They all rose to their feet at the same time and walked towards him. Matthew’s sword rested in a scabbard by his waist. He gripped the handle, ready to fight. 

His body was weak. Tired. But he was still more capable than most men. 

“You should address them all mean and angry and entitled,” Kate whispered in his ear. “You know, like the Baron.” 

Matthew had been planning on asking the men how they were doing. Not in a genuinely caring way, but the sort of thing you said to random people that approached you. 

But now, he felt like he had to be meaner. 

“What do you want?” Matthew growled as the men came close. 

The men stopped in their tracks, standing two feet away from his table. The one closest frowned. “I am Elivier,” he said. 

Fuck. Did the Baron know this guy? 

“What do you want?” Kate asked. 

“I fought with the Baron when we battled the werewolves,” Elivier said. 

Ah. Fucking werewolves. If this man fought with the Baron against werewolves, and he thinks Matthew is the Baron…

“Do you want a medal?” Kate asked. 

Elivier raised an eyebrow. “I am greeting the Baron. Not-”

“The Baron has already had his meal delayed by that sloppy bitch. He doesn’t want to be disturbed by you lot. Go and sit back down.” 

Elivier’s jaw clenched, as did his fists. Matthew was ready for trouble. No hesitating, he told himself. If they attacked, he would aim to kill them. Quick and clean. He would not show them mercy like he had shown the women from the settlement. 

Elivier abruptly turned and walked back to his table. His men followed after him. 

“You gotta be firm with these types,” Kate said. “They’re opportunists trying to get some time with the Baron. They’re probably lying about fighting werewolves by your side. If they did, surely they would know you’re not the Baron, right?” 

“Maybe,” Matthew shrugged. “It’s possible Thane didn’t take his helmet off much…” 

“Oh… yeah. Maybe they did fight by your side… You should probably be nicer to your friends. You don’t want to alienate them if the werewolves come back.” 

Matthew turned his head to glare at Kate. 

“Yes… I was mean to them,” she mumbled. “Sorry. Too many thoughts in my head.” 

“It’s fine,” Matthew said. “These werewolves seem to be a problem, eh?” 


Chapter 20

The Ice Queen’s castle was just outside town. The barmaid who had spilled their food provided this information to Kate. After their meal, they decided to set off. No point in delaying what was going to be an interesting encounter. 

And probably a deadly one. 

“What do you think her powers are?” Matthew asked as they rode through the town on horseback. 

“The Ice Queen’s?” Kate asked. “I was thinking about that too. Maybe she can freeze things with her hands or… her personality is icy.” 

“Do you think she can be killed?” Matthew asked. 

Kate, who was sitting in front of him on the saddle, turned her head to look back at him. “You’re not thinking of killing her, are you?” 

“No. But the closer we get to seeing her, the more I’m thinking she’s probably going to try and kill me on the spot. The Ice Queen and the Baron could have been lovers, for all we know.”

“I did not think about that…” Kate said softly. 

They exited the town from the opposite direction that they had entered it. The Ice Queen’s castle was instantly visible. 

It was perched high atop a rugged hill and loomed like a dark sentinel against the sky. Its towering spires rose sharply, piercing the clouds. The stone walls, weathered by centuries of wind and rain, stood like the unyielding bones of some ancient beast. The castle was imposing with intricate, jagged arches and narrow, pointed windows that seemed to stare down coldly upon the land below.

A wide, murky moat surrounded the castle. Its waters were dark and still, reflecting the faint flicker of torchlight from the battlements. The surface of the moat was disturbed only by the occasional ripple, as if something unseen lurked just beneath the water. The drawbridge was raised, its wooden beams creaking in the wind, adding an eerie soundtrack to the silence.

The stone walls of the castle were punctuated by tall, narrow towers, each one crowned with dark, weather-beaten flags fluttering in the breeze. They bore the image of a white crown with thorns.

“That looks like a place to die,” Kate said. 

She wasn’t wrong. The only thing missing were rotting bodies stuck to poles along the moat. 

“You should stay outside,” Matthew said. 

“I’m coming with you,” Kate said. “I have to.” 

“No, you don’t. I get it. You’re feeling guilty about betraying us. But it wasn’t your fault. You were bewitched. If the Ice Queen decides to kill me, which I think is very likely, you need to stay alive,” Matthew said as he dismounted from the horse. “If I’m not back in a couple of days, assume I’m dead and come up with a plan to free the girls.” 

Kate opened her mouth to argue but decided against it. “Don’t die,” she whispered. 

“That’s the plan,” Matthew said. 

His sword by his side, Matthew lowered the visor on his helmet to cover his face completely. To those in the castle, he was now the Baron. 

He walked towards the drawbridge and the gatehouse to its left. A light flickered through the window. Seeing his approach, a man with a black cloak stepped out. 

“You’re late,” the man said. “The Ice Queen has been waiting for you. The Messenger is here.”


Chapter 21

The man in the black cloak lowered the drawbridge. Matthew walked across it; his senses heightened. There were three guards by the drawbridge. There were more men walking along the parapets and battlements of the castle. 

If Matthew had to guess, he would say the Ice Queen was on high alert. 

And who the fuck was the Messenger? 

Matthew couldn’t ask the man in the black cloak. He might have gotten away with having his face exposed back in the town of Strogg Gorth, but in the Ice Queen’s castle, just his voice could give him away. 

So Matthew stayed quiet and hoped that the Baron was the silent brooding type. The man in the cloak led him down a corridor to a large dining hall. There was a long wooden table that stretched across the stone-floored chamber. It was adorned with platters of roasted meats, steaming stews, and fresh-baked bread. The flickering glow of candlelight danced on the towering tapestries that hung from the high, vaulted ceiling, depicting battles and legendary feasts of old. 

At the head of the table sat the Ice Queen. She was a blond woman with a slender but curvy figure. Her eyes were a frosty blue. Her skin was pale but with a glow. Like she radiated. 

Coldness. 

She radiated coldness.

Despite the roaring fire and the many candles in the room, it was cold. The type of cold that touched the bone. 

Sitting at the table were two other women and two men. One man stood out from the rest. He wore a white cloak. His face was white, as was his hair. His eyes were black balls. There was no iris or pupil. Just two black balls. 

He sat facing the Ice Queen at the opposite end of the table. 

“Nice of you to join us, Thane,” the Ice Queen said. “Sit,” she nodded at a chair to her left and beside the other man. 

Conscious of every eye on him, including the two that belonged to the freakish man of white, Matthew pulled the chair out and sat down.

“You're going to keep the helmet on, Thane?” the man beside him asked. 

Fuck. 

This was not going to plan at all. 

He could feel the Ice Queen staring at him. It was like cold beams were shooting out of her eyes and striking him on the chest. Matthew shuddered involuntarily. 

“Take your helmet off, Thane,” the Ice Queen said. “You have wasted enough of our time.” 

Right. 

Fuck. 

Matthew briefly considered getting up from his chair and quietly walking out of the room. But he had a feeling that wasn’t going to help anything. He reached for his helmet with both hands and lifted it up. Taking it off, he placed it on the table. 

His face now visible, he stared at the Ice Queen. 

Matthew thought he saw a flicker in her eyes for a brief second. But it could have been her imagination. The two women sitting opposite him did not hide their surprise. But they remained silent. 

“Now that Thane has graced us with his presence, please continue, Messenger,” the Ice Queen said, her tone curt. 

The man with the black balls for eyes was the Messenger. This seemed like a planned visit and not a drop in. The Ice Queen with her powerful men and women by her side as she hosted a meeting with the Messenger. 

“I come with news of your salvation. Our Messiah will come soon. He will bring order to the Land of Chaos. You are invited to submit to his authority. When he calls, you will come and fight in his name. In return for your submission, you will be allowed to keep your lands and continue your abhorrent practices, but in discretion.”

“Abhorrent practices?” the Ice Queen asked, her tone amused. 

“The sleeping around, the vulgar clothing, the parties, the drinking, all will be allowed in discretion. Outwardly, you will show your devotion by wearing the clothing of the Faith and banning these practices. Your people will convert to the Faith.” 

“And if I don’t agree to your terms?” the Ice Queen asked. 

“If you cannot see the truth, you are destined for tragedy,” the Messenger said. “We do not wish to kill those that can be saved. But we cannot let sin continue. It is our duty to spread the message and bring about order.” 

The Ice Queen smiled. Fittingly, it was a cold smile. “You have given me much to think about, Messenger.” 

“I will be back in three months' time,” the Messenger said. He climbed to his feet and walked out of the dining hall, the man in the black cloak following after him.  

“What a cunt,” the man sitting beside Matthew muttered once the Messenger was out of sight. 

“Indeed,” the Ice Queen said. “But they are growing in power in this corner of the world. We need to take them seriously and consider our options. But first, I guess we should get to know our guest.” 

The Ice Queen turned to face Matthew. She wore a smile on her face as she raised her hands, palms flat. Icicles formed in her palms. They hovered above her hand as they faced him like floating daggers. 

“Who are you, what are you doing here and where is Thane?” 

Chapter 22

Matthew sat in the dining hall of the Ice Queen’s castle feeling pretty stupid. She had asked him who he was, what he was doing here and where Thane was. 

All fair questions. 

Matthew had answered honestly. He was a Fallen. One of those people that literally fell out of the sky. He was here to seek her support to retake the hilltop village. And Thane was dead. Sure, he had used a few more words in his response. 

But essentially, that was the gist of it.  

“Thane is dead,” the Ice Queen said. 

“I didn’t have a choice. He challenged me to a duel.” 

“And you defeated him?” the man sitting beside him asked. 

Matthew didn’t respond to that question. He had his eyes on the Ice Queen. He couldn’t tell how she was reacting to the news. Her face was completely unreadable. 

“Do you think that is how it works, Matthew?” she asked. “If you kill one of my men, you take their position?” 

“No. But I didn’t have a choice,” Matthew said. 

“You did have a choice. You could have killed Thane and fled. The Land of Chaos is a large place. If you’re able to kill Thane, you must have some talent. You would survive out in the world.” 

“I can’t leave my girls behind. I need your help to take back the hilltop village,” Matthew said. 

“Your girls,” the Ice Queen repeated, letting out a mirthless laugh. “Do you know why I have never gone to war with those Fallen women living in the jungle? Because half of them have magical powers. I could win, but I would suffer heavy casualties. My kingdom right now is being threatened by werewolves and Stonemen. The Faith is knocking on my door asking me to submit to their stupid fucking religion. Do you think I can afford to fight a bunch of Fallen women for that hilltop village?” 

Matthew was sure it was a rhetorical question. But he couldn’t stay silent. “I could help you win the battle against the women without losing many men. They have two leaders. Lucy and Sarah. If we kill them, it's over. The rest would surrender and join your army.” 

“That’s how it works, Matthew. If you kill the king or queen, their army flees or surrenders. Was this supposed to be some sort of revelation?” the Ice Queen mocked. 

Matthew’s worst fears were coming to pass. “What are you going to do?” 

“We’re going to reinstate the status quo. Jason,” she turned to the man sitting beside Matthew. “You will take over the hilltop village. Cathy and Patricia, you will rule the other lands managed by Thane.” 

She turned to Matthew. “I’m going to deliver your head to those Fallen women and sue for peace.” 

“I didn’t realise you were afraid of those women,” Matthew scorned, now angry. “With a name like the Ice Queen, I thought you would have more balls.” 

“Did you think I was going to suddenly change everything I know about running a kingdom because a weak pathetic man like you calls me a coward? You’re here because you failed to protect your women,” the Ice Queen said. “I am done talking to him. Finish him.” 

Jason didn’t hesitate. Sitting beside Matthew, he struck him on the chest with his arm. It was a powerful strike. Matthew flew off his chair and hit the stone floor with a thud. As he climbed to his feet and drew his sword, he was surrounded by Jason, Cathy and Patricia. 

Jason held his arms out by his side, his palms open, they began to stretch, elongated. Soon, they took the shape and colour of swords. 

It was cool, but Mattthew wondered how practical it was to have swords for hands. How exactly was he going to wield them? 

Very well, was the answer. 

The fact that they were part of his arm and not held in his hands made no difference. Jason was fast and ferocious. Despite Matthew’s best efforts, it was only his armour that saved him from being cut multiple times. 

As Matthew blocked one sword, Jason tilted onto his side, using his other sword like a spindle, he spun around and kicked Matthew in the chest. Just as his foot was about to connect, Matthew noticed Jason’s entire leg become metallic. 

The kick was so powerful, Matthew flung back and struck a hanging tapestry. He brought it down with him as he hit the ground. Climbing to his feet, he angrily kicked away the cloth. 

“You’re not very good,” Jason said. 

“I’m a little tired,” Matthew responded. “Sort of recovering from being poisoned.” 

“I think you would still be terrible,” Jason opined. “How did you beat Thane?” 

“We duelled. I chopped his head off.” 

“My turn,” Cathy said. She charged at Matthew, a long metallic whip in her hand. 

As Matthew readied himself, eyes on the tip of the whip, concentration etched into his brows, Cathy began to fly. 

At least, that was what it seemed like to him. In truth, she leaped up twenty feet high and then began to run forward, as if she could walk on air. As she passed over him, her whip came at him. The tip was about to strike him in the eye, but Matthew managed to block it with his arm. It struck the black metal armour with a clink.  

As she landed behind him, her whip came again. This time it wrapped around his ankle. She pulled with impressive strength. Matthew hit the ground with a thud as his body was dragged toward Cathy. As he came close to her, he noticed a blade in her other hand. Matthew swung with his own sword and almost caught her neck, missing it by inches. 

Cathy smiled as she stepped out of range of his sword. “That was nice,” she told him. 

“Thanks,” Matthew flashed her what he hoped was a winning smile. “Want to be friends?” 

“No,” came her response. 

She began a sustained attack with her whip and blade. Her whip was a blur as it swirled around him, attacking him from every angle, it felt like there were four Cathy’s holding four whips aimed at him. Matthew resorted to protecting his head, the only part of his body that was not covered by metal armour. 

After battling for what felt like hours, but at the same time only a few seconds, Matthew found himself sitting on the ground, his breathing heavy as he stared up at Cathy, who blew him a kiss as she turned and walked away. 

Patricia appeared before him, a frown on her face. “He’s going to be no fun now that he’s weakened,” she grumbled. 

“We don’t have to play if it's going to be boring for you,” Matthew muttered. “I can think of lots of other fun things for you to do,” he said as he climbed to his feet. “You could go and hang yourself on Cathy’s whip?” 

“I’m going to cut your tongue off,” Patricia said. 

“I’d rather you didn’t,” Matthew said as he sighed. He stretched his body, bones clicking everywhere. “But if you must,” he held his sword before him, ready to battle. 

Patricia charged at him, a sword in each hand. So far so normal, Matthew thought. Maybe they had left her till last because she was the weakest of them and they needed to soften him up first? 

Matthew felt confident as Patricia came closer. Her stance was all wrong. He was going to cut her in half. 

He swung with his sword. 

The blade cut through her as if she were made of air. 

Patrcia continued to come at him, her body in one piece. She walked through him. 

“What the fuck!” Matthew asked, his eyes wide. 

He turned to see Patricia standing behind him, a smile on her face, her swords came at him, aiming for his neck. How was she going to harm him when she was a fucking ghost? But a small part of Matthew told him to raise his sword to block her attack. 

He managed to do that just in time. There was a clang as metal struck metal. 

“What the fuck!” Matthew repeated. 

“Your tongue is mine,” Patricia said. 

“That doesn’t sound as cool as you think it does,” Matthew said as he backed away from her. 

Patricia came at him again. Matthew’s instincts kicked in and he struck her with his sword. Once again, it had no effect on her. His blade passed through her, causing no harm. When Patricia struck him, she was solid again. 

Patricia attacked him with determination, dematerialising whenever he struck, materialising when she needed to hurt him. Matthew did his best to block her strikes and he did a good job for the most part. 

Eventually though, he found himself sitting on his bottom, breathing heavily as his body ached. 

“You’re okay, I guess,” Patricia said as she stood over him. “But you’re not good enough to have killed Thane. How did you defeat him?” 

“I told you,” Matthew grumbled as he climbed to his feet once more. “I chopped his fucking head off.” 

And then he charged at Patricia. As predicted, his sword cut through her as if she did not exist. Matthew continued on. His body passed through hers. Without turning to face her, Matthew slammed his elbow back, aiming for what he hoped would be her materialised face. 

It connected. 

There was a crunch. 

Matthew turned and struck with his sword. He should have cut her in half, but Cathy had caught on. Her whip wrapped around Patricia’s waist and pulled her back just in time. 

“My nose!” Patricia roared. 

“Yeah… That’s a lot of blood,” Matthew said. “You should get it checked out.” 

“Let’s kill this fucker,” Jason said. 

As they came at him, now all three of them at the same time, strangely, Matthew felt confident. Not that he thought he was going to be able to beat them. But he was going to put up a good fight now he knew what they were about. 

Matthew fought well. For every hit they managed, he gave one back. His body was tired, every muscle ached, but he kept going. Thane’s armour was impressive. It took hit after hit, but continued to protect his vital organs as he struck the less armoured opponents. 

“Enough!” the Ice Queen roared. 

Jason, Patricia and Cathy backed away from him. Matthew welcomed the break. His breathing heavy, he wiped away the sweat from his forehead and grinned. He had got them good. Jason, Cathy and Patricia all bore bruises and cuts. 

“You have some talent, Matthew,” the Ice Queen said. “If you had come to me first without killing Thane, perhaps you could have become one of my Chosen. Instead, I have lost Thane and those Fallen jungle women have invaded my territory. You will die now. A waste of talent.” 

“Fuck you,” Matthew grumbled, tired of the Ice Queen. If she thought he was going to die without putting up a fight, she was going to be in for a shock. 

Matthew charged at the Ice Queen, running as fast as he could. If there was one person he could kill in the room, it was going to be that bitch. Matthew expected her Chosen ones to stop him as he charged at their Queen. 

It should have served him as a warning when they did not. 

As he got close, the Ice Queen raised her hands. Around him, the air dropped in temperature. Ice formed on the ground by his feet. Spikes of frozen water shot up from the ground, striking him on his feet, they knocked him off balance. Matthew tumbled to the ground. His momentum carried him to the Ice Queen’s feet. 

“Goodbye, Matthew,” she said, her voice suitably cold. 

She held her hands over him. Ice formed around his body. It penetrated his armour and seeped through his clothes. Matthew felt an intense cold. His body began to shiver. He knew what was going to happen next. 

His body’s temperature would drop. He would lose consciousness and die. 

Except, time seemed to pass and Matthew was still conscious. If anything, he could feel a warmth in his chest. 

His power. 

It was still inside him and it was keeping him alive for now. 

The Ice Queen looked down at him with confusion. “Remove his chest armour,” she commanded. 

Matthew was aware of hands on his body. His breastplate came off, exposing his chest. The Ice Queen dropped to her knees and placed her hands on his chest. Matthew shuddered, his body convoluted as two frozen spikes pierced his skin and cut through his ribcage. 

His breathing now frantic, pain shot to his head. His vision blurred, he was vaguely aware of the Ice Queen staring down at him, still angry. 

She had won. He was dying. Why was she still angry, he wondered before darkness took over him. 


Chapter 23

Matthew opened his eyes to find himself looking up at a chandelier. His immediate thought was one of joy. He hadn’t died. That joy did not last. He was annoyed. Not for the first in recent memory, he had had the lights knocked out of him. It was not a good look for a reasonably tough guy. 

And he was a reasonably tough guy. He had taken on those three bastards and given as good as he’d gotten. Hell, he might have defeated them if the Ice Queen hadn’t intervened. 

It turned out she was as powerful as he had imagined. Or feared. The only reason he was still alive was thanks to that floating warmth within his chest.  

Matthew raised his head to take in his surroundings. It was then did he realise he was lying on a stone table in a room that looked like a torture dungeon. Hanging off every wall on hooks were various devices that could only be used to torture someone. Tongue tearers, thumbscrews, chappy choppers, knee splitters - Matthew recognised a few of the devices. 

And he had no intention of having them used on him. 

“Fuck,” Matthew groaned. 

He was securely restrained to the stone table with thick metal chains that were fastened around his ankles and wrists. 

“Fuck,” Matthew repeated. 

The Ice Queen was in the room. She was seated in a corner on a red cushioned chair but rose to her feet and approached him. 

“I’m not going to hurt you,” the Ice Queen said. 

“Really?” Matthew asked. “Why the sudden change in mood? Couldn’t kill me?” 

“I’m sure I could kill you if I really tried,” the Ice Queen smiled. “But you are very resilient. I’ve never met anyone that’s been able to survive being impaled with spikes of regenerating ice.” 

“What are you going to do with me?” Matthew asked. 

“I’m going to have you tested and if I think you’re a valuable addition to my Chosen, you will live. If it turns out your survival skills are limited for one off occasions, I will kill you.” 

“So, you’re not going to hurt me now, but you might kill me later?” 

“Precisely,” the Ice Queen smiled. “Don’t dwell on it. While we wait for my scientist to arrive, you have the rare opportunity of having my undivided attention. Do you have any questions?” 

Matthew had plenty of questions. Too many in fact. But it was hard to get them out what with the threat of death hanging over him. He said as much. 

“I won’t be freeing you from your chains, Matthew,” the Ice Queen said. “I can leave and return when the scientist does?” 

“No. We can talk,” Matthew said. “What is the scientist going to do to me?” 

“She’s going to run some tests to see if you’re on our database of known magical kinds. You’re clearly not a vampire, werewolf, demon or angel. I would say you’re a demi-god of some sort. They come in various strengths. Some almost godlike, others… not so much.” 

“She can identify me?” Matthew asked, hope in his voice. 

“If you’re on our known database of magical beings, yes. If you’re not, then she can’t.” 

“But if I am on the database, does that mean she can tell me where I came from?” Matthew asked. 

“It’s possible. We have a wide range of magical beings in the Land of Chaos that have come from other worlds that we know of. If you’re one of them, you’ll know the planet you left behind. But we cannot bring your memories back.” 

Knowing the world he was from would be a start. “Do the Fallen ever manage to leave this world?” 

The Ice Queen shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t keep tabs on the whole planet and what it contains. My domain is in a little corner of the world. There are many weird and wonderful things out there. There could be a portal that leads back to your planet.” 

“Are you a demi-god?” Matthew asked. 

“I am from this world. We are a race of humans that lived under the frozen oceans for thousands of years until the Faith drove us out. I am the last of my race,” the Ice Queen said.  

“Sorry to hear that,” Matthew said. 

“I don’t need your sympathy, Matthew,” she replied. “What I need is to determine your use and then use you.” 

Right. The Ice Queen seemed to be business first and business always. He could work with it. If it turned out he was useful, he could leverage that for her support to save Layla, Alara and Alena. 

And kill Lucy. 

He was going to fucking kill Lucy. 

“Did you say the Faith drove you out from your home?” Matthew asked, and when the Ice Queen nodded, he continued, “The same Faith that sent the Messenger asking you to convert?” 

“The very same,” the Ice Queen said. 

“And they’re the ones that wiped out your race?” 

“Yes.” 

“Surprised you didn’t want to kill the Messenger on sight,” Matthew whispered. 

“Oh, I did want to kill him. I want to kill all of them. But if I start a war with the Faith, I will lose very quickly. My race will be extinct.” 

“Ah, very pragmatic,” Matthew said. “Can you tell me more about this Faith? How powerful are they?” 

The Ice Queen told him about the Faith. They were the largest organised religion in the Land of Chaos, though they were not the majority. She estimated maybe five to ten percent of the land was of the Faith. It was unfortunate for her that their stronghold was not far from here. 

The Faith believed the Land of Chaos was a place of redemption for all kinds. Humans, demons, angels, demigods, vampires - they would all be redeemed if they submitted to the worship of their God, the one true God. He was named Mikarules. His son, the Messiah, would come to the Land of Chaos when the time was right to defeat all evil. 

The Faith have been trying to expand their religion for thousands of years. Every few hundred years, they find a powerful human and declare him as their Messiah. They win a few battles, their follower count increases until the Messiah is eventually killed. 

“Are you going to submit to them?” Matthew asked. 

“No,” the Ice Queen replied. “At least not yet. I don’t think they have the resources to actually fight me just yet. They send out Messengers to neighbouring kingdoms all the time. The last time one came to visit was four years ago. Shortly after, the Faith picked a fight with the Saracens and lost badly. They were quiet for a while after that,” the Ice Queen chuckled. “Although, if rumour is to be believed, something has changed…” 

“Like what?” Matthew asked. 

The Ice Queen frowned. “You ask a lot of questions.” 

“You said I could do that,” Matthew responded. 

“I think that’s enough questions for today.” 

“One last question?” 

The Ice Queen sighed. “What?” 

“What’s your name?” 


Chapter 24

Her name was Maria. And she wasn’t entirely unpleasant when she wasn’t trying to kill him. The Ice Queen left him tied to the stone bed, the chains keeping him secured as they awaited the scientist's arrival. 

Prior to her departure, Maria had seemed pleasant and conversational with him. Not at all what he had imagined the Ice Queen to be. Well, at first when she tried to kill him, that fit the image of someone the Baron would submit to. 

But after having spoken to her for admittedly a short period of time, Matthew got the impression the Ice Queen wasn’t in her position by choice, but by necessity. Her entire species had been wiped out. She had to leave behind her ancestral home. Or maybe her grandparents fled to this area. Matthew hadn’t asked when the Faith had driven her species out of the frozen oceans, but if it happened in the last twenty years or two hundred years ago, being the last of your kind was always tragic. 

This kingdom of hers was small and surrounded by enemies it seemed. Werewolves. Stonemen. Matthew didn’t know what they were, but if taken literally, men made of stone could be formidable opponents. Then there was the Faith. 

Religious zealots were not to be taken lightly. Though Matthew could not remember any particular instance of his past life regarding religion, he knew that it didn’t take much for a semi decent public speaker to rile up masses into following their beliefs and causing untold amounts of destruction. 

Maria needed people like Thane to maintain order. And it made sense why she had the truce with the Fallen women from the settlement. He could tell why she had wanted to kill him. Her grip on power was fragile. If she was already battling werewolves and stonemen, he had potentially opened up another front while simultaneously getting rid of one of her Chosen. 

After what seemed like hours having passed, the door to the torture chamber opened once more and in walked Maria and another woman. 

“You’re tiny,” Matthew said, before adding, “Sorry…” 

But he wasn’t wrong.

This other woman was about two feet tall. But normal in every other sense. Whereas dwarfs or humans with stunted growth formed somewhat abnormally, this woman looked perfectly normal. Everything was in proportion. She looked like a normal human that had been shrunk by quite a bit. 

The girl did not take kindly to his comment and glared at him. She jumped onto the table and stood over him, those eyes still showing her annoyance. Aware that this scientist woman was going to perform tests on him that could hurt more than they needed to, Matthew decided it would be wise to get on her good side. 

“That was really impressive,” he said, “how you jumped onto the table from the ground.” 

“Because I’m tiny and the table is really high for me?” the woman asked, adding, “Because I’m tiny?” 

“Well, yeah. I mean, this table must seem huge for you so, jumping that high is pretty awesome,” Matthew said. He meant it as a compliment, but hearing the words come out of his mouth, he realised his intentions were not being adequately expressed. “I mean that in a nice way. It’s very impressive because-”

“You should stop talking,” Maria said, smirking. “Joanna here is going to perform experiments on your body to test how strong and powerful you are. She needs a clear mind. Not one clouded with annoyance or… anger.” 

“Right,” Matthew said. He flashed his best smile at Joanna, the littlest scientist he had ever seen. “Um, what exactly are you going to do to me?”

“I’m going to take your blood. I’m going to prod your bones. I’m going to test your resistance to different types of pressures.” 

“Different types of pressures?” Matthew asked. 

“Fire, ice, poison etc and see how your body reacts to it,” Joanna said casually. 

“What?” Matthew gulped. “Are you doing this because I called you a midget?” 

Joanna frowned. “The word you used was tiny.” 

“You really should have stopped talking, Matthew,” Maria said, her smirk growing. 

“I thought you were olrite,” Matthew said to Maria. “But you’re a sadistic bitch!” 

“Okay,” Maria nodded, before turning to Joanna, she added “Let me know the moment you’ve determined what he is.” Maria walked towards the door and paused by the entrance. Turning, she gave Matthew a wave. “I do hope you survive,” she said, before she disappeared down the corridor.  


Chapter 25

Matthew did survive. But he did not enjoy his time with Joanna. She wasn’t kidding when she said she was going to apply different types of pressures onto his body. She poked and prodded him with different instruments. She took his blood multiple times and mixed it with various substances in test tubes. 

She injected him with many things. All of them hurt like fuck. She even removed his clothing and stroked his cock, bringing it to full size. That was fucking weird. Having a midget stroke his cock to full length. 

When she was finally done, she left him lying on the stone bed to fetch Maria. Matthew was naked and exhausted. Despite not being turned on at all, his cock was at full height. 

“Fucking cunts,” Matthew muttered, just as the door opened and Maria appeared. 

“Talking about me?” she asked.

“Yes,” Matthew said. “You’re a fucking cunt.” He was angry. Since coming to Maria’s stupid fucking castle, he was first attacked by her Chosen, then herself, and now this fucking midget had done horrific shit to him. “You’re a cunt,” he repeated. 

“You’re angry,” Maria said. 

“Nothing gets past you, huh?” Matthew asked, his voice dripping with as much sarcasm as he could muster. 

“Joanna wasn’t able to figure out what you are,” Maria said. 

Oh.

Matthew had forgotten about that part.

When Maria had first told him the scientist was going to run experiments on him in the hopes of determining what he was, Matthew felt some hope. He wasn’t your average human, he knew that much. Normal humans did not have powers. They did not survive impalements. If the scientist could have established what he was, he had hoped it would jog his memory. 

But that was no longer the case. 

“Which is really interesting,” Maria continued. “Joanna has records of pretty much every species that inhabits this world, including many Fallen that have wandered the Land of Chaos over the past thousand years. You seem to be unique.”

“Is that supposed to make me feel good?” Matthew asked, because it didn’t. 

“I don’t care what it makes you feel like. Although we couldn’t determine your species, Joanna said your body was very durable, if somewhat lacking in the spectacular.” 

“What the fuck does that mean?” Matthew grumbled. 

“It means your superpower is that you’re hard to kill, but you can’t fly, or shoot balls of fire from your-” Maria paused, her eyes finally falling on his erect cock. “Why do you have a hardon?” 

“Ask your midget scientist,” Matthew scowled. “In case you’re wondering, I am absolutely not at all fucking enjoying this.” 

“Mhmm,” Maria said, before shaking her head, she met his eyes. “You could be useful, Matthew. I’m willing to take you on as a Chosen.”

Matthew, who had been resting his head on the hard stone bed, raised his head and tried to sit. The chains prevented him from doing that. Sighing, he remained lying down, his head up. “Does that mean you’re going to help me take back the hilltop village and fight the women from the jungle?” 

“Yes,” Maria said, smiling. 

Matthew stared at that smile. Something about it made him feel uneasy. “Why do I have a bad feeling about this?” 

“Maybe it’s to do with you being a distrusting person, Matthew,” Maria said as she sat on the stone bed beside his waist, her eyes taking in his erect cock briefly before moving up to his face. 

“Yeah, I don’t think it’s that,” Matthew said warily. “But happy to have you onboard or be on your… board. Can you free me now and when can we set off to kill those fucking psychos?” 

“We can do all of that immediately,” Maria said. 

She remained seated beside him, not making any attempt to free him. 

Matthew sighed. Here it came. “Is there something I need to do before we set off?” 

“You need to swear allegiance to me,” Maria said. 

That didn’t sound so bad. “I swear allegiance to you.” 

Maria smiled. “I love your enthusiasm, Matthew. But there is a bit more to it.” 

Or course there was. 

And so, Maria explained the process of swearing allegiance to her. It would be a binding commitment, one that should he choose to break, would lead to a horribly painful death not even he could escape. His hand would be placed in a cauldron containing a binding potion along with Maria’s hand. He would swear to commit to her and obey her every command. The potion would seep in through his skin and attach itself to every fibre in his body. Were he to disobey her, she would have the ability to literally blow him up into millions of pieces with the utterance of a single special word. 

“You must be wondering why I am telling you all of this?” Maria asked. 

“You could have asked me to swear allegiance first and told me after,” Matthew said. “Knowing the kind of bitch you are, you’re not warning me in advance from the goodness of your heart,” he muttered. 

“You’ve been through a lot, Matthew,” Maria said, a warning in her tone, “So I will forgive you for your choice of words. But annoy me too much, and I may decide to chop your head off and make peace with the women from the settlement.” 

“Why haven’t you done that already?” Matthew asked. “That was your initial plan, when you tried to murder me. What made you change your mind?” 

“You proved hard to kill,” Maria said, frowning. “I thought you could be useful. I have told you this already.” 

Maria had said as much, but Matthew thought she was holding something back. Going up against the women from the settlement would not be easy. There were potentially hundreds of powered women there. A full frontal assault could lead to many deaths and a severely weakened Ice Queen, if not a defeated one. It was a lot to risk. 

“The binding spell only works when all parties know what they are consenting to,” Maria said.  

Ah. That’s why she told him. “I’m not going to swear allegiance to obey your every single command,” Matthew said. “I could agree to obeying you when it aligns with my morals?”

“That doesn’t work for me,” Maria said. “And this is not a negotiation. You will agree to this or you will die and I will make sure the girls you so badly want to save will live out the rest of their lives in utter misery.” 

There was the Ice Queen Matthew had first met. A cold and cruel woman. Except, he didn’t buy it. Not that Maria wouldn’t kill him or hurt his girls. He had no doubt if her survival depended on it, she would do that and more. 

But in this instance, she needed him more than he needed her. 

“You’re losing your kingdom. The wolves are closing in, as are the stonemen. You tried to hide it, but you couldn’t. You’re worried about the Faith. That messenger will be back soon and he will demand an answer. Either you submit to him, which you will never do because they pretty much wiped out your entire species, or you refuse his offer. That would lead to a war against the Faith, who are growing in strength. Something has changed for them. Maybe their Messiah has come,” Matthew said. “Whatever the reason, you believe with my help, you might be able to win the war against the Fallen women from the jungle with minimal losses. You could end up with a potential new army of super powered women by your side and me, a man who is very difficult to kill. I could be very useful.” 

Maria stared at him, her face unreadable. “You have a wild imagination.” 

“I’m not agreeing to be your mindless slave,” Matthew said quickly. 

“You will swear to come to my aid whenever I call and you will do your best to save me and my kingdom, regardless of the odds you face, you will fight to the death if you have to,” Maria said. “This is my final offer. If you refuse, I will sue for peace with the Fallen women from the jungle and offer your head to them.” 

It seemed to be a fair offer, but Matthew mulled over the words Maria had used. “Just to clarify, I will not be your mindless slave. I will not mete out punishment on your behalf. But should you be under attack from the werewolves, stonemen or the Faith, I will fight to protect the integrity of your kingdom.” 

It was Maria’s turn to mull over his words. After a long period of silence, she gave a nod of her head. “It will do.” 


Chapter 26

Matthew sat in a tub of hot water with his head resting against the rim. After agreeing to the wording of his oath and what it would mean, Maria finally released him from the stone table. The first thing he did was stretch. But doing so reminded him of the many tiny wounds his body bore. His back, his ankles, wrists, his chest, they all bore bruises and cuts. 

His body would heal soon, he knew that. But Matthew was tired. 

A nice hot bath would do him wonders, Maria had suggested. Matthew didn’t disagree. Food would also be welcome. Now, with his belly full, lying in the comfort of hot water, his thoughts turned to his girls. 

A few days had passed since he had fled the village. A lot could have happened in that time and none of it good. Lucy was an evil person. She would undoubtedly be taking out her anger at his escape on Layla, Alara and Alena. There was only so much punishment a normal human could take before they permanently succumbed. 

Fuck. 

He was lying in a bathtub, his belly full of food while his girls were being tortured. Matthew pulled himself out of the tub and grabbed the towel one of the servants had left on a stool. He wrapped it around himself and went in search of Maria. 
 

* * *

It was a gloomy castle. The corridor walls were a lighter shade of grey, the ceilings a darker shade. The sconces on the walls were few and far in-between. This was not a grand palace of a powerful ruler. This was the holdings of a poor and small kingdom. 

In the Land of Chaos, the Ice Queen was not a powerful player. Which was worrying. Because she was pretty powerful as an individual. 

Matthew eventually ran into a servant who led him to the room Maria was in. 

It was a dimly lit room. The flickering lights of a few scattered candles cast long shadows across the stone walls. The air was thick with the scent of herbs and burning wood, mixed with the earthy dampness that came from the ancient stonework. The floor was covered in a patchwork of faded, threadbare rugs, their colours muted by age and wear.

There were several heavy wooden chairs along one side of the room. Their arms and legs were intricately carved with symbols and patterns. Each chair was large and imposing, designed to make a statement of authority. Their cushions, though once plush, were now worn and faded, offering only a hint of comfort. Seated on them were Maria’s Chosen. Jason, Patricia and Cathy. 

In the centre of the room, a large cauldron hung suspended from an iron tripod over a crackling fire. The flames danced and popped, their heat making the air shimmer in the low light. The cauldron was aged, its surface darkened by years of use. A faint mist rose from the contents inside, filling the air with an acrid, mysterious aroma.

Maria stood behind the cauldron. 

“Have you been waiting for me?” Matthew asked. 

“Yes. You’re late,” Jason said. He looked annoyed. 

“Fuck you,” Matthew said to him, holding up his middle finger. 

Jason stared at his finger, a frown across his face, he was momentarily confused before it dawned on him that whilst he might not have understood the meaning of the finger, Matthew had definitely sworn at him. 

He climbed to his feet, his hands by his side, they turned into blades. “Let’s see how you do without your armour, loudmouth.” 

It wouldn’t have been a fair fight, so Matthew was glad when Maria told Jason to shut up and sit back down. There was none of the attitude Matthew tended to give her. Jason obeyed instantly. 

Matthew walked up to the cauldron. The liquid inside was boiling. “I’m not sticking my hand in there.” 

“You are,” Maria said, her tone strict. “The pain will only be momentary.” 

“Momentary because after a while, all my pain receptors will have been boiled out of existence?” 

“You talk too much sometimes,” Maria said. She stuck her hand in the boiling water without flinching even a bit. “And cold is my element,” she said with annoyance. 

Matthew stared at the blue coloured liquid bubble and splatter. This was going to fucking hurt. He glanced to his right, where Jason sat. The guy watched with a smirk, waiting for Matthew to cry out in pain. 

Well, the fucker was going to wait a long time for that to happen. 

Matthew plunged his hand into the boiling liquid. 

It hurt like fuck. 

But he managed to keep his hand in. And as the seconds passed, so did the pain. 

He turned to look at Jason triumphantly. The fucker was still smirking. Perhaps he was too stupid to realise Matthew had just submerged his hand into the liquid. 

“Repeat after me,” Maria said. “I swear to come to the aid of Maria, whose hand is in this cauldron with mine, at her time of need-” 

“No,” Matthew said. “Not your time of need. I’ll come when you’re under attack.” 

Maria glared at him. If those eyes could have fired icicles at him, they would have done so. 

She began again. “I swear to come to the aid of Maria, whose hand is in this cauldron with mine, to defend her kingdom for as long as it lasts from those that wish to harm it, no matter the odds, I will fight to the death if I must, to save the kingdom of the Ice Queen.” 

Was he falling into a trap? Was there some hidden meaning behind the words that would bind him to Maria forever? Matthew played the words over in his head. He was being rushed into this. If the circumstances weren’t so dire, he would never have agreed to do something like this. Bind himself to protect Maria’s kingdom against odds that were probably going to be insurmountable. 

But time was not his friend. He couldn’t afford to wait. Every second that passed was an extra second Lucy tortured his girls. 

Matthew repeated the words Maria had uttered. For a second, nothing happened. Then, quite suddenly, the liquid in the cauldron began to rise up until it overflowed. Matthew took a step back to stop it from spilling onto his bare feet and splashing onto his skin. He was dressed in only a towel. Not for the first time, he wished he had spent more time thinking about his clothing options. 

As the liquid spread towards him on the stone floor, Matthew tried to move further back. But his hand was stuck in the cauldron. Pull as he might, he could not move his hand. He stared at the tripod. It had fairly sturdy looking legs, but the amount of strength he was using should have toppled it over. 

And then it happened. 

Matthew felt the liquid seep into his skin. 

The pain he felt earlier was nothing compared to this. It was like hot molten was being poured directly into this pain receptors, who had simultaneously been turned up to the maximum to ensure he could really feel the torture that his body was being subjected to. 

Matthew could feel the liquid moving through his body, engulfing his heart, his lungs, his kidneys, his brain. He opened his mouth to scream, then recalled Jason sitting to his right. He wasn’t going to give that fucker the satisfaction. 

It took all of Matthew’s effort to close his mouth. 

The pain became too much. 

His eyelids felt heavy. 

The room appeared to darken. 

He dropped to his knees, his hand still in the cauldron.  

As the light began to fade, he was vaguely aware of the towel wrapped around his waist coming off. 


Chapter 27

“This has to fucking stop,” Matthew muttered as he opened his eyes.

“What has to stop?” a voice asked. 

He turned his head to see Maria sitting on an armchair, her legs crossed, her hands in her lap. 

Constantly being knocked out cold is what needed to stop. But Matthew didn’t say that out loud. He took in his surroundings. He was in a large bedroom, lying on a bed, covered in a red blanket. He was pleased to find himself restraint free. It was a nice change. 

Matthew sat up and leaned back against the headboard and turned his head towards Maria. “When can we go?” 

“To rescue your damsels in distress?” Maria asked, wearing a smirk. 

“Their lives are in danger.” 

“Once you’ve recovered, we will set off,” Maria said.  

“I’m recovered,” Matthew said. 

“Get out of bed and walk to the door,” Maria said. 

Matthew glanced at the door that led into the room. It was a big room. But it wasn’t that big. The door was a few meters away. Why did Maria think that would be a challenge? 

He pushed the blanket away and was about to place his feet on the ground when he stopped. “I’m naked.” 

“Yes, you are. Your towel fell off when you fainted,” Maria said, that smirk returning. 

“Do you have any clothes I can wear?” 

“There are clothes in that wardrobe,” she pointed to the large mahogany wardrobe to the left of the door. “They are mostly dresses, but I might have a mini skirt or two in there. I think your cock peeking out from the hemline would look hot.” 

Matthew glared at her. 

She burst out laughing. 

Deciding to not encourage her any further, he climbed out of bed and stood on his two feet. A sudden burst of pain, starting from the soles on his feet, shot up through his legs and passed through every part of his body before striking his head. 

Matthew remained completely still, afraid to move in case it hurt even more. 

“It’ll pass,” Maria said. “But it can take a week or two.” 

“What is it?” Matthew gasped. 

“It’s the potion from the cauldron. To ensure you comply with what you’ve promised, it seeps into every part of your body and forms an intimate bond that cannot be deceived. If you do not keep your word, if you try any trickery, it will know,” Maria said. 

“And what happens if it knows? Do I suddenly blow up?” 

“Not quite. It will tell me you’re not complying.” 

“How?” Matthew asked perplexed.

“I get a feeling,” Maria said, “And then I get to decide if I blow you up.” 

“You’d blow me up over a feeling?” Matthew asked. 

“Are you planning on breaking your oath?” Maria asked, her brows furrowing. 

Matthew shook his head. 

“Glad we can move on from that,” Maria said, her tone terse. “We have a plan of action to retake the village and defeat the Fallen women. But, normally, it would take a week before you would be in any condition to fight. Normally,” Maria continued, “you should not have been able to stand upright for as long as you have without fainting from the pain. Perhaps your recovery will be quicker.” 

“I feel great,” Matthew said, flashing a weak smile. “Can we leave now?” 


Chapter 28

They did not leave immediately. It wasn’t that simple to charge into battle with an army. For starters, Maria did not have a standing army. Her kingdom was small and forged entirely by her hard work. 

Maria’s people were known as the Ice Walkers. They had lived in relative peace for thousands of years in their homeland. Things changed a few hundred years ago when the Faith came calling. Their Messiah had come and they were on the march to conquer the Land of Chaos. 

Her ancestors had refused to submit to the Faith’s authority. As a result, battle ensued. Despite having home advantage in a frozen landscape, they lost the battle. The Faith came with their Messiah. A man so powerful, he seemed godly. The few that could control the element and form ice out of thin air fought him bravely. But he cut them down with ease. 

It took every kingdom to put aside their petty squabbles and unite to beat him back. Maria had seen the spot where the final battle took place. There was an enormous crater in the middle of the battlefield to mark the spot where the Messiah had fallen. He had taken with him hundreds of thousands of warriors. 

After the battle and the death of their Messiah, the Faith were pushed back to the corners of the world, where they remained weak and powerless. But their defeat was too late for Maria’s species. Their homeland destroyed, the few that survived dispersed into a world recovering from destruction. They were not welcomed by any kingdom and lived lives on the fringes of society. 

Maria was born a hundred miles from this corner of the world. She spent her first few years living in a slum full of species that did not belong. There were normal humans too. Poor ones. Her parents did odd jobs around the city to make ends meet. Life was harsh. Her parents often skipped meals to feed her. 

She was thirteen when armed men from the city attacked the slum to clear out the scum. That was their slogan as they raped and slaughtered the inhabitants. Both her parents died in front of her eyes. In the chaos that ensued, Maria was lucky enough to escape. 

Growing up in the slums had made her tough. She was able to survive on her own in the Land of Chaos. A few years after, when running away from a man trying to murder her because she stole his purse, Maria discovered she was one of the few from her species that were able to control the element. 

As she slipped and fell, she had turned to face the man. In her panic, as his sword came at her, she pushed her hands out. Two spear like icicles shot out and pierced the man, killing him instantly. 

From an orphaned girl fleeing a slum to a queen. That was her hard work and she was determined to keep it that way. Sure, she had the werewolves and the stonemen to worry about. But they were manageable to an extent. 

And then the Faith came. 

The first time Maria laid eyes on a Messenger was when he walked into her castle and sat opposite her. Face white like milk, hair white like chalk, black balls for eyes. He was every bit as terrifying from the tales she had heard her parents tell. 

Maria wanted to flee. She wanted to kill the Messenger. In the end, she sat quietly, smiled and listened. The Messenger left and did not return again until now. Something told Maria his next visit would be soon. And he would require an answer. 

Maria would have been happy to pretend to submit to the Faith in order to keep her little kingdom. She had worked much too hard to lose it. But the Faith had destroyed her entire species. She could never work with them. 

But they were coming. Something had changed. From reports she had heard, the Faith were suddenly more confident. They were sending their Messengers to kingdoms ten times larger than her own. 

Maria feared the worst. 

That they had found another Messiah.      

The truce she had in place with the women from the settlement was convenient in maintaining her power. Under normal circumstances, she wouldn’t have even considered going to war with them. 

But, if the Faith had found a new Messiah, having a truce with the women from the settlement would not save her. If the stories were to be believed, she would be crushed like a bug. 

Except, she might have found a way to survive. 

The Messiah would challenge any resisting force to send out their bravest and best to duel in single combat to decide their fate. The last Messiah tore apart every challenger that dared face him in single combat. 

Joanna wasn’t able to determine what species Matthew was. She had no record of someone like him. His blood was different to any she had seen before. Maria didn’t understand the technical terms, but Joanna was astonished by its strength. Not only that, but his body had also resisted every type of poison she had exposed it to. Even the extremely deadly type that she had never tested on a human before. 

Under normal circumstances, Maria would never have agreed to Matthew swearing an oath to her that did not include complete submission. But with the possible return of a Faith Messiah, Matthew could be her wildcard. 

There was a high chance Matthew would be cut down with ease, but there was also a small chance he might be able to give that Messiah a bloody nose before dying. Oh, that would be so worth it.  


Chapter 29

They set off the following morning to retake the hilltop village from the psycho Fallen women. Matthew was back in the armour of Thane, the Baron. Maria wasn’t kidding when she said his body was going to hurt for a while. Putting on the armour was like having his skin burnt with cold metal. A sensation Matthew didn’t know was possible to feel. 

When he stepped out of the castle in search of Kate, she was nowhere to be found. Nor was the horse.

“All rise for the new horseless Baron,” Jason laughed as he sat on his own horse.

Maria had horses to spare and soon, Matthew sat on one as they set off. He felt every step the horse took. The bounce in the saddle sent shooting pain up his bottom. His bones seemed loose. Like there was no meat attached to them and they clanged into each other. 

“You’re tough,” Maria said as she rode beside him. “When Jason took the oath, he screamed before he fainted. Patricia and Cathy did the same. It took them a month before they were ready to ride out on horseback.” 

Matthew glanced at Jason, who rode with Patricia and Cathy either side of him. Their eyes met briefly. Jason’s jaw tightened. The guy’s dislike of him seemed personal. 

“What’s his problem?” Matthew asked. 

“He formed a strong bond with Thane. They would drink together, fight together, fuck together,” Maria said, rolling her eyes. 

“Like… you?” Matthew asked. 

If Maria had a naturally icy look, now her face was full of disgust. “I do not sleep with my sl-” Maria paused, before continuing, “with my subjects.” 

“Right,” Matthew nodded. 

He did notice she was about to use another word to describe them. Slave. She was going to say her slaves. If Maria thought of Jason, Patricia and Cathy as her slaves, did that make her the same as the Fallen women? 

There was something about Maria that Matthew couldn’t quite put his finger on. When he first met her, she fit the image of someone known as the Ice Queen. She was cold and calculating. She immediately determined he wasn’t worth battling the Fallen women for and decided to kill him. 

After discovering he didn’t die easy, she changed her mind. Suddenly, she was pleasant and charming.  

Matthew had met people like that before. Sometimes, they were just evil people always scheming for their own amusement. Able to mix with the rich and the poor, equally comfortable in a palace as they were in an alehouse.

Maria didn’t strike him as that type. But he did see her as someone who would be willing to go to extraordinary lengths to keep what she felt she deserved. Equally dangerous as the first type. And he had just sworn to protect her kingdom for eternity. 

Fuck. Did that mean he wouldn’t be able to leave this goddamn world? Would he have to stay here forever to protect her kingdom from enemies? 

He decided to worry about that after he found a way off this world. If he ever did find a way off this world.

* * *

They were joined by a few hundred men on horses as they passed the town of Strogg Gorth. They seemed a fairly capable bunch. Healthy, aged in their mid-thirties, some wore chainmail, some had partial armour, most carried swords, a few wielded axes, knives and spears. 

“Any of them have magic?” Matthew asked. 

“Have magic?” Maria asked, an eyebrow raised. “Are you asking if they have powers?” 

“Yes,” Matthew said. “Do they?” 

“No,” Maria replied. “Most of this land is full of humans without any magic. Only a few have powers, and even fewer have powers that they can use in battle.” 

“But a lot of the Fallen women are powered…” Matthew said. “I mean, I’m sure this bunch are all macho and shit, but can we win?” 

“Are you having second thoughts about being the knight in shining armour for your damsels?” Maria asked, that trademark smirk on her face.  

“No,” Matthew said. If he had to go it alone, he would do it. 

“Good,” Maria said. “Besides, I have a plan.” 


Chapter 30

The journey to the hilltop village was a relatively smooth one. Matthew found the grim landscape oddly comforting. The empty brown fields, the hills with the withering trees, the scent of wet earth and dying foliage. 

“I saw a werewolf on the way to your castle,” Matthew said as they passed the last village before the hilltop.  

Maria brought her horse to a complete and sudden stop. “You did what?” 

Matthew’s horse resisted some as he brought it to a sudden stop. He rubbed the horse’s neck gently, calming it down. “I saw a werewolf,” he said, before telling her about his encounter with the really tall man with the excessive amounts of hair, yellow glowing eyes and claws. 

“A werewolf casually wanders past Strogg Gorth and you are only telling me about this now?” Maria asked, her face crunched in fury. 

“I didn’t know it was something important that needed to be mentioned,” Matthew said, frowning. 

“It’s a fucking werewolf!” Maria fumed. 

“Your Baron had a wolf with two heads. The Fallen women have magical powers. There are two fucking elves in the hilltop village. You tried to kill me when I first met you and you’ve got some Elsa frozen magical powers thing going on. How was I supposed to know werewolves were anything out of the ordinary for this batshit world?” Matthew shot back. 

Maria’s anger faded for a moment. “Elsa?” 

“She’s this-” Matthew stopped. Who was Elsa? Was it someone important from another life? 

“We’re at war with the wolves. Now they’re casually wandering around my kingdom like it belongs to them?!” Maria’s rage returned. 

Jason, Cathay and Patricia, who were riding behind Maria and Matthew, but ahead of the small army of men, joined them. 

“What’s going on?” Jason asked. 

“Matthew spotted a werewolf near Strogg Gorth,” Maria said. 

“What? A werewolf?” Jason frowned. “What were they doing so close to your castle?” 

“It wasn’t they. It was just one werewolf.” 

“It’s never one werewolf. They move in packs, idiot,” Jason said. 

Matthew glared at Jason. He wanted to punch the guy in the face. He went so far as wondering what would happen if he did punch Jason in the face. How quickly could he change his body into metal? Was it instant? Would Matthew strike metal if he took a swing, or could he knock the fucker’s teeth out? 

“We will deal with the werewolves after we’ve dealt with the Fallen,” Maria growled. “We’re almost here.” 

She pulled on her reins and set off down the path. Up ahead, Matthew could see the rising hills. The village wasn’t visible from down below, but he could see the fields with the crops and the orchards covering the sides of the hills. As they rode on, he began to notice the change in weather. It was becoming warmer. The trees on either side of the path were covered in lush green leaves. 

It was late afternoon when they reached the fields at the bottom of the hills. There were villagers working away, unconcerned by the incoming convoy of heavily armed mostly men on horseback.  

Maria paused by the first field. The path continued on, cutting across swathes of fields on both sides, it led up the hill, zigzagging its way to the top. 

“How uh… how does the battle start?” Matthew asked. “Should we tell one of them to go and… tell Lucy we’re here?” 

Maria turned her head to look at him. “You’ve never done this before, have you?” 

Matthew shrugged. “I don’t have any of my memories from before being thrown into this world. But I’m sure I must have fought in a battle or two.” 

“You’re sure?” Maria asked. “Why?” 

Matthew shrugged again. He had a gut feeling he’d fought in a few battles, some of them on a grand scale. 

“They know we’re here,” Maria said. “Someone will come down shortly. We will give them our terms. They will reject it. We will fight.” 

* * *

Maria was right. Their presence had been noted by the Fallen women that had taken over the village. Three of them trotted down the hill, carrying with them a green flag. 

“Are they surrendering?” Matthew asked. 

“Green flag means they want to talk,” Maria said, frowning. “It’s interesting that they know that custom. I didn’t think they knew anything about our world.” 

Matthew didn’t recognise any of the three girls. But then, he only knew a few faces and the name of two women - Lucy and Sarah. 

“We’ve been sent to negotiate the terms of our truce,” the girl holding the green flag said. 

“Speak,” Maria nodded. 

“That man,” she pointed at Matthew, “fell from the sky above the jungle. He belongs to us. Return him to us and we will leave the village and go back into the jungle. All other terms of our truce will remain unchanged.” 

“Matthew belongs to me now,” Maria said. “He swore an oath to protect my kingdom. He cannot fulfil that oath if he is held prisoner by you. Leave the village immediately and return to your jungle and I will forgive you for breaking the truce this one time.” 

The woman holding the flag met Maria’s gaze, though her eyes faltered. “I will take your message to the council,” she said. 

“You have till nightfall,” Maria said. 

The girl looked up at the sky. “That is not much time.” 

“You should hurry,” Maria said. 

The girl turned and began the walk back up the hill, followed closely by the two other women. 

“Do you think they’ll agree to your terms?” Matthew asked. 

Maria shook her head. “I’m aware of how the women run things in the jungle. They need to return with you or the other men will start to get ideas about escaping.” 

She had a fair point. Added to that, Lucy seemed to have a personal dislike for him. Matthew hoped they would reject the offer. He was going to kill that bitch for what she did to his girls. 

As the three Fallen women reached the top of the hill and disappeared from sight, Matthew’s gaze turned to the villagers working on the fields. “Shouldn’t we warn them about the battle that’s going to start?” 

“They will head up before the sun sets,” Maria said. “The battle will start once it is dark.” 


Chapter 31

The Fallen women did not come back down the hill. Maria took that as a sign they had refused her offer. It was time to get this over with, she had said. And so, she laid out her plan to Jason, Matthew, Cathy and Patricia. 

It was simple. The majority of her forces would stay at the bottom of the hills. The men on horseback had brought with them a large quantity of arrows that would be set ablaze and fired at the hill. Maria would use her powers to push the flames upwards towards the village. The incoming fire and billowing smoke would cause confusion amongst the Fallen women. They would turn and flee down the hill on the other side. 

After firing the arrows and setting the hillside ablaze, the men on horses would circle around to the other side and wait for the fleeing Fallen. They would capture those they could and kill those that resisted. 

“Fleeing women with no battle experience would be easy to cut down,” Jason nodded. 

“In the meantime, you four will sneak up the hill from the left side and find the two women that rule over the Fallen. Lucy and Sarah?” Maria asked, and as Matthew nodded, she continued. “You will kill them. It should be over once they are dead.” 

“Happy to kill Lucy,” Matthew said. “If Sarah surrenders, she could be useful in convincing the other women to stop fighting.” 

“Do you have feelings for Sarah?” Maria asked. “Have you slept with her?” 

“What?” Matthew frowned as all eyes watched him. “I don’t have feelings for her, but she’s not evil like Lucy. These are still women with abilities. It could go horribly wrong. They could put up a good fight.” 

“You said they were useless,” Maria said, her eyes narrow. “This whole plan is based on them being useless.” 

“I don’t think I used the word useless…” 

“You did,” Patricia said. “When you were trying to convince our Queen to side with you. You said most of them were useless and you almost killed them all by yourself.” 

“I don’t remember saying that…” Matthew said.

Patricia nodded. “You’ve had too many knocks on the head.” 

“No…” Matthew frowned. Shaking his head, he turned to Maria. “Yes, they weren’t very good. But, if we don’t have to kill them all, isn’t that better? They could form part of your new army or whatever, when the Faith comes calling.”   

“If you think you can flip her, fine. But if she tries anything, you kill her.” 

“Fine,” Matthew said, then realised Maria hadn’t said those last words to him. She was looking at Jason. 


Chapter 32

As the sun began to set, the men and women working in the fields made their way up the hill. They disappeared from sight as did the sunlight. Maria’s men moved in the dark, lying low, some crossed the fields, bows and arrows at the ready as others led their horses around the hills, heading to the other side.  

It was too calm.

The deadline given by Maria had passed. There was no response from the Fallen women occupying the hilltop. 

Matthew didn’t like it. “It’s too quiet.”

“Yes,” Maria said, frowning. 

“I thought you were going to say something mean,” Matthew muttered. “If they’re not going to surrender by the deadline, they must have a plan that doesn’t involve sitting and waiting for us.” 

“I guess we will find out soon enough,” Maria said. “It’s time.” 

Matthew mounted his horse and winced. Landing on the saddle with even a slight bump sent pain shooting to his head, causing his sight to temporarily be blurred. He wondered if he was ready for this. Right now, it seemed like a well-placed punch would send enough pain to his head and knock him out cold. 

But he kept that to himself. 

He led his horse to move towards the left side of the hill, followed by Jason, Patricia and Cathy. The sun had completely set. The sky was clear, the moon partially visible, it shone a dim blue light across the fields. As they cut through the crop fields, Matthew looked up at the hill. 

Layla, Alara and Alena were up there. Were they still alive? The thought was like a punch to the gut. Matthew urged his horse forward. He was so close to seeing them. So close to freeing them. So close to taking his revenge on Lucy. 

Matthew’s horse was practically galloping up the hill now. He heard Jason call out to him, telling him to wait until the fires had been set. But Matthew couldn’t wait. He kept going, his sword drawn, his eyes on the hilltop. 

He made it halfway up the hill when the burning arrows started to fly. They lit the sky up like magnified fireflies. As they struck the hillside, flames sprung up and began to spread quickly. Whatever chemicals those arrow tips were covered in, they were effective. 

From his position on the side of the hill, Matthew couldn’t see Maria. But he felt the sudden breeze that brushed up the hill, pushing the flames upwards towards the village.

Matthew urged his horse forward at greater speeds. He leaned forward as it broke into a gallop. He reached the top as the flames roared up the hill. It wasn’t dry up here. The trees were full of life. Lush and green. How the fire was spreading so quickly Matthew didn’t understand. Smoke began to billow up, and pushed forward by the wind, it engulfed the village wall. 

Matthew had reached the top. The village was right there. Yet, it was still silent. Why weren’t the men and women fleeing? Why wasn’t chaos reigning? 

Jason, Cathy and Patricia had climbed up the hill by this point and came to a halt beside him. 

“Why have you stopped?” Jason asked. “Scared?” 

Matthew ignored him. “It’s too quiet. The hill is on fire. It’s going to reach the village soon. Weren’t they supposed to be fleeing?”

The fire etched closer to the village, crackling and snapping. The smoke hovered over the village like angry clouds on a breezeless day. There was no chance the villagers didn’t know it was coming. 

Something was wrong. 

Matthew dismounted and ran towards the wall that surrounded the village. It was a low wall. He was confident he could easily climb it even with the armour on. 

He was wrong. 

As he jumped and reached for the top of the wall with his hands, he felt his legs give in. He crashed headfirst into the wall. As he dropped to the ground, he heard Jason burst out laughing as he cleared the wall with ease and disappeared. 

Cathy and Patricia stood beside him, both holding their hands out. Matthew took a hand from each girl and pulled himself up. 

“Ignore Jason,” Cathy said. “You’re doing amazing.” 

“Seriously,” Patricia chimed in. “It’s incredible that you’re able to even move. None of us could get out of bed for a week. Jason was the same. He cried like a baby the whole time.” 

“Thanks,” Matthew said. It did make him feel better. With the aid of the girls who literally lifted him up, he pulled himself over the wall and landed on the other side. “Where the hell is everyone?” 

The houses were there. The path of white stone was just as he remembered. Everything seemed perfectly fine. Except for the people. There was no one here. 

“What happened to the villagers working in the fields?” Patricia asked. “Where did they go?” 

Matthew walked along the path, his sword drawn, he headed towards Alara’s house. That was the last place he had seen Layla and the elves. It was the biggest house in the village. If any of the Fallen women were still here, there was a good chance they would be in the biggest and most comfortable house. 

He ran along the path, passing houses with doors and windows closed, he was getting closer to Alara’s when he suddenly stopped.

“Why did you stop?” Cathy whispered. 

“I thought I saw something,” Matthew whispered back. 

“What?” 

He wasn’t sure. The smoke was thick. There was an irritating burning sensation on his eyes and in his throat. But he thought he saw something floating. Two yellow glowing dots. Or balls. 

Eyes. 

“Werewolves,” Matthew whispered. 

“Where?” Cathy asked. 

Matthew did a full circle on the spot. “Everywhere… the village is full of werewolves.” 

The doors to every house around them opened. The glowing eyes appeared, visible through the smoke, they moved forward. The smoke parted as their bodies appeared. They were tall and fierce looking in their human forms. 

Then the werewolves began to transform into their beastlier forms.

Which was so much more terrifying to look at. 


Chapter 33

Matthew hit the ground with a thud as a werewolf slammed its enormous body into his. He wasn’t sure how far into the sky he had flown before crashing into the stone path. It hurt like fuck. The bite force was incredible. He could feel the teeth cutting through what was supposed to be impenetrable armour. But he didn’t get a chance to recover. Another wolf bit into his arm and dragged him along the path. 

Matthew still had his sword in his right hand. He slashed at the wolf, striking the animal’s hide. There was a clanging sound as it connected, as if the hide was metallic. Mattthew kept striking, undeterred. He managed to piss the wolf off enough that it swung its head and tossed him away. 

Again, Matthew flew in the air before he crashed into the wooden door of a house, shattering it, he lay on the floor of the corridor. To his left was the living room. There were four humans huddled together holding hands. 

The mystery of where the villagers were had been resolved. They were in their homes, forced to stay there by the werewolves. What the fuck the werewolves were doing there was another question. Matthew climbed to his feet, his body surprisingly becoming numb to the pain he was feeling. 

With sword in hand, he staggered out of the house and onto the path. 

In front of him, Patricia and Cathy were putting up a good fight. But they would not last long. They were outnumbered and outmuscled. The werewolves were enormous, powerful and fast. Their skin was thick and exceptionally durable. 

The bastards were hard to kill. 

Question was, how did Maria manage to keep them at bay. 

His question was partially answered by Cathy and Patricia. 

Cathy leaped over the werewolves, lashing with her whip, she managed to wrap it around the neck of one. As she came down, the spine of her whip caught on the roof of a house. As she touched down, Cathy pulled with all her strength. The wolf on the other end of the whip thrashed as he was hung. 

As a wolf charged at Patricia, she dematerialised at the right moment, turning solid as the wolf passed, she drove her blades into its back, piercing the skin. The wolf howled in pain. 

Jason, who had disappeared earlier, joined the fray, battling the wolves with his swords, turning his body metal at the right moments as he kicked, punched and headbutted his way through them. 

Matthew felt encouraged. The pain his body felt must have been so extreme they destroyed his pain receptors. Now all he could feel was a slight numbness in his body. 

He charged into battle with his curved blade. The wolves were fast and had deadly jaws and claws. But Matthew expertly danced around them, weaving in and out, ducking, leaping, he struck hard with his sword, driving it past their thick hide.   

“What the fuck is going on?” Jason asked as Matthew cut down a wolf that was about to bite Jason from behind. “Why are their werewolves here?” 

Matthew was new to all the politics. But it seemed obvious to him. “Seems the Fallen women have made some new allies.” 

The battle with the wolves continued. It was hard and exhausting. Matthew was knocked down a few times. Jaws dug into his legs, his arms and his back. If he survived this battle and removed his armour, he was certain his body was going to be covered in bite marks. 

But he also killed and severely wounded many. Just as their numbers were reducing and the tide was turning, Matthew was struck by a bolt from behind. It hit him squarely on the back. Bursts of energy swept through his body, draining him completely. 

As Matthew dropped to his knees, he turned to look back. 

It was Lucy. 

She wasn’t alone. 

Standing beside her were dozens of Fallen women. 


Chapter 34

The smoke that surrounded the village had grown in density. Matthew’s eyes burned as he struggled to breath. He wasn’t alone. All around him, wolves and humans alike coughed and sputtered. 

But Lucy didn’t care. Rather than flee the village and head for the jungle as Maria had expected her to do, she walked towards the centre of the village as Matthew was dragged along by two werewolves in their human form. 

“Where the fuck are you taking me?” Matthew growled. 

“I’m going to kill you. But first, I’m going to kill your fucking little whore bitches in front of you,” Lucy replied, the rage in her voice palpable.

Matthew briefly wondered what had made Lucy so angry, evil and man hating. Those thoughts were quickly pushed aside by his realisation that Layla, Alara and Alena were still alive. He felt hope. She was taking him to see them. To do horrible things to them in front of him, sure. But he was going to show her. He still had it in him. 

Matthew was being pulled by the arms, his feet dragged along the stone path. He tried to stand on his feet. 

He could not. 

His feet did not move. 

Was he paralysed? 

Matthew was suddenly filled with panic. 

He tried to move his fingers, and to his relief, found he could. 

He tried to stand on his feet once more. He succeeded this time, but the effort was exhausting. 

Fuck. 

If he did not recover soon, Lucy was going to kill his girls as he watched helplessly. She was then going to kill him. He was less concerned about that. In order of priority, he would save the girls, kill Lucy, then save himself if possible. 

That fucking bitch. Matthew’s teeth clenched. He had to kill her. 

They reached Alara’s house. The wolves brought him to the living room and threw him against the wall. Matthew just about managed to climb to his feet. He leaned against the wall for balance.

Lucy stepped up to him, her lips by his ear. “I know you think you’re going to save your girls and escape. But I promise you, that will not happen. I’m not going to drag this out. You can thank your friend the Ice Queen for that. Her little fire plan is going to burn this village to the ground in a few minutes. I’m going to kill the girls in front of you now, then I’m going to kill you, then I’ll take your head with me back into the jungle.”

“What happened to you?” Matthew asked. “Were you abandoned by your father as a kid? Because if he did, I get it. You’re fucking unlovable.” 

“Take his armour off,” Lucy growled. 

The wolves got to work and removed his armour like a spooked herd of elephants trampling through the jungle - not elegantly. 

Lucy’s fists glowed as she punched him in the stomach. Matthew crumbled over, dropping to his knees. He climbed back up and spat at Lucy. 

“You fucking piece of shit!” she roared. 

What followed was a barrage of punches. Lucy was furious and she unleashed with both fists, punching Matthew on the face, chest, balls. As Matthew hit the ground again, he couldn’t stop laughing. 

“What the fuck is so funny?” Lucy growled. 

“I’m going to kill you,” Matthew said. “I’m going to rip your head off.” 

“You think you’re in a position to do anything to me?” Lucy spat. “You can’t even stand up.” Faint wisps of smoke began to enter the room through the closed window. “Bring the girls in,” Lucy said. “Let’s get this over with and get out of here.”

As the wolves left the room to bring his girls, Matthew sat on his bottom, his back against the wall, a big smile on his face. “How did you team up with the wolves?” he asked. 

“I sent a girl to see the Ice Queen and offer to continue our alliance in return for your head,” Lucy said. “The stupid bitch got lost and ran into the werewolves. Turns out the Ice Queen isn’t as powerful as we thought.” 

“So you’re going to team up with the wolves and what, conquer the Land of Chaos?” 

Lucy frowned. “Why not? I have an army of women with powers.” 

“They’re useless. I could have killed half of them myself. Almost did.” 

“They need a bit of training,” Lucy admitted. “But I’ll have an endless supply of powered women falling from the sky every year. After I kill you, I’ll retreat back to the settlement in the jungle and after regrouping with the wolves, we're going to come for the Ice Queen.” 

“It’s not a bad plan,” Matthew said, his tone conversational. “With the right training, those girls could be formidable. Too bad you’re going to die soon. I’m going to rip your head off, remember?” 

Lucy’s frown deepened. “Something about you is off,” she said. “I was going to drag out the deaths of the girls. Cut off their hands first, then their legs, then breasts. I was going to show you their naked bodies and the amount of abuse they took. You know Layla cried every time she was raped?” Lucy laughed. 

Matthew’s jaw tightened at that. With some effort, he climbed to his feet, his fists clenched. “It’s time for you to die,” he whispered. 

Lucy burst out laughing. “You can barely move, but your sexist brain is telling you you can defeat me. You’re pathetic, you know that?” 

“You talk too much,” Matthew said. “Let’s fight.” He took a step towards her. 

Lucy came at him hard, punching him repeatedly on the face with her glowing fists. Matthew could feel them connecting with his flesh. Her glowing hands were a blur of flashing lights. But they did no damage. 

Even Lucy realised something wasn’t right. 

She stepped back, confusion in her eyes. “What are you?” 

“What do you mean?” Matthew asked. 

“Your face should have shattered into a hundred pieces by now. I hit you hard…” 

Matthew didn’t have a sexist bone in his body. But he hated Lucy. And he wanted to piss her off before he ripped her head off. So, he said, “Women,” he laughed. “You think you’re strong. But it was like being punched by a cute fluffy bunny.” 

Lucy shook her head. There was fear in her eyes. She turned to run out of the room and made it to the corridor. But Matthew moved quickly. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her back into the room. 

“I told you I was going to rip your head off, remember?” Matthew said. 

“Please… please… I don’t want to die,” Lucy begged, tears forming in her eyes. 

Matthew felt disgusted by her. “You act like a tough cold bitch. Die like that,” he told her off. “Don’t beg for mercy like a coward.”    

Lucy opened her mouth. Probably to beg for her life. Matthew didn’t want to hear it. He wanted to drain the life out of her ugly face. He grabbed her by the throat and squeezed. She kicked and punched frantically. But soon, that slowed until she threw her last feeble punch. 

Matthew watched the life drain out of her eyes. Then he tossed her body aside. He stepped into the corridor just as Sarah stepped into it from the bedroom. 

“Matthew…” she whispered. 

He charged at her and punched her in the stomach. Her body lifted off the ground as she slammed into the wall before falling to the ground, her body crumbled in a heap. Stepping over her, Matthew walked into the bedroom. 

The two werewolves were there. As was Layla, Alara, Alena and Kate. All four girls were naked, their bodies covered in bruises. The wolves had just finished releasing them from their bounds and were in the process of bringing them out to be killed by Lucy. 

Matthew moved into the room and grabbed each wolf by the throat. He snapped their necks with ease and threw aside their bodies. As he turned, he found the girls had huddled together in fear, their heads down, eyes on the ground as they cowered. 

“Please… please… no more…” Layla begged. 

Matthew dropped to his knees by her side. He placed a hand on her back. Layla shuddered at his touch. “Hey, it’s me, Matthew.” 

Layla raised her head and looked up at him, their eyes met. “Matthew?” 

“Hey, it’s me,” he smiled. 

“What are you doing here?” Layla asked. “Is this a dream? Am I dead?” 

At that moment, smoke began to drift into the room from the corridor. “The village is going to burn down,” Matthew said. “We need to get out of here. Can you all walk?” 

Layla stood up and nodded. Following her lead, Alara, Alena and Kate did the same. They looked at him, but didn’t seem to realise what was going on. Fucking Lucy. Matthew couldn’t imagine what she had done to them to make them like this. 

He wished he hadn’t killed her so quickly. She should have suffered. 

Matthew held Layla’s hand and led her out of the bedroom and into the corridor. Kate, Alara and Alena followed. 

Sarah remained lying on the floor, her eyes closed. They walked over her body as they made it to the front door. The smoke outside was much thicker. The fire was close. The werewolves were nowhere to be seen. Nor were there any signs of Jason, Cathy and Patricia.     

He was about to break into a run for the village gates that led towards the jungle behind when he paused and looked back at Sarah and her still body. 

Sarah wasn’t like Lucy. She wasn’t evil to the core. She was a pushover and a coward. She sat back and didn’t challenge Lucy because it was the easier thing to do. 

But did she deserve to die? 


Chapter 35

Maria realised something was wrong. As they waited by the bottom of the hill, no villagers or Fallen women came running down in fright. 

There was nothing. It was too quiet. 

Maria climbed up the hill to have a look. She made it to the front gate when it burst open and villagers ran past her, coughing and spluttering. The smoke was so thick, she could barely see a few feet in front of her. 

With a wave of her hands, she lifted the smoke up above the houses. 

Maria thought she saw a wolf run past a house and disappear behind it. That couldn’t be right. What would wolves be doing here? But she was certain she had seen a beastly man with yellow eyes. She glanced around her warily, hands raised in case she needed to fight. 

Maria walked into the village through the front gates as the villagers continued to rush past her. A woman ran at her, sword in hand. She took a swing. Maria stepped back as an icicle formed in her hand. She drove it into the girl’s stomach and let her drop to the floor, blood dripping out of her mouth. 

Two more girls came at her. One formed a fireball in her hands and threw it at her. Maria formed a floating ice shield two feet in front of her. As the fireball smashed it to bits, she pushed her hand forward. An ice dagger flew straight at the fireball girl, piercing her chest. 

The other girl had a sword in her hand. Seeing her friend die, she dropped it and fled. 

Maria was not impressed by these Fallen women. 

As the villagers cleared out and the smoke began to fade, she spotted Jason, Cathy and Patricia. The three did not look good. All three were covered in cuts, bruises and bite marks. Jason was limping as he leaned on Patricia. His left leg was definitely broken.

“What happened here?” Maria asked. 

“Werewolves,” Patricia replied. 

Werewolves. 

The man with the yellow eyes. It had been a wolf.        

“Where is Matthew?” Maria asked. 

“He was taken by one of the Fallen women,” Patricia said. “She struck him down with this glowing ball. I think he might be dead.” 

“He’s tougher than he looks,” Maria said. 

“Maybe, but that Fallen woman missed the first time she threw one of those balls. It hit a wall and smashed it into pieces,” Patricia said. 

Maria glanced at the walls of the houses. They were made of solid stone. They would stand for thousands of years. She briefly considered retreating. She could lose in a fight with a Fallen woman that had such power. 

Sometimes, it was worth taking risks. Matthew was tough. There was a chance he was still alive and fighting back. With her help, they could kill this Fallen woman. 

She continued walking forward, now fully alert. But no more Fallen women came at her. Nor did she spot any wolves running around. 

And then she spotted him. 

Matthew. 

He walked towards her, a head in one hand, with his other hand, he dragged an unconscious woman by the foot. He wasn’t alone. There were four naked girls walking beside him that looked like they had been heavily abused. And behind them there were a few dozen women. 

“What happened?” Maria asked. 

“I killed her,” Matthew said. He lifted the head of the woman as if to prove it. 

“That’s Lucy?” 

Matthew nodded. 

“Patricia thought you were dead,” Maria said. “How did you manage to kill her?” 

“Strangled her,” Matthew said. “I ripped her head off as we were leaving. Needed to show it to those lot,” he tilted his head towards the women standing behind him. 

“Fallen women that have surrendered?”

Matthew nodded. “Because I killed their leader. This one is Lucy,” he lifted the head once more. “The one I'm dragging along is Sarah.” 

They had won. 

And with minimal losses. 

Matthew would fight for her when she needed him. He had survived something that could knock a stone wall down. He was as powerful as she had hoped. Jason, Cathy and Patricia would recover. The Fallen women would join her army. 

It had been a good night. 


Epilogue

Matthew sat outside the village gates beneath the shade of a tree. The weather was warmer, the sun was brighter. From his viewpoint, he could see the seemingly endless lush jungle stretched out before him. 

He got lucky. For whatever reason, the floating warmth in his chest returned at the right time. It gave him enough strength to kill Lucy and rescue his girls. It was gone once more. He wondered if that was how it worked. Did it only come to him when he was about to die?

To his left, resting on the dirt was Lucy’s head. 

It had begun to rot some. Her skin was a reddish-brown. Blood and pus seeped out of her eyes, nose and mouth. It was disgusting to look at. 

Matthew wasn’t sure why he still had it. 

He couldn’t hurt the bitch anymore. She was dead. 

“Hey,” a voice said. 

Matthew looked behind to see Kate standing a few feet away from him. “Hey,” he nodded at her. 

“Can I join you?” she asked. 

“Sure.” 

Kate stepped closer, stopping as she saw the head. “What are you going to do with Lucy’s head?” 

Matthew shrugged. “Do you think it would help if I smashed it to pieces with a sledgehammer?” 

“Maybe,” Kate said. She sat beside him on the opposite side of the head. Her shoulder brushed against his. “Thanks for saving me.” 

“What happened to you?” Matthew asked. “I thought you were going to be waiting for me outside the Ice Queen’s castle.” 

“You told me to leave if you didn’t come out after two days. So I left and came back here. I thought I could sneak in and free the girls,” Kate said. “I couldn’t sneak in. They caught me,” she added with a laugh. 

They sat in silence, staring out at the jungle before them. Kate reached for his hand and took it in hers. She squeezed it gently as she rested her head on his shoulder. 

“What happens now?” Kate asked. “Do we get to live here happily ever after?” 

“You can,” Matthew said. “I made a… promise to the Ice Queen to help defend her kingdom in time of need. Seems she needs me to help her fight the werewolves.” 

“When do we leave?” Kate asked. 

Matthew turned his head to look at her. “We?” 

“I’m coming with you,” Kate said. “As would Alara, Alena and Layla. You know that right?” 

The things Lucy had done to them in front of him before Kate freed him, the signs of abuse their bodies showed when he came back for them, Matthew could never let that happen again. 

He told Kate as much. 

“The safest place for us to be is next to you, Matthew,” Kate said. 

Matthew didn’t agree with that. But at that moment, he couldn’t think of a good reason to disagree. His eyes fell on Lucy once more. That fucking evil bitch. 

He climbed to his feet and kicked her head as hard as he could. 

It flew off the hill, flying high before it began to fall. It disappeared from sight as it dropped below the treeline. Maybe Spuds the talking ant would find the head and eat it. 

He held his hand out to Kate and pulled her up. Once on her feet, she stepped close to him, her chest brushed up against his. 

“Thanks for coming back to try and save the girls. You didn’t have to do that,” Matthew said. 

“It's the least I could do,” Kate said. “Just wish I hadn’t gotten caught.”  

Matthew kissed her on the lips. Then, holding her hand, he walked back into the village. Maria could make her demands about heading out immediately to battle the werewolves, but she was going to have to wait.

Matthew was going to spend some time with his girls. They deserved it. So did he. 
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