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				Jason was surrounded by fire. It felt normal to have it around him, circling him, clinging to him. It was odd to be hurtling across the sky though, as he was engulfed in flames. 
			

			
				That was different. 
			

			
				He was falling now. 
			

			
				And the ground was coming up incredibly quickly. 
			

			
				Jason curled himself into the foetal position, bracing himself for the impact. He was going to survive right? He wasn’t going to hit the ground and splatter into a thousand pieces, was he? 
			

			
				In that ball of fire, Jason’s lips spread into a wry smile. The child destined to free his father, he died on impact without having walked a step in Abecis, otherwise known as the Land of Chaos. 
			

			
				He hit the ground with a thud. 
			

			
				The flames that surrounded him vanished, as if he had fallen into an ocean of water. Except, he had struck a field and created a small crater. He was still in one piece. No broken bones. Just his naked body covered in dirt and bits of grass. 
			

			
				Jason climbed to his feet, then climbed out of the crater. Standing at the edge of the hole he had just created, he took in his surroundings. He had landed in a large field. Jason sighed. He did have a plan. Find his Disciples, convert the planet, free his father and leave. 
			

			
				The plan was admittedly short on details. 
			

			
				He didn’t know where his Disciples were or what they looked like. But he would know once he saw them. He would be able to sense the small amounts of Eternal Flame that burned within their bodies. 
			

			
				Jason glanced up at the sky and the trail of smoke he had left across it. His arrival would have been noticed by many. Some would ignore it and get on with their lives. Some would fear it and see it as a sign of a terrible forthcoming. A few would see it as an opportunity. What had fallen from the heavens? It didn’t matter if it were precious metals or a living breathing organism, they would seek to sell it. 
			

			
				Jason was ready for whatever would come his way. He was of the Eternal Flame. There were few in the entire universe that could match his strength and power. 
			

			
				“Oh my god!” a voice shouted. 
			

			
				Jason turned to see a woman standing on the other side of the crater, her hands covering her mouth, her eyes wide. She was a skinny woman with black hair and hazel eyes. 
			

			
				He couldn’t sense the Eternal Flame within her. 
			

			
				Just an ordinary human. 
			

			
				“Are you of the Faith?” he asked. 
			

			
				“The Faith?” the woman frowned, her hands no longer covering her mouth, they rested by her side as her fingers played with the cloth on her dress. “You mean those religious zealots?” 
			

			
				She was a non-believer. 
			

			
				She would have to be converted or killed. 
			

			
				He circled around the crater as he approached her. The woman remained on the spot, though he noticed her feet trembling. Her eyes were still wide and her skin pale. Perhaps she was always like that. Perhaps she was afraid of him.
			

			
				“Where am I?” he asked.  
			

			
				“This is my farm,” she told him. “And… you’re naked.” 
			

			
				It was no surprise to him that he was naked. Clothes tended not to survive in a fire. But still, he looked down at his naked body. Then he stared at her clothed body. They would not fit him. She was much too small. 
			

			
				“Where is your house?” he asked. 
			

			
				The woman raised her hand and pointed towards his left. “Are you going to steal my things?” she asked. “I don’t have anything of value.” 
			

			
				“I need clothes.” 
			

			
				“I don’t have anything for you to wear…” 
			

			
				“Do you have the necessary tools to knit?” 
			

			
				The woman nodded slowly. 
			

			
				“Are they in your house?” 
			

			
				She nodded again, slowly. 
			

			
				“Let us go to your house,” Jason said. “You can knit clothes that will fit my body.” The woman didn’t move. She remained rooted to the spot and stared up at him, eyes still wide. Perhaps that was their natural state – eyes always wide. “Is there a problem?” 
			

			
				“Are you going to kill me?” the woman asked. 
			

			
				It was a fair question. The world needed to be converted. He could not have disbelievers spreading doubt. But the woman would be given ample time to learn the truth. 
			

			
				“I have no intention of killing you now.” 
			

			
				The woman’s eyes wide already, seemed to widen even further. She took a step back, her mouth hung open, but no words came out. 
			

			
				She was afraid, wasn’t she? 
			

			
				“Did my words cause you concern?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				The woman managed to close her mouth as she nodded her head. 
			

			
				“What exactly did I say that is causing you fear?” 
			

			
				“That you’re not going to kill me now,” the woman said. “Are you going to kill me later? After I knit clothes for you? Are you going to rape me before you kill me?” she asked, before adding, “I don’t want to die.” 
			

			
				Rape her? 
			

			
				Jason shook his head in annoyance. This woman was not understanding him at all. “I am Jason,” he told her. “I am of the pure Eternal Flame. I have no desire to rape you or anyone else for that matter.” 
			

			
				“Pure eternal flame?” the woman asked, her skin now a ghostly pale. “Are you from hell?” 
			

			
				“Hell?” Jason was really annoyed now. It was like their languages used the same words but had completely different meanings. “You think I’m from hell?” 
			

			
				“You said eternal flame,” the woman stammered, taking another terrified step back. “Where else is the flame eternal?” 
			

			
				Jason sighed. It was a good point. Maybe that was why some of his kind had begun to refer to it as the Eternal Light and not flame. “I am not from hell. I have come as the Messiah, to save this world from eternal sin and lead the believers to Shura.” 
			

			
				His words did not have the calming effect on the woman that Jason had envisaged. 
			

			
				“The Messiah that the Faith have been waiting for?” she asked as she swallowed nervously. 
			

			
				“That very one,” Jason smiled. The woman should be glad. But she remained terrified. Because she did not believe. It was nothing to worry about. He would make a believer of her. Or he would have to kill her. But first, he needed clothes. “Lead the way to your house,” he commanded. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Annabelle led Jason, the strange man who claimed to be the Messiah the Faith have been waiting for, to her modest home. 
			

			
				Its walls were a patchwork of timber and earth, pale and cracked in places, the wooden beams darkened by years of rain and smoke. The roof, thick with thatch, sagged a little in the middle, heavy with age, but still holding firm. 
			

			
				The front door was not a door as one would imagine. Annabelle had placed a rough plank of wood that swung inwards, creaking on leather hinges as it did. Inside, the single room was dim, lit only by the glow of the hearth at its heart. A small fire crackled there, casting shadows on the packed dirt floor. 
			

			
				A rough-hewn table sat beneath a narrow slit of a window, barely wide enough to let the light in. Two stools flanked it, one wobbled slightly on its legs. In the corner, a bedframe of branches lashed together held a mattress of straw, covered in coarse woollen blankets. 
			

			
				“This is your home?” Jason asked as he stood by the door. 
			

			
				Annabelle couldn’t help but stare at him and his nakedness. 
			

			
				She wondered how he could be so casual about it. The man made no attempt to protect his modesty. Sure, he had discussed the issue of her procuring clothes for him, but until that time, he could have used his hands or a large leaf to cover his manhood. 
			

			
				It would have to be a really large leaf… 
			

			
				Jason had asked a question, hadn’t he? 
			

			
				“Yes. This is my home,” she said quickly. 
			

			
				“It’s awful.” 
			

			
				Annabelle blinked in surprise. Not that Jason thought it awful. But because he had said as much. He was rude, wasn’t he? Or he was very rich. Like one of those nobles. Perhaps he was a prince. 
			

			
				He claimed to be the Messiah the Faith had been waiting for, but Annabelle didn’t buy that. Why would the fabled saviour of the Faith be naked in a field covered in dirt and grass? 
			

			
				He did look rich. His long golden hair, his blue eyes, those high cheekbones, his muscular body that did not have a single scar, the skin so smooth you knew he hadn’t ever worked in a field. 
			

			
				“You are clearly looking at my cock,” Jason said, frowning. “How about you get a start on my clothes whilst I find a place to wash.” His eyes scanned the room, his frown deepened. “Where do you wash?” he asked, before adding, “You do wash, don’t you?” 
			

			
				Annabelle nodded, her cheeks turning red. Did this tall handsome man think she was dirty? She glanced down at her clothes. Sure, they were plain and rough. But they were clean. “It’s out the back,” she said. “There’s a well and a bucket.” 
			

			
				Jason stepped out of the front door before he paused, then stepped back in. “You should take measurements of my body so you can make a start on the clothes.” 
			

			
				“Okay,” Annabelle said, though she remained rooted to the spot as she stared at his body. How was she supposed to measure that? She wasn’t a seamstress. The needle and string she had were to repair her own clothes, not create new ones. 
			

			
				“Why do you stand there, woman?” Jason asked, his tone of voice incredibly deep. 
			

			
				“I don’t know how to measure you…” 
			

			
				“What sort of seamstress are you?” 
			

			
				“I’m… I’m not,” Annabelle said. “I’m a farmer.” 
			

			
				Jason, who was standing by the door, looked out at the fields that did not grow much of anything. His eyes scanned the house once more, taking in her meagre possessions. 
			

			
				“You are poor,” he said. It was a statement, not a question. “Yet you remain an unbeliever. Do you not want to be better?” 
			

			
				Annabelle’s jaws tightened. “The Faith take from the poor as much as they take from the rich.” 
			

			
				“That is fair,” Jason said. “We must all contribute equally to achieve salvation.” 
			

			
				“It’s fair if you have money to give. I have nothing to give. You’ve walked into my home and told me it’s awful. You know that I am poor, yet you want me to make you clothes. Are you going to pay?” 
			

			
				“Pay?” Jason frowned. “With money?” 
			

			
				“Well, yes, money,” Annabelle said. “I don’t want sexual favours from you.” Her cheeks burned as soon as the words slipped out of her mouth. Why had she said that? “It’s because of your cock,” she mumbled. “I-” she stopped talking, wondering what was wrong with her. Why had she referenced his cock? Because it was hanging out like a baby's leg? 
			

			
				“I will not be offering sexual services,” Jason said. “But I will promise to pay you back once my Disciples arrive. They should have money. Does that work for you?” 
			

			
				Annabelle nodded quickly. She turned her back towards him and took a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves. She walked towards the chest of drawers beside her bed and pulled out two of her dresses. The only two that she had. 
			

			
				Walking up to Jason with the dresses, she held them against his body. He was much too tall to fit into them. But that wasn’t the plan. She took rough measurements of his body using her hands and when he was done, she took him around the back of the house to the well. 
			

			
				Leaving him there, she rushed back into the house and pushed shut the plank of wood that doubled up as her front door. She dropped to the floor, her back against the door, her chest rising and falling heavily. 
			

			
				I have no intention of killing you now. 
			

			
				Those were the exact words that had come out of his mouth. 
			

			
				He didn’t plan to kill her now. 
			

			
				What was he waiting for? Clothes? Would he kill her after that? Or was he just a mental man? He claimed to be the Messiah. More reason to think he was mental. 
			

			
				Annabelle was aware of the Faith. She had met a few of their followers before. Always dressed in white. She didn’t have a problem with them. She knew very little of their beliefs. Something about their god leading all worthy souls to salvation. There were a dozen other religions that said the same thing. 
			

			
				When that ball of fire crashed into her field and shook the foundations of her little house, Annabelle naturally ran out to see what it was. What she didn’t expect was to find a naked man walking out of the huge hole he had created in that field. 
			

			
				A man crashing into the earth in a ball of fire. Perhaps he really was the Messiah. Or a madman. Either way, she was beginning to wish she hadn’t ventured out. 
			

			
				Annabelle climbed to her feet and walked towards her chest of drawers where she kept the needle, string and her scissor. Whether Jason really was the Messiah or a madman did not matter. She needed to stitch him up some clothes. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jason crouched by the old stone well and with cupped hands, lifted the icy water and splashed it across his chest, gasping softly at the chill. It was cold in this place. Not freezing with the land covered in a blanket of snow cold. But cold, nonetheless. The water ran down his back in rivulets and darkened the earth at his feet. He had managed to remove most of the dirt and the sap that emerged as he brushed the plants from his body. 
			

			
				Perhaps the woman had finished preparing his clothes. 
			

			
				The water dripping down his body, he walked back into the house. 
			

			
				The woman sat by the table resting beneath the narrow window, scissors in hand, she cut through a dress. 
			

			
				“You’re not very fast, are you?” he asked. 
			

			
				The small woman turned her head and let out a scream. 
			

			
				“Sorry,” she mumbled. “I wasn’t expecting you to be back so soon and…” her eyes glanced at his groin. 
			

			
				Jason looked down. His cock was erect. “That happens when a man washes. Their cock rises.” He walked towards the woman and rested his back against the wall as he faced her. “You seem unnaturally fascinated by my cock. Have you never seen one before?” 
			

			
				The woman’s cheeks turned red as she looked down at the table. “I have,” she mumbled.
			

			
				“Have you seen an adult cock? One that can rise and fall?” 
			

			
				The woman nodded, her face now as bright as a tomato. 
			

			
				She was lying. Which made him wonder about her character. What sort of woman lied about something so trivial? She really did need the Faith. He would convert her. But first, she would clothe him. 
			

			
				Jason sat and watched as she knitted away. When she was done, she presented him with a pair of trousers that were too short and a shirt that was too tight and too short. 
			

			
				“It looks great,” the woman said. 
			

			
				“What’s your name?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“Annabelle,” she replied, “but most people call me Anna,” she smiled. 
			

			
				“This is not good, Anna,” Jason said, annoyed. How could she have measured him so badly? 
			

			
				“Oh,” Anna said, crestfallen. “I’m not very good at it, but I can have another go?” 
			

			
				Jason was about to respond. But he didn’t. He turned to look at the door. 
			

			
				“What is it?” Anna asked, turning her head, she looked at her front door. Then she looked back at him. “What is it?” she repeated. 
			

			
				“You can’t hear the hooves?” 
			

			
				“Hooves?” Anna shook her head. 
			

			
				“You have poor hearing,” Jason commented, then wondered if any of that was true. He stared at her. She looked like him, but of course, she was not made of the pure Eternal Flame. “What are you?” 
			

			
				“What am I?” Anna asked, confused. “I… I don’t understand.” 
			

			
				“You’re bad at things, but maybe you’re not bad. Maybe that’s just how your species are,” Jason said, his eyes back at the door. “Here they come.” 
			

			
				No sooner had he said those words, the plank of wood that fronted as a door flung off its hinges and in stepped four men. 
			

			
				Anna screamed again. 
			

			
				Jason glanced at her, his brows furrowing. Why did she scream so much? 
			

			
				“We’re looking for the thing that fell out of the sky,” one of the men said. “We found an empty crater, but nothing inside. Do you know anything about it?” 
			

			
				“No,” Anna said quickly. “We haven’t left the house today.” 
			

			
				Now she was definitely lying. “I am the thing that created the crater,” Jason said. “I am the Messiah. Are you of the Faith?” 
			

			
				The three men laughed. They were big men. And each man had four arms. Which was interesting. Jason hadn’t seen that before. 
			

			
				“You’re the Messiah the Faith have been waiting a thousand years for?” one man with four arms asked.  
			

			
				“I don’t know how long it has been. Time works differently in our plain of-” Jason stopped as the man with four arms that had asked the question burst out laughing. “What is so funny?” 
			

			
				“The Messiah hath returned!” the man roared. “Let's see how strong you are.” 
			

			
				“You wish to fight me?” Jason asked, brows furrowed, he took a step towards the men. “That would be unwise.” 
			

			
				He raised his hands formed into fists as the men came at him. They were big men wearing long leather coats. Jason noticed the swords by their waist. But the men did not draw them. Their mistake. 
			

			
				Jason stood in the centre of the room. The floorboards creaked beneath his bare feet. He was calm, his eyes fixed. This would be a good opportunity for him to stretch his muscles. 
			

			
				They rushed him. These creatures with the four arms were stronger and faster than the average human. Much faster. But Jason was not concerned. He was of the Eternal Flame. 
			

			
				He moved like a shadow given form—fluid, precise and impossibly fast. He ducked and side stepped, then came in for a punch. He struck one in the ribs and watched him fall. 
			

			
				Except, the man should not have just fallen. 
			

			
				Jason’s punch should have killed the man. 
			

			
				His fist should have punched a hole through the man’s body and come out the other side. 
			

			
				So confused was Jason by the man who was now climbing to his feet, he didn’t notice the fists that came for him. They struck him across the chest and face. 
			

			
				The force was so strong, he hit the ground with a thud.  
			

			
				“That hurt,” he mumbled. 
			

			
				“You would do nicely,” one of the men said. 
			

			
				“Nicely for what?” Jason asked as he climbed to his feet. He touched his face and felt the bruises. What was going on? He held his hands out, formed into fists. Why were they not flaming? “Something is wrong…” 
			

			
				The men did not care to ask what was wrong. They came at him again. The stakes were suddenly higher. He wasn’t guaranteed to win. He couldn’t rely on his godly powers. The Eternal Flames were not present within him. He would have to rely on his skills. 
			

			
				As they came once more, swinging their fists, Jason’s instincts took over. He caught one by the wrist and spun him into the wall. Another came from behind, and he twisted, using the attacker’s own momentum to flip him to the ground. For a moment, it seemed like he was going to defeat them. 
			

			
				But the men kept getting right back up. Jason wasn’t used to this. When he struck, normally they stayed down. Forever. 
			

			
				His strikes grew slower. His timings were off by half a second. He reached inward for that divine strength, that endless well of power—and found only silence. Confusion bloomed in his chest, sharp and cold. A punch caught him across the face. Another slammed into his stomach. He staggered, blood on his lips.
			

			
				Still, Jason fought on. He was the Messiah. He was here to conquer the world and free his father. He would be damned if he was going to lose to a bunch of four-armed freaks. He fought on, giving it his all. Beads of sweat formed on his brow and his chest. He knocked the men down on multiple occasions. But still, they rose. 
			

			
				“What are you?” Jason asked, his breathing heavy. “How do you keep getting up?” 
			

			
				“We’re barbarians,” one man roared. 
			

			
				Barbarians. 
			

			
				That told him absolutely nothing. He had never come across four-armed humans that called themselves barbarians. Did they have any specific weaknesses? He stared at them, tried to study them. Their only exposed flesh was their faces, which he had struck a few times. They did not bruise easily. 
			

			
				If he had a sword, he could cut them, he could slice a head off and see if they could get up from that. 
			

			
				Except, he didn’t have a sword. 
			

			
				And he was tired. 
			

			
				That was a new feeling for him. 
			

			
				Tiredness. 
			

			
				“Can we take a breather?” Jason asked, now breathing heavily. 
			

			
				The barbarians did not give him time to catch his breath. They came at him with such speed and strength, it was as if exhaustion was not a concept their bodies were familiar with. They overwhelmed him—four against one, eight arms, eight fists. They beat him down like waves breaking a rock. Eventually, Jason fell to one knee, then to both. 
			

			
				He gasped, vision blurred, breath ragged. He felt broken as he rested on the wooden floor. He wasn’t invincible. He wasn’t a god. How was he going to convert the world when he couldn’t even defeat four men with extra arms? What had happened to him? Why had the Eternal Flame deserted him? 
			

			
				As the four barbarians continued to pound away at him, as his blurry vision began to darken, Jason heard Anna let out a blood curdling scream.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jason sat in a cage with a metal collar around his neck. It was connected to the manacles around his wrists and ankles by a chain. Half a day earlier and Jason wouldn’t have been concerned by these bonds. He would have ripped them off with ease. 
			

			
				Something had changed. 
			

			
				Something was holding back his godly strength, subduing it. 
			

			
				He could feel the flame in his chest floating around like a ball of warmth. That wasn’t how it was supposed to be. That ball of warmth should have been like the power of the sun. A golden blaze, unrelenting and primal. 
			

			
				Sitting opposite him, also in chains was Anna. She had a darkened bruise under her left eye and a swollen cheek. Had they hit her too? 
			

			
				The cage they were both in was mounted onto the back of a horse drawn cart. There were more than four barbarians. There was an entire horde of them. They sat atop war horses that rode back and forth as the cart moved along a dirt track. 
			

			
				Jason was a god. He was one of the most powerful beings in the universe. He had come to this world to lead its inhabitants to salvation and free his father. Yet, one his first day, he had been captured by a bunch of barbarians and was now being transported like a common criminal. 
			

			
				“Where are they taking us?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“To the market,” Anna said, sniffing. 
			

			
				“For what purpose?” 
			

			
				“We’re going to be sold,” Anna said. “That’s what the barbarians do. They capture things and sell them off into slavery.” 
			

			
				“I will not be sold into slavery,” Jason growled. He pulled at his chains. The manacles dug into his wrists. He pulled harder. Blood appeared. 
			

			
				“Stop. Please stop,” Anna said. “You’re going to rip your hands off.”
			

			
				“I don’t think that’s possible,” Jason muttered, though he did stop tugging at his restraints. 
			

			
				He might not rip his hands off, but he was certainly going to crack his bones. He could feel a constant moaning pain emitting from them already. 
			

			
				Pain. 
			

			
				It wasn’t an entirely new sensation. He had felt it before. But not like this. The barbarians had spared no part of his body as they pummelled him. He hurt everywhere. His back, legs, face, arms. His head throbbed. 
			

			
				“So… you really were in that fireball that hit the field?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				“I was.” 
			

			
				“Why were you in the fireball? Was it a punishment for doing something bad?” 
			

			
				Jason’s brows furrowed as he stared at Anna. He should be annoyed by her presence and her dumb questions. Because she did ask dumb questions. But he wasn’t annoyed. Why wasn’t he annoyed? 
			

			
				Because he had bigger things to be annoyed about. The fact that he had been beaten by a bunch of men whose only talent was to have an extra set of limbs, the fact that his strength, the Eternal Flame that was his power wasn’t so eternal at the moment, the fact that his Disciples had not come to submit and pledge their allegiance, the fact that he was in chains like scum of the planet being taken to a slave auction.  
			

			
				“It’s how we enter planets. As our bodies hit the atmosphere, we light up like a fireball,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“You’re from-” Anna stopped and looked up at the sky. “You’re from the heavens?” 
			

			
				“Sure,” Jason nodded. 
			

			
				“Why would you come down here to this horrible place?” 
			

			
				Horrible place? So far in his short time in Abecis, he had seen fields, trees, lakes and in the distance, hills. The sky was clear, the air was clean. Compared to many planets he had visited, this place could be considered heaven. 
			

			
				“I’m here to free my father,” Jason said. “Why do you think this place is horrible? Look at the trees, listen to the birds singing, breathe in that fresh air.” 
			

			
				Anna did look around at the trees and the birds. She looked up at the sky. Then she looked down at her wrists and the manacles that were fastened around it. 
			

			
				“It doesn’t matter how pretty the flowers are and how delightful the birds are as they sing. I lost my parents seven years ago, when I was thirteen. They owned the small farm you fell in. The trees are lovely and green, but the land is not the most fertile. I have been living alone for seven years, working hard on my farm. There have been cold winters where I ate one meal a day and almost froze to death at night. Through sickness and injuries, I have been by myself, all alone, trying to stay alive and hoping for a better future. Then one day you land in my field. I had only ever heard of Barbarians,” Anna said, letting out a bitter laugh. “Men with four arms. I should have stared at wonder, instead, they knock me to the ground even though I am no threat, throw me in chains and now I will be a slave for the rest of my life.” 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The cart creaked over the uneven dirt road, its wheels biting into ruts carved by countless wagons before it. Jason and Annabelle sat in the back, their wrists shackled in heavy iron chains that clinked with every jolt of the ride. Dust clung to their skin and hair, stirred up by the slow march of the two horses pulling the cart. 
			

			
				As they neared the town, the stone walls loomed ahead, their silhouettes sharp against the late afternoon sun. The gates of Baldrick's Curve swung open at the guards’ signal, revealing a cobbled street lined with timber-framed houses and grim-eyed townsfolk peering through shuttered windows. 
			

			
				The man sitting on the perch of their cart wore a crimson cloak and had broad shoulders. He cracked his whip at the horses, leading them down a narrow side street that reeked of rot, sweat and blood. Rubbish formed little mounds and rats scurried about in the daylight.  
			

			
				At the end of the lane was a wide building of stone that had a single door and no windows. The cart came to a stop by the door. The barbarians on horses crowded the lane, blocking any chance of escape. 
			

			
				Jason and Anna were pulled off the cart and led into the building. It was dark inside. As Jason’s eyes adjusted, he became aware of the many cells that contained others. Most were human, though one had the pointy ears and white hair of an elf. 
			

			
				Jason and Anna were both led to the same cell and their chains were locked to hooks in the wall, further restricting their movement. 
			

			
				Jason watched as the barbarians negotiated a price for him and Anna. They referred to him as the one that fell from the sky and claimed to be the Messiah. The burly man they spoke with did not seem convinced. After some more talking, during which the barbarians spoke of how Jason had managed to knock them all down at some point single handedly, the burly man grabbed a cudgel, opened the cell and struck Jason in the stomach. 
			

			
				“Why did you do that?” Jason fumed. 
			

			
				The man did not respond, but struck him again. 
			

			
				Jason managed to take a couple of steps towards the man before the chains that were tied to the wall hooks stopped him going any further. 
			

			
				The man struck him in the stomach once more, this time swinging with all his might. Jason remained on his feet, not crumbling down in pain, though it did hurt a lot. 
			

			
				“Not bad,” the burly man said. 
			

			
				He walked out of the cell and closed the door behind him. 
			

			
				“We’re not done!” Jason yelled out. “Come back in here!” 
			

			
				But the burly man did not come back into the cell. He shook hands with the barbarians and gave them a purse full of coins. Their business concluded, they walked out that door, along with the burly man. 
			

			
				The only light that came in was from the door they had entered. With the door now closed, it was almost pitch black. 
			

			
				A large room full of cells and nothing else. 
			

			
				He was a prisoner, captured by barbarians that he would normally have been able to destroy with a flick. Another new experience for Jason. 
			

			
				He had expected his mission to be difficult. Converting the whole planet into believers would not be an easy task. There were many kingdoms and many religions in the land. There were other gods lurking about, weaker gods, but still gods. 
			

			
				Jason expected most would eventually convert. 
			

			
				The others would have to die.  
			

			
				He had expected his challenges to come when he fought against the mightiest the planet had to offer. Gods and demons. 
			

			
				Not mostly ordinary men with four arms. 
			

			
				He felt weak. He know he smelt bad. And his body ached. 
			

			
				He did not like this at all. 
			

			
				And then he realised this was how most men and women felt all the time. Weak and smelly. It was a wonder they were able to get out of bed in the mornings. 
			

			
				Jason walked back until he came up against the stone wall. He slid down the wall and rested on his bottom, his knees up. 
			

			
				Had he lost his godly powers for good? 
			

			
				“Who do you think will buy us?” Anna whispered. 
			

			
				Jason turned his head in her direction. He could see the outline of her body, her small frame. The girl had lived a hard life. Lost her parents young and known only hardship ever since. 
			

			
				Jason was surprised.   
			

			
				Was he feeling empathy towards the human? 
			

			
				“It doesn’t matter who buys me. I will break free,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“I hope it's not-” Anna stopped, sniffing. 
			

			
				Was she crying? It was too dark to tell. “You hope it's not what?” 
			

			
				“I hope it's not an old hideous man,” she snorted a laugh. “I’ve-” she stopped again, before continuing. “I’ve never been with a man. I don’t want my first time to be with someone old and ugly…” 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t new to the universe. Despite his tender appearance, he had been around for a long time and he had seen much. He had visited societies that were advanced and had outlawed slavery and societies where it was the norm to have multiple slaves that tended to every need of their masters.
			

			
				Abecis did not strike him as an advanced society. Judging by Anna’s appearance, breasts that were surprisingly full for her slender frame, a good wash could make her attractive. 
			

			
				If she were purchased by a man, she could be a house slave. It was better than being any other type of slave. Were she put out to work on the fields, she would probably be raped all the same. But it would be out on the fields by the other slaves and anyone that happened to pass by. 
			

			
				Jason felt it again.
			

			
				Empathy. 
			

			
				He felt it for a human.  
			

			
				“Once I am free, I will free you too,” he told her. 
			

			
				“Um… thanks,” came her uncertain reply from across the darkness.  
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The clang of iron rang down the narrow stone corridor as the prisoners were led from their cells, the heavy chains at their wrists and ankles forcing them into a slow, awkward march. 
			

			
				The morning was overcast, the sun a dull smear behind thick clouds, casting the small town of Baldricks Curve in a pale, cold light. 
			

			
				The auction block stood only a few dozen paces from the holding cells—close enough to smell the bloodstained wood and hear the low murmur of the waiting crowd. Guards flanked the line of slaves, spears in hand, the butts of their weapons occasionally cracking down to jolt a slow-moving prisoner forward.
			

			
				Jason was amongst this wretched group. 
			

			
				His tall, broad-shouldered presence drew stares from the crowd. His shirt had long since torn away, revealing a powerful chest and arms heavy with muscle. He was led onto the platform and his chains were secured to the single pole. The auctioneer raised his arms to the crowd. 
			

			
				“Behold!” he shouted. “This man claims to have fallen from the sky in a blaze of fire! That’s right! The same blaze of fire you all spotted in the sky yesterday. He defeated fifteen barbarians with his bare fists before they managed to subdue him. He claims to be the Messiah. The very Messiah the Faith have been waiting a thousand years for!” 
			

			
				A ripple of laughter and curiosity moved through the gathered bidders. They did not believe the auctioneer. It was a motley crowd, the bidders, for the most part. Locals that needed slaves for their farms. Jason had noticed a lot of farms on his way here. 
			

			
				But amongst the crowd were a few that looked like they were from out of town. He spotted a man wearing a black cloak, the sword by his waist clearly visible. There was a woman too, wearing a green cloak with a hood. Standing on either side of her were two more women. All three stared at him with interest. 
			

			
				“Strong as any demigod,” the auctioneer roared and then without warning, brought a stout cudgel into Jason’s gut—once, twice, a third time. Jason staggered slightly but did not fall. His eyes blazed with fury, and he let out a guttural roar, lunging forward. The chains snapped taut, holding him inches from the auctioneer’s throat. “Told you!” the auctioneer said, without budging an inch, apparently not at all afraid of his life. 
			

			
				Jason was restrained for now. But he would break free. And he would punish this man for daring to touch him, to bring him up on this platform and auction him off like cattle. 
			

			
				The bidding on him began. There was much interest, but soon, there were only two remaining bidders. The man in the dark cloak and the woman in the green cloak. 
			

			
				“Sold! To the lady in the green!” the auctioneer shouted. 
			

			
				Jason stared at the woman who had wasted good coin on him. How did she think she could keep him as a slave? At some point, these chains were going to come off. Even without his godly powers, he could defeat any human in combat. He was going to use that sword by her waist to cut her down. 
			

			
				Jason was led off the platform by the auctioneer’s guards as they brought on the next person to be sold. 
			

			
				It was Anna. 
			

			
				She looked different. 
			

			
				The girl had been led away from her cell first thing in the morning, along with the rest of the women that were to be sold. Jason now knew why. 
			

			
				The barbarians had roughed her up when they captured her. She had a black eye and bruises, her clothes were torn and her hair was messy. Being thrown in a cart and then a cell after that hadn’t helped. 
			

			
				But now, she was clean, her black hair had been washed and tied in a ponytail and she wore new clothes. It was a simple dress, but it was short and revealing. It clung to her body, barely dropping below her waist, it was cut low, revealing her ample breasts. 
			

			
				Anna gave him a weak smile as she was chained to the pole and put on display for the crowd. 
			

			
				The bidding began in earnest with the townsmen showing much enthusiasm. All the while, Anna glanced at him furtively, her cheeks reddening. 
			

			
				Jason knew that look. He had seen it many times before. She had fallen for him. Maybe not head over heels, but to some degree, she wanted to be with him. 
			

			
				“Sold! To the women in the green cloak!” the auctioneer shouted. 
			

			
				Jason turned to look at the women with the green cloak. It made sense for her to purchase him. Based on her clothing and the clothing worn by most in the crowd, the woman was wealthy. The two women that stood around her could have been her guards. Jason knew he was tall, handsome and powerful looking. Women desired him all over the universe. So, it made sense to him why the woman in green had purchased him. 
			

			
				But why had she also purchased Anna? 
			

			
				The woman in the green cloak smiled at him. And then, she turned and walked away from the crowd. 
			

			
				
 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The auction came to a close. Not all those that were placed on the platform to be viewed by the horde of savages were purchased. Life would be worse for those that were not sold today. In other worlds, unwanted slaves were shipped off to work in dangerous mines. Jason couldn’t see why it would be any different here. 
			

			
				But it was not his concern. 
			

			
				He needed to stay focused and alert. An opportunity to escape would arise soon and he needed to be ready to take it. 
			

			
				Jason and Anna were led to another building that was attached to the one where he had spent the night in a cell chained up. It was a small building with a ceiling so low, it brushed the top of his hair. 
			

			
				Inside was a single room with chairs on one side and shelves on the other. Resting on the shelves were multiple neck collars made of thick metal that were coated in cream coloured gems. Resting beside each collar were stones of the same colour. 
			

			
				Jason spotted the woman with the green cloak seated on one of the chairs. Seeing him being brought in, followed by Anna, she climbed to her feet, a smile on her face. She handed the auctioneer a bag of what Jason presumed was payment for him and Anna and came to stand before him. 
			

			
				“Did you really fall from the sky in that ball of fire?” she asked. 
			

			
				Jason’s eyes fell onto her sword resting by her waist. Manacles bound his wrists together, which were then locked to a metal belt around his waist and a chain that led to the manacles wrapped around his ankles. His movement was severely restricted and in his current weakened state, he could not break free. 
			

			
				But he could reach her sword and pull it from her scabbard. 
			

			
				What would he do after that? 
			

			
				He could kill her. 
			

			
				How dare she purchase him as a slave? Did she not know who he was? She would deserve death. 
			

			
				There were guards in the room. Men with long spears, the tips sharp enough to pierce his mortal skin. They would surely drive them into his chest the moment he made his move. He could kill this woman, but he might die immediately after, his movement so restricted, he would not stand a chance in dodging their attacks. 
			

			
				No. Now was not the time. 
			

			
				“I did fall from the sky in that ball of fire,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“And you claim to be the Messiah the Faith have been waiting for?” the woman asked. 
			

			
				“I am the Messiah,” Jason said, his tone low but firm. 
			

			
				“I wasn’t around when the last Messiah came. But I’ve heard the stories. His strength, his speed, his godly powers, he would have broken free from these chains easily, if the stories are to be believed.” 
			

			
				Jason glared at her. “Did you have a question?”
			

			
				“Well, if you’re going to make me ask,” she said, her eyes sparkling, “How come a few barbarians managed to capture you?” 
			

			
				Jason couldn’t tell her he’d lost his godly powers. He needed to keep that a secret until he figured out what was really going on. Had he actually lost his powers? Or was it a temporary hiatus? What he needed right now was one of those Disciples he had heard about. The ones that were supposed to find him and help him.  
			

			
				And then it occurred to Jason that maybe he shouldn’t tell anyone he was the Messiah. 
			

			
				He was vulnerable in his current state. There were many that did not want his father to escape. Whilst they were no match for him in his godly state with the Eternal Flame pumping through his veins, they could strike him now while he was weak. 
			

			
				And then it occurred to Jason that there was a more important question to ask.  
			

			
				“A Messiah came to this planet before?” he asked. 
			

			
				“It has been many hundreds of years since the last one came, but if history is to be believed, they pop up every few hundred or thousand years, cause a big ruckus, then die.” 
			

			
				Ruckus? She referred to the Messiah’s work as a ruckus? Jason really did not like this woman. He looked at her sword once more and imagined pulling it free and slicing her head off. 
			

			
				And then, he remembered why he had asked the question. 
			

			
				Jason was the first and the last Messiah. There should have been none to have come before him and none will come after him. So who were these Messiah’s that had been transcribed into the books of history in this world? 
			

			
				False Messiahs. 
			

			
				That was the only answer. 
			

			
				The auctioneer had finished counting his money and he was satisfied. He nodded at his guards who then collected two of the metal collars coated in white gems. They placed one around Jason’s neck and the other around Anna’s. The men handed the woman in the green cloak two creamy coloured stones. 
			

			
				“Would you like to try it?” the auctioneer asked. 
			

			
				“Try what?” Jason asked, his gut telling him whatever was going on was not good. 
			

			
				“This might hurt a little,” the woman said, her nose wrinkling. 
			

			
				“What is going to hurt?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				The woman squeezed the stones in her hand. Jason’s eyes widened as hundreds of needles struck his throat. Needles that had stinging powers at their tips. Beside him, Anna dropped to the ground, her hands around her collar, she screamed in agony. 
			

			
				“I am impressed,” the woman in the green cloak said. “You’re the first that did not at the very least drop to his knees. But I do need you to kneel.” 
			

			
				“I will never kneel,” Jason growled as his face began to burn. 
			

			
				The woman held a stone in each hand, but raised her left hand and held it before him. Her fingers clenched, squeezing the stone even tighter. The reaction time was instant and Jason felt it instantly. It was like the needles that were protruding from the collar and into his neck had multiplied by hundreds and were now travelling both up and down his body, attacking every nerve. 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t going to kneel. 
			

			
				Sure, he was going to die. His blood vessels would burst, his brain was definitely on the verge of being literally fried, his heart, lungs, kidneys, he could feel them being cooked. 
			

			
				But he was not going to kneel. 
			

			
				He was a god. 
			

			
				And gods did not kneel to mortals. 
			

			
				Gods of his order did not kneel to anyone! 
			

			
				The bolting needles suddenly disappeared. His body felt like it had been torn to shreds, but with the needles now absent, it was like the continuous shredding had stopped. The pain was still there, but his clarity was returning. 
			

			
				The woman, who he was looking down on only moments earlier, now towered above him. She wore a sweet smile on her face as she placed a hand on his shoulder and leaned in, bringing her lips to his ear. 
			

			
				“They always kneel,” she whispered. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Fiona was satisfied with her purchases. Anna was a pretty girl. She had a curvy bottom and large breasts for a woman who didn’t have any flesh elsewhere. She could see Anna’s ribcages pressed against the tight dress the auctioneer had her wear. 
			

			
				Fiona hadn’t planned on buying an attractive female slave. 
			

			
				But this Anna had some sort of bond with Jason. 
			

			
				She had seen the look in Anna’s eyes when she stood on the platform, her body on display, she had glanced towards Jason, giving him a weak smile before lowering her head. 
			

			
				Jason was the real prize. 
			

			
				He was strong. But she hadn’t realised how strong he was until she squeezed the creamy stone. Most slaves crumpled to the ground at the slightest pressure. Anna did as expected. She lay on the floor, squirming in pain. 
			

			
				Jason remained on his feet, glaring at her with defiance. She squeezed the stone with all her might before he eventually relented, dropping to his knees. He was going to make a fine gladiator. Probably the finest she had. 
			

			
				Fiona didn’t believe he was the Messiah the Faith had been waiting for. In the stories, the Messiah had godly powers. He could kill powered humans in a single punch, he could fly, he could turn his whole body into burning flames that had the heat of a hundred suns and destroy entire armies single handedly. 
			

			
				Jason was a strong man. Perhaps he was one of those demi-gods she had heard about. But he was no god. He did not have the powers the Messiah supposedly had. But he would make a perfect gladiator. 
			

			
				And that was the reason she had purchased Anna too. If there was a special bond between the two, he could have her in his bed so long as he behaved. And if he did not behave, she could use Anna to hurt him in ways the collar around his neck could not. 
			

			
				After the chains were removed from both slaves and handed over to her, Fiona led them to her carriage and made a show of passing over the control stones to Cassie and Celestria, her two guards. They would ride on horseback, staying close to the carriage, but not so close that Jason could kill them in a surprise attack and take the stones. 
			

			
				“You should let me go,” Jason said as the carriage rode through the town. 
			

			
				“Why would I do that?” Fiona asked, flashing him a smile. 
			

			
				“You can’t possibly think you will be able to keep me a prisoner forever. I will escape and when I do, I will kill you. Unless you let me go now,” Jason said. 
			

			
				Staring at him, the confidence in his tone, the surety written across his face, Fiona was certain Jason believed every word that came out of his mouth. She began to wonder if he really did fall out of the sky in a ball of fire. Could he really be the Messiah? 
			

			
				But she pushed those thoughts out quick enough. She had already decided he wasn’t strong enough to be the Messiah or any of the other gods. Even if he thought he was one, he would soon learn it did not matter. He could not escape the bond around his neck. He would have to fight to stay alive in the arena. And over time, any delusions of grandeur would eventually fade.  
			

			
				“Do you think it wise to threaten your owner?” Fiona asked. 
			

			
				“You are not my owner,” Jason said, his jaw tightening. 
			

			
				Cassie and Celestria were visible on their horses as they rode beside the carriage. Fiona glanced out at Cassie, who held in a side pocket of hers the stone that controlled the collar around Jason’s neck. She was tempted to have Cassie squeeze it hard. There was nothing as pleasurable as watching a once powerful man on his knees begging. 
			

			
				Though she doubted Jason would beg. He was more the die first type. 
			

			
				Fiona decided against trying to break Jason in the first instance. Broken slaves did not make good fighters. 
			

			
				“Are you curious why I bought you?” she asked. 
			

			
				 “No,” Jason said immediately. “I don’t care. I will break this collar around my neck soon enough.” 
			

			
				Fiona marvelled at his confidence. Or his delusion. The only way that collar was coming off his neck was if someone chopped his head off first. But she didn’t tell him that. Instead, she simply smiled before turning her attention to Anna. 
			

			
				The girl sat hunched in her seat, her hands by the hem of her dress as she constantly pulled at it, trying to keep it from hiking up and revealing her pussy. 
			

			
				“What about you, Anna?” she asked. “Do you want to know where you’re going?” 
			

			
				“Yes, mistress? Queen? I don’t know how I should address you,” Anna let out a nervous laugh.
			

			
				“You can call me Fiona,” she said, smiling to reduce the girl’s anxiety. “I have a small farm not so far from here and a stable of gladiators who compete in tournaments around the world.” 
			

			
				Some of that was true. She did have a stable of gladiators, but they did not compete around the world. None were good enough to join the tournaments that featured demigods. She did not think Jason was about to change that. Despite what he thought of himself, he was not the Messiah, he was not a god, and he hadn’t so far exhibited any signs of being a demi-god.  
			

			
				“Would… I would fight?” Anna asked, her eyes really wide. 
			

			
				“Oh, no dear,” Fiona said as she chuckled. 
			

			
				“Oh, thank god,” Anna said, the relief palpable as she let out a deep breath. “What uhh… what would I do?” 
			

			
				“Cook, clean, look after the gladiators,” Fiona said. “That sort of thing.” 
			

			
				“Look after the gladiators?” Anna asked, her cheeks turning red. “I… I don’t have much experience in… I don’t… I’m not-” she stopped. 
			

			
				Her face was so red, it looked like it was going to explode. Anna was a pretty girl. Surely she wasn’t a virgin. Was she? 
			

			
				“You’ve never seen a cock before, have you?” Fiona asked, truly shocked. 
			

			
				 “I’ve seen a cock before,” Anna said quickly. 
			

			
				It didn’t escape Fiona’s notice that Anna’s eyes met Jason’s for a brief second before she looked down at her lap. The girl liked him for sure and they knew each other before being captured by the barbarians. But was it one way? Did Jason not care for Anna at all? Had she wasted good money on the girl for no reason? 
			

			
				“You said you’ve seen a cock before,” Fiona said. “Was it his?” 
			

			
				Anna nodded slowly, her eyes firmly fixed onto her lap as she continued to pull her dress down. If the girl wasn’t careful, the whole thing was going to rip off. 
			

			
				“How do you know each other?” Fiona asked. “Is he your husband?”
			

			
				“I am a god!” Jason said indignantly.
			

			
				“So what? She’s your fuck buddy? Fuck slave?” Fiona asked, frowning and beginning to get annoyed by Jason’s persona. 
			

			
				“We don’t really know each other,” Anna said.   
			

			
				“How is it that you have seen his cock, but you don’t know him?”
			

			
				“He uh… he fell into my field naked and… That’s how I saw his um.. thing,” Anna said. 
			

			
				Fiona had seen the ball of fire in the sky. People from hundreds of miles would have seen it too. The auctioneer claimed Jason was in that ball of fire. Slave auctioneers would say many things which were guaranteed to be outright lies or exaggerated half truths.  
			

			
				Fiona hadn’t believed the man and it wasn’t the reason she had purchased Jason. She had bought him because he looked strong and tough. His physique made her think he would be a good gladiator. 
			

			
				But now, Anna also claimed Jason had fallen from the sky in the ball of fire. Could it be true? What sort of human fell from the sky in a ball of fire? 
			

			
				They had left the town behind and turned off the main road and onto a side road made of dirt. Soon, they would be arriving at her small farm. She would need to keep an eye on Jason. If he really did fall from the sky in a ball of fire and survived that, he was a lot tougher than he seemed. 
			

			
				

 
			

			
				 
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Fiona’s farmstead was nestled deep in the woods. It was surrounded by a high fence that was reinforced with sharpened stakes. A woman opened the gates for the approaching carriage and the two women that rode beside it on their horses. 
			

			
				Beyond the gates was a field that bore no crops - only a ring of trampled earth encircled by wooden posts. A massive hound raised its head and growled; its eyes glared at Jason.  
			

			
				As Jason stepped out of the carriage and stretched his legs, he spotted the three figures inside the ring. One, a towering brute with a shaven head, swung a wooden sword with bone-cracking force against a post. Another, lean and scarred across his back, danced around the perimeter with twin blades, his steps sharp and precise. The last was a woman, younger than the others, her face grim as she held a buckler and short spear, parrying invisible blows with the calm of one long-accustomed to danger.
			

			
				To the right of the field was a two storey house with a lake in front of it. 
			

			
				Fiona, the woman who seemed to think she owned him, stood beside him as he watched the men and women train. 
			

			
				“What do you think?” she asked. 
			

			
				“Of what?” 
			

			
				“My gladiators,” Fiona said. “Do you think you could be as good as one of them?” 
			

			
				Jason turned his head to look at Fiona. Did she think so little of him? Did she really think he was that easy to manipulate? 
			

			
				“I will break free,” he told her. 
			

			
				“And do what?” Fiona asked. “What’s so great about being out there?” 
			

			
				Since landing in this god forsaken world, Jason had pretty much told everyone that he was the Messiah. Whichever planet he visited, he always announced his arrival. Why wouldn’t he? Not only was he a god, but he was a god from the first line of gods, from the very beginning of time when the Eternal Flame and the Eternal Darkness were locked together. 
			

			
				But he had never been in a position where he did not have his godly strength. How was that even possible? Gods did not just lose their power. They were gods! 
			

			
				Jason recognised he was in unknown territory. There were many that envied the gods of the Eternal Flame. In his weakened position, he was vulnerable. Perhaps it was better to keep his real identity a secret until his strength returned. 
			

			
				“Are you saying it's better to be collared than it is to be free?” Jason asked, deciding he was going to stop mentioning he was the Messiah the Faith had been waiting for and that out there was a world he needed to conquer.
			

			
				“My gladiators only fight in tournaments that aren’t to the death. They eat well, fuck well and sleep well. Why don’t you try it for a week. You might like it,” Fiona said. 
			

			
				“And if I don’t like it, will you remove this collar from my neck?” 
			

			
				“Oh, god no,” Fiona laughed. “Come with me. Let’s see what you’re made of.” 
			

			
				She walked towards the ring where the three gladiators were now battling each other. Jason followed after her, curious to see what powers this world held. He knew little of this world before setting off. There had been some mention of demons being a potential threat. Jason hadn’t paid much attention. Why should he? As a god, why would he fear anyone? 
			

			
				But now, in his weakened state, it would be useful to know how strong and powerful the inhabitants of Abecis were. 
			

			
				The three gladiators stopped their battles as they noticed Jason and Fiona approaching. 
			

			
				“Who’s the new guy?” the woman asked as she sprinted over, sweat dripping down her brow. “Are you my fuck meat?” 
			

			
				“Fuck meat?” Jason frowned. He was not used to women being so vulgar. 
			

			
				“I’m hoping he’s going to make a good gladiator. But if that fails, you can have him after I’m done,” Fiona chuckled, a glint in her eye. 
			

			
				Have me after she is done? Jason’s frown deepened. He was used to women throwing themselves at him. He wasn’t used to them talking about him like he was a sex object. It was a strange feeling. He didn’t hate it… 
			

			
				“A new gladiator huh?” the brute with the shaven head said. “Let's see what you’re made of. Grab a sword.” 
			

			
				Sword? Jason could kill them all with a sword. Where were the two women that carried the stones that controlled his collar? He looked around, but was unable to spot them. 
			

			
				But then, he did spot the swords. 
			

			
				They rested against one of the poles that formed the parameters of the arena. 
			

			
				And they were wooden. 
			

			
				He could still probably kill them all with a wooden sword. He could do it with his bare hands. Probably. 
			

			
				But if he couldn’t find and kill the women with the stones, he wasn’t going to get far. They could incapacitate him instantly. 
			

			
				Jason walked towards the wooden swords and picked one up. Just because he couldn’t kill them all and escape right this moment didn’t mean he couldn’t stretch his legs and have a bit of fun.  
			

			
				“Come on then, dumb stupid brute,” Jason said as he stretched his arms and legs. 
			

			
				The brute looked at Fiona incredulously. “Did he just call me a dumb and stupid brute?” 
			

			
				“He did,” Fiona nodded. “I think he’s having some adjustment issues,” she added as she watched him carefully. 
			

			
				“Can I break him, Fiona?” the brute asked. 
			

			
				Fiona continued to stare at Jason curiously. “Go on then,” she said softly. 
			

			
				The brute let out a roar as he charged. He was fast for a human. His arms were powerful, the muscles bulging. As he came close, he swung with his sword. As Jason sidestepped, he felt the wind that followed the sword. This human really was trying his best to break him. 
			

			
				Jason ducked the brute’s next strike and then slammed the hilt of his wooden sword against the brute’s jaw. As the brute staggered back, Jason leaped forward and kicked him in the chest. The brute hit the ground, where he remained, gasping for breath. 
			

			
				“Well, that was disappointing,” Jason said. “I hope the demons are more of a challenge.” 
			

			
				“Demons?” the female gladiator repeated the word in confusion. “Why is he talking about demons, Fiona?” 
			

			
				“He’s had a long day,” Fiona said. “Why don’t you put the sword down and come into the house with me, Jason,” she called out to him. 
			

			
				

 
			

			
				 
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jason followed Fiona through the tall grass, his bare feet crunching softly against the damp earth. Before them stood a two-story house of timber and whitewashed wattle, its moss-lined thatched roof sloping gently like an old man’s shoulders. 
			

			
				      The sun cast golden light upon the lake that stretched before the house, its surface calm and mirror-like. Ivy clung to the stones of the foundation, and a crude iron lantern swayed near the door. Inside, the air grew warmer. The walls were of packed earth and wood, and the floor laid with uneven stones, smoothed by years of foot traffic. 
			

			
				Fiona led him to the kitchen. It was a wide room with a hearth built deep into the wall, its fire crackling lazily beneath a pot. There was a wooden table in front of the hearth. A servant girl with dark hair and wary eyes placed a chipped clay cup in his hand, filled with cool water, then laid on the table a plate of coarse bread, sharp cheese, and a stew fragrant with root vegetables and salted pork. 
			

			
				Jason realised quite suddenly that he was starving. He gulped the water down and took a seat at the table. He broke apart a bit of bread. Dipping it into the stew, he took a bite. It was a bit salty. But he was properly hungry, so he gulped it all down before lifting the bowl of stew to his lips to swallow the last bits. When he was done, he placed the bowl on the table and looked up at Fiona. 
			

			
				“Are you really the Messiah?” she asked. 
			

			
				“Why do you care?” Jason asked. He knew women like Fiona. Opportunists. Normally, he did not have to be wary around them. They were too afraid to try and take advantage of him. Normally. 
			

			
				“Anna says you fell from the sky in a ball of fire. I saw that very same ball of fire streak through the sky. The speed it moved at, no normal human should have survived the landing.” 
			

			
				“Are you going to free me?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				Fiona smiled. “What is your plan, Jason?” 
			

			
				He didn’t have a properly thought out plan. More of a goal really. Convert the planet, free his father, get off this hell hole and take revenge against those that imprisoned his father in the first place. 
			

			
				“To be free,” is what he said. 
			

			
				Fiona came to sit beside. “You have some skill. I’ve never seen anyone defeat Brutus in such a short space of time. You didn’t even break a sweat.” 
			

			
				“The stupid brute’s name is Brutus?” Jason asked, frowning. 
			

			
				Fiona’s lips spread into a wider smile. “As I was saying,” she continued. “You have skill, but there are many in this world that could kill a thousand Brutus with as much ease. Maybe you can do that one day. But today is not that day…” 
			

			
				Jason stared at Fiona, trying to read her thoughts. Was she beginning to believe he was the Messiah? 
			

			
				“Where are you going with this?” he asked. 
			

			
				“We can help each other,” Fiona said. “You win tournaments for me and I will see how I can bring back your true power.” 
			

			
				“How do you know my powers are gone?” Jason asked, eyes narrowed. Was she some sort of witch? 
			

			
				“I didn’t know, but I do now,” Fiona chuckled. “But it was obvious. You survived falling from the heavens in a ball of fire, you called yourself the Messiah, you behave like we’re all beneath you and you’re fairly confident you will break free. You’re used to having incredible amounts of power and you’re certain once it comes back, you will probably kill everyone?” 
			

			
				She was a witch. 
			

			
				“You’re a witch!” Jason exclaimed. 
			

			
				Fiona let out a chuckle. “I’m not a witch. I’m just a really clever girl.” 
			

			
				A clever girl. If she was telling the truth and she really wasn’t a witch, then Jason had massively underestimated her. And not just her. What if humans weren’t the stupid petty oafs he had been led to believe they were? This really was the longest amount of time he had spent in their company. 
			

			
				“Let's say you were right,” Jason said, his tone guarded. “How would you be able to help me?” 
			

			
				“Well, I hope not everything I said was right?” Fiona said, chuckling again. “Once you get your powers back, are you going to kill me too for enslaving you? Because I didn’t do that. It was the barbarians that enslaved you. I simply happened to appreciate your talents.” 
			

			
				Fiona placed a hand on his arm and squeezed his biceps. From there, both her hands moved to his chest. A deep longing appeared in her eyes as she felt his toned body. As her hands moved down to his groin, she looked up at him, her eyes meeting his. 
			

			
				“Are you not interested in women?” she asked, frowning. 
			

			
				That was an odd question to ask. “Of course I am interested in women,” Jason said indignantly. 
			

			
				“Then why are you soft?” Fiona asked as her hands felt his cock beneath his trousers. 
			

			
				“Why would I be turned on now?” 
			

			
				“Because an attractive woman is touching your cock?” 
			

			
				An attractive woman. 
			

			
				She wasn’t wrong. Fiona was attractive. She had silky blond hair and piercing green eyes. With her cloak removed, she was dressed in a green dress that hugged her figure, revealing the curves of her hips, it was cut low enough to show she had been blessed with ample breasts. 
			

			
				But she was not a god. 
			

			
				And Jason had never been with a woman that was not a god. 
			

			
				Except, gods looked the same as humans in their natural states. Sure, Jason could turn his entire form into a fiery inferno that would generate the heat of a million suns. But he didn’t walk around like that. For the most part, he looked like this. To the lay eye, he was a tall, handsome, powerfully built man.   
			

			
				And to the lay eye, Fiona was an attractive woman with smooth clear skin, piercing eyes, lush blond hair, a great pair of tits and a curvy bottom. 
			

			
				“Ah. You’re getting hard!” 
			

			
				It was true. His cock was rising. 
			

			
				“Can I have a look?” Fiona asked. 
			

			
				“Have a look?” Jason asked, raising an eyebrow. 
			

			
				“At your cock,” Fiona said. “I mean, others in my position wouldn’t ask. They would see you as a piece of meat that belonged to them. They would strip you naked, feel your cock, guide it to their pussy…” her sentence trailed as her lips parted, her chest rising as she took a deep breath. 
			

			
				“And you’re not going to do that because?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“Maybe I will do that,” Fiona said, winking at him mischievously. “Would you like it if I did that?” 
			

			
				It was another new one for him. Lesser female gods would throw themselves at him and he would take charge, enjoying their bodies for his pleasure. But here, Fiona, a human, was going to take charge of him? 
			

			
				The thought made him chuckle. But at the same time, his cock continued to grow, now threatening to rip through the cloth that kept it hidden. 
			

			
				“Oh my,” Fiona said, her eyes wide as she stared down at his lap. 
			

			
				She unbuckled his belt and placed her hands inside his trousers. Jason’s cock responded to her touch, straining against his trousers. Fiona pulled them down some and his cock plopped out, fully erect. 
			

			
				“Oh… my,” Fiona repeated. “Your cock is definitely godly…” 
			

			
				Jason wanted to grab Fiona by the hair and guide her to his cock. With a goddess, he would have done that. But that was with him leading. Now, he was curious to see where this would go. 
			

			
				Still staring at his cock, Fiona climbed to her feet. “Let's take this to the bedroom,” she said, a distant look in her eyes. 
			

			
				She held her hand out. Jason took it in his as he stood up. His trousers now loose around his waist, they fell to the ground by his ankles. He stepped out of them and now fully naked, he followed Fiona as she led him up the stairs. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Fiona led Jason up the stairs and to her bedroom. It was a surreal feeling for him to be led by a fully clothed woman as he stood stark naked. And she led him by taking hold of his cock, holding it like a leash. 
			

			
				Once in her room, Jason placed a hand on her waist and turned her to face him. He kissed her on the lips as his hands felt her dress, looking for a way to take it off, he settled by hiking up her dress in search of her warm pussy. 
			

			
				But Fiona held his hands back and moved her lips away from his.
			

			
				“Not so fast,” she told him, shaking her head. Fiona reached for his cock once more, but this time her hands moved down to feel his balls. “I love grabbing a man by his balls,” whispered said. “Strong powerful men, men that could destroy me with a single strike. But when I hold their balls, I have complete power over them.” 
			

			
				She gave them a gentle squeeze, not enough to hurt, not at all. It was more like a massage. She let go of his balls and turned her back towards him. 
			

			
				“Undress me,” she commanded. 
			

			
				And it was a command. 
			

			
				This was a woman used to being in charge. In her little farm, she was a queen, a goddess. Her confidence shone through and Jason found himself obeying her. 
			

			
				He unbuttoned her dress and slid the straps off her shoulder, letting it fall to the ground. She wore matching black silky panties and a bra. Jason leaned down and kissed her on the neck as he fiddled with the strap around her back. Once it was off, his hands moved down to her waist. He pulled at her panties and she turned and kissed him on the lips as her bra slid off. Her breasts pushed up against his chest, her nipples erect. 
			

			
				As they kissed, her panties dropped to her ankles. Jason could feel the heat coming from her pussy as they continued to kiss. She took his cock in her hands and stroked the tip before guiding it to her pussy. 
			

			
				But she did not insert it. 
			

			
				Even as Jason thrust forward, trying to drive it in, she moved her hips back to stop him. 
			

			
				“No,” Fiona said, as she placed a hand on his chest. “Not yet.” 
			

			
				She climbed the bed and lay on her back. Parting her legs, she beckoned him with her hands and pointed to her pussy. 
			

			
				It wasn’t the first time Jason had ever tried pussy. But it was the first time a woman had taken such control over him. He climbed the bed on his knees, his cock throbbing, his eyes on her glistening pink pussy. Lowering his head, he brought it to her cunt. He licked gently at first, pushing the lips aside with his tongue, he probed inside. 
			

			
				Fiona grabbed him by the hair and pushed his head down as she grinded her hips, gyrating. At the same time, her feet found his cock and she expertly rubbed with them, giving him a foot job. 
			

			
				Jason had never been in a position like this before. The smell and taste of her pussy was incredible, as was the sensation of her feet against his cock. His head buried in her pussy, he reached up and felt for her breasts. Finding them, he squeezed them in his hands as his fingers played with her nipples, making them erect, keeping them erect. 
			

			
				It wasn’t long before Fiona orgasmed. 
			

			
				And that was another new experience for Jason. Having a woman orgasm as he sucked on her little cunt. Her juices flowed freely, the taste suddenly different. 
			

			
				When she was done, her body relaxed. Jason raised his head to see Fiona lying on her back, her feet no longer rubbing his cock, she wore a lazy smile. 
			

			
				“That was good,” she said. “You’ve got a talented tongue.” 
			

			
				“I’ve got a talented cock,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“You’ve got a massive cock,” Fiona told him. She sat up on her bottom and stared at it. “I don’t think I can take a cock so big…” 
			

			
				“That’s a joke, right?” Jason asked, starting to feel annoyed. 
			

			
				“Have you seen the size of your cock?” Fiona asked incredulously. 
			

			
				“Did you just ask me if I’ve seen my cock before?” Jason asked. “Because I have seen it. I’m looking at it now. It needs a pussy to fuck.” 
			

			
				Fiona looked up at him. “A pussy to fuck, huh? What about Anna?” 
			

			
				“What about Anna?” Jason asked, confused.
			

			
				“Do you want to fuck her? She’s got a great pair of tits and a curvy bottom. I think she might be a virgin too,” Fiona said, before adding, “What about the girl that gave you food? You can fuck her too.” 
			

			
				It was a strange thing. When Jason had first landed on this godforsaken backwater of a planet, the thought of having sex with a human would have repulsed him. He was a god. They were made of mud and dirt. They would return to mud and dirt. 
			

			
				But now, as Fiona sat before him naked, her hands back on his cock, she looked every bit the goddess. She felt every bit the goddess. She tasted every bit the goddess. Jason wanted to fuck her. 
			

			
				He told her as much. 
			

			
				“Will you behave if I let you fuck me?” Fiona asked. 
			

			
				“Behave?” 
			

			
				“Will you agree to my deal? You fight for me in tournaments and win, I find ways to bring back your godly powers, after which, you thank me with riches and definitely don’t kill me,” she smiled sweetly and lay back on the bed, spreading her legs. 
			

			
				Jason did want to fuck her. He wanted to drive his cock in and out of her pussy, pushing it all the way in, hitting the end, watching as her body shuddered with every thrust, watching as her breasts jiggled. 
			

			
				“If I fight for you and win your stupid tournaments, I’ll need you to help me find someone,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“I can do that,” Fiona said. “Who do you need to find?” 
			

			
				That was a bit of a problem. Jason didn’t know what they looked like, whether they were male, female or a mix, or where in this world they were. But he would give it some more thought after he enjoyed Fiona’s warm body. 
			

			
				He lowered himself onto her, bringing his cock up to her pussy, he sucked on her breasts briefly before he brought his lips to her ear, his cock now pressed against her opening. 
			

			
				“It’s going to hurt,” he told her. “But you’re going to take it for me, aren’t you?” 
			

			
				Fiona owned him. She had purchased him from a slave auction. There was a collar around his neck which could send intense amounts of pain shooting through his body should he misbehave. 
			

			
				But now, she nodded her head. She was going to take it for him. The thought of conquering her turned him on. In his weakened state, Fiona was a formidable opponent. But she was going to submit to him now. 
			

			
				He drove his cock into her pussy and watched as she closed her eyes, grimacing. She was wet, dripping. Her pussy was warm and welcome, wrapping itself around his cock. 
			

			
				“Open your eyes,” Jason said. 
			

			
				Fiona complied. She opened her eyes and looked up at him as he drove his cock in and out of her. Little moans escaped her lips. Moans of pain. She tried to shift her bottom to better accommodate his cock that filled her. But it didn’t matter how hard she tried, it would not help. 
			

			
				Only regular fucking would accustom her to his cock. 
			

			
				Jason placed a hand around her neck as he drove his cock in and out of her pussy. Her mouth opened, but no sounds came out. He let go of her throat and pressed his lips against hers, kissing her hard, he shot his load inside her pussy, filling her up. His body collapsed on top of hers, his cock still in her pussy, his cum dripped out and rolled down to her anus. 
			

			
				“I don’t think I’ll ever get used to that cock of yours,” Fiona moaned quietly. 
			

			
				“Oh, you will,” Jason chuckled. 
			

			
				“No, I won’t,” she said stubbornly. “From now on, you can fuck all the other girls when you’re horny. But I will not be taking your cock.” 
			

			
				She tapped him on the shoulder. Jason pulled his cock out of her pussy and turned onto his back. No longer squished by his weight, Fiona let out a deep breath and sat up. She stared at his cock. 
			

			
				“So that’s a godly cock, is it?” Fiona whistled. 
			

			
				Jason placed a hand on her bare back. It moved down to rest on her inner thigh, his fingers grazing her pussy. She really was an attractive woman. Like any goddess he had fucked. Perhaps he had been wrong about humans. Maybe they were more than mud and dirt. 
			

			
				“Are we going to get along? Are you going to fight for me? And in return I will try to help you release or find your godly powers?” Fiona asked, now having turned away from his cock to meet his eyes.  
			

			
				“I think we will get along,” Jason said. “I’ll fight for you in tournaments and in return, I need you to find someone for me.” 
			

			
				“Oh?” Fiona raised an eyebrow in intrigue. “Who is the lucky lady? Or man?” 
			

			
				Jason didn’t know if they were men or women. He knew nothing about them. Other than the fact that they would aid him in his conquest. 
			

			
				“I need you to find my Disciples.” 
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				Once inside Fiona’s farm, Anna had stepped out of the carriage at the same time as Jason and Fiona. But as they watched the gladiators training, Anna was led away by the two women that had ridden on the horses alongside the carriage as they left the town of Baldrick's Curve. 
			

			
				Anna wanted to stick with Jason. She didn’t want to follow the woman into the house. She had already been captured and sold. And now she was here, in this farm owned by Fiona. Chances of escaping were slim. On her own, they would be zero. But Jason was convinced he would be free. And she believed him. He had fallen from the sky, after all. She had seen him emerge from the crater in her field. 
			

			
				She had seen him battle the barbarians. Anna had heard of the men with four arms and their mythical strength. Jason made them look ordinary and slow. Until they overwhelmed him with their sheer numbers.
			

			
				He was going to escape, and she wanted to be near him when he did. 
			

			
				But as the two women led her away and towards the house, Jason did not even look back. 
			

			
				Anna was wearing a dress so short and low cut, it barely left any of her body to the imagination. She felt ashamed of how she looked. 
			

			
				Like a slut. 
			

			
				That was what she looked like. 
			

			
				And when she stood on that platform and the auctioneer took bids on her, she caught the glance of men who wanted to buy her. 
			

			
				There were many. 
			

			
				And it was no surprise, dressed the way she was. 
			

			
				But Jason did not look at her once. At least, not in the way a man should look at a woman dressed like her. 
			

			
				She recalled her conversations with him when they first met. It seemed like a lifetime ago, though it was only yesterday. She remembered the confusion on his face when she asked him if he was going to rape of murder her. It was like he couldn’t understand why she would think he would want to rape someone like her… 
			

			
				The two women led her into the house and past the kitchen towards the back. There was a small room with a bed in one corner and a wardrobe in another corner. 
			

			
				“Take your clothes off,” one of the women said. 
			

			
				Anna turned to look at them, her hands reached her chest, as if to cover her breasts. “My clothes?” 
			

			
				“Take them off,” the woman repeated. 
			

			
				“But… why?” 
			

			
				“Because I am telling you to take them off,” the woman repeated as her hand reached into the pocket by her side. 
			

			
				Anna knew what was in that pocket. 
			

			
				The creamy coloured gem that controlled the collar around her neck and sent excruciating amounts of pain shooting through her entire body. 
			

			
				“Please…” Anna begged, tears beginning to form in her eyes. 
			

			
				But the woman showed no mercy. She did not even bother to bring the gem out to give Anna some warning. Her hand still in her pocket, she gave it a squeeze. 
			

			
				It was instant and without warning. 
			

			
				Thousands of needles dipped in fire and poison struck her neck, then moved up and down her body. Her brain felt like it was being boiled. At the same time, her heart, her lungs, her blood felt like it was being sucked off life. 
			

			
				Anna hit the ground instantly. Her hands shot to her head, her feet kicked the air, she squirmed about on the ground as she screamed in agony. 
			

			
				As soon as it came, it stopped. 
			

			
				Anna lay still on the floor, trying to recover. The constant sharp stinging and burning pains had stopped. But her body was sore and tender. 
			

			
				“Get up,” the woman said. 
			

			
				Anna didn’t want to get up. She wanted to remain on the floor. She wanted to cry. 
			

			
				But she climbed to her feet, even though it hurt so much to do so, she wanted to scream again. 
			

			
				These women had no mercy in their hearts. She was a piece of meat to them. And if she wanted to survive, she needed to get better at following their orders instantly, without pause, without hesitation. 
			

			
				“Take your clothes off.”
			

			
				Anna did not plead to keep them on. She stared at her feet as her hands moved. She slid the straps off her shoulders and let her dress fall by her feet. She was completely naked now, in a room with two women that were fully clothed. 
			

			
				Both women who had been standing by the door, now entered the room and walked around her. Despite staring at her feet, Anna could feel their eyes on her body, on her breasts, her ass and her pussy. 
			

			
				“Do you know your purpose here?” one asked. 
			

			
				Anna was about to shake her head when she stopped. Even though it was unfair, she would be punished for not knowing. She needed to answer this question and answer it right. 
			

			
				“I am Fiona’s property and will do whatever is required to please her,” she said. 
			

			
				One of the women stood in front of her now. She placed a hand under Anna’s chin and raised her head so that their eyes could meet. 
			

			
				The woman had hazel eyes. Normal. No obvious evilness lurking behind the iris. 
			

			
				“It is not just Fiona that you will obey. Right this moment, you are the lowest of the low in this farm. It is you, then it is the other slave, who you will meet shortly. Above you both is the dog, followed by the gladiators, followed by us, and right at the top is Fiona,” the woman said. “Do you understand?” 
			

			
				Anna nodded quickly as the tears began to run down her eyes. 
			

			
				“Repeat after me. Where do you belong?” the woman asked. 
			

			
				Anna repeated what the woman had said. That she was the lowest of the low, beneath Fiona, beneath the women in this room, beneath the gladiators, beneath the dog that had growled at her near the entrance to the farm and beneath the other slave. 
			

			
				“Good,” the woman said. “Don’t ever forget that. And don’t be stupid.” 
			

			
				Don’t be stupid. 
			

			
				It was sound advice, Anna thought. When Jason had landed on her farm, she should have fled. He could have been dangerous and if he wasn’t, then bad people would come for him. That ball of fire streaking through the sky would have been spotted from hundreds of miles away. 
			

			
				She should have fled. 
			

			
				But curiosity got the better of her. 
			

			
				Not just curiosity.  
			

			
				Excitement. 
			

			
				Her life at the farm was routine and it was routinely hard. The land was harsh and required a lot of work for little in return. 
			

			
				When the ball of fire struck her field and the ground shook beneath her feet, Anna’s first instinct was to run. But then, like the barbarians, she wondered if anything valuable had fallen from the heavens. 
			

			
				And when she saw Jason climbing out of the crater, her stupid girly mind took over. He was so tall and handsome. She had imagined their whole life together before she even spoke to him. 
			

			
				And now she was here, on another farm that did not belong to her. She was a slave, lower even than the dog.  
			

			
				“Put this one,” the woman said. 
			

			
				A black dress struck her on the chest before it hit the ground. Anna picked it up and slipped into it. It was a short dress. The hemline stopped between her knees and her waist. The front was cut low, the neckline straps pressed against her nipples. 
			

			
				“The other slave will be in shortly and will tell you what you need to do,” the woman said. 
			

			
				And with that, they walked out of the room and closed the door behind them. 
			

			
				Finally left alone, Anna dropped to the ground, her back resting against the bed, she brought up her knees to her chest and wrapped her arms around them, hugging herself tightly, not caring that her pussy and ass were now exposed, she began to cry. 
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				Anna remained in that spot, crying until her tears ran dry. Eventually, she climbed up off the floor and sat on the bed. The collar around her neck was uncomfortable. She tried to adjust it some. But it was a collar, circular in shape and made of metal, it was equally uncomfortable no matter how much she moved it around. 
			

			
				She glanced around at the room. It was simple. A bed, a wardrobe, a window. She cried some more, shedding few tears. As time continued to pass, she began to wonder what her life would be like. Perhaps it wouldn’t be so bad? It wasn’t like she had come from a life of luxury. Here, she wouldn’t have to worry about where her next meal was going to come from. 
			

			
				She wasn’t stupid. Or, at least she wasn’t a complete fucking idiot. She would be used by the gladiators. 
			

			
				Used sexually. 
			

			
				Just the thought made her cheeks burn.
			

			
				Jason was also one of the gladiators now, wasn’t he? Which meant, she would get to be intimate with him. And maybe, over time, he might develop feelings for her. 
			

			
				Except, he had made it abundantly clear that he did not have any interest in her at all. 
			

			
				She was being a stupid foolish little girl. 
			

			
				Anna didn’t get to scold herself much. The door opened and in walked a girl. Anna shot to her feet, suddenly afraid. 
			

			
				“You’re the new girl then?” she asked. 
			

			
				Anna nodded quickly. 
			

			
				“What’s your name?” 
			

			
				“Annabelle… but… people call me Anna,” she said. 
			

			
				“I’m Rose. People call me slut, whore, fuck piece, dirtbag, trash.” 
			

			
				The girl spoke with such a straight face, Anna wasn’t sure how to process the words she had just heard. 
			

			
				“Um…” Anna’s sentence trailed. Should she apologies for people calling Rose those horrible words? 
			

			
				“It’s what they will call you too,” Rose said. “You should get used to it.” 
			

			
				Anna gulped as she nodded. 
			

			
				“You’re a new slave, aren’t you? You look like one. Puffy red eyes from crying? How new are you?” 
			

			
				Anna told Rose how new a slave she was. It had been roughly one day since the barbarians had captured her. 
			

			
				“Fiona is a good owner. Keep your head down, follow all of her commands and you’ll be fine. You’ll be expected to work on the farm, grow things, clean, cook and please the needs of the gladiators. Fiona has never made use of me, but sometimes her girls will. Those are the ones you need to watch out for.” 
			

			
				Rose told her about the three women that lived on the farm and weren’t owned by Fiona. Shazia was the woman who owned the dog and guarded the property. She was the worst when it came to requests. The woman had sadistic sexual fantasies. 
			

			
				“She always involves her dog,” Rose said. “I hate it,” she added with a frown. 
			

			
				The two other women in Fiona’s company were Katie and Teresa. Both of the girls were okay for the most part, Rose said. But sometimes they did enjoy whipping her. Usually, if the gladiators lost in a tournament, Katie and Teresa would take out their frustrations on her. 
			

			
				Rose began to name the gladiators. Brutus was the large one with the bald head. “Jason knocked out with a single kick,” Rose said. 
			

			
				“He did what?” Anna asked, concerned Jason might have gotten into a fight already. 
			

			
				“Brutus wanted to duel Jason. Fiona said it would be fine. Jason knocked him to the ground with a single kick,” Rose said, matter-of-factly. 
			

			
				Anna felt a bit of pride in her chest at hearing Jason do well. 
			

			
				“Brutus likes to fuck rough. There is no warmup or foreplay. When he calls me, I take my dress off immediately. Otherwise he will rip it off. We don’t have many of these,” she said, her fingers tugging at the hemline. “Make sure to protect yours!” her eyes widened. 
			

			
				Arkin, the other gladiator, was a lover, Rose said. He liked to take things slow, lots of foreplay. She preferred him the most. Niami was the final of the three gladiators. “She likes women. You’ll need to be good with your tongue.” 
			

			
				“My tongue?” Anna asked, eyes wide. “What am I doing with my tongue?” 
			

			
				“That’s a stupid question. You’re going to lick her pussy or ass to make her orgasm,” Rose said, before asking, “Do you have a lot of stupid questions?” 
			

			
				Lick her pussy or ass? 
			

			
				Anna suddenly felt lightheaded. The thought of having to do such things to a woman filled her with dread. 
			

			
				“I do have another stupid question,” Anna said.
			

			
				“Go on. Better ask me all of your stupid questions. Don’t ever ask Shazia, Katie or Teresa. They will shock you,” Rose said as she placed a hand on the collar around her neck. 
			

			
				Anna wondered why it only occurred to her now. Maybe she was still in shock from being shocked by Katie and Teresa. 
			

			
				“Um… you said Shazia always involves her dog? What does that mean?” 
			

			
				“Sometimes she will make the dog chase me while I'm naked. Other times, she will have me pleasure the dog or be used by it,” Rose said. 
			

			
				Yup. Anna was definitely going to faint. “When you say pleasure the dog, you don’t mean get it some food, do you?” 
			

			
				Rose shook her head. “I mean please the dog sexually. Suck its cock, or get on your knees and present your ass to be humped from behind.” 
			

			
				“Oh god,” Anna mumbled as she dropped her bottom onto the bed. 
			

			
				“Are you the religious type? I used to be,” Rose said. “But now,” she shrugged her shoulders. 
			

			
				“Huh?” Anna asked, struggling to stay focused as the room began to spin. 
			

			
				“I thought I heard you pray to your god,” Rose said and when Anna shook her head, Rose walked to the bed and lay on her back as she stared up at the ceiling. 
			

			
				“What uh, what are you doing?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				“Resting,” Rose said. “You’ll learn to rest every chance you get. Soon, I’ll have to go out and start preparing dinner. After that, one of the gladiators will want to use me, or maybe they’ll take turns. Sometimes it can last for hours. After that, I will have to clean up before I can get some rest. We have to wake up early to cook and clean before going out to the fields.” 
			

			
				Before meeting Rose, Anna had managed to console herself some by telling herself that life here might not be so bad. But she was wrong. Life here was going to be worse than anything she had ever experienced. 
			

			
				She felt the collar around her neck. It was the only thing that was keeping her in this place, that was stopping her from running away. 
			

			
				“Um… those white stones they use to shock us with, do you know if they have a range thing?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				Rose lifted her head off the pillow to look at Anna. “Are you thinking of running away?” 
			

			
				“No,” Anna lied. Of course she was thinking of running away. Despite the stupid questions she might have asked, she wasn’t stupid enough to trust Rose just yet. 
			

			
				“If you do manage to escape, which you won't, because Shazia patrols the perimeters with her dog, it would do you no good. They can shock you even if you cross the Charred Wasteland.” 
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				Jason left Fiona in her room and headed down the stairs in search of food. He was hungry again. Well, he didn’t actually stop being hungry. The food provided by the slave was not sufficient. 
			

			
				And she was a slave. She wore the metal collar around her neck, as did the three gladiators. The woman who stood guard by the entrance with the dog and the two women that had escorted the carriage back from the town did not wear the collars. 
			

			
				It was a small operation. Jason wondered how helpful Fiona could be in finding his Disciples. Perhaps it was better to head off in search of those that did have the Faith. He was told there was a sizable number of followers. 
			

			
				He would need to assess his followers and see if they were a force ready to take over the world. Or at least win a few large battles. Once word spreads of his arrival, and with a few battles won, the masses would flock to him to convert. 
			

			
				Except, in his current state, he would struggle to convince anyone he was the Messiah. The Faith would never believe him. They knew his true power and would expect to see it before they accepted him. 
			

			
				Once at the kitchen, Jason let out a deep sigh. 
			

			
				“This was supposed to be easy,” he muttered. 
			

			
				He stared at the counter tops and rummaged through the cupboards. There was nothing to eat. Beside the kitchen was another door. He opened it to find Anna lying on a bed next to the girl who had served him food earlier. 
			

			
				She was dressed the same as the other slave girl. A short black dress that was currently hiked up to her waist. 
			

			
				Anna jumped to her feet, her cheeks turned red. That girl was always blushing. 
			

			
				“I’m hungry,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“Okay, uh… I can get you some food?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				“Great,” Jason nodded. “I’m going to be by the ring with the gladiators. Come and get me when it is ready.” 
			

			
				And with that, Jason closed the door and walked down the corridor and out the front door. 
			

			
				She was a pretty girl. 
			

			
				Anna. 
			

			
				He wondered why he hadn’t noticed it before. She was on the skinny side, but still had ample breasts and a curvy bottom. It was a very desirable look in some places. Jason was partial to it. 
			

			
				The gladiators sat on their bottoms huddled together in the ring. Seeing his approach, Brutus climbed to his feet and reached for a wooden sword. 
			

			
				Jason found it amusing that men of such low quality qualified as gladiators. 
			

			
				“I’m going to break your bones,” Brutus growled. 
			

			
				Jason walked up to him and threw a quick combination of punches, striking Brutus on the nose and jaw. The man staggered back as blood dripped down his nose. Jason considered striking him once more. But then Brutus dropped to his knees before he fell forward on his face, hitting the dirt and sending it flying up around his heavy frame. 
			

			
				“Did you kill him?” the girl asked. 
			

			
				Jason shrugged. 
			

			
				“Fiona’s not going to be happy if he’s dead. She paid a lot of money for him,” the girl said. “How much did she pay for you?” 
			

			
				“I don’t know,” Jason replied. 
			

			
				He wasn’t too familiar with the currency in the land and he hadn’t paid attention to the bidding. He spent most of his time on that platform imagining all the horrible ways he was going to kill the auctioneer. 
			

			
				“I’m Niami,” she introduced herself. “That’s Arkin,” she pointed to the man with the scarred back that was now standing over Brutus. “He’s the most skilled amongst us, followed by Brutus and then me.” 
			

			
				“Would you like to duel me, Arkin?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“We have a tournament coming up next week. Fiona will not be happy if you kill her most skilled fighter,” Niami said. 
			

			
				“I’m not going to kill him,” Jason said. 
			

			
				At least not on purpose. But he didn’t say that bit out loud. 
			

			
				Since coming to this world, Jason had fought against barbarians and now Brutus. The latter had been disappointing, but the former, the men with the four arms, they had managed to subdue him. 
			

			
				It was the first time ever that an opponent or even a host of opponents were able to bring him down. At the time, Jason hadn’t realised it, but looking back now, having this weak pathetic body had its advantages. He was no longer the most powerful being in the universe. His duels would finally be a challenge. 
			

			
				Arkin helped Brutus to his feet and guided him to the edge of the ring. Blood dripped down the brute’s nose, past his lips, it dripped off his chin. As he dropped onto his bottom, his back resting against a pole, he stared up dazed. 
			

			
				“I’ll battle with you,” Arkin said. “But I will not use the wooden swords.” 
			

			
				“Your funeral,” Jason said. “Where are the real swords?” 
			

			
				Arkin didn’t reply. With a sudden, fluid motion, Arkin whipped two gleaming swords out from somewhere beneath his trousers. 
			

			
				Jason blinked. How had he hidden those? He didn't have time to wonder; Arkin was already moving, the twin blades flashing toward him in a silver blur.
			

			
				Jason barely dodged the first strike, a slicing horizontal sweep aimed at his ribs. Instinct snapped him sideways, and he twisted his body just enough that he felt the whisper of wind as the sword missed him by inches. His boots skidded in the sand as he pivoted, keeping his balance.
			

			
				Arkin pressed the attack. The left-hand blade stabbed forward in a vicious thrust aimed straight at Jason’s chest. Jason slapped the flat of the sword away with his palm — feeling the shocking sting of the metal through his skin — and ducked under a follow-up slash from the right-hand sword. He could hear the steel singing through the air, feel the breath of its passing against his ear.
			

			
				Unarmed, Jason had no choice but to keep moving. He dropped low, rolling across the ground to avoid another slash aimed at his neck. He came up into a crouch, immediately springing backward as Arkin advanced, relentless, the swords weaving a glittering web around him.
			

			
				Arkin’s technique was sharp, polished — not a wild brawler like Brutus. His attacks had rhythm: right, left, twist, low, high — a perfect, deadly dance. Jason had to stay ahead of it. He sidestepped a downward slash, kicked up a spray of sand toward Arkin’s face, and ducked as Arkin slashed blindly through the dust cloud.
			

			
				Jason circled him, light on his feet, eyes locked on Arkin’s wrists, his hips, any signal of where the next move would come from. He was getting faster. Each dodge came a little easier, each sidestep a little sharper. Sweat trickled down his back, but his breathing stayed steady. His mind focused to a needle point.
			

			
				A left-handed feint — Jason saw it in a heartbeat early. He twisted his body out of reach, stepped inside Arkin’s guard, and drove his palm into Arkin’s shoulder, forcing the swordsman to stagger back a step.
			

			
				Jason didn’t let him breathe. He moved again, bobbing under a wild slash, sliding past Arkin’s flank. His hands were quick, snatching at Arkin’s sword arm, but the man twisted free with a grunt and slashed low. Jason hopped back — too slow — the tip of the blade scoring a shallow tear in his trousers.
			

			
				They circled again, Arkin with his blades held high, Jason empty-handed but sharp-eyed.
			

			
				Arkin lunged, both swords driving in a deadly crossing pattern — but Jason spun, low and tight, letting the swords pass harmlessly above him. He came up right in front of Arkin, saw the opening — there — and struck with a brutal precision, a hard punch to Arkin’s ribs that crunched with impact.
			

			
				Arkin grunted and stumbled backward, air knocked from his lungs — but even as he fell, he lashed out desperately with his right-hand sword.
			

			
				Jason had plenty of time to dodge the blades, had he been expecting it. But Jason wasn’t expecting it. He was used to his opponents disintegrating when he struck them with his godly powers.
			

			
				The blade kissed his arm, slicing a bright, burning line across his bicep. Jason hissed through his teeth, clutching the bleeding cut as he dropped into a defensive stance. Blood trickled down his forearm, hot and sticky.
			

			
				Across from him, Arkin coughed, struggling to straighten, one sword dropped into the sand, the other gripped weakly in his hand. Niami rushed over to Arkin to check on him. 
			

			
				Jason stared at the cut on his arm. It was a deep cut, but the blood had already slowed its drip. And now, before his eyes, the cut was healing. 
			

			
				The edges of the gash, raw and glistening, didn’t just sit there bleeding. They twitched. Pulled together. Tiny threads of flesh, finer than spider silk, began knitting across the wound in rapid, almost frantic movements. It was as if his body had decided on its own that this injury was unacceptable — and was rushing to erase it.
			

			
				Jason watched, mesmerized, as the bleeding slowed to a sluggish drip. The torn skin pulled inward, sealing itself with unnatural speed. The redness faded a little, from fresh, angry crimson to a dusky pink. Within seconds, all that remained was a narrow, glossy line — a scar, but an old scar now, as if the injury had happened years ago instead of moments before.
			

			
				And that scar too only lasted for a moment before it was gone. 
			

			
				He raised his arm up and stared at it. 
			

			
				Aside from the blood that had dripped onto the ground, there was no sign of the cut Arkin had given him. 
			

			
				“How did you do that?” Niama asked as she stared at his arm. 
			

			
				Jason didn’t do anything. 
			

			
				Not intentionally. 
			

			
				But he had felt it. 
			

			
				It was brief, the feeling of warmth, but Jason recognised it instantly. How could he not? It had raged within him his entire life. 
			

			
				His lips spread into a smile. The Eternal Flame had not deserted him. It was inside him, waiting to break free. He was still a god. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 12
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The gladiators’ quarters were simple but sturdy, built for those who lived their lives on the edge of a blade. It sat behind the main house. Three small rooms lined up neatly in a row like soldiers at attention.
			

			
				Each room was little more than a stone cell, one per gladiator, with thick walls and a heavy wooden door that swung inwards with a protesting creak. Inside, the rooms were sparse: a narrow bed pushed against one wall, a battered chest at the foot for what few possessions they owned, and a simple washbasin tucked into the corner. A small, barred window near the ceiling let in a wedge of sunlight during the day, and nothing but the cold sigh of the wind at night.
			

			
				The ground between the row of rooms and the main house was beaten dirt, worn smooth by the constant tread of booted feet. On that dirt was another structure created for the gladiators to eat and be entertained.  In the centre of the structure stood a long wooden table, scarred with knife marks and burn stains, the surface uneven from years of use. Cushions were scattered around on the floor near the hearth, inviting anyone who wanted to sit cross-legged with a bowl of food and watch whatever scraps of entertainment the masters provided: a bard, a storyteller, or sometimes just the crackle of fire and the company of each other’s silence.
			

			
				The place smelled faintly of oil, leather, and the lingering bite of iron — not unpleasant, but heavy, the way places soaked in violence often were.
			

			
				It was here that Anna brought Jason’s food. She knew her way around a kitchen, having lived by herself for many years now. Rose showed her where the food was stored and after that, Anna set about cooking up a meal. 
			

			
				She had decided on a simple, hearty meal — something a fighter would need after a long day of bruises and blood. A thick stew simmered in a heavy iron pot, hanging from a hook over the open fire. The broth was rich and savoury, made from beef bones boiled for hours until the marrow melted into the liquid. Into it she tossed chunks of venison, carrots, onions, and a handful of wild mushrooms. A sprig of rosemary floated lazily on top, the fragrance weaving through the kitchen like a comforting hand.
			

			
				While the stew thickened, Anna worked at a small loaf of bread, baking it on a flat stone beside the fire, the crust darkening, the sweet scent of baking filling the air.
			

			
				She moved easily through the space, every step practiced, careful. She ladled the bubbling stew into a simple clay bowl, topping it with a few fresh herbs for colour. Then she wrapped the warm loaf in a clean cloth and tucked it into a small wicker basket. 
			

			
				She walked into the gladiators dining hall and placed the food on the table. Jason was nowhere to be seen. But this was where Rose had told her to bring the food should a gladiator ever ask for some. 
			

			
				After waiting a while, she decided to go and search for him. There were not too many places for him to be. There was the house, the ring where the gladiators trained, and here. 
			

			
				Anna started with the training arena and spotted him immediately. He stood with his arm raised, staring at it in wonder. On the ground ten feet away from him was the gladiator Anna recognised as Arkin. He sat with a hand on his chest, tears in his eyes. Beside him was the gladiator Niami. To the left, resting against a post was Brutus. 
			

			
				There was blood all over his face. 
			

			
				There was some blood on Jason’s arm too. 
			

			
				What had happened here? 
			

			
				“Who the fuck are you?” Niami asked. 
			

			
				All eyes turned to Anna, including Jason’s. 
			

			
				“Uh… I’m Anna,” she introduced herself, her voice meek. “Your food is ready,” she said to Jason. 
			

			
				“Who is Anna?” Niami asked. She climbed to her feet and leaving Arkin behind, jogged over to stand right in front of Anna. “What are you doing here?” 
			

			
				Niami was tall. She had a powerful build too. Dressed in a short leather skirt and a leather bra, her toned body was visible. 
			

			
				Anna took a nervous step back. “I uh.. Food for Jason,” she mumbled. 
			

			
				“You’re food for Jason?” Niami looked back at him. “She’s food for you? Are you a cannibal?” 
			

			
				“I meant I cooked food for him to eat. It’s in the… where gladiators eat,” Anna mumbled as she took another step back. 
			

			
				Niami placed a hand on the collar around Anna’s neck. Digging her fingers in through the gap, she pulled Anna close. “You’re a slave here, aren’t you? A house slave.” 
			

			
				The collar around Anna’s neck was a snug fit. There wasn’t much space for anything else to be placed in the gap. With Niami’s fingers now there, and with her pulling the collar, it was getting uncomfortable to breathe. 
			

			
				So Anna held in her breath, her face inches away from Niami’s, she nodded. 
			

			
				“We got a new house slave!” Niami yelled, a glint in her eye. “And she is hot!” 
			

			
				Niami let go of her collar and stepped back to admire Anna’s figure as Anna gulped for air. After admiring her from a distance, Niami stepped in and wrapped her hand around Anna’s neck. Her other hand released the straps of her dress that rested on her shoulders. 
			

			
				As the dress hit the ground, Anna’s instinct was to pull herself free from Niami’s grip and grab her dress to protect her modesty. She fought those instincts with every fibre in her body. Her hand moved to cover her pussy as she brushed her other arm over her breasts. 
			

			
				Anna had lived her whole life on her farm. No man or woman had seen her naked until today. She was forced to strip naked in front of Katie and Teresa. And now, out in the open, Niami held her by the neck as she pulled Anna’s dress down. 
			

			
				She stood out in the open, three men and one woman staring at her naked body. And they were all staring. 
			

			
				Including Jason.   
			

			
				“Don’t hide your goods, little girl,” Niami said. 
			

			
				Anna stared at Niami’s black eyes. There was no mercy in them. But still, she decided to beg. 
			

			
				“Please,” Anna shook her head, tears forming. 
			

			
				“It's better to jump into freezing water than walk in slowly,” Niami said. “There is a woman here named Shazia who will get her dog to fuck you.” 
			

			
				Anna had heard about Shazia and her dog. And now, Niami had said the same in front of Jason. What would he think of her when she is fucked by a dog? Anna wanted the ground to swallow her up. 
			

			
				But the ground did not open up and swallow her. 
			

			
				Niami’s grip around her neck tightened. No one was coming to her rescue. If she did not comply soon, she would die like this from suffocation, naked and terrified. With some effort, Anna moved her hand away from her pussy and breasts. 
			

			
				Brutus, who was still sitting with his back against a pole, blood on his face, smiled stupidly as he whistled. Arkin had climbed to his feet. He watched with a smirk on his face. Jason was no longer looking at her. He was staring at his own arm. 
			

			
				“Spread your legs,” Niami said. “Let me have a feel of your cunt.” 
			

			
				Anna spread her legs and almost immediately, Niami grabbed her by the pussy and pulled, causing her to gasp in shock. Brutus roared in laughter as Arkin chuckled. 
			

			
				Jason was now looking at her once more, a frown across his handsome face. “Let her go.” 
			

			
				The smile vanished from Niami’s lips as she looked back at Jason. “We have rules here,” she protested. “You can’t claim a girl for yourself. You have to share.” 
			

			
				“I don’t plan on sharing anything,” Jason said, his tone deep. “Especially women. Now let her go before I make you.”
			

			
				Niami continued to stare at Jason, her hand still wrapped around Anna’s neck. She wasn’t the only one. All eyes had now shifted to Jason. Brutus, who had been sitting on the ground this whole time now climbed to his feet, his hands curled into fists. Arkin had one sword in his hand. Another sword lay on the ground a few feet away. He moved towards it silently, his feet almost floating above the ground, he picked it up and spun both swords in his hand. 
			

			
				They were going to attack him. The three gladiators were going to team up and hurt Jason, possibly kill him, based on the look on their faces. But Jason hadn't noticed them. He continued to stare at Niami, his jaws tightening. 
			

			
				Anna wanted to open her mouth and shout out a warning to him. 
			

			
				She did open her mouth. 
			

			
				But Niami held her by the neck, her fingers dug into her flesh. Struggling to breath, Anna grabbed Niami’s hand and tried to pull it away. But the black girl was strong. She did not budge. 
			

			
				And then Jason took a step towards her. 
			

			
				One step was all it took. 
			

			
				Niami instantly let go. 
			

			
				Anna dropped onto her bottom, gasping for breath, her vision blurred by floating spots. As her breathing returned to normal, she placed a hand around her neck to feel for bruises. 
			

			
				“Are you okay?” 
			

			
				She looked up to see Jason standing before her. He leant down to pick up her dress and now standing tall once more, he held his hand out to her. 
			

			
				Anna took it and climbed to her feet. She had obviously seen him before. But she couldn’t recall standing this close to him. He was so tall and powerfully built. His skin was radiant. Those blue eyes… Anna was weak at the knees. 
			

			
				And then she remembered that she was naked. Her face burned red as she grabbed the dress that he held in his other hand. She pressed the cloth up against her chest, trying to cover her modesty as she took a few steps away from him. 
			

			
				“Have you prepared food for me?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				Anna nodded. She raised a hand and pointed in the general direction of the house, behind which were the gladiator quarters. 
			

			
				“Lead the way,” Jason said. 
			

			
				Anna was about to do that when she realised that were she to turn and lead the way, Jason would see her naked bottom. “Um… can you turn around please?” 
			

			
				“Why?” 
			

			
				“I want to put my dress back on.” 
			

			
				“Why do I need to turn around for you to do that?” Jason asked, confused. 
			

			
				“She wants some privacy as she gets dressed, idiot,” Niami grumbled. 
			

			
				“Oh, right,” Jason said. 
			

			
				He turned his back to her and commanded the other gladiators to do the same. Anna slipped the dress on quickly and dusted off the dirt from her dress. She patted her hair down, tidying it some, she stood straight, her chest jutting forward ever so slightly. 
			

			
				Jason remained with his back towards her. His back that was shirtless. God, he was an incredible human, Anna thought. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 13
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Fiona couldn’t believe her ears. 
			

			
				She had been sitting in the kitchen drinking a cup of hot tea when the door to her house burst open and in walked the three gladiators. She treated her gladiators well, but she did not like them coming into her house without permission. 
			

			
				Fiona could tell instantly that something was wrong. Of course, aside from the fact the three gladiators were in her house. 
			

			
				Brutus’s face was covered in blood. 
			

			
				“Did you get into another fight with Jason?” Fiona asked, her tone semi strict. 
			

			
				“He sucker punched me,” Brutus protested. 
			

			
				Right. Fiona rolled her eyes. Brutus could never accept defeat. It didn’t matter how badly he was beaten; he refused to accept it was due to the other person being more skilled. It wasn’t a bad trait for a gladiator. He never shied away from a fight. 
			

			
				“What happened to you?” Fiona asked, eyes widening as she spotted the purple bruise on Arkin’s chest. 
			

			
				“I duelled Jason and lost,” he said, his head hanging. 
			

			
				Complete opposites, those two were. From their style of fighting to their style of fucking. It did please her to hear Jason had beaten Arkin. The gladiator was skilled with the sword. 
			

			
				“Arkin managed to cut Jason deep, Fiona,” Niami said. “We all saw the blood dripping. But the cut healed in seconds… It’s completely gone like it was never there. Is he a demi-god?” 
			

			
				He had claimed to be the Messiah. In the history books, the Messiah of the Faith wielded incredible power as he led his followers into battle. 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t there yet. Not by a long shot. Even with his skin healing so rapidly, he was still very far away from the power of the Messiah. At least, according to the history books. In this instance, Fiona did believe the history books. In her travels, she had seen some of the places where the battles took place. She had seen entire cities cut in half by the Messiah as he burned through it. He was described as the sun in human form. 
			

			
				Fiona knew little of the Messiah from his early days. Did he come to the world in a ball of blazing fire? Did he come as an all powerful god? Or did he gain his powers slowly? 
			

			
				If it were the latter, she could very well have the bloody Messiah in the palm of her hand. 
			

			
				Fiona was aware of the delicate role she would have to play. Even if Jason were not the Messiah the Faith were waiting for, he could very well be a powerful demi-god. With his ability to heal, he could potentially be indestructible. Which meant one day, he could very well free himself from the collar around his neck. 
			

			
				She needed to make the most of him while she could. And with that on her mind, she went to see Jason, the potential Messiah of the Faith, the potential Destroyer of the World. 
			

			
				

 
			

			
				 
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				She found him in the mess room she had created for the gladiators. She made the space a little larger than needed and threw in a few extra cushions on a rug for the gladiators to sit after returning from tournaments to celebrate or commiserate together. 
			

			
				Jason was sitting on the rug, his back resting on a cushion as Anna sat beside him, her shoulder resting against his. 
			

			
				If Fiona did not know better, she would have guessed the two to be a couple. Husband and wife or lovers, they looked good together. 
			

			
				But she did know better. 
			

			
				Jason and Anna barely knew each other, having only met a day ago. Jason, a man who claimed to be the Messiah and acted like he was a god, and Anna, a girl who had lived a hard life and expected it to stay that way. 
			

			
				If she played it carefully, she could use them both to achieve her objective. 
			

			
				Jason looked up at her as she entered the room. Anna’s eyes widened in fear before she shot to her feet and brushed down her dress, trying to tidy it, though there was nothing to tidy. 
			

			
				Fiona walked in and sat opposite Jason, resting her back against a cushion, she gave him a smile. “I hear you’ve had an interesting day?” 
			

			
				“My powers haven’t deserted me. I am still a god. You should remove this collar from my neck,” Jason said bluntly. 
			

			
				Whilst others may have found it daunting to deal with a powerful man who seemed to have little time for diplomacy, Fiona preferred it. Men like that were used to having their way. They were used to having everyone bow before them and obey their every command. That sort of power and arrogance made them short sighted. 
			

			
				“And what would you do if I were to remove the collar from your neck?” Fiona asked. 
			

			
				“I would not kill you,” came his response. 
			

			
				“That’s great. I love being alive,” Fiona smiled. “But what would you do? Where would you go?” 
			

			
				“I will find my Disciples and conquer this world.” 
			

			
				Fiona was beginning to find the conversation a little challenging now. Had she given him too much respect? He had simply healed from a cut. There were many demi-gods in this Land of Chaos that healed quickly and did much more. None of them were world conquerors. 
			

			
				Except, none of them had fallen from the sky in a ball of fire. 
			

			
				“How will you do that, Jason?” Fiona asked. “You already told me you don’t know what they look like or where they are.” 
			

			
				“I will find them,” Jason said, his tone confident. Yet his eyes betrayed an uncertainty. “I will go to the Faith and announce myself. They will spread the word and my Disciples will come.” 
			

			
				“Will the Faith easily accept you as their Messiah? You will not have been the first to claim as such.” 
			

			
				“I am not an imposter!” Jason’s eyes flared. 
			

			
				Men and their tempers. Give them the slightest respect, and they think they are on top of the world with women at their feet. 
			

			
				Fiona had met demi-gods before. They all behaved in a similar fashion. Arrogant. Entitled. Yet, many fell before ordinary humans. Many were enslaved by ordinary humans. 
			

			
				It was the unknown with Jason. Was he just another demi-god? Or was he the Messiah reincarnated from the history books? 
			

			
				“I believe that you are not an imposter, but the Faith will surely want to test you before they announce to the world that you are who you say you are,” Fiona said, her tone diplomatic. 
			

			
				Jason let out a deep sigh. “You have something in mind, don’t you?” 
			

			
				Fiona did have something in mind. An opportunity for one of her gladiators to participate in one of the most lucrative tournaments. The City of Angels in the kingdom of Andel held a year round tournament. 
			

			
				Anyone wishing to enter it had to pass a test. 
			

			
				A test that could be deadly. 
			

			
				The tournament in the City of Angels drew in crowds in their thousands. The arena held boxes for the rich and wealthy. Every fight was expected to be entertaining. Anyone could join so long as they passed the test. But she had heard the test was so harsh, it killed the weak. 
			

			
				The thought of entering one of her gladiators in such a tournament had never crossed Fiona’s mind before. Even if Arkin, Niami and Brutus were to survive the test, they would not last long in the arena. And if they survived against their opponent, it was likely they would never fight again.
			

			
				The tournament was full of demi-gods wanting to make a name for themselves. Winning a few convincing battles in front of the rich and wealthy would get them good jobs in nice cities. In addition to the purse they would receive for each battle. 
			

			
				It was a risk for Fiona. Jason could be a demi-god, but one whose only ability is to heal rapidly. A great power, but one that did come with its weaknesses. Were he to go up against a demi-god that had the power of speed, how would Jason fare if his head was sliced open? 
			

			
				By entering him in the tournament, she could lose ownership of a lowly powered demi-god. 
			

			
				Even a lowly powered demi-god could make her good money in the tournaments held by the smaller towns and cities. Over time, she could amass a fortune, 
			

			
				But time was the one thing Jason was not giving her. 
			

			
				He was in a hurry to conquer the world. 
			

			
				If he really were the Messiah and if his powers were to grow stronger every day, there would come a time when he would rip that collar off his neck. He would then probably kill her for enslaving him. 
			

			
				Fiona decided to go with the assumption that Jason really was the Messiah, or at least, an incredibly powerful demi-god, one that she should not keep as a slave for long. The facts spoke for themselves. He fell from the heavens in a ball of fire. No lowly demi-god could survive that. 
			

			
				Fiona leaned forward. “How do you feel about entering a tournament of the gods?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 14
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				A tournament of the gods. 
			

			
				There was an appeal to something like that. Battling Arkin had been one of his most enjoyable experiences in the last thousand years or more. Arkin had no godly powers. But he was a talented human. And Jason’s battle with the human was fun. There weren’t many in the universe that wished to challenge him. And when someone did dare to due him, it usually ended rather quickly. 
			

			
				But here, in this world, in his weakened state, strangely, he felt alive like he had never before. 
			

			
				“How would a tournament help me?” Jason asked, frowning. 
			

			
				“A tournament of the gods!” Fiona said, her eyes sparkling. “You are a god. It's where you belong. It's the perfect place to test your powers and see how strong you are before you announce yourself to the world as the Messiah.” 
			

			
				Jason still wasn’t following. He couldn’t see how this helped him conquer the world and free his father. 
			

			
				But the thought of a tournament of the gods in a world where his power was limited intrigued him. His father had been imprisoned for many a millennia. Another few days, weeks or years should make no difference. 
			

			
				“Do you receive payment for every battle I win?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“Well, there is some reward for you participating,” Fiona said, smiling. 
			

			
				She smiled a lot, Jason noted. He understood her motive. Riches. Her gladiators could never enter a tournament of the gods. But now she had him. 
			

			
				Except, Jason did not like being had. 
			

			
				“I’ll fight in the tournament of the gods and you will have your riches. But,” he placed a hand on the collar around his neck. “This needs to come off.” 
			

			
				For the first time since she had walked in, Fiona’s smile disappeared. He could see her thinking. Her gaze passed through him, distant and inward, chasing something he couldn’t see. Her fingers reached for her blond hair, twirling the ends. 
			

			
				Finally, she spoke. “How can I trust you?” 
			

			
				“Trust me?” Jason asked, his lips twitching. She was afraid of him. This was more like it. “What do you think I will do?”  
			

			
				“If the collar is gone, what is to stop you from attacking and killing me?” Fiona asked. 
			

			
				“Do you think I am your slave?” Jason asked, anger rising within him. This woman had the nerve to sit here and try to manipulate him for her own greed and keep him collared like a slave at the same time. Perhaps he should kill her. 
			

			
				“You’re not my slave,” Fiona said quickly. 
			

			
				“Then take off the collar,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“I don’t have the key with me,” Fiona said hastily. “I will go and get it.” 
			

			
				But she remained seated. Her skin was pale now, her eyes had widened some. Her lips twitched. Quivered. 
			

			
				Jason knew that look. He had seen it often in the past. This woman was just realising who she was dealing with. Fiona was terrified. Whatever thoughts she had in her head when she walked into the gladiator’s mess room, this conversation had not gone her way. 
			

			
				“Are you going to go and get the key for my collar?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				Fiona nodded. 
			

			
				“Now?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				She nodded again. 
			

			
				But still, she remained seated, almost rooted to the spot in terror. 
			

			
				Jason sighed. “Go. Please. Get the key,” he said, his tone gentle. 
			

			
				Fiona nodded quickly, her lips quivering, she finally climbed to her feet. And then she turned and rushed out, stumbling as she reached the door, she paused to look back and give a quick smile before disappearing. 
			

			
				Anna, who was sitting with her shoulder resting against his, looked up at him. 
			

			
				“What?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“Are you really a god?” she asked. 
			

			
				“It’s one of the most common words used to describe me, but it’s not entirely accurate,” Jason said. “We were of the first, the Eternal Flame that lit the universe. But we didn’t necessarily set out to create it. Does that make sense?” 
			

			
				Anna nodded. 
			

			
				And then, she shook her head.  
			

			
				Jason chuckled. It was shockingly easy to be in her company. She was like one of the gods in every sense of the word. Beautiful and smart. But she had one thing all gods did not have. She was humble. 
			

			
				He kissed her on the lips. 
			

			
				Anna’s eyes widened in shock. 
			

			
				“Oh,” Jason frowned. “Did I misread the signals?”
			

			
				“No!” Anna said quickly. “It’s just that I didn’t think you liked me like that.” 
			

			
				Jason was a little surprised himself. That he hadn’t been attracted to Anna to begin with. He knew why now. He had come to this world with his nose in the air. Having a semblance of mortality was refreshing. 
			

			
				“Well, I do like you… like that,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“That’s great! I’ve liked you since the day I saw you. Which was yesterday,” she chuckled. “You were naked in my field. I couldn’t believe my eyes. You’re so tall and muscular. You had the biggest cock ever!” Anna said. Her eyes suddenly widened as her cheeks reddened. She looked away from him and pulled at the hemline of her dress. 
			

			
				Jason chuckled again. He placed a hand around the back of her head and turned her face towards his. He kissed her on the lips as his other hand moved up her body. She wore a thin dress and as his hand moved up her leg, he lifted the dress up.
			

			
				She wore nothing underneath. No knickers. As they kissed, she opened her legs, inviting his hand. He could feel the warmth emanating from her pussy and he rested his hand on it, cupping it, he could feel her juices flowing out. 
			

			
				Anna moved her lips away from his and looked up at his eyes. 
			

			
				“I’m uh… I’ve never done this before,” she told him. “I might not be very good. Would you uh… would you tell me what to do?” 
			

			
				Jason kissed her on the lips again, his hand resting on her pussy, he began to rub it in a circular motion. A finger probed her opening and pushed inside. Anna’s body stiffened but relaxed quickly. She began to thrust her hips. Jason moved another finger into her pussy. 
			

			
				“Uhh… shall I come back?” 
			

			
				Jason stopped kissing Anna and looked up. Fiona had returned and she held in her hand a key. 
			

			
				“No,” Jason climbed to his feet and approached Fiona. 
			

			
				He did not like the collar around his neck. It was humiliating. He wiped his hand, the one covered with Anna’s juices, on Fiona’s chest, feeling her breasts beneath her velvety maroon dress.  
			

			
				She reached for the collar around his neck and after fiddling for a while, she managed to take it off. She placed the metal collar in Jason’s extended hand. 
			

			
				It was done. 
			

			
				He was free, after being a slave for one day. 
			

			
				“I’ve freed you,” Fiona said softly, fear in her eyes. “Will you keep your word and fight for me in the tournament of gods?”
			

			
				Jason knew of gods that did not keep their word. Gods that gained a reputation of being tricksters. That was not him. 
			

			
				“I will fight in the tournament of the gods. And you will get to keep any money I make. But,” Jason paused. His hand reached for Fiona’s neck and he squeezed just hard enough to cause her to stiffen. “You attached this collar around my neck and made me kneel. Do you remember?” 
			

			
				His hand around her neck, he felt her gulp as her eyes widened in fear. 
			

			
				“You… you gave me your word,” she gasped. 
			

			
				“And what word did I give you?” Jason asked, frowning, his fingers tightened around her neck.   
			

			
				“You- You said you’ll fight in the- in the tournament and I will have my riches,” she struggled to get the words out, her skin now turning pale.    
			

			
				“I did say that. I will fight in the tournament and you will get your riches,” Jason said. 
			

			
				He released his grip around her neck. Fiona’s hands shot up to her throat as she coughed. He waited for her to recover before he held the metal collar up to her face.  
			

			
				“What uh… shall I dispose of it?” Fiona asked. 
			

			
				“Nice try,” Jason said, smiling. “But no. You will wear it.” 
			

			
				Fiona took a step back, her eyes fixated on the collar in horror. “Please,” she said, before she dropped to her knees. “Please don’t make me wear it…” 
			

			
				“Don’t beg,” Jason told her. “It will only make things worse.” He was not in a forgiving mood. She had purchased him and used a stone to bring him to his knees. Jason had never bowed before even a god, let alone a human. “Rise,” he told her. 
			

			
				Fiona climbed to her feet, tears in her eyes, her feet trembled. 
			

			
				“Put the collar on,” he commanded.
			

			
				Fiona took the collar from his hand. She stared at it as if it were poisonous. She looked at him again, eyes pleading. Jason gave a firm single shake of the head. Fiona took the collar from his hand. She closed her eyes as she placed it around her neck and locked it in place.  
			

			
				“What’s going on here?” 
			

			
				Jason turned to see Katie standing by the door. She was one of the two women that had accompanied Fiona to the slave auction. She did not wear a collar around her neck, which meant she was not a slave. 
			

			
				But she did have the gemstone that controlled the collar now around Fiona’s neck. 
			

			
				“Fiona will be my slave for a few days, weeks, months or years,” Jason said.
			

			
				“Years?” Fiona whispered, looking aghast. 
			

			
				“Why would she be your slave?” Katie asked as she took a step inside the mess room. 
			

			
				Jason spotted the sword by her waist and the fact her hand now rested on the hilt. 
			

			
				“Are you going to fight me, Katie?” Jason asked. “Do you know that I am a god?” 
			

			
				“I’ve seen you drop to your knees. You’re no god,” Katie said. 
			

			
				And then she came at him. Her sword drawn, she closed the distance between them in seconds, almost gliding across the room. She lashed at him, aiming for his neck. Jason moved his head back. The pointy end of the sword whizzed past. He stepped forward and punched Katie in the face. 
			

			
				Her eyes wide, she dropped to the ground as blood dripped from her nose and mouth. 
			

			
				That was familiar, Jason thought. Knocking his opponents down with a single punch.
			

			
				“Why did you do that?” Katie asked as blood dripped down her chin. “It hurts!” 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t expecting that. “You’re surprised I punched you in the face?” 
			

			
				“No one has ever punched me in the face before, let alone a man!” Katie raged. 
			

			
				Jason turned to look at Fiona. “Am I missing something here?” 
			

			
				“Uh… Katie comes from a noble family… she has never been struck before and uh… and uh… she hates men,” Fiona said. 
			

			
				Ah. An entitled one. 
			

			
				Jason grabbed her by the hand and helped Katie up. He then proceeded to take the sword from her hand before he slapped her across the face once, twice and a third time. 
			

			
				“What- you can’t slap me…” Katie said weakly. 
			

			
				Jason slapped her again. 
			

			
				Katie opened her mouth. But her sense seemed to finally kick in and she closed it without speaking a word. 
			

			
				“You come from a lowly noble family of mortals in a backwater world,” Jason said to her. “I come from a family of gods that are the most powerful in the universe. You dare show entitlement to me?” 
			

			
				Katie shook her head, fear in her eyes. 
			

			
				Jason turned to Fiona. “I need more of those collars.” 
			

			
				“I don’t have any, but the slave auctioneer would have some,” she said quietly. 
			

			
				“The gladiators have collars around their necks,” Anna volunteered. “And Rose has one on her neck and so do I.” 
			

			
				“Rose?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“She’s the other maid slave girl. She wears a dress like this,” Anna said as she pulled at the hemline of her dress. 
			

			
				Jason gave Anna one of his dazzling smiles. At least, he hoped it was dazzling. When he gave the smile in his godly form, it definitely dazzled. 
			

			
				There were five collars in the farm. Three on the gladiators, one on Rose and one on Anna. He needed three more collars for the three women on the farm. Katie, Teresa and Shazia, the woman with the dog. Rose, Anna and one of the gladiators were going to go free today. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 15
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Anna couldn’t believe her luck and how quickly it had changed. 
			

			
				Only moments ago, she was trying to make peace with the fact that she was now a slave to be used by everyone in the farm. She was literally designated to have the lowest position in the farm, below even than the dog. 
			

			
				Not so long ago, she was outside the training area being abused by Niami. 
			

			
				And now, she was free. 
			

			
				The collar around her neck was gone. It now rested on Katie’s collar bones. She was left alone in the gladiator's mess room as Jason wandered off, mentioning something about finding more collars. 
			

			
				Fiona sat on her bottom, her head down, there was despair in her eyes. She looked broken as she cried silently. Anna found herself feeling sorry for Fiona. She had everything taken from her in the blink of an eye. 
			

			
				And Fiona did have everything. 
			

			
				A grand house, gladiators, slaves to do all the cooking and cleaning. 
			

			
				And now it was all gone.
			

			
				Anna walked up to Fiona and dropped onto her bottom beside the broken girl. “It’s going to be okay,” she whispered. 
			

			
				Fiona looked up at her. Their eyes met, but there was no recognition. Not at first. And then, there was rage as her eyes bulged. 
			

			
				“You dare feel sorry for me?!” she roared. “I don’t need your pity, you pathetic piece of garbage!” 
			

			
				The sudden change in Fiona’s demeanour, the pure hatred in her eyes, Anna moved back in shock. But she did not move quickly. Fiona’s broken slump was over. Whatever had shocked her in the presence of Jason, that was gone.
			

			
				Fiona leaped forward. Her body slammed into Anna, knocking her back. Anna’s vision blurred as her head hit the ground. As she squinted, she became aware of Fiona sitting on top of her, her eyes raging.
			

			
				“This is all your fault,” Fiona said. “You seduced Jason with your curves, didn’t you? You made him do this to me, didn’t you?” 
			

			
				Anna shook her head frantically, though she didn’t understand. Why was Fiona blaming her? How could someone so plain and simple like herself seduce someone like Jason? 
			

			
				“You want my life, don’t you?” Fiona asked. “You want my farm and my gladiators. That’s not going to happen! I’m going to kill you, you stupid whore!” 
			

			
				Fiona wasn’t kidding. 
			

			
				The pressure came suddenly—two hands, iron-strong, clamped around her throat. Her breath caught in her lungs like a bird slamming into glass. She tried to inhale but nothing came. No air. Just the crushing grip and the rising fire in her chest.
			

			
				Panic bloomed. Her heartbeat thundered in her ears, faster, harder, like it was trying to escape her body. The edges of her vision darkened, a slow fade, like dusk creeping over her eyes. She could hear her own strangled attempts at gasping, a horrible, wheezing sound, wet and sharp. Every second stretched. The burn in her lungs became unbearable, an ache that spread down her spine and into her limbs.
			

			
				Anna’s primal instincts kicked in. She thrashed with her limbs and clawed with her nails. She could see Fiona staring down at her, the hatred on her face. She tried to push the face away, but her arms felt distant, weak. Her movements slowed. Something cold seeped into her fingertips. She kicked once, twice, then less. The world tilted. Faces, sounds—everything blurred. There was only the crushing silence inside her head, and the roar of a body desperately trying to survive.
			

			
				Suddenly, the grip vanished.
			

			
				Air. 
			

			
				Her lungs seized, then convulsed, dragging in a sharp, shuddering breath that felt like fire. The first gulp of oxygen scalded her throat, torn and bruised, but she didn't care—she gasped again, and again, each inhale ragged, desperate, like she'd been drowning and had just burst through the surface.
			

			
				Coughing erupted from her chest, raw and violent. Her vision pulsed, flickering between blinding white and hazy dark. Her fingers clawed at the floor, grounding herself in something real, something solid, as her body trembled under the weight of survival.
			

			
				Tears sprang to her eyes, unbidden, a flood of pain and relief. Her throat throbbed with every breath, her heartbeat still galloping. She could hear it—no, feel it—in her ears, in her ribs, echoing the terror still unwinding inside her. The air tasted sharp and metallic.
			

			
				She lay there with her eyes closed, curled and shaking, the aftermath louder than the violence itself.
			

			
				“Anna,” a distant voice called.
			

			
				The voice sounded familiar. Anna tuned onto her back and opened her eyes. 
			

			
				“Jason,” she murmured. “What happened?” 
			

			
				“I was going to ask you that,” Jason said. “I left you here for a few minutes only to come back and find Fiona and Katie trying to kill you.” 
			

			
				Katie? Anna couldn’t remember Katie being involved in any way. It was Fiona sitting on her chest as she pushed down on her throat. Anna had tried to resist. She thrashed with her hands and kicked with her legs. 
			

			
				Except, it was coming back to her now. 
			

			
				She didn’t do much kicking with her feet. Because something, or someone was holding them down. 
			

			
				Katie.
			

			
				Anna sat up. As her hands massaged her throat, she spotted Katie and Fiona on the ground by the table. Both girls bore large bruises across their faces. 
			

			
				Or more, their faces bore the imprint of a palm in bruises. 
			

			
				“Did you slap them off me?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				Jason nodded. “My strength is coming back. I did not want to kill them by punching or kicking. A slap did the job.” He took her by the hand and pulled her to her feet. “I was only gone for a short while. What did you do to make them want to kill you?” he asked, frowning. 
			

			
				“I did nothing!” Anna protested, her throat still hurting, she followed it up with a cough.
			

			
				“You must have done something,” Jason persisted. “They were really angry. You should have seen it. Faces all bulging, teeth bared, rage saliva dripping from the sides of their mouths. Did you see it?” 
			

			
				“I saw some of it before it all started to get dark,” Anna mumbled. “I don’t think I did anything to provoke them…” 
			

			
				Anna told Jason what had happened after he left, how she had felt sympathy for Fiona and had tried to console her when Fiona flew into a rage and accused her of seducing Jason and trying to steal her life. 
			

			
				“I’m so sorry,” Anna mumbled. “I should have just kept my mouth shut,” she added as she stared at her feet. 
			

			
				“You have nothing to apologise for,” he said, his tone hardening. “But you do need to grow a spine and learn how to defend yourself.” 
			

			
				Anna nodded her head as she continued to stare down at her feet. “I’m sorry,” she said. And then, she looked up at Jason. “Huh? Grow a spine?” 
			

			
				“I couldn’t find any of the others. They must have somehow gotten wind of what was going on here and fled. I did find these stones,” Jason reached into his pocket and brought out six stones. “Three belong to the gladiators, one to the house slave, and one for each of those,” he pointed at Katie and Fiona. 
			

			
				“How will we know which stones are for which collars?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				Jason raised a stone to his right eye as he closed his left. He examined it in detail. 
			

			
				“Nothing,” he said. 
			

			
				He gave it a squeeze. 
			

			
				They both turned to look at Katie and Fiona to see if anything happened. 
			

			
				Nothing happened. 
			

			
				But Katie and Fiona were aware of what was going on, what would happen eventually. They watched with eyes wide, mouths hanging open. 
			

			
				Jason raised another stone and gave it a squeeze. 
			

			
				Katie let out a blood curdling scream as her body curled up into a ball. Jason stopped squeezing that stone and placed it in his right pocket. He continued squeezing the remaining stones until he found the one that worked the collar around Fiona’s neck. Her scream matched that of the one emitted by Katie earlier, except, it lasted longer. 
			

			
				Anna watched with intrigue as Jason kept his fingers pressed tightly against the stone. He knew that stone controlled the collar around her neck. But he continued to squeeze it. It was no longer a test. 
			

			
				He was punishing her. 
			

			
				Fiona had curled into a ball much like Katie had done earlier. Her mouth was open, but no sound escaped. Her body vibrated, as if it were being shocked, it slowly moved away from the table. Her eyes were wide and bulging, the colour on her face was beginning to turn purple. 
			

			
				Was she going to die? Was Jason going to kill her?
			

			
				Fiona’s body, which had been withering on the floor, gave a sudden and final jolt. 
			

			
				Jason stopped squeezing the stone. 
			

			
				“Is she… is she dead?” Anna whispered. 
			

			
				“She’s still alive,” Jason said confidently. 
			

			
				He was right. Anna could see Fiona’s chest rise and fall rapidly. It seemed Jason was an expert on how far to push a body before it failed completely. She made a mental note to work extra hard to stay on his good side.
			

			
				“Here,” Jason held out the two stones that controlled the collars around Fiona and Katie’s necks. “Take them.” 
			

			
				Anna took the stones in her hands, careful not to accidentally squeeze them. “What shall I do with them?” 
			

			
				“Whatever you want,” Jason said. “They belong to you for now.” 
			

			
				Belong to me? “I- I don’t want them to belong to me, even temporarily” Anna said, eyes wide in panic. 
			

			
				“You don’t?” 
			

			
				Anna shook her head. 
			

			
				“Why not? Are you morally opposed to slavery?” 
			

			
				Morally opposed to slavery? Anna shook her head. She’d never before had the time to think about whether or not she was morally opposed to slavery. “I’m scared of owning them,” she mumbled. 
			

			
				“What?” Jason asked, an eyebrow raised. “I don’t understand.” 
			

			
				“They’re scary,” Anna said. 
			

			
				Jason glanced at the two women lying on the ground still curled up into balls, tears running down their eyes, drool sloping down from the corners of their lips. “You’re afraid of them?” 
			

			
				“Well, not in their current state,” Anna said. “But when they get up… what if they try to strangle me again?” 
			

			
				“You need to break them,” Jason said, nodding knowingly. 
			

			
				“Break them?” Anna repeated. She wondered if the lack of oxygen from when she was being strangled had affected her brain, because she could not understand what Jason was talking about. 
			

			
				“You don’t have to break them, but if I were you, I would break them,” Jason said. 
			

			
				Anna still wasn’t understanding. What should she break? She was suddenly tired. Her eyelids felt heavy, as did the stones in her hand. She wanted to pass them back to Jason. She wanted to find a bed or a corner where she could curl up and close her eyes for a few minutes. 
			

			
				Jason was still talking. 
			

			
				“...squeeze the stone every time they disobey a command. Squeeze the stone every time they’re slow to respond. Squeeze the stone every morning and every night at fixed times…” 
			

			
				Jason continued talking, and finally, Anna understood. Break Fiona and Katie, not physically, but mentally so that they never tried to strangle her again. 
			

			
				She didn’t know if she had it in her to do something like that. She’d much rather head back to her farm and leave this place behind. Except, Jason was here in this place. And she liked being in his company. 
			

			
				“What did I do?” a voice called out. 
			

			
				Both Jason and Anna turned to look at the door that led into the mess room. 
			

			
				Rose stood there, leaning against the doorframe, her hand massaged her neck. “What did I do?” she repeated. 
			

			
				“Oh. Yeah, sorry about that,” Jason said sheepishly. “We were testing to see which stones controlled those two collars,” he pointed at Katie and Fiona, both girls still on the ground curled up. 
			

			
				It was only then did Rose notice Katie and Fiona. No longer leaning against the door frame, she stared at them, eyes wide. “What’s going on?” 
			

			
				Anna filled Rose in what had happened as best she could. She wasn’t entirely sure what had happened herself. One moment, she was a slave with a collar around her neck being abused by Niami. A few moments later, she is sitting with Jason, resting her shoulder against his, a moment of bonding with the man that had rescued her when in walked Fiona, a determined glint in her eyes. 
			

			
				Whatever Fiona had planned when she walked in to speak with Jason, it did not go well for her. She had walked in a woman with a farm, slaves and gladiators. Now, she was a woman who had nothing, who was a slave herself. 
			

			
				“You’re a god?” Rose asked Jason when Anna finished explaining. 
			

			
				“Sure,” Jason said, as he let out a sigh. 
			

			
				Anna expected Rose to have a few more questions about Jason and his godly self. She sure had a lot of questions. Anna had never really believed in gods and the afterlife. She didn’t have the time to think about it. But, if Jason really was a god, it meant all that stuff was true? 
			

			
				Hell, heaven, the afterlife… 
			

			
				“Are you my new owner now?” Rose asked. 
			

			
				Anna, who was still thinking about the meaning of it all, didn’t realise Rose was talking to her until Jason nudged her gently. 
			

			
				“Huh?” Anna asked, confused as she snapped out of her thoughts. “Oh. I don’t think so?” she said as she looked up at Jason. She knew he wanted her to own Katie and Fiona, but did it also extend to Rose, who it turned out hadn’t fled with the rest. 
			

			
				“You’re free to go,” Jason said to Rose. 
			

			
				“Can I stay?” she asked. 
			

			
				Jason shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly. 
			

			
				“You don’t want to be free?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				“I was sold off at a really young age. I don’t have anyone out there and I wouldn’t know what to do,” Rose said. 
			

			
				Anna looked up at Jason once more. “Can she stay?” 
			

			
				He shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly once more. 
			

			
				She could tell he didn’t care much for this conversation. Why would he care? He was a god.
			

			
				She couldn’t believe she was standing beside a god… 
			

			
				Anna took a step away from him in awe. 
			

			
				Jason noticed and frowned. “What are you doing?” 
			

			
				“I uh… you’re a god and… I’m just a human so… I wasn’t sure if I should be standing so close to you, my… god?” 
			

			
				“The difference between gods and humans aren’t as great as some would have you believe,” Jason said. “I’m going to go to bed.” 
			

			
				And with that, he walked out of the mess room and disappeared from sight. 
			

			
				With him gone, Rose seemed to gain in confidence some. She sprinted over to join Anna, her eyes sparkling, she stared at the white stones. 
			

			
				“Do those really control the collars on Katie and Fiona?” she asked. 
			

			
				Anna nodded. 
			

			
				“Can I squeeze them?” 
			

			
				“You want to squeeze them?” Anan asked, frowning. “It’ll hurt them.” 
			

			
				“I hope so,” Rose nodded eagerly. “They hurt me so much over the years. A little payback would be nice.” 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				 
			

			
				Chapter 16
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The road to the City of Angels was long and weathered, a path etched by the hooves and wheels of countless travellers before them. Jason rode at the front, sitting tall in the saddle of his bay horse, Fiona’s curved sword strapped securely to his back. The blade, though not ornate, was well-forged and had a balanced weight that spoke of quality. It had no name, but it felt right in his hands. 
			

			
				Anna rode beside him, her black hair was tied back in a braid. She had Katie’s sword sheathed by her waist. Jason planned to give her some lessons. It would be good to train the girl. Being able to look after herself would increase her confidence a ton. 
			

			
				Anna was a good girl, one who Jason was becoming fond of. Which was odd. He had never before actually been fond of a woman before. And the women he knew were goddesses. 
			

			
				Those women always had an agenda. 
			

			
				It was exhausting. 
			

			
				But not Anna. She just wanted the simple life. A little farm that made her toil all year round for little in return. Yet, she appeared happier than most of the goddesses that sought his company. She made him happier. 
			

			
				It was then did Jason have a sudden realisation. 
			

			
				The past few days were some of the happiest of his entire life. And he had lived a long life already. Sure, he had been captured and collared, but there was no real danger. What it did do was provide a brief distraction from the weight of his destiny – freeing his father.  
			

			
				Behind him, a stout wooden cart creaked and groaned under its load. Fiona and Katie sat in the back, huddled in worn cloaks against the cool spring wind. Both wore simple tunics, the gleam of their metal collars catching the sun when it broke through the clouds. Their feet and wrists shackled, they sat silently, a blank gaze in their eyes. Rose held the reins at the front of the cart, guiding the old draft horse with a gentle confidence
			

			
				Over the past few days, Rose had really pushed the girls to breaking point and beyond. Jason found himself feeling some sympathy towards Fiona. For a slave owner, she wasn’t the worst. He had met many that treated their slaves like worms. Fiona had treated her slaves like humans, for the most part. It was her entourage and gladiators that had hurt Rose. 
			

			
				Jason did still plan on keeping his word. After winning large at the tournament, he would use some of his winnings to ensure Anna and Rose could live comfortably and the remainder, he would give to Fiona. 
			

			
				With her gladiators having run away, she would have to start again. Meeting him had not been a blessing for her. But on the flip side, she might learn to be happy with what she has. 
			

			
				Jason had no strong feelings for Katie. If he had to pick, he would lean towards not liking her very much. Perhaps he would give her to Rose and Anna as a permanent slave.   
			

			
				The first day took them through sparse highlands where low shrubs clung to the dry earth and the wind whistled through valleys. They crossed old stone bridges, passed abandoned watchtowers, and saw few other travellers. The land was beautiful in its loneliness—rolling hills, crooked trees, and clouds that drifted like ghosts.
			

			
				That night, they camped in the cart under a sky crowded with stars. They parked beside a half-ruined wall—remnants of an old border outpost. 
			

			
				Anna had packed dried meat, bread and cheese. It made for a good meal after a long day of travelling. After eating, Jason gathered some dried wood from the forest on either side of the road and started a fire by the ruined wall. 
			

			
				He leaned his back against the wall and closed his eyes. Not because he was tired. But because he felt like he should get some rest. He could feel a presence standing over him. He opened his eyes to see Anna standing over him, her shoulders hunched. 
			

			
				“What's the matter?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“Is it safe to sit out on the open road like this?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				It had been a quiet journey so far. They had passed few carriages and even less single riders on horseback. Jason looked left and looked right. There was nothing out there.
			

			
				He had a sword by his waist. 
			

			
				In addition to that, he was getting stronger by the minute. He could feel it. He was still a far way away from his godly strength. But he did not need godly strength in this world. There were no other gods here. Mortals and a few demi-gods, from his understanding.
			

			
				And the difference between a god of his bloodline and a demi-god was like the difference between an elephant and a mouse. He didn’t need the power of a cosmic elephant in this land of chaos. 
			

			
				“I think we will be fine,” Jason said. “Come sit by me,” he tapped on the soft ground beside him. 
			

			
				Anna sat beside him and rested her shoulder against his as she hugged her robe. The fire blazed before them and she stared at it, the flames reflected in her eyes. 
			

			
				“You’re really going to fight in the tournament?” Anna asked as she turned her head to look up at him. 
			

			
				Jason nodded. 
			

			
				“Why?” 
			

			
				“It sounds fun,” Jason said simply. 
			

			
				It was the truth. 
			

			
				“That’s it?” Anna asked, surprise in her eyes. “What if you lose?” 
			

			
				“I don’t think I can lose,” Jason said. 
			

			
				His godly powers were on the return. And one of those godly powers was his ability to regenerate. He was near invincible, and at this rate, it wouldn’t be long before he was back to being completely indestructible. 
			

			
				“That’s got to be nice…” Anna said, letting out a small laugh. 
			

			
				“What’s got to be nice?” 
			

			
				“Being so strong and powerful, not having to fear anything or anyone… ever…” she whispered. 
			

			
				She had a point. Jason had always been the most powerful of the most powerful. He wasn’t accustomed to feelings of fear. Even in those brief moments of weakness on this planet, when he had been beaten by the barbarians and sold as a slave, Jason didn’t feel true fear. 
			

			
				He felt many other things. Anger, frustration and… well it was mostly only just anger. 
			

			
				He wrapped his arm around Anna. He felt protective over her. He kissed her on the lips. “I’ll protect you so you never have to feel like that again,” he promised. 
			

			
				Anna stared up at him with her doe eyes. She kissed him back hard. 
			

			
				Jason placed a hand on her waist before it moved down to her bottom. He was about to squeeze her ample mound when a cry echoed out into the night. 
			

			
				 Jason pulled his lips away from Anna and looked up at Rose, who was standing in the cart with a stick in her hand. 
			

			
				“What are you doing?”” Jason asked. 
			

			
				Rose turned to look back at him. “Uh… I’m hitting them with this stick.” She held the stick up in the air. “I found it in the woods,” she volunteered additional information. 
			

			
				“Why?” Jason asked, frowning. 
			

			
				“Because it hurts them?” Rose said, before adding meekly, “I like it when they scream… Can I hit them again please, master?” 
			

			
				Jason was used to being called Master, God, Divinity, Supreme Eternal. Normally, he welcomed and demanded the deference. But in this Land of Chaos, sitting on the ground with his back against a partially destroyed wall, Jason didn’t feel like a god, or care about being a god. 
			

			
				It felt freeing to be like this. All his life, he had lived under an immense pressure that he was only now realising was a pressure. He still planned to free his father. But Jason was no longer in a rush. 
			

			
				“Can I?” Rose asked. 
			

			
				“Can you what?” Jason asked, frowning. 
			

			
				“Can I keep hitting them with this stick?” she held the stick up again for him to view. 
			

			
				Jason turned to look at Anna. “What do you think?” he asked. “Should Rose keep on hitting Fiona and Katie?” 
			

			
				Anna looked up at Rose standing over the two cowering girls on the back of the cart with a stick in her hand and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know…” 
			

			
				“When this is all done, I think I’m going to give you Katie to own permanently, Anna,” Jason said. “You’re going to start having to make decisions.” 
			

			
				“Please can I hit them?” Rose pleaded, her attention now on Anna. “They’ve struck me with a stick so many times!” 
			

			
				“Yeah… fine… okay,” Anna nodded. 
			

			
				“Yeeees!” Rose squealed in delight. 
			

			
				She did not hold back as she struck Katie and Fiona again and again with her stick. The silent night filled with the two girl’s cries. It only came to a stop when the stick finally snapped. The cries turned into quiet sobs. Anna then lay in the cart in between the two girls she had just beaten and soon, she was fast asleep. 
			

			
				She was a strange woman, to say the least, Jason thought, before his own eyelids began to weigh heavy.  
			

			
				
 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				* *  *
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The second day brought them deeper into the wilds. The road narrowed and climbed, winding through thick forest and jagged cliffs where birds of prey circled overhead. The air grew damper as streams trickled across the path and moss-covered stones lined the way. The only sounds were the clopping of hooves and the rhythmic creak of the cart.
			

			
				That night, the trees closed in tightly around them. They made camp in a small clearing barely wide enough for the cart. Fog settled low to the ground, curling like mist around their boots. Jason kept his sword close, his back against a tree as he stared into the fire before him. Anna joined him by his side once more as Rose went in search of another stick. 
			

			
				“Do you think she will ever tire of torturing Katie and Fiona?” Anna asked, concern in her eyes. 
			

			
				“Eventually? Maybe. Probably not,” Jason said. 
			

			
				He had seen it many times before, when the tables flipped. When an oppressed person suddenly had all the power, they tended to torture their former masters, usually to death. 
			

			
				But he had a feeling Rose wasn’t going to do that. Partly because she wouldn’t be allowed to do that. Katie would be given to Anna as a permanent slave and Jason intended to free Fiona once he had reached the top of the tournament or won the thing. 
			

			
				He still wasn’t sure exactly how it worked. Fiona had been vague on the details. 
			

			
				Secondly, Rose didn’t strike him as the murderous type. Her punishment didn’t cause any lasting damage to either girl. In fact, from the outset, it struck Jason as being very sexually charged. 
			

			
				Rose returned with a stick and guided Katie and Fiona off the back of the cart. She stripped them off their clothes and made them stand naked, ankles shackled, their legs spread apart, they leaned forward onto the cart with their asses in the air. 
			

			
				Jason noted how both Katie and Fiona complied with Rose’s requests immediately. There was no resistance. Either she had broken them already, or they were biding their time. 
			

			
				Rose placed her hand between Katie’s legs and grabbed her by the pussy. She let out a little squeal as she looked back, her eyes met Jason’s for a brief second before she looked away. It was Fiona that got Rose’s attention next. She grabbed her by the pussy and pulled, causing Fiona to squeal much like Katie. Except, Fiona kept her head down, not looking back at anyone. 
			

			
				Oh, how she had fallen. 
			

			
				Jason turned his head and looked at the trees ahead. “Hmmm…” 
			

			
				“What?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				Jason climbed to his feet and drew the sword by his waist. It was a good sword, made of steel, it was balanced well. But it was not perfect. It didn’t have that weightless feeling his usual flaming sword had. 
			

			
				He wondered how well he would be able to fight with something like this in his hands. 
			

			
				“Jason?” Anna called his name, concern in her voice, she climbed to her feet. “Is everything okay?” 
			

			
				“There is something out there,” Jason said as he stared into the darkness.
			

			
				He was wrong. 
			

			
				Partially. 
			

			
				There wasn’t something out there. 
			

			
				There were somethings. 
			

			
				More than one, they slipped out of the shadows, armed with knives and clubs, their faces wrapped in cloth, they were tall beasts with four arms. 
			

			
				“Barbarians,” Jason grinned. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 17
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				There were seven barbarians. They carried knives and clubs in their four hands and towered over eight feet in height. They were formidable beasts to view in the middle of the night, in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by trees, the small fire gave them enlarged shadows, making them even more terrifying to look at. 
			

			
				So it made sense when all four girls screamed. 
			

			
				All of them. 
			

			
				Anna, Rose, Katie and Fiona. 
			

			
				Katie and Fiona, who were naked and bent over, their asses in the air, gave the loudest of screams before they moved quickly, trying to hide behind the cart. Their feet shackled, they tripped and crashed into the dirt. 
			

			
				Rose jumped over them to cower behind the cart. 
			

			
				Anna ran over to the fallen girls and grabbing them by the feet, she pulled them out of site past the large cartwheel. 
			

			
				“Davos,” one of the barbarian’s pulled his mask down. “It’s that guy. The one who claims to be the Messiah.” 
			

			
				Davos pulled his mask down. His body remained in its place, but his neck moved forward, his eyes narrowed as he stared at Jason. “Holy shit! It is you. What are you doing here?” 
			

			
				Jason couldn’t believe his luck. It was the very same barbarians that had apprehended him when he landed in this backwater world. He had sworn to get his revenge on them and now they were here. 
			

			
				Jason raised his sword and pointed it at the barbarians. “I’m going to kill all of you.” 
			

			
				The barbarians burst out in laughter. 
			

			
				And they continued to laugh for a long period of time. It occurred to Jason that so amused were they by his comment, and so unbelievable did they find it, they had completely let their guards down. 
			

			
				He could charge at them and cut them all down within seconds. They would die laughing. But they didn’t deserve a quick death. 
			

			
				“Are you finished?” Jason asked, beginning to get annoyed as they continued to laugh. 
			

			
				Davos, who had hunched over in laughter, straightened up as he wiped away tears. And then he growled. 
			

			
				Jason had to admit the growl did sound somewhat fearsome. And the barbarian’s face was hard. He had a heavy brow that cast shadows over eyes that gleamed with a cold, feral clarity. His skin was coarse and sun-darkened, stretched taut over a jaw like chiselled granite. A thick, ragged scar split one cheek from the corner of his eye to the line of his beard. Another, jagged and raw-looking, curved along his forehead, disappearing beneath a tangled mane of unkempt hair. The nose had been broken at least once, maybe twice, now crooked and flattened like a smashed helm. His mouth, framed by a wiry beard, was set in a permanent grimace—less expression, more instinct.  
			

			
				Jason remembered that face as it pummelled him in Anna’s little farmhouse. 
			

			
				“We’re going to eat you! We’re going to cut you up into little pieces and cook you over your little fire,” Davos said. 
			

			
				That too was an intimidating threat. Jason supposed most men would tremble. 
			

			
				“Are you going to rape my women too?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				Davos looked at the women hiding behind the cart. “You’re not taking this very seriously. You should be scared! You’re going to die.” 
			

			
				Jason decided he’d had enough of talking to the barbarians. “I am a god, you stupid creatures. I don’t fear the dirt beneath my feet. I will kill you now.” 
			

			
				Jason moved like a storm breaking through the trees. His sword flashed silver in the firelight as he met the first barbarian head-on, his blade cleaving through a raised club and burying deep into the brute’s chest. The impact flung the beast backward, a spray of black blood marking the earth.
			

			
				The others roared and charged. Knives slashed at his flanks. Clubs swung from above and below. Jason twisted, ducked, and turned with unnatural speed, his god-blood igniting in his veins. One barbarian caught him square in the ribs with a double-fisted blow—enough to shatter stone—but Jason barely flinched. He drove an elbow into the attacker’s throat, crushing it in a spray of breath and bone, then spun to parry three blades at once.
			

			
				Steel sparked. Flesh tore.
			

			
				Two barbarians tried to flank him, four arms each working in terrifying coordination—but Jason roared and surged forward, crashing into them like a living avalanche. He drove his sword through one’s gut, then yanked it free and whirled, slicing clean through the other’s neck. A head dropped into the fire, sizzling like meat.
			

			
				The final three hesitated. One bellowed and leapt at him, all four arms hammering down with reckless power—but Jason caught two wrists, twisted, and snapped them like twigs. The sword finished the job, arcing upward to split the barbarian from hip to shoulder. The last two charged together.
			

			
				Jason hurled his sword into the chest of one, then caught the last with his bare hands, gripping all four wrists and forcing them downward as the barbarian struggled and shrieked. With a thunderous grunt, Jason lifted him and slammed him into the trunk of a tree with a sickening crack.
			

			
				“That was amazing!” Rose exclaimed. 
			

			
				She ran out from behind the cart and kicked the dead body of a barbarian lying on the ground. 
			

			
				Jason watched with amusement as she continued to kick the body with as much energy as she could muster. 
			

			
				Anna crawled out from behind the cart and stood in front of Jason, awe in her eyes. “That was… you’re really a god… aren’t you?”
			

			
				“I am,” Jason said.
			

			
				“Uhh… what do I do?” she asked, laughing nervously. 
			

			
				“I don’t understand?” Jason said slowly.
			

			
				“Do I bow? Do I pray to you? How do uh… how do I worship you?” 
			

			
				Ah. That’s what she meant. Jason didn’t want to be worshipped. Especially by Anna. He saw her as an equal. Which was odd… Seeing a mere mortal as an equal… 
			

			
				But Jason was here on this Land of Chaos to create followers of the Faith. With the world converted, their daily worshipping would strengthen his father enough to allow him to break his bonds. Or it would weaken the bonds that kept him restrained. 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t sure about the mechanics on how it would happen. He just needed the world converted and praying. 
			

			
				But not Anna… 
			

			
				“You don’t have to worship me,” Jason said as he gave her what he hoped was a comforting smile. 
			

			
				Anna stepped closer to him. “But I want to worship you,” she said softly as she looked up at him. 
			

			
				Jason pulled her in for a kiss. As their lips locked together in the middle of the night, the only sound that could be heard was the continuous kicking Rose dished out to the dead and mutilated bodies. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 18
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dawn broke slowly the next morning. Jason did get some sleep. But not as much as he would have liked. 
			

			
				Sleep. 
			

			
				It was such an odd thing. 
			

			
				His former godly body did not require nearly as much rest as this one did. Even though it was the same body. 
			

			
				After killing the barbarians, Jason was ready for a good night’s rest. He added wood to the fire and sat on the ground, his back up against the trunk of a tree. His sword rested on the ground by his side as he gripped the handle in his left arm. 
			

			
				Not his strongest arm. 
			

			
				That was new too. How this body of his seemed to have more strength in the right hand than it did on his left hand. 
			

			
				Anna had joined him by the fire and rested her head on his shoulder as his right arm wrapped around her back and rested on her lap. 
			

			
				Jason fell asleep pretty instantly. 
			

			
				Anna did not. 
			

			
				She kept fidgeting. Her head rested on his shoulder as it rose up, then landed again, before it rose up. This happened on repeat for a couple of hours before Jason decided he needed to address it. 
			

			
				“What is it?” he had asked, his tone coming out harsher than he’d intended it to. 
			

			
				“Nothing… I’m so sorry!” Anna said. 
			

			
				She was obviously lying. He could see her staring at the dead bodies with eyes that were far too widely open for someone who should be asleep. 
			

			
				Jason had seen plenty of dead bodies before. But even he was able to appreciate what lay before them wasn’t a pretty sight. Some of the barbarians had been cut in half. Their guts were on display. And the smell. It was like shit mucked with rotting meat. 
			

			
				“They’re not going to come back to life, if that’s what you’re worried about,” Jason said. And then he wondered if that was true. He knew nothing of the inhabitants of this world, it seemed. Four armed humans. That wasn’t normal. Maybe they did come back together. “Do their bodies repair themselves? Will they come back to life?” 
			

			
				Anna, who had been staring at the dead bodies, now turned her head to look up at him. “Sorry… did you ask me if the bodies come back together?” 
			

			
				Jason nodded. He had asked her that. “Shall I cut them down some more to make sure they’re really dead?” 
			

			
				“Uh… please don’t cut the dead bodies anymore… they’re definitely… dead,” Anna said. 
			

			
				Jason glanced at the bodies that lay before them. Not a single one twitched. “What’s the problem? Why can’t you sleep?” 
			

			
				“It’s hard to sleep with those dead bodies just… lying there all… dead and… that’s a kidney, isn’t it?” Anna pointed at one of the half cut bodies that had spilled out their insides. 
			

			
				“It is a kidney. They’re not usually that big,” Jason commented. 
			

			
				“What happens to their souls?” Anna asked. 
			

			
				Jason shrugged his shoulders.
			

			
				“You don’t know? But… you’re a god?” 
			

			
				Jason was a god. But it wasn’t that simple. He didn’t know everything. He wasn’t omniscient. “There are many things that can happen to a soul. Some go to better places, some go to dark and cold places. It’s… complicated.” 
			

			
				“What happens to the souls of those that worship Mikarules?” Anna asked. “Do they go to a nice place once they die?” 
			

			
				Jason opened his mouth to respond. He was going to talk about what happens to souls of the Faithful, how the truly worthy go on to Mohale Estera, a place where the soul rests in eternal contentment. 
			

			
				But Jason closed his mouth. 
			

			
				He had never seen the Mohale Estera, nor had he ever seen a soul leave the body and go somewhere. That wasn’t his forte. It was his cousin Celestria’s area of expertise. She was the queen of Mohale Estera.    
			

			
				Or so she claimed. 
			

			
				Jason had his doubts. 
			

			
				He had spent most of his life surrounded by other gods born of the Eternal Flame in a part of the universe full of planets that worshipped them devoutly. But Jason was aware of other entities. In addition to the Eternal Darkness that spewed out the demons, there were angels that were supposedly incredibly strong and able to take souls to plains where they were reformed and given another chance at life. 
			

			
				“I don’t think anyone really knows,” Jason said quietly. But Anna didn’t hear. Her head resting on his shoulder, she had finally fallen asleep. 
			

			
				It hadn’t been as easy for Jason to fall back to sleep. He had been told he was a god all his life and that the mortals that inhabited the worlds his family ruled over had only one purpose - to worship him and his godly family.   
			

			
				But he knew there was more to it. There was the Eternal Darkness that challenged the supremacy of his godly family. 
			

			
				And then there was the fact that his own father had been trapped on a planet for many millennia. If his family were all powerful, why couldn’t they just break him out? Why did he have to come and convert the whole world into worshippers before his father could escape? 
			

			
				And why was he the only one here? Why hadn’t he come with his cousins and uncles to free his father? 
			

			
				
 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 19
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The sun was beginning to dip below the horizon, casting long shadows across the rolling hills that led to the City of Angels. Jason sat comfortably on his horse as it moved along the well-trodden road, its hooves clopping rhythmically on the dirt path. His eyes were focused ahead, his expression unreadable. 
			

			
				Anna rode beside him, her horse kept pace. 
			

			
				But she was not comfortable. 
			

			
				Until this journey of theirs had begun, she had never before ridden on a horse. It was not easy. And it was uncomfortable. Her bum was sore, her inner thighs ached. She was certain where Jason looked all godly and amazing, she must have looked like a right plonker.  
			

			
				Rose travelled on the cart behind them. It looked much more comfortable to sit on than a horse’s saddle. Right this moment, with how much her bottom ached, she would have taken Katia and Fiona’s spots in the back of the cart, all shackled up. 
			

			
				Sure, she didn’t envy what Rose did to Katie and Fiona every time they stopped. The girl really had it in for her former masters. Anna didn’t blame her. They had treated Rose horribly. 
			

			
				As they rode around a bend and the City of Angels came into view, Anna forgot all about her sore bottom. 
			

			
				“Oh my god,” she murmured. 
			

			
				“What?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“Sorry,” Anna’s cheeks turned red. “I didn’t mean to take your name in vain… I’ve just never seen such a magnificent city before.” 
			

			
				“Ha,” Jason chuckled. “I suppose it’s not terrible.” 
			

			
				It was not terrible indeed, Anna thought as her eyes took in the City of Angels as it loomed ahead, its towering stone walls bathed in the golden light of the evening. Rising high on a hill at the heart of the city was a massive statue of an angel, its wings spread wide as if in eternal flight. 
			

			
				Even from this distance, having not even entered the city, Anna thought she could see the angel’s gaze, serene yet distant, it seemed to watch her. 
			

			
				As they drew closer, the massive gates of the city came into view. The gates, made of dark iron and intricately wrought with symbols of wings and stars, stood wide open. There were guards at the gates, their armour gleamed in the twilight as they watched the group warily but said nothing. 
			

			
				Riding through the gates, they entered the heart of the City of Angels. The streets were bustling with activity, merchants calling out their wares, street performers entertaining crowds, and children running through the alleys, their laughter echoing in the cool evening air. 
			

			
				Anna had never before seen so many people in one place, nor had she seen so many colours, or heard as many sounds. The smell, that she was used to. It was a mixture of foods and shit. 
			

			
				Jason stopped to ask for directions towards the arena as Anna took in the wonders surrounding her. She noted how Rose seemed to care less. Perhaps the girl had come from a city herself. 
			

			
				Jason set off and Anna followed after him as the road wound through the city, leading towards the towering statue of the angel. As they passed, Anna glanced up at it. With its outstretched wings catching the last rays of the sun, it was a sight both beautiful and intimidating.
			

			
				Beyond the statue, the royal palace stood in stark contrast—its high stone walls, adorned with banners and flags, seemed to shimmer in the fading light. It was a grand structure, built with a grace and elegance that spoke of the wealth and authority of the royal family.
			

			
				They rode past the grand entrance to the palace, the gates standing open but guarded by watchful soldiers, before continuing toward the arena. The buildings grew more sparse here, the streets wider and lined with statues of past champions. 
			

			
				At last, the arena came into view. It was vast, with stone walls that towered above the surrounding buildings. Jason brought his horse to a stop and stared at the arena. 
			

			
				Anna couldn’t understand why he was entering the tournament now that he was free. Jason might have been a god, but from her understanding, there were many gods and other beings powerful that would resist his attempt to convert the world into followers of the Faith. 
			

			
				If history had been recorded accurately, and Anna was beginning to think it might have, this wasn’t the first time a Messiah of the Faith had come to free Mikarules. The last time, which was many hundred years ago, the Messiah had fallen in battle. 
			

			
				Anna wasn’t the religious type. Life had been much too hard for her to take time and think about what happened once she died. But now with Jason in her presence, an actual god, she would gladly convert to the Faith and do whatever he asked of her. 
			

			
				But she feared many others would not. 
			

			
				Jason gave a final glance at the arena before he turned his horse off the main road and down a side street. Anna followed after him, as did Rose and the cart. She hoped he was heading towards an inn to spend the night in. She had spent the past couple of nights on the road, sleeping with her back against a wall or a tree trunk. 
			

			
				What she would do for a bed and a bath. 
			

			
				Jason stopped in front of an inn and dismounted. Leaving his horse outside and untethered, he walked in through the front door. 
			

			
				Anna looked up at the sign above the inn door. The Mermaid’s Tail. She looked back at Rose. “Should we go in with him?” 
			

			
				“And leave the horses alone out here? Are you crazy?” 
			

			
				Anna shook her head. She didn’t think she was crazy. But she did have questions. “So… what happens now?” 
			

			
				“Our god will go inside and see if there are rooms for us and space in the stable for the horses and cart. We need to wait here until he returns and if someone tries to steal our stuff, you need to stab them,” Rose said. 
			

			
				Stab them? Anna felt panic rising within her. “Stab them with what? Stab who?” 
			

			
				“Stab them with your sword,” Rose said as looked around at the few that walked the street. “Whoever tries to steal from us has to die. That’s the way it is.” 
			

			
				“What? Why?” Anna asked in a panic. Her head spun as she looked at the hooded figures that walked up and down the street. Her eyes fell on a man with a black cloak. He stared at Jason’s horse as he approached them. “Rose!” Anna hissed. 
			

			
				“What?” 
			

			
				“Him!” she hissed, trying to point at the man with the black cloak without pointing at him. “Is he going to steal Jason’s horse?” 
			

			
				“You can’t call him Jason,” Rose hissed back. “He is our god!” 
			

			
				“Is he going to steal our god’s horse?” 
			

			
				“Probably,” came the nonchalant response. 
			

			
				Anna’s heart pounded in her chest so loudly, it felt like someone was playing drums in her head. As the man came closer, his eyes still on Jason’s stallion, she dropped down from her saddle. A combination of fear and exhaustion caused her unstable legs to give way as they touched the ground. 
			

			
				Anna dropped onto her bottom with a thud. 
			

			
				“Ow,” she mumbled as she sat on her bottom. 
			

			
				The man in the dark cloak rushed over and helped her climb to her feet. Anna thanked him, her cheeks burning. He gave her a smile and walked off, his eyes returning to Jason’s stallion. 
			

			
				“It’s a good thing you didn’t kill him,” Rose said. “People in cities frown at murderers.” 
			

			
				“People everywhere frown at murders!” Anna snapped as she rubbed her ever sorer bottom. 
			

			
				She wondered why she was taking advice from Rose. Anna liked the girl, but it was obvious Rose was a psycho. Katie and Fiona probably deserved everything they were getting, but it still didn’t take away from the fact that only a psycho could dish out the suffering like Rose was doing. 
			

			
				A young boy walked out of the inn and stopped in his tracks as she stared at Anna. “You’re pretty. Can I see your tits?” 
			

			
				“What?” Anna asked as she rubbed her ears, wondering if she heard right. 
			

			
				“Can I have a look at them?” he nodded at her breasts, a cheeky smile on her face. 
			

			
				“No you absolutely cannot!” Anna snapped, her eyes narrow. “How old are you?” 
			

			
				“It doesn’t matter how old I am. I’ve done it before,” the boy said. 
			

			
				Done it before? Anna was too afraid to ask what it was he had done before. “Don’t you have someplace to be?” 
			

			
				“I came to take the horses and the cart,” the boy said. 
			

			
				“Kill him!” Rose called from her spot on the cart. 
			

			
				The boy’s eyes widened as he looked up at Rose. And then, he smiled. “Can I see your tits?” 
			

			
				“Do you have money?” Rose asked. 
			

			
				“How much will it cost?” the boy asked.  
			

			
				Anna intervened before Rose could begin negotiating a price to show the young boy her tits. It turned out Jason had secured rooms at the inn and space for the horses and the cart in the inn’s stable and the boy was here for that reason, to take the horses to the stable. 
			

			
				Anna gave Rose a hand in bringing Katie and Fiona off the back of the cart. Both girls were shackled by the ankles and wrists. It did not go unnoticed by the boy, who opened his mouth to negotiate a price for the two women when Anna cut him off with a threat to clip him around the ear. 
			

			
				As the boy left with the horses and cart, Anna helped Rose remove the shackles from Katie and Fiona. The collar around the neck remained to prevent either girl from getting any ideas of escaping. 
			

			
				Once inside the inn, Anna spotted Jason immediately. 
			

			
				He sat at a table in the corner of the room. And it was a large room full of punters. A fire crackled in a hearth in the centre of the room and the smells of food and drink floated around. The only thing missing were the sounds. 
			

			
				The room was completely silent. 
			

			
				And then, Anna spotted the reason for it. 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t alone at his table. 
			

			
				He sat with a smile on his face as he spoke to the thing that sat opposite him. 
			

			
				A thing that was red in colour and had two black horns. 
			

			
				It was a demon. 
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				Jason knew something was wrong when he walked into the inn. It didn’t matter which world he was in, the minute he walked into an inn, a bar, a pub, there was one thing that they all had in common. 
			

			
				Noise. 
			

			
				It could be laughter floating through the air, or a passionate debate, or an angry brawl. 
			

			
				But it was never silent. 
			

			
				Except the common room in this inn. 
			

			
				Which was dead silent. 
			

			
				As he looked around, he noticed how every man and woman at the tables sat with their heads lowered and their backs hunched. 
			

			
				And then he spotted her. 
			

			
				The demon. 
			

			
				She sat in the corner of the room, a smirk on her face as she surveyed the terrified humans. 
			

			
				And it had to be because of the demon, right? 
			

			
				Jason had heard of demons, though he had never come across one before. Demons were supposedly somewhat formidable opponents as they had some of the Eternal Darkness inside them. 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t afraid of the demon. She might have had some of the Eternal Darkness inside her, but he was a purebred god of the Eternal Flame. So he marched up to her table and pulled a chair out. 
			

			
				There was an audible gasp as he sat down. For a second, every person turned to look at him. It was only for a second before they returned to staring at the table. He wondered why they were even there in the common room. Why not just leave? 
			

			
				Maybe they were too afraid to get up. 
			

			
				“Well hello,” the demon smiled at him. 
			

			
				“You’re a demon, aren’t you?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“What gave it away?” she asked as she leaned forward, her elbows now resting on the table. “Was it the red skin, the black horns, the yellow eyes? Or was it my tail?” 
			

			
				“Tail?” Jason asked. He hadn’t seen any tail. So he looked. Or tried to look. The demon wore a black leather skirt and a white blouse. But there was no sign of a tail. “Where is your tail?” 
			

			
				“Oh, it’s hidden. I only bring it out for special guests,” she said as she leaned even closer. “Do you want to see it?” 
			

			
				Contrary to popular belief, tails were not common on humanoids. Sure, you found them on horses, cows, donkeys, lions, tigers and many other four legged animals, but a walking talking humanely shaped beasts did not have a tail. 
			

			
				So Jason was curious. He did want to see the demon’s tail. And he liked this version of himself, one that was going to enjoy what this world had to offer and live life freely for a while before he broke his father out of his prison.  
			

			
				“Go on then,” Jason said. “Let me see that tail.” 
			

			
				The demon, who up until that point wore a sly smile on her face, now leaned even closer, his lips pursed. “Are you mentally retarded?” 
			

			
				“What?” Jason asked, frowning. 
			

			
				“You should be terrified of me like everyone else here. So, either you’re mentally retarded, or… There is no other option. Even demi-gods tremble in the presence of demons,” she said as she studied him with curiosity. 
			

			
				“I’m not afraid of demons,” Jason said as he sat back in his chair, his arms folded across his chest, he wondered if he should tell her who he was. 
			

			
				“Do you want to kill yourself?” the demon asked. 
			

			
				Jason’s frown deepened. “Are you sure you’re not the one that’s mentally retarded?” 
			

			
				“How dare you!” the demon snapped. 
			

			
				She moved with incredible speed. Jason barely saw it. He definitely wasn’t quick enough to react. She drew a sword that seemed to materialise from thin air and struck his neck. The tip of the blade dug into the flesh and cut through. He felt a stinging sensation and felt the wound. There was blood. But it was minimal.
			

			
				“Did you just try to decapitate me?” Jason asked, now annoyed. 
			

			
				The demon shook her head. “If I wanted to decapitate you, your head would be lying on the floor right now. I did want you to suffocate and die slowly as blood dripped down your throat. But it seems the wound has healed. You’re a demi-god, aren’t you?” 
			

			
				Jason shook his head. “I am no demi-god.” 
			

			
				“Oh? You’ve got another name for yourself? I don’t care. You’re tall and handsome. You’ve got some skill. Not only did you heal quickly, but you didn’t succumb to my persuasions to kill yourself,” the demon said. “I don’t have a room in this inn, but I don’t imagine that should be a problem. Let's go upstairs and find a room.” 
			

			
				Persuasions to kill himself? Did demons have some sort of mind controlling abilities? Jason didn’t know. He knew very little about them. He knew very little about this world, and yet he had come here to conquer it and free his father. 
			

			
				Jason was still confident in his ability to do that. He was a purebred god of the Eternal Flame. There was nothing that could stand in his way once he regained his full power. And he could feel his power returning. The speed at which his neck wound had healed was much faster than when he recovered from his duelling injuries. 
			

			
				“Well, are you coming or what?” the demon asked. 
			

			
				She wanted to sleep with him. 
			

			
				He was used to women wanting to sleep with him. Though a red skinned demon with horns would be a first for him. And he was still curious to see the tail. 
			

			
				“No. I have no plans of sleeping with you tonight,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“Not tonight? What about tomorrow night? Or in the morning?” the demon asked, her lips twitching. 
			

			
				Jason noted how she went from being playful, to trying to kill him, to suddenly being playful again. Talk about mood swings. Mortals would be wise to steer clear of her. But Jason was no mortal. 
			

			
				“What are you doing here? Where did you come from? What are you made of?” he asked. 
			

			
				“I’m here to participate in the tournament. I came from beyond the Charred Wasteland, where all us demons live and I’m made of… flesh and bones?”
			

			
				“But you have some Eternal Darkness inside you, right?” 
			

			
				For the first time since Jason had sat down, he noted the change on her face. That sure and confident smile with the easy and relaxed eyes was gone.
			

			
				“Not many know about the Eternal Darkness. In fact, you’re the first non-demon that has ever mentioned it…. Who are you? What are you doing here?” 
			

			
				“I’m Jason,” he smiled. “And I’m here to fight in the tournament.” 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				 
			

			
				Chapter 21
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jason stood in a small room beside the amphitheatre where the tournaments were held. He had been led here by one of the men guarding the entrance to the arena. This was the Tournament of Champions, apparently. You couldn’t just walk in, go looking for some of the fighters, pick one that looked fearsome and start a battle. 
			

			
				No. 
			

			
				He had to be tested first to see if he was worthy. 
			

			
				So here he was, in a small room with a single window, sitting on a chair waiting for the person that was going to carry out the tests. 
			

			
				Whoever this tester person was, they didn’t appear to be in a hurry. 
			

			
				But Jason didn’t mind. 
			

			
				He found it comforting to sit in this small and somewhat dark room all by himself. It was an opportunity to spend some time with his thoughts and reflect. 
			

			
				For the first time in his life, he wasn’t encircled by other Gods of the Eternal Flame, or the many demi-gods or mortal advisors that constantly surrounded him. He had come to this planet alone, he had spent time with ordinary mortals, the ones that he used to look down upon, he had lost his powers, he had experienced pain and pleasure. 
			

			
				It hadn’t been an entirely pleasant experience so far, but it had been a freeing experience. Because he was free. He could decide right now to never claim his status as the Messiah the world had been waiting for. 
			

			
				He could hide away amongst the ordinary and live a life of adventure. And there was adventure to be found on this planet. Demons and demi-gods that could challenge him. It was exciting. At least for now, until his godly powers fully returned. 
			

			
				Jason didn’t seriously plan to hide away on this planet. He was here to free his father and he would do that. And once his father was free, the war with the purebred Gods of the Eternal Darkness would begin. 
			

			
				That would be a long war. A tiring one. Jason realised he didn’t want to fight in that battle. Not because he was afraid of facing gods that were his equal. 
			

			
				His family had been fighting the Gods of Eternal Darkness since before the beginning of time. With a few pauses here and there, that battle continued to this day and would continue until the universe came to an end. 
			

			
				And for what? 
			

			
				Nothing gained and nothing lost. 
			

			
				Except for the billions of lives that had died from being caught in the crossfire. Lives that had meaning, he now realised. 
			

			
				“Are you the new participant?” 
			

			
				Jason, who had been lost very deep in thought, only now noticed the woman standing by the door. She wore a brown leather skirt and had a whip holstered by her waist. 
			

			
				She gave him a wave of the hand. “Hello?” 
			

			
				“Yup, that’s me,” Jason said as he climbed to his feet. 
			

			
				“You seemed more normal when I walked in but… you’re quite tall, aren’t you?” she asked as she stared up at him. 
			

			
				Jason knew he was tall when compared to mortals. But for a pure God of the Eternal Flame, he was still in the early stages of growth. His father could transform into a hundred foot tall flaming God. 
			

			
				“The man at the gate said I have to take some sort of test before I can beat people up in the tournament?” 
			

			
				“Beat people up,” the girl grinned. 
			

			
				She reached for his hand, took it in hers and led him out of the room and down a corridor. To his left, he could see the actual arena through arched corridors. On his right were doors that were mostly closed, though one was open. It was empty inside, though it did have benches attached to each wall. 
			

			
				As they walked, the woman, who introduced herself as Katarina, told him how the tournament worked. He would be tested and if he passed, depending on how well he did, he would receive a score. He would then be matched against contestants that had similar scores.
			

			
				Once in the tournament, every win would increase his score, every loss would decrease his score. With a higher score, he can challenge better contestants and make more money. 
			

			
				“What are you after?” Katarina asked. “Just the money or are you trying to catch the eye of a certain princess?” 
			

			
				“Just the money for now,” Jason said, before he turned to look at her as they walked. “If I were trying to catch the eye of a princess, which princess would that be?” 
			

			
				“Princess Aurora Andel, of course. Which other princess could it be?” 
			

			
				“Right,” Jason nodded. “And Princess Aurora Andel is the same princess whose kingdom I’m currently in, I’m guessing?” 
			

			
				Katarina stopped walking, still holding his hand in hers, she turned to look up at him. “Yes, Jason. This is her kingdom. Or her father’s at least. But everyone knows Princess Aurora the world over. How can you not know who she is?” 
			

			
				“I’m not from around these parts.” 
			

			
				“Where are you from, Jason?” Katarina asked, her tone teasing. “Did you just emerge from under a rock?” 
			

			
				“No. I fell from the sky in a ball of fire. I’m from another planet,” he told her with a straight face. 
			

			
				Katarina stared at him a moment before she turned and continued walking down the corridor. “You’re strange,” she told him. “But you’re handsome. So I suppose it’s okay.” 
			

			
				
 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				* *  *
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jason stood in a training arena to the left of the actual amphitheatre. From where he stood, he could see the structure looming large above him. For a backwater planet, it was somewhat impressive. He was actually looking forward to fighting in the arena as thousands cheered. 
			

			
				But before he could fight in the proper arena against the worthy, he would have to pass Katarina’s test. 
			

			
				She had led him to this training ground. And as he stood in the centre, he was surrounded by four men. 
			

			
				“Is that all?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“It’s step one,” Katarina said. 
			

			
				“How many steps are there?” 
			

			
				“Three.” 
			

			
				“That’s not a lot of steps,” Jason murmured. 
			

			
				“You really are strange,” Katarina said. “Remember, no intentional killing.” 
			

			
				The four men circled him, their eyes gleaming with confidence. They were no mere brawlers; these were warriors, skilled in the art of hand-to-hand combat, each one radiating an aura of power that suggested superhuman strength. But Jason had been through battles that tested the very limits of his endurance, and despite the absence of his once-godly powers, he wasn’t a stranger to the harshness of combat.
			

			
				The first man lunged, a blur of motion, his fist aimed straight for Jason's face. But Jason anticipated the strike with precision, sidestepping at the last moment. His fist shot out, meeting his opponent’s chest with a crack that echoed through the arena. The man stumbled back, gasping for air, but Jason didn’t wait for him to recover. He swept his leg low, knocking the man off balance and sending him crashing to the ground. 
			

			
				Were there a crowd watching, they would have roared at that. 
			

			
				The second man, faster than the first, came at him from behind. Jason felt the shift in the air just in time, ducking and spinning around to face his new assailant. The man’s punch came in a swift arc, but Jason was already moving, his shoulder lowering as he absorbed the hit into a roll that carried him effortlessly past his foe. A quick jab to the man’s exposed ribs forced him back, winded and disoriented.
			

			
				Before the second man could recover, the third charged. He was taller, broader, and Jason could feel the power in his stance. With a deft sidestep, he let the man’s heavy fist miss by mere inches. As the giant stumbled, Jason struck, his palm pressing hard into the man’s shoulder, dislocating it with a sharp twist. The man howled in pain, collapsing to the ground.
			

			
				The final man was no slouch either. He was quick, his fists a blur of calculated aggression. But Jason had been in battles like this before. He knew the rhythm of combat, the ebb and flow. The man’s fists came fast and furious, but Jason was patient. He parried, dodged, and countered with fluid precision. He felt the power in his limbs returning slowly, the sense of strength surging through him as his godly essence began to reawaken. With an expertly timed strike, Jason caught the man’s arm mid-swing, twisting it behind his back in an unforgiving hold that left his opponent gasping for breath. The man collapsed, unable to continue.
			

			
				“That wasn’t too bad,” Katarina said. 
			

			
				“Shouldn’t you be making notes?” Jason asked, frowning. 
			

			
				“I am,” Katarina said and held a finger up to her head. 
			

			
				Katarina entered the training arena and stepping over one of the fallen men, she took his hand in hers and led him out of the arena and to a room with a large quantity of weights. 
			

			
				“Start with this one,” she pointed to the smallest weight in the room. 
			

			
				“I’m not starting with that one,” Jason told her. 
			

			
				“Fine. Whatever. Start wherever you want to start, but I can assure you they’re much heavier than they look.” 
			

			
				Ignoring her sage advice, Jason walked up to the bar that had the largest weights added to it. He bent down and grabbed the metal bar with one hand and pulled. 
			

			
				It did not budge. 
			

			
				He grabbed it with both hands and pulled. 
			

			
				Again, it did not budge an inch. 
			

			
				“What the hell is this thing made of?” Jason asked, exasperated. The weights added to either side of the bar looked heavy, sure, but it was impossible for them to be that heavy. 
			

			
				“It’s a test designed for demi-gods like yourself. The weights are heavier than they look. Maybe you should start with this one?” Katarina pointed to the bar with the least number of weights added to it. 
			

			
				“I’m not a-” Jason stopped. 
			

			
				“You’re not a what?” Katarina asked, frowning. 
			

			
				Jason sighed. I’m not a demi-god is what he was going to say. I’m a purebred God of the Eternal Flames. This mere mortal had no clue who she was talking to. But that’s what he wanted, wasn’t it? 
			

			
				Anonymity. 
			

			
				He moved towards the smallest weight and placing both hands on it, he pulled. To his relief, the weight lifted off the ground. Although it was much heavier than he had expected it to be. He could feel the strain on his biceps. 
			

			
				“Just one more test, Jason. And then you’re in!” Katarina clapped with both hands excitedly. 
			

			
				Jason dropped the weight and eyed the one resting next to it. It had a few more weight plates attached to it. He was tempted to have a go at it. But before he could reach for it, Katarina grabbed him by the arm and pulled him away and out of the room. 
			

			
				She led him down the corridor once more and opened a door to his left. A blast of steam struck him as he entered. There were benches along one side of the room and a pool of water enclosed in blue tiles on the other side of the room. The steam rose from the white tiled floor. 
			

			
				“Take your clothes off,” Katarina said. 
			

			
				Jason stared at Katarina. “Take my clothes off?” 
			

			
				“You’re not shy are you?” 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t shy. But he wasn’t stupid either. “And this is part of the test?” 
			

			
				“Yes,” Katarina said as she stepped up to him, her breasts now brushing up against his chest. “I need to do a physical inspection of you.” 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t buying it. She had led him to a steam room that was empty but probably used by the contestants that battled in the tournament. She was going to carry out an inspection by herself with no visible medical instruments about. 
			

			
				Katarina was a pretty girl. She had smooth olive skin, thick black hair and cute brown eyes. Her breasts were on the smaller side, though she did try to accentuate them by having them pressed up. 
			

			
				Jason placed a hand on her neck. A gentle hand, but firm enough to cause the girl to stiffen. He pushed her into the room and up against the wall. 
			

			
				“There is no third test, is there?” he asked. 
			

			
				Katarina shook her head as she swallowed nervously. 
			

			
				Jason looked down at the skirt she wore and the whip holstered to it. He pulled her skirt down with a single tug, causing Katarina to let out a small squeal. She wore black panties underneath. He placed his hand against it, feeling for her opening.
			

			
				She was wet, and despite the change in circumstances, she spread her legs, signalling her intent to be taken by him. 
			

			
				“Have I passed the test?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“...yes,” Katarina whispered. 
			

			
				Jason pressed his finger against her pussy lips and drove it inside, along with part of her black panties. “Did I get a high score?” 
			

			
				Katarina closed her eyes, wincing, she nodded. 
			

			
				Jason drove another finger into her pussy, pushing more of the lacy material of her panties along with it. Her lips parted as she let out a little moan. She had a small tongue. Jason leaned closer and bit her lip. He let go of her neck and moving his fingers out of her pussy, he grabbed her white blouse, his fingers slipped in through the gaps between the buttons that held it together. With a simple tug, he tore it off.
			

			
				Katarina did have small breasts. But they were firm. And her nipples were erect. He was about to lean down and take them in his mouth when he felt it. 
			

			
				It seemed he wasn’t the only one to feel something. 
			

			
				Katarina’s eyes widened in fear. She reached for her torn blouse and tried to cover her chest. In a panic, she realised her skirt was resting on the floor by her feet. She let go of her blouse and reached down to pick up her skirt. 
			

			
				Jason turned to look behind him. 
			

			
				There was nothing there. No fearsome creature stood by the door, ready to pounce and rip him to shreds. 
			

			
				Jason turned back to see Katarina now on her bottom, her knees pressed up against her chest, her skirt was back around her waist, but it did nothing to hide away her black panties. Her legs trembled and her skin was now pale. 
			

			
				Jason had felt something behind him, which is why he had turned to look back. But there was nothing there. He’d planned to continue from where he had left off, sucking on her breasts. But she did not look hot anymore. She looked terrified. 
			

			
				“What’s going on?” Katarina asked. 
			

			
				“What are you doing?” Jason asked, frowning. 
			

			
				“Darkness… it’s so dark,” Katarina whispered. 
			

			
				Jason looked around the room. Sure, there was only the door and a single narrow window for light to enter. It was dimly lit. But that wasn’t reason enough for someone to quiver in fear. 
			

			
				Unless… 
			

			
				“Are you afraid of the dark?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				Katarina nodded as her eyes darted around the room, as if looking for a hidden monster. 
			

			
				“Why did you come in this room if you’re afraid of a dimly lit room?” Jason asked, frowning. 
			

			
				His question seemed to briefly draw her focus back to him. 
			

			
				She stared at him as if he were an idiot. “I’m not afraid of a dimly lit room!” she snapped. 
			

			
				“Why are you quivering on the ground like a child who has just seen a ghost?” 
			

			
				“Because of what's around us. Can’t you see it?” Katarina asked. 
			

			
				Jason sighed as he looked around the room once more. There was nothing in the room. Except, there was noticeably less steam. And it did feel a little cooler. 
			

			
				Was she afraid of the cold? 
			

			
				No. 
			

			
				That made no sense. 
			

			
				Jason had passed the tests required to join the tournament. And Katarina said she would give him a high score, which meant he could battle against worthy opponents. There was nothing more for him to do here. Maybe he should just go back to the inn until the tournament began? 
			

			
				“When do I get to fight?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				Katarina, whose head was still darting from left to right, eyes wide, stopped suddenly and stared up at him. “What?” 
			

			
				“I’ve passed the test. What happens next? When do I fight?” 
			

			
				“Can you not see the darkness!?” came her response. 
			

			
				Jason was about to snap at the girl when he saw the darkness. 
			

			
				Or at least, the two dark horns. 
			

			
				Standing by the door was a beast in red with two black horns and yellow eyes that sparkled. As she smiled and revealed her white teeth, they seemed to sharpen before his eyes, turning shark like. 
			

			
				“Oh, hello, Jason. Fancy seeing you here,” the demon said. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 22
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Katarina, who was sitting on the floor with her legs pressed up against her chest, her eyes wide in horror, let out a blood curdling scream. 
			

			
				It lasted a long time and the sound echoed off the walls, reverberating. Jason was about to place his hands over his ears when she finally stopped. 
			

			
				Except, Katarina wasn’t done screaming. 
			

			
				She had merely paused to catch her breath. 
			

			
				After having taken deep intakes of air, Katarina let out another bloodcurdling scream. It was much louder this time, almost as if the first time was just a warmup. 
			

			
				“Stop screaming!” Jason yelled. 
			

			
				Except, it turned out his yelling had nowhere near the volume of her scream and was easily drowned out. Not knowing what else to do, he dropped to his knees and placing a hand on either side of her, he tried to shake her out of it. 
			

			
				But Katarina didn’t seem to even notice his presence, or his hands violently shaking her. All of her focus was on the demon. The very same one Jason had met the night before. She had introduced herself as Lilith, as if that was supposed to mean something to him. 
			

			
				Katarina continued to scream violently. 
			

			
				Jason slapped her across the cheek. It was a moderate slap. 
			

			
				Hard enough to cause Katarina’s head to whip a little to the left. She stopped screaming for a moment and stared at him, eyes wide, she blinked rapidly. 
			

			
				“Jason?” she called his name. “Where am I?” 
			

			
				Before he could respond, Katarina turned to look at the demon standing by the door. Her already wide eyes seemed to widen further. 
			

			
				Katarina started to scream again. 
			

			
				That bloodcurdling loud scream. 
			

			
				Jason turned to look back at Lilith. The demon wore a smirk on her red face. 
			

			
				“You’re doing this to her, aren’t you?” he asked. 
			

			
				“I can’t hear you,” Lilith said. 
			

			
				It was odd how she didn’t seem to be speaking particularly loudly, the volume of her words were normal, yet, he could hear her clearly. Jason climbed to his feet and walked to the demon. 
			

			
				“You’re doing this to her, aren’t you!?” he shouted. 
			

			
				“Why are you shouting?” Lilith asked, her brows furrowing, she raised a hand to rub her ear. “You’re asking the wrong question,” she told him. 
			

			
				“What’s the right question?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				Lilith turned her body to face him. She leaned back against the door frame and folding her arms across her chest, her yellow eyes bore into him. “The real question is, why aren’t you on your knees screaming like a little bitch?” 
			

			
				Lilith placed a hand on his arm and squeezed it. Her hand moved to his chest. She felt between the buttons of his shirt, touching his skin, she poked it with the tip of her sharp nails. Her hand moved down his chest and towards his groin. 
			

			
				Jason knew where this was going and he wasn’t in the mood. He grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her hand back. “Why are you here and what do you want?” 
			

			
				Lilith’s eyes narrowed as she stared at his hand that held her wrist. She was affronted by the force he had used. She pulled her hand free off his grip and bared her teeth. They were normal teeth, white and perfectly aligned, they remained white, but for the second time today, the edges of the crowns began to sharpen until they resembled that seen more commonly on sharks. 
			

			
				“I’ve bitten heads off for less,” Lilith said. 
			

			
				Json wasn’t afraid, though he did take a step back to give himself time to respond to any attack she might launch. Lilith was a demon, after all, and whilst he knew little of demons, it was wise to be wary until his powers fully returned. 
			

			
				“Relax,” Lilith said, her eyes rolling. “If I wanted to bite your head off, I would do it without announcing it.” 
			

			
				Katarina, who was still screaming her lungs out, suddenly stopped. Her body shuddered as she took deep breaths. Jason imagined she was taking a momentary break before she resumed her shrieking cry. 
			

			
				But Katarina did not start to scream again. 
			

			
				Her eyes, which had been wide in horror, now seemed to return to their normal size as they moved from Jason to Lilith, to Jason and back to the demon. 
			

			
				“What… what’s going on?” Katarina asked as she slowly climbed to her feet, one hand held her loosely fitted skirt and the other hand tried to keep her torn blouse together. “Where am I?” she asked as she looked around the room before her eyes settled on Lilith once more. “You’re… you’re a demon,” she mumbled, her lips quivering. 
			

			
				“Yes, I’m a demon. I’m here to join the tournament,” Lilith announced. “Apparently I need to pass some sort of test. Test me.” 
			

			
				“You… you want to fight in the tournament?” Katarina asked as she leaned against the wall, looking very much like she had just run a marathon. “Why? W-why do you want to fight in the tournament? You- you’re a demon.” 
			

			
				“It’s been a long time since I’ve walked amongst humans. Are they always so stupid?” Lilith asked. 
			

			
				“You fried her brain with the fear stuff,” Jason muttered. 
			

			
				“Fear stuff?” Lilith raised an eyebrow. 
			

			
				“Yes. Fear stuff,” Jason repeated. “You had her screaming like… I’ve never seen anyone scream like that before. What did you show her?” 
			

			
				“You should have seen the same, but you didn’t. Maybe there is something wrong with your brain,” Lilith said, frowning. “Maybe I should have a look?” 
			

			
				“At my brain?” Jason asked. He raised his hands and formed them into fists. 
			

			
				Lilith burst out laughing. “Let's save our battle for the tournament. Your boldness deserves a glorious death in front of the thousands. Not a lonely death in this-” she paused to look at the room they were in. “What is this place?” 
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				Still clearly terrified of the demon, Katarina had gained enough of her wits to know the smart thing to do was to quickly administer the test on the demon. Once that was done, hopefully the demo would go away. 
			

			
				Or it would eat her soul. 
			

			
				There was a demon standing in front of her. 
			

			
				Katarina’s knees felt weak as she moved down the corridor and headed for the room that held the weights to test the contestant’s strength. It didn’t help that Jason had damaged the belt around her skirt and ripped off all the buttons on her blouse. Having to hold onto her clothes and at the same time, trying to discreetly keep an eye on the demon was challenging. 
			

			
				“What did you see?” Jason asked as she walked beside her. 
			

			
				“What do you mean?” Katarina asked as she glanced back at the demon named Lilith. An actual demon. Red skin, black horns, razor sharp teeth, yellow eyes. “That’s a demon,” she whispered to Jason. “A demon,” she hissed. 
			

			
				“Aren’t demons common in this Land of Chaos?” he asked. 
			

			
				Katarina shook her head vigorously. “Of course they’re not common! The stories say they live on the other side of the Charred Wasteland, but I didn’t think they were real!” 
			

			
				“It has been too long since we last crossed the Charred Wasteland and entered the land of the weak,” Lilith said. 
			

			
				Katarina stopped dead in her tracks and turned to look back at the demon. Lilith was a good ten feet away, yet somehow, she had heard them whisper? Well, it was only Katarina that was whispering. Jason spoke normally. In fact, everything about his behaviour was normal. Why wasn’t he scared like she was? Didn’t he know there was a demon behind them? Was something wrong with his eyes? 
			

			
				She glanced up at his blue eyes. They were so deep, like the ocean on a calm sunny day… 
			

			
				“It’s the Land of Chaos,” Jason commented. “Not the Land of the Weak.” 
			

			
				“But they are so weak and fragile,” Lilith said. The demon had reached them and she stood in front of Katarina, her yellow eyes sparkling, a smile spread on her lips as she placed a hand on Katarina’s chest. “So weak and fragile, if I’m not careful, a simple love making session could lead to your death.” 
			

			
				Katarina’s heart thumped away in her chest, much like a pair of drums that led an army into war. She was sure it was going to burst through her chest and kill her in the process. Her head began to spin as the demon leaned in for a kiss. 
			

			
				Jason grabbed Lilith by the arm and pulled her back. “You’re going to kill the girl,” he muttered. 
			

			
				Katarina dropped to the ground, panting heavily, her hands shot to her chest as she removed her blouse and felt the skin above her heart. Her chest hadn’t exploded into a thousand pieces. It was okay. She was going to live. 
			

			
				She felt arms grab her and pull her to her feet. 
			

			
				“Are you okay?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				He brought his handsome face close to hers. She could feel his warm breath. She could smell him. Ruggedness. Like a breath of air taken in the middle of a pine forest that also had wildflowers growing. 
			

			
				“I’m… I’m okay,” Katarina mumbled. 
			

			
				She was not okay. 
			

			
				Between Jason with his handsomeness and Lilith with her terrifying-ness, Katarina was certain she was going to die from the highs and lows the two were putting her through. 
			

			
				Her blouse was open, her small breasts visible to both Jason and the demon. 
			

			
				But Katarina did not care anymore. 
			

			
				She wanted this over with as quickly as possible. She continued down the corridor, walking with speed, her skirt dropped to her ankles. She kicked it off and continued on, glad that she had decided to wear panties today. 
			

			
				She reached the room with the weights and pointed at them. She wanted to tell the demon to lift one of the weights. But no words came out of her mouth. Her throat was dry. She continued to point at the weights, panic in her eyes. 
			

			
				“What’s wrong with her?” Lilith asked. 
			

			
				“You’ve broken her,” Jason muttered. “You need to be able to lift at least one of the weights,” he added. 
			

			
				“That’s it? That’s the test?” Lilith scoffed. 
			

			
				“It’s one of the tests. And it’s harder than it looks,” Jason muttered. 
			

			
				Lilith walked up to the bar with the largest weights attached to it. She grabbed the bar with one hand and lifted it up off the ground like it weighed as much as a feather. 
			

			
				Jason’s mouth dropped. 
			

			
				“How-” he stopped. “I could probably do that one day,” he muttered. 
			

			
				“You can’t do it now?” Lilith asked. “It’s not very heavy. Here.” 
			

			
				She threw the bar with the weights at Jason. 
			

			
				It flew at an incredible speed. 
			

			
				Katarina had to admire Jason’s reflexes. He slid to the side just in time for the weight to fly past him. It crashed into the wall and knocked it down, sending broken stones flying. 
			

			
				“Why did you do that?” Jason yelled. 
			

			
				Lilith shrugged her shoulders. “You were supposed to catch it.” 
			

			
				Jason glared at Lilith. In return, her lips twitched as her eyes sparkled. She was messing around with him. 
			

			
				Jason turned to Katarina. “Can you just give her a really high score so she can leave?” 
			

			
				Katarina nodded numbly. She had a feeling were the demon to face the men in the arena, she would probably literally tear them apart limb to limb if she did not swallow them whole. She had heard stories of demons that could swallow human’s whole, though Lilith didn’t look big enough to do that. 
			

			
				“Yay,” Lilith clapped her hands like a joyful child. “I’m going to be in the tournament. I do hope there are impressive men and women to battle,” she added with a frown. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 24
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The demon was strong. Really strong. She had lifted the heaviest weight with such ease, he wondered how he would fare against her should they battle. 
			

			
				In his current state, he would not do well. 
			

			
				His wounds healed quickly, but that did not make him invincible, did it? If someone were to smash his head into a thousand pieces, there was no coming back from that, was there? 
			

			
				Once Lilith left, Katarina dropped to the ground as tears poured out of her eyes. Jason tried to comfort her. She did stop crying eventually, though he wasn’t sure if it were because her body had run out of fluids to expel. 
			

			
				Her blouse torn, her little breasts pressed together as he collected her in his arms. With her guidance, he led her down the corridor, past the fighting arena and towards a house adjoined to the stadium wall. It was a cosy house spread over two floors. He carried her up the stairs and laid her to rest in her bed. 
			

			
				Katarina had stopped crying, but her eyes were unnaturally wide as she stared up at the ceiling, her lips quivering. 
			

			
				Not for the first time, Jason wondered what Lilith had shown to Katarina. What could possibly be so terrifying as to turn a grown woman into a shrivelling traumatized mess within seconds? He wasn’t going to get an answer today. Perhaps tomorrow. 
			

			
				He left Katarina’s house and headed for the inn. The stadium was a large building in what should be a bustling part of the city. The roads surrounding it were wide, the buildings made of stone and brick were tall, each spreading over many floors.
			

			
				But as Jason walked, it was the quietness he noticed first. 
			

			
				There were no sounds. 
			

			
				No horses and carriages moved along the road creating a cacophony of repeated clatter as their hooves hit the stones and the wheels rumbled along. There were no men and women walking around talking, no children running around, occasionally being yelled at. 
			

			
				It was completely silent. 
			

			
				“Maybe it’s a holiday of some sort,” Jason thought out loud.
			

			
				As he approached the mouth of the road that led to the Mermaid’s Tail, Jason came to an abrupt stop. 
			

			
				Ahead, blocking the entrance, stood a formidable sight: a line of men clad head-to-toe in shining white armour, their polished helmets gleaming like beacons in the twilight. Mounted on sleek, muscular horses, they formed an unyielding barrier, their spears held upright in perfect unison. The clinking of their armour and the faint whinny of their mounts filled the air, a chilling contrast to the quiet of the city. 
			

			
				A man on a horse trotted over. “What are you doing here?” he asked. 
			

			
				Jason didn’t appreciate the man’s tone. Nor did he like the fact he had to look up at the man on the horse. “Walking,” came his response. 
			

			
				“Why?” the man asked. 
			

			
				Jason’s eyes narrowed. “Why am I walking?” 
			

			
				“Have you not heard? There’s a demon about. It’s not safe. Go back inside,” the man said gruffly.
			

			
				“I’m trying to go back inside. I’m staying at the Mermaid’s Tail?” Jason pointed at the inn. 
			

			
				“You’re doing what!?” the man roared. “That’s where the demon was last seen!”  
			

			
				“I know. I saw her last night.” 
			

			
				“You saw the demon?” the man’s eyes widened. 
			

			
				“Yes. We spoke briefly.” 
			

			
				“You spoke to the demon?” the man gasped. “And then what happened?” 
			

			
				Jason sighed. He was not finding this conversation entertaining in the slightest. “I need to get through.” 
			

			
				“You can’t do that! A demon was spotted here!” 
			

			
				Jason let out another deep sigh. Was this what it felt like to be a nobody? Being refused entry into places, having to speak with idiots with brain cells in the single digits?
			

			
				There were at least thirty men on horses. Were he to try and force entry, it was likely a fight would break out. Jason didn’t have a sword with him, but the man standing before him did. He could pull the man off his horse, take his sword and then battle the remaining men. 
			

			
				But what would that achieve? 
			

			
				One of the men carried a banner with a flag of a white angel against a blue backdrop. In the City of Angels, such a banner must mean these men’s loyalty was to the King of the Andels. Battling and killing them would probably have the entire kingdom after him. 
			

			
				And, having given it some more thought, killing them because he couldn’t walk down a road seemed a bit extreme too. These men were sentient. They had lives, wives, children. Probably. Though whoever married the oaf before him had Jason’s full sympathy. 
			

			
				“What’s going on inside the inn?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“They’re being interrogated. We can’t have anyone collaborating with the demon,” the man said, before he leaned down on his horse, bringing his face close to Jason's, he whispered, “A demon. Can you believe it?” 
			

			
				Jason was about to snap at the man. Yes, he could believe it. Because, as he had just mentioned, he had seen the demon with his own eyes. But, there were more important things at stake now. 
			

			
				In a world such as this, being interrogated usually meant being tortured. Anna, Rose, Fiona and Katie were all attractive girls. And they were vulnerable girls. With a host of men standing guard, their interrogation could turn sexually abusive. 
			

			
				“You’re going to have to let me through,” Jason said. 
			

			
				The man’s brows furrowed. “For the last time man, you can’t go this way. There is a-”
			

			
				Jason grabbed the man by the hand and pulled. The horse neighed as its forelegs rose up. As the man hit the ground, the horse brought his hooves down, trying to squash Jason. He moved out of the way, then moved in to kick the soldier in the head. 
			

			
				He connected well, knocking the man unconscious, he reached down for the sword as the horse bolted. The commotion hadn’t gone unnoticed. The men sitting on their horses facing the inn now turned to look at him. 
			

			
				But they did not charge as he expected them to. 
			

			
				Instead, a single man on a horse dismounted and walked towards him casually. As he came closer, he drew his sword. 
			

			
				“You should get back on your horse,” Jason warned. 
			

			
				The man smiled wickedly. He leaned forward, his sword by his side, he suddenly charged. 
			

			
				Jason realised instantly that the man running towards him was no ordinary man. The most obvious giveaway was his speed. To put it mildly he was fast. He closed the considerable distance between them in the blink of an eye. 
			

			
				And if that wasn’t enough, his sword that seemed fairly normal, was now on fire. 
			

			
				Jason managed to raise his own sword just in time to block the man’s first strike. But he could do nothing as the man stepped around him, continuing his trend of moving incredibly fast, and struck him on the back. 
			

			
				“Fuck,” Jason cursed as the burning blade cut into his back. 
			

			
				He spun around, swinging wildly with his sword. But the man with the burning blade was nowhere to be seen. Not until he appeared once more, this time to Jason’s left, he struck with his sword, cutting into Jason’s left leg. 
			

			
				It was a deep cut, and Jason dropped to his knees. But the man with the blazing sword did not let up. What followed was a frenzied attack. Every part of Jason’s body was slashed at. He remained on his knees, astounded by the fact that he hadn’t fainted from the enormous amounts of blood he should have lost. 
			

			
				The slashing stopped eventually and the man stood before him, a grin on his face. “You have been cut a thousand times,” he said, satisfied. “Normally, you would have bled to death by my tenth cut, but my blade cauterizes the wound, allowing me to extend the fun and cause a maximum amount of pain.” 
			

			
				He was right about the pain. It hurt a lot. His flesh felt like it had been cut and then burnt. Which was essentially what had happened.
			

			
				“You’re a sick fuck,” Jason growled. 
			

			
				“You will die soon. Think of better last words,” came the response. 
			

			
				Jason wasn’t going to die soon. He could feel the wounds healing. Soon, the man standing before him would also notice as his skin expanded to cover the cuts. There was a small window of opportunity for Jason. He needed to attack whilst the man had his guard down. Except, in his current condition, he could barely move.  
			

			
				He remained on his knees and lowered his head. His hands touched the ground as he feigned weakness. He just needed a little more time to recover. 
			

			
				“Why aren’t you dead yet?” the man asked, frowning. 
			

			
				Just a few more seconds, Jason thought, as the overwhelming pain began to dissipate. His vision, which he was only just realising was blurry, began to clear. The road below him seemed to have remarkable clarity, as if a magnifying glass had been placed in the gap between his eyes and the stones. 
			

			
				“You’re wounds…” the man said. 
			

			
				Jason was out of time. Any longer, and the man would realise something wasn’t right. He would renew his onslaught. And this time, Jason doubted the man would cut him another thousand times. He would probably go for a single cut along his neck to be on the safe side. 
			

			
				It’s what Jason would have done. When in doubt, always decapitate. 
			

			
				Despite being in considerable pain what with all the nerves in his body screaming, Jason launched himself off the ground and at the man. The distance between them was minimal, and the man’s guard was down. Jason had pushed forward with his arms and legs. He moved at considerable speed. 
			

			
				It should have worked. 
			

			
				As he slashed with his sword, he should have cut the man’s head off. 
			

			
				Instead, he struck blade as the man brought his own sword up to deflect. 
			

			
				The man might have been super speedy, but he definitely wasn’t super strong. The force behind Jason’s strike sent the man’s blade flying out of his hand. He scrambled back, panic in his eyes, he tripped and hit the ground. 
			

			
				Jason saw his chance. He leapt forward without hesitation and aimed for the fallen man. He would have cut him in half. His aim was good, and the strength behind it was sufficient. 
			

			
				But his sword struck another sword inches above the man’s chest. 
			

			
				Jason looked up to see a woman with golden hair and green eyes staring at him. He slashed his sword at her, aiming for her neck. She stepped back, moving just out of range from the tip of his sword before she moved back in. Her sword sparkled as if it were made of diamonds. 
			

			
				Jason shifted, muscles coiled like a spring. He lunged, swift and precise, the hiss of his blade cutting through the air. She parried effortlessly, the diamond sword flashing in a blinding arc. The sound of metal rang sharp and clear—a dance of light and steel.
			

			
				Her movements were fluid, almost languid, yet every strike held deadly intent. She circled him, testing, teasing, each clash accompanied by her quiet laughter, a soft melody that unsettled Jason more than any blow could.
			

			
				He pushed harder, matching her skill, forcing her back with a flurry of rapid strikes. But she never faltered, her eyes sparkling with challenge and delight. 
			

			
				She was toying with him. 
			

			
				Jason stopped in his tracks and stared at her, eyes narrowed. As predicted, she did not come for him. Instead, she watched him with a smirk on her pretty lips. Jason wished he had his full godly powers so he could wipe that smirk off her face. 
			

			
				“You’re a demi-god,” she announced. 
			

			
				“I’m not a demi-god,” Jason growled. 
			

			
				“Oh? If not a demi-god, what else could you be? I saw those wounds heal before my own eyes,” the woman said. 
			

			
				“I’m a god of the highest order,” Jason said. 
			

			
				He regretted saying that the moment the words were out of his mouth. Any fool could brag about insane wealth and power. What mattered most was being able to show strength. And right now, Jason couldn’t do that. 
			

			
				“Okay, god of the highest order,” the woman said, her green eyes joining in the laughter, “Why have you attacked my men?” 
			

			
				Jason had pulled the first man off his horse as soon as he had been informed that the inhabitants of the Mermaid’s Tail Inn were being interrogated. He wasn’t going to let men in armour question Anna. 
			

			
				“You were going to be her knight in shining armour. How very chivalrous. But where will that get you? Your intentions may have been good, but you cannot attack my men and expect to not suffer the consequences,” the woman said. 
			

			
				“I’m not afraid of your consequences,” Jason said, his eyes narrowed, his jaw set, he was ready to slash his way through all of them if he had to. 
			

			
				“I can see you’re not afraid,” the woman said as she studied him. “Which means you’re either very stupid, ignorant, or you have a lot more power than you’ve shown so far. Tell me. Do you know who I am?” 
			

			
				“I don’t care who you are,” Jason growled. “Either let my girls go or let us fight!” 
			

			
				“I am Princess Aurora. This is my city and my kingdom. Something tells me you did not know that and,” she paused as she watched him carefully, before continuing, she spoke slowly, “and now that you know who I am, you are still not afraid… You attacked my men. People have been hung for much less,” she murmured. 
			

			
				Jason never was one for much talking. This princess seemed to love doing it. Her lips kept on moving. Words came out. But he cared for none of it. A princess in a bottom feeder world did not impress him. 
			

			
				“Are you going to let my girls go or are we going to battle?” he asked as his hand tightened around the handle of his sword. 
			

			
				Aurora did not reply, but she continued to stare at him. 
			

			
				He had to give her some credit. Most princesses by now would have ordered their men to chop his head off. But not Aurora. There was intelligence behind those green eyes. Could she sense the power that rested within him even as it hid away? 
			

			
				Those green eyes that stared at him suddenly looked past him as her brows furrowed. 
			

			
				Jason turned to look back. 
			

			
				There was nothing there. 
			

			
				But he had felt it too. Like something was coming. 
			

			
				And then he knew what it was.
			

			
				Not because he could see it. 
			

			
				But because of the sudden clatter of steel hitting the ground with force as the men fell off their horses. They backed away from the road, coming up against the walls of the buildings that lined either side, there was terror on their faces. The horses, now free of their men, bolted in the opposite direction, running away from Jason. 
			

			
				There was still no sign of Lilith, but Jason knew she was coming. 
			

			
				And then he noticed Aurora. 
			

			
				“Why aren’t you hiding away in terror?” he asked. 
			

			
				The princess stared at her men as they cowered, their eyes wide, mouths open, soundless screams of terror. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her sword hand trembled.  
			

			
				“What is happening here?” she whispered. 
			

			
				“The demon is coming. People do that when the demon is around,” Jason said, pointing at the soldiers that sat with their backs against walls, their knees up to their chest, arms folded over them, some rocked back and forth. 
			

			
				Aurora’s sword hand firmed, the blade no longer shook. She stared at the mouth of the road in determined anticipation. And then, her eyes turned to Jason. “I have heard that demons can bring entire armies to their knees by bringing Hell. There was much debate on what that meant, but-” she stopped as she looked at her terrified men once. “Why are you not cowering like them?” she asked. 
			

			
				“I’m not afraid of demons. Or anything,” Jason said. 
			

			
				Aurora let out a mirthless laugh. “You must be mentally challenged to not fear anything.”  
			

			
				Jason’s lips pursed. “I was going to wait here with you in case the demon caused you any issues. But you just called me a retard. Good luck.” 
			

			
				He walked past Aurora and past the men cowering with their backs against the walls. He walked into the common room of the inn. It was more of the same. Every person had dropped to the ground. Some lay on their sides, hands pressed against their ears, some huddled together on the floor, some hid underneath tables. 
			

			
				Jason did not spot Anna, Rose, Fiona or Katie in the common room. He headed up the stairs and towards the bedrooms on the first floor. He spotted a couple of Aurora’s men lying on the corridor floor. One let out a gasp as he stepped over them and entered the room he was sharing with Anna. 
			

			
				She lay in bed, the blanket pulled up to her neck, her eyes were wide open as she stared at the ceiling.  
			

			
				Jason sat on the bed beside her and placing a hand on her head, he ran his fingers through her hair gently. 
			

			
				“Jason?” she whispered his name. 
			

			
				“Hey,” he said, surprised that she had noticed him. 
			

			
				“It’s so… dark,” Anna whispered. “Why is it so dark?” 
			

			
				It wasn’t dark in the room. But Jason knew that wasn’t what Anna meant. Part of him was impressed by Lilith’s power. Such power. On the battlefield, she could terrify thousands into submission without even needing to leave her tent. 
			

			
				He gave Anna a gentle kiss on the lips. “I’ll bring the light,” he told her as he set off in search of the demon. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 25
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jason sat in the common room of the inn, a mug of beer in his hand as he listened to Aurora talk. 
			

			
				And did the princess love to talk… 
			

			
				After leaving Anna in bed, Jason had marched out of the Mermaid’s Tail determined to get the demon to stop her antics. By the time he had reached Aurora, the demon had apparently arrived, conversed with the princess, and left. 
			

			
				Jason had found that really surprising. Because the princess really liked to talk. And he wasn’t gone for long. How had Aurora managed to wrap up a conversation so quickly? Probably because she was terrified of Lilith? 
			

			
				“Hello?” Aurora waved her hand in front of him. “Are you listening?” 
			

			
				“Yes,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“Really? Because it seemed like you were daydreaming,” she said, frowning. 
			

			
				“I was listening. You talk a lot,” Jason muttered. 
			

			
				“I had a lot of information to share!” Aurora snapped. “You do know I am a princess and that I am still considering having you either hung or thrown into prison for attacking my men?” 
			

			
				“But you haven’t, which means you want something from me,” Jason said, frowning. Imagine a god like him being threatened by a princess of a small kingdom in a backwater planet. I could burn you to a cinder in a second. 
			

			
				“What?” Aurora said, her eyes opening in alarm. 
			

			
				“What?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“You said you could burn me to a cinder?” 
			

			
				“I did?” Jason asked. “I could do that. But I didn’t know I had said it out loud. Worry not. I don’t plan on killing you right now.” 
			

			
				Aurora, who had been sitting at the small table with him, her elbows resting on it as she leaned forward, now pushed her chair back to create a gap between them. She stared at him with concern. Her green eyes flickered to the sword that rested against his chair, the tip on the ground. 
			

			
				After a moment’s silence, she took a deep breath. “As I was saying, the demon wants to participate in our tournament. There is nothing in the rules to say she cannot do that…” 
			

			
				Jason shrugged his shoulders. “What’s the problem?” 
			

			
				“She’s a demon!” 
			

			
				“I still don’t see the problem,” Jason said. 
			

			
				Aurora took another deep breath. “We cannot have a demon in our city. You’ve seen what her mere presence does to those in a wide radius. We need her to leave and maybe after a duel or two in the tournament, she will do that.” 
			

			
				“Can you get to the point?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“No one will want to fight a bloody demon!” Aurora snapped. 
			

			
				“Why not?” 
			

			
				“Because she is a demon!” Aurora said as she raised her hands in frustration, her fingers clawed at thin air. “But you don’t seem to care much. Would you like to duel her?” 
			

			
				Ah. So that was why the princess hadn’t made an attempt to throw him in prison or hang him, as she had threatened. Jason was quite eager to battle the demon. In his current weakened state, it should make for a good match. A challenge for him. 
			

			
				But he was also here on this planet for another reason. To free his father, Mikarules. The god that was trapped in the core of this planet. The god that would be freed from his bounds by the worship of the masses. 
			

			
				A princess converted to the cause would help greatly in achieving that. 
			

			
				“I’ll battle the demon. But I want something in return,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“Name your price,” Aurora said quickly, the relief obvious on her face. 
			

			
				

 
			

			
				 
			

			
				* * *
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Aurora left Jason in the Mermaid’s Tail, his proposal ringing in her ears, she needed some time to think it over. Not wanting to return to the palace and have to deal with her suffocating father, she headed towards her good friend Elira’s house. 
			

			
				Clad in a simple riding cloak that fluttered behind her, she drew few glances, her hood obscuring the telltale glint of her circlet. Market stalls crowded the roadside, their keepers calling out prices for ripened figs and woven cloth. Children darted between wagons, and the smell of fresh bread mingled with the sharper tang of iron from the blacksmith's forge. Though she was the princess of this city, Aurora moved through it with the ease of someone who had grown up with its rhythm in her bones.
			

			
				As she turned from the main thoroughfare onto a quieter lane, the city's noise fell away like a heavy cloak. Here, the streets widened and the buildings rose in stately grandeur, their stone facades clean and adorned with climbing ivy. Manicured gardens peeked from behind wrought-iron fences, and the air smelled of roses and lavender. 
			

			
				Aurora slowed her horse to a gentle walk as she approached a grand townhouse set back from the road, its tall windows gleaming in the sunlight. The front gates opened just as she reached them, and she dismounted gracefully, her boots crunching against the gravel path. From the doorway, Elira came rushing out, arms open wide and laughter spilling from her lips. 
			

			
				It felt nice to hug Elira. Her body relaxed, almost slumped onto her friend. 
			

			
				“Oh, what’s wrong?” Elira asked. 
			

			
				“Nothing,” Aurora mumbled. 
			

			
				“Lies.” 
			

			
				“Oh? You want to talk about telling the truth?” Aurora asked as she pulled back from her hug and looked at her friend. “Did you or did you not sleep with Marvello?” 
			

			
				Elira’s eyes narrowed. “You need to let that go.” She took Aurora by the hand and led her into the house. 
			

			
				Aurora did need to let that go. Though she found it hard to do so. Her relationship with Elira was not a conventional one. Were her father the king to find out she had a preference for women, he would not take kindly to it. 
			

			
				Elira was the daughter of one of the maids that worked in the palace. Her mother would often bring her to work as she had nowhere else to keep her. Aurora first spotted Elira hiding in a cupboard in one of the kitchens one night when she had crawled out of bed to fetch a snack. 
			

			
				The poor girl was petrified, eyes white, skin pale, she was dressed in rags and was skinny as a broom. Aurora shared her late night snack with Elira. After that, they became friends. Best of friends. Aurora elevated Elira’s position in life. She gave her a nice house in the city and a small holding outside of the city. 
			

			
				As Aurora grew older, she discovered her interest in women and found being pursued by men relentlessly suffocating. Eventually, not being able to bear it any longer, she confided in Elira. 
			

			
				She could still remember the moment clearly. She had been afraid to come out to her best friend. She sort of blurted it all out. The nerves must have been obvious as Elira hugged her tightly and then followed it up with a passionate kiss. 
			

			
				The days and weeks that followed, Elira took on a new confidence that Aurora had not seen before. The girl was more experienced sexually, it seemed. She guided Aurora through the process, undressing her slowly as she remained clothed, she would touch her breasts, feel the heat between her pussy, kiss her on the lips, then command Aurora get on her knees and begin by kissing Elira’s feet. 
			

			
				Aurora was the princess. 
			

			
				Elira was essentially the pauper. 
			

			
				Yet, when they were together behind closed doors, Elira was in charge. 
			

			
				She wasn’t sure if it was because she was finally able to explore her sexuality, or that Elira took charge of her, but Aurora found it exhilarating. They settled into a routine. When out and about, Aurora was in charge and Elira was the loyal subject. Behind closed doors, it was a complete role reversal.
			

			
				Aurora realised she had fallen in love with Elira. Deeply. But she did not know if Elira felt the same. The girl was flirty, to say the least. And that flirty-ness was more prominent since she began to dominate Aurora sexually. 
			

			
				There was that night in the palace when she had spotted Elira leaving the room her cousin Marvello was staying in. Aurora had felt an intense mixture of insecurity, fear and suspicion as she stood behind the pillar and watched her lover walk down the corridor, clutching her dress, her normally immaculate hair a mess.  
			

			
				In private, she had eventually mustered the courage to confront Elira about it. The girl did not deny or admit to anything. Being in private, she took control of the situation, stripping Aurora naked and placing a hand on her pussy, a finger resting inside. It was difficult to continue the conversation in such a situation. But the jealousy remained and she brought it up occasionally like a sullen child. 
			

			
				She hated that Elira had that effect on her. But it was the price to pay for love. 
			

			
				Elira led her up the stairs and into her bedroom. Leaving Aurora in the middle of the room, she sat on the bed, a mischievous smile on her face. 
			

			
				“You know what to do,” Elira said, her eyes sparkling. 
			

			
				Aurora did know what to do. And she did it every time. But it did not make it any easier. It was strange how she did not want to do something, but at the same time, the very act turned her on. Her cheeks burning, she began to strip. 
			

			
				It was her blouse that came off first. She then removed her trousers. She unbuckled the clip that held her bra in place. As her breasts spilled out, she raised her hand to cover them. 
			

			
				“Tut tut,” Elira tsked. 
			

			
				Aurora removed her hand, letting her breasts hang free and visible. Her cheeks burning, she noted how her nipples were erect. Her panties were the last to go. Her clothes lay by her feet as she stood naked. Elira had seen her like this many times before, but still, Aurora’s cheeks burned. 
			

			
				“Spread your legs,” Elira said as she remained seated on the bed, her own legs crossed. 
			

			
				 Aurora spread her legs two feet wide. 
			

			
				“Place a hand on her pussy and tell me, are you wet?” 
			

			
				Aurora placed her own hand on her pussy. She could feel the heat. Her fingers pushed past the lips to probe inside. 
			

			
				“Yes…” 
			

			
				“Yes what?” Elira asked. 
			

			
				“Yes, I am wet my goddess,” Aurora said. That was what Elira liked being called. Goddess. 
			

			
				“Keep a finger in there and tell me what’s wrong,” Elira said. 
			

			
				Leaving a finger in her own pussy, Aurora told her best friend, her lover, her goddess what was bothering her. She spoke of the demon that had arrived in her city, the demon that caused grown men to cower like frightened children without even having to show her face. 
			

			
				The demon was here to battle worthy opponents in the tournament. But no demi-god, no matter how powerful, would agree to battle a demon such as Lilith. Except, there was a man she had met today, a man who did not cower in the face of the demon, a man who had some talent, possibly a distant descendant of a weak god. 
			

			
				He had agreed to battle the demon in front of the masses. But on the condition that, should he win, she would commit to serve the Faith. 
			

			
				“Why does he want you to commit to the Faith of all religions??” Elira asked, frowning. 
			

			
				Aurora shrugged her shoulders. She had no idea why Jason would have such a demand. He could have asked for anything. Money, land, title. He could do with all of that. It was obvious he was desperately poor. 
			

			
				“There is an actual demon walking around this side of the Charred Wasteland?” Elira asked, a distant look in her eyes, before her attention turned to Aurora, she climbed to her feet and rushed over, wrapping her arms around the naked girl. “And you had to face her? Oh you poor thing!” 
			

			
				Aurora returned the hug, squeezing Elira tightly as tears bubbled to the surface. Elira stepped back and kissed her on the lips. It was a soft and passionate kiss. She then took Aurora’s hand and led her to the bed, where they both lay beside each other. Aurora naked, Elira fully clothed. 
			

			
				“Tell me everything about the demon encounter. Leave nothing out,” Elira said as her hand trailed down Aurora’s body and rested on her pussy. She did not probe with her fingers but rather clasped the pussy lips. 
			

			
				She shuddered as she recalled her encounter with Lilith, the demon. As she appeared in sight, walking down the road, she seemed normal. A tall attractive girl with red skin, yellow eyes and small but sharp black horns. But as she came closer, it was like there was an angry dark cloud surrounding her. A dark cloud that had hundreds of skeletal faces that opened their mouths and screamed silently. 
			

			
				Aurora could see the cloud and the faces, but at the same time, she knew it wasn’t there. 
			

			
				And then came the voice in her head. It told her to kneel and beg for mercy. It took every ounce of her will power to remain standing on her feet as the demon came to a halt a foot in front of her. 
			

			
				The conversation was brief. 
			

			
				The demon introduced herself as Lilith. She proceeded to tell Aurora that unless she wanted to start a war with demon kind, she should not attempt to remove her from the city, but that she would leave after duelling the most worthy in the tournament. She had spent so long in the land of demons on the other side of the Charred Wasteland, she wanted to duel the greatest the human world had to offer before she set off to kill the thing that had come. 
			

			
				In the moment, as she stood before the demon, Aurora’s brain felt like it had been fried. She was barely functional as a human being. She had agreed to the demon’s request, but had managed to just about coherently get in a term of her own. 
			

			
				Aurora said she would assemble the strongest of the strong for a duel with the demon. And after the duel, should the demon win or lose and live, she would vacate her City of the Angels and her kingdom of the Andels. The demon agreed to her terms, stating she had no real reason to stay once she had battled the greatest Aurora’s kingdom had to offer.     
			

			
				And that was where Jason would come in. For whatever reason, he did not cower like the rest of her men. He mentioned he had spoken to the demon before. He seemed so nonchalant about it all, as if it were just another day for him. 
			

			
				“So your plan is to offer up this Jason fella to the demon? That’s a bit mean for you, isn’t it?” Elira asked when Aurora was finished. “Unless he deserves to die?” 
			

			
				Aurora didn’t know Jason very well. She had not spent much time with him. But if first impressions were anything to go by, he seemed like a good man. He cared about his women. So much so that when he thought his girls were going to be raped by her men, he was ready to fight them all. 
			

			
				Jason didn’t deserve to die. 
			

			
				But Aurora was out of options. The highest ranked in the tournament were occasionally invited to the palace. She knew them well enough. She had tested herself against some of them. They would all cower in the presence of Lilith, the demon.
			

			
				 “Hey!” Elira tightened her grip on Aurora’s pussy. “Answer me, then!” 
			

			
				Aurora grimaced and shuffled her naked bottom. “Jason doesn’t deserve to die,” she said. “But none of the champions will fight her. They will cower in her presence.” 
			

			
				“Even you?” Elira asked. 
			

			
				Aurora turned her head to face Elira. “I never want to see the demon again…” she whispered. 
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				Aurora returned to the Mermaid’s Tail the following morning. She would agree to Jason terms. Were he to defeat the demon, she would join his cult and become a follower of the Faith. She knew little of the religion. It was no longer the force it had once been and was mostly practiced in small towns and villages along the corners of the world. 
			

			
				She found him sitting in the common room, a mug of hot coffee before him, he sat with his feet up, a satisfied look on his face. As she stared at him, she wondered if it was a satisfied look. Or did she imagine it was a satisfied look because she knew he owned four women? 
			

			
				She imagined the four attractive women would keep him very happy and satisfied. So why would he agree to battle a demon and end it all? Because it did not matter how confident Jason was, he was going to lose. 
			

			
				She walked across the common room with quick strides. He glanced up at her as she approached. She pulled a chair out and sat opposite him. 
			

			
				“I agree,” Aurora said. 
			

			
				Jason stared at her with his deep blue eyes. “Agree to what?” he asked, before frowning, he added. “Who are you?” 
			

			
				He was kidding, right? He had to be pulling her leg. “I’m-” she stopped. This was Jason, wasn’t it? She hadn’t just walked up to a stranger that looked like him, had she? No. This was definitely Jason. There were not many like him around. Tall, handsome, skin so clear, it was unnatural. 
			

			
				“Oh. You’re that princess woman, aren’t you?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“Yes… I am that princess woman. Did… did you really not know who I was?” 
			

			
				Jason shrugged his shoulders. “You’re pretty, but I’ve learnt recently that mortals can be pretty too.” 
			

			
				Aurora did not know how to respond to that. She wasn’t even sure she understood what he meant. He’s learnt recently that mortals can be pretty too? Aurora shook her head a few times as she blinked rapidly. She needed to stay focused. 
			

			
				“I agree to your terms. If you defeat the demon in your duel, I will become a devoted follower of the Faith.” 
			

			
				“Okay.” 
			

			
				“Okay? That’s it?” 
			

			
				Jason stared at her, frowning once more. “Do you need more? Is there something to sign?” 
			

			
				Aurora shook her head. There was nothing to sign. But she did wonder. “You could have asked for anything. Money, more women, land, a title. Why do you want me to become a follower of the Faith?” 
			

			
				“I am a God. You are a mere mortal. Your money, land and titles mean nothing to me,” Jason said nonchalantly. 
			

			
				Aurora folded her arms across her chest as she leaned back in her chair. “I’m actually a demi-god.” 
			

			
				Jason raised an eyebrow. “A demi-god? Descendant from whom?” 
			

			
				“I don’t know…” Aurora’s cheeks burned just slightly. 
			

			
				There were some demi-gods out there that claimed to know who they were descended from. She did not believe them. No gods had visited the Land of Chaos in thousands of years. Her family did not know who they originated from, though there were many books written on who the possible gods might be. 
			

			
				“Well, if there was nothing else, I guess I will see you in the arena. I imagine you will come to watch?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				Aurora climbed to her feet. “I’ll send someone to confirm the date and time of your duel. For your sake, you should practice. I’ve seen you fight. You’re not very good.” 
			

			
				“I’m getting better with every second. Literally,” Jason said as he raised his hands and stared at them in wonder. 
			

			
				She left him like that, admiring his own hands. He was the most arrogant and infuriating man she had ever met. She hoped the demon would humiliate him before she killed him. 
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				Jason stood alone in the centre of the arena, a solitary figure in a sea of dust and expectation. Around him, the towering coliseum rose like the walls of a stone giant, ancient and enduring, its every arch and pillar carved with the fading reliefs of past champions and forgotten gods. The sun hovered high above, casting long shadows and a golden hue over the sand-strewn floor.
			

			
				Above, the stands groaned with the weight of thousands—nobles in their embroidered silks, merchants in rough-spun cloaks, and commoners who had climbed and clawed for a glimpse of history. Their cheers rolled like thunder, crashing in waves that echoed off the high walls. Banners snapped in the wind, each bearing the sigil of a house or province, their colours vivid against the pale stone.
			

			
				But one section stood above all others—elevated, gilded, and set beneath a grand arch of marble and ivy: the royal dais.
			

			
				There sat the king, weathered and grave, his jewelled crown heavy on a brow lined by war and rule. Beside him, the queen, draped in silvers and blues, her eyes hidden behind the veil of protocol. And between them, in a seat of carved rosewood and velvet, sat Aurora, the princess.
			

			
				Jason had been in a similar situation before. He had visited rebelling worlds and duelled their champions. Being the centre of attention, having the eyes of thousands and thousands watching him was nothing new. 
			

			
				But he had never before battled a demon. He had never even seen a demon before arriving here in the Land of Chaos. But he had heard of them. They were supposed to be good warriors. In his godly form, Jason did not imagine Lilith the demon would be much of a challenge for him. But in his current weakened state, this would be an interesting battle.
			

			
				Fun, Jason thought. This could be fun. 
			

			
				His strength was returning. He could feel it. He was getting stronger by the day since his arrival. Still far from his godly powers, but he was confident it was enough to deal with a demon or two. 
			

			
				He stood in the centre of the arena, staring ahead at the door through which the demon would soon emerge. He was a god born of the Eternal Flame. It should have been him the crowds were eagerly waiting to see. But they did not know who he was, what he was. So instead, they gave top billing to the demon. 
			

			
				A hush rippled across the crowd, unnatural and sudden, as the air suddenly darkened. Torches lining the arena walls flickered blue, lighting the space in a blue hue. Jason looked up at the sky. There were no clouds above the arena. The sun still shone brightly. But none of that light made it to the arena. 
			

			
				“Not bad,” he muttered. It definitely made for better viewing for the audiences, this darkness that was lit with blue light.
			

			
				A deep voice—neither entirely human nor wholly demonic—boomed through the silence, as though spoken by the arena itself.  
			

			
				 “Behold… She who treads where angels burn and mortals weep.”
			

			
				A swirl of black smoke rose from the gate at the north end of the arena. The gate creaked open not with hinges, but with a groan like the earth mourning the dead.
			

			
				“From the depths of the Infernal Pit, she comes not as a conqueror—though she could be.”
			

			
				A figure emerged—graceful, her feet bare but unbloodied. A gown of fire and shadow coiled around her frame like a living thing. Her red skin was etched with an infernal script that glowed faintly with power. Her eyes—two burning balls of yellow—scanned the crowd with bemused indifference.
			

			
				“Lilith, First Mother of Despair. She who turned away from Eden. She who drank from the rivers of Styx, and still hungered. With but a whisper, she could drag every one of you to Hell, force your knees to the scorched earth, make your hearts beat in terror's rhythm… …But not today. Today, she thirsts only for humanity's greatest challenger, the man who would face her. Jason.” 
			

			
				That was it? After all the titles and terror associated with Lilith’s entrance, he was introduced as simply Jason? 
			

			
				Lilith came to a halt a few feet away from him. Her gown of fire faded until it was gone completely, as did the glowing texture on her skin. What remained was the demon he had met before, a woman that looked human for the most part, save for the red skin, the yellow eyes and the black horns. 
			

			
				She was dressed in a mini black leather skirt and black bra that showed off her powerful yet attractive body. 
			

			
				“Hello Jason,” she smiled. “It’s a shame I have to kill you today. I really did want to see what your cock would have felt like inside me.” 
			

			
				“It doesn’t have to be to the death,” Jason told her. “After I bring you down to your knees, I will give you the opportunity to surrender.” 
			

			
				Lilith let out a laugh. It sounded ordinarily human. “I really am curious to see what you’re made of. It’s strange to see a man so brave. I want to cut you open and hold your heart in my hand.” 
			

			
				This was nothing Jason hadn’t heard before. “I guess we should begin?” 
			

			
				“Let’s,” Lilith said. 
			

			
				She tilted her head, a smile brushing her lips, she raised her hands slowly. The air around her begun to distort, bending like heat shimmer. With a low hiss, two jagged, obsidian blades teared into existence, crackling with violet veins of fire that did not reflect light but rather consume it.
			

			
				A hushed gasp spread across the stadium.  
			

			
				Jason was undeterred. He moved first.
			

			
				With a sudden lunge, he drove towards her, sword cutting a gleaming arc toward her left side. It wasn’t a testing strike. It was precise, deadly, and timed with surgical aggression.
			

			
				Lilith pivoted smoothly. One black blade met his sword with a clang that echoed like a bell tolling for the dead. She parried with one hand, unhurried, almost thoughtful.
			

			
				Jason didn’t hesitate. A spin, a downward slash. Then three lightning-fast strikes in rapid succession—left shoulder, right hip, neck.
			

			
				All deflected.
			

			
				Effortlessly.
			

			
				Lilith didn’t retreat. She hadn’t even blinked.
			

			
				Jason launched into a flurry, blades singing through the air—aiming for gaps, for angles, for any weakness. He shifted stances, channelled weight, used everything he knew.
			

			
				But every strike was met with unshakable calm.
			

			
				Her blades twisted, flicked and danced through his offense like they already knew what was coming. The ground around them trembled faintly with each clash, power vibrating through their feet.
			

			
				Jason finally took a step back, breathing heavier now, sweat beads on his brow. Not from fear—but from the realization.
			

			
				She was not blocking his attacks.
			

			
				She was toying with them.
			

			
				Without his godly powers, his only hope of defeating her was to cut her down with his sword. At this rate, he could go all day and night without even slightly nicking her. 
			

			
				“Is that it? Is that all you have?” Lilith asked, looking positively bored. 
			

			
				“Sometimes I just need a little motivation. Hit me. Come on,” he said as he took a deep breath. Who knew battling could be so exhausting. “Actually, I think I might need a moment to catch my breath,” he muttered. 
			

			
				“You’re really handsome, Jason. But it seems you’re nothing more than that. They were supposed to give me their strongest. Instead, I feel I am battling their jester. I’m going to kill you now. After that, I will kill everyone in the arena, including that Princess. She will be a fun battle for a few seconds.” 
			

			
				“Okay. I’ve caught my breath. Let’s go,” Jason said, holding his left hand up, he indicated for her to strike. 
			

			
				Lilith obliged. 
			

			
				She closed the distance between them in the blink of an eye. She swung with her blades. They moved so fast and struck him multiple times. There was nothing he could do to stop her. 
			

			
				As she stepped away from him, he took a deep breath. 
			

			
				And then felt it. 
			

			
				It was the stinging sensation at first. It came from across his chest, his legs, his arms. He looked down to see the blood seeping through his clothes. Then he felt the pain in his bones. Her blades had cut through his flesh and cut deep. The sword in his right hand weighed heavy. As his hand trembled, he let it drop with a clatter. 
			

			
				“You’re still standing. Good for you. Any last words?” Lilith asked. 
			

			
				Jason needed to take a deep breath. But he was afraid of what might happen if he did. His body should have started to heal by now. The wounds should have closed. But they did not. Was it because of her demon blade? 
			

			
				“No?” Lilith asked, frowning. “Come on. Don’t die like a timid man. I expected better from you Jason. Say something funny?” 
			

			
				Jason dropped to his knees with a thud. His hands were closer to the ground, closer to his sword that lay on the dirt. He tilted his body to the right. His fingers touched the sword’s handle. But he didn’t seem to have the strength or mobility to pick it up. 
			

			
				“Well, that’s better. Trying to fight to the end. I like that. I will remember you fondly, Jason. But it is time to die now,” Lilith said with a small smile. 
			

			
				Again, she closed the distance between them in the blink of an eye. This time, it was not her sword that struck, but her foot. She kicked him in the chest. 
			

			
				One moment, she was standing before him. The next, she was a hundred feet away. Except, she hadn’t moved. 
			

			
				Jason, who had been in the middle of the arena, was now by its edge, his back against the boundary wall, his body rested against it before he fell to the ground, his face now in the dirt. As he lay there, he wondered if he was going to die. 
			

			
				His body had not healed from the cuts. And now, with the force that Lilith had behind her kick, sending him flying across the arena to crash into the wall, every bone in his body would be shattered. Soon, blood would splutter out of his mouth as the internal bleeding kicked in. All his organs would be punctured by the shattered bones. He should start to feel the sudden and intense pain any second now. 
			

			
				Except, as Jason lay on the ground, he did not feel any pain. Nor did his body weaken or his eyelids feel heavy. 
			

			
				Could he climb back to his feet? 
			

			
				Jason found he could move his legs and arms. 
			

			
				He pushed himself up and sat on his bottom, his back resting against the wall, he stared at his hands. 
			

			
				The wounds were healing… 
			

			
				“You’re still alive?” Lilith asked. 
			

			
				“I’m just getting started,” Jason replied. 
			

			
				“No, you’re not,” Lilith said. 
			

			
				She came at him with her incredible speed. Except, this time, she didn’t seem as fast. Where in the past she was a blur that lasted the duration of a blink, now Jason could see her feet move as she closed the distance. 
			

			
				As she came closer, her blades out, she slid onto her knees. 
			

			
				Jason’s eyes widened as he realised what Lilith had planned. 
			

			
				She was going to chop his head off. 
			

			
				It was the smart thing to do. Even Gods could die if someone were able to remove their heads. 
			

			
				His eyes widened in panic as his hands felt for his sword, hoping to fight back. 
			

			
				Except, his sword was nowhere near him. It was in the centre of the arena, where he had dropped it before Lilith kicked him to the other side. 
			

			
				The precious time he had wasted looking for his sword left him completely defenceless. There was no time to get up and dodge her strike. 
			

			
				“Fuck,” Jason muttered as the swords closed around his neck. 
			

			
				Just as he thought it was all over, a figure landed in the small space between him and the demon. She was dressed in white and had black hair. As her feet hit the ground, her dress flew up to reveal her long tanned legs. She held in her hand a sword, which she used to block Lilith’s strikes. 
			

			
				The demon seemed unprepared for an angel to swoop in at the last moment. And that was what the woman in white before him seemed like – an angel. 
			

			
				Lilith’s eyes widened in surprise as the woman in white kicked the demon in the chest, sending her flying across the arena to crash into the wall on the opposite end. 
			

			
				“Karma is a bitch!” Jason said as he pumped his fists into the air.
			

			
				The woman in white turned to face him. Her blue eyes took in his body before she dropped to her knees, her head bowed. “I am Esther, my lord,” she said, before she raised her head to look at him and asked, “Should I call you my lord, or my god or… master?” 
			

			
				“You can call me Jason… Who are you?” he asked. 
			

			
				“I’m one of your disciples,” Esther said. 
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				Jason took Esther’s hand and climbed to his feet. His clothes were torn and covered in his blood, but he knew that beneath them, his wounds had healed completely. He felt strong. Incredibly strong. Like a god. 
			

			
				Were his powers back? 
			

			
				He held his hand up, fingers curled into a fist, it began to burn a blue brighter than the stars. 
			

			
				His powers were back. 
			

			
				“Where were you?” Jason asked, turning his attention to Esther, his disciple. 
			

			
				“I have been searching for you, my lord, but I could not feel the Eternal Flame within you until now,” Esther said, her head bowed. 
			

			
				“I suppose it was fortunate of you to be here at this exact moment,” Jason muttered as he placed a hand around his neck. A second later and he would have been headless and dead.  
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” Esther said, her head still bowed. 
			

			
				“How did you end up finding me?” he asked. 
			

			
				“I’ve been tracking you ever since you landed, my lord,” Esther said. She mentioned how she had spotted the ball of fire in the sky and set off to meet him as he landed. But when she arrived in the field that he had crashed into, there was no sign of him. From the field, to the town of Baldrick’s Curve, she was always one step behind him. “I’ve been in the arena the whole time, watching you fight but, my lord, I could not sense the Eternal Flame inside you until only a moment ago. Please forgive me for my incompetence.” 
			

			
				“Forgiven,” Jason said nonchalantly. “My Eternal Flame seemed to have gone into hiding until just now. But it’s back. I’m back. You can step aside now as I deal with Lilith the demon.” 
			

			
				He turned to face the demon and walked towards her confidently. Lilith, who had crashed into the wall on the other end and left her bodily imprint against the stones, walked towards him, seemingly unhurt. 
			

			
				“I’m going to kill you and that bitch,” she growled. “I’m going to smash her head and feed you her brains!” 
			

			
				Jason didn’t bother responding to her threat. He charged at her, running past his sword that lay on the ground, he continued on, his hands formed into fists that burned blue. As he came within striking distance, Lilith swung her black swords at him. They came from both sides and soon, one would strike him on his arm and the other on his waist. 
			

			
				Lilith was trying to cut him in half. 
			

			
				But she would not succeed. 
			

			
				His fists connected with her face and chest at the exact same time her blades struck him. 
			

			
				For the second time, Lilith flew across the stadium and crashed into the wall that formed the barrier of their duelling arena. 
			

			
				“Fuck,” Jason cursed. 
			

			
				Her blades had cut deep once more. That shouldn’t have been possible. His godly powers should have shattered her blades the moment they touched him. Instead, he could feel the pain in his bones even as the wounds healed. 
			

			
				Lilith dusted the debris off her and walked towards him once more, a determined look on her face, she came to a halt a few feet in front of him. 
			

			
				“What are you?” she asked. 
			

			
				“I’m a god of the Eternal Flame,” Jason told her. 
			

			
				“Oh. Are you the reason us demons have been allowed to cross the Charred Wasteland?” 
			

			
				“I don’t know what any of that means. Surrender now. Get on your knees and bow to me and I will show mercy,” Jason said. 
			

			
				“Like fuck, I will,” Lilith scoffed. “I think it’s time you met a real demon.” 
			

			
				“You’re not a real demon?” Jason asked, frowning. 
			

			
				Lilith did not respond. 
			

			
				She did not need to. 
			

			
				Jason got his answer as Lilith began to grow in size. 
			

			
				Her arms, her legs, her head, her horns, her chest, every part of her body began to expand substantially. Her leather skirt and bra tore off, exposing the demon’s pussy and breasts. Again, they looked very much human, Jason noted. Save for being enormous and exceptionally red. 
			

			
				When she was done growing, she stood four times his height. Not only that, her skin began to glow red, like hot embers. All around him, the thousands of spectators suddenly began to scream out in horror. Bodies began to fall into the arena as many leaped forward from their seats, hitting the hard ground with a thud, their bodies remained still, dead. 
			

			
				Jason knew this was all Lilith’s doing. He charged at her, his fists burning blue, as he came closer, he leapt up off the ground and hurtled towards her head. He grabbed one of her horns with his left hand and with his right, he began to pound her face. 
			

			
				Lilith roared in rage as she shook her head, trying to throw him off. When that did not work, she grabbed him by the waist and pulled. Jason stopped punching her face and grabbed her other horn. He twisted his hand and snapped a horn off. 
			

			
				Lilith let out a bloodcurdling scream so loud, Jason pressed his hands against his ears. In doing so, he had let go off her remaining horn. As he began to fall to the ground, Lilith punched him in the stomach with all her might. 
			

			
				Jason flew across the stadium and crashed into the wall, this time smashing through it, he landed on the ground, covered in broken stones and bricks. With some effort, he kicked away the debris and climbed to his feet. He felt groggy, his vision somewhat blurred, he walked through the hole in the wall and stepped back into the arena. 
			

			
				All around him lay dead bodies of the spectators that had jumped off their seats and fallen to their deaths. The ones that remained in their seats continued to scream out in horror, their cries echoed off the walls, adding to the intensity. 
			

			
				In front of him, Esther battled the demon. 
			

			
				She was really good. Incredibly fast, skilled and strong. She gave as good as she got. Jason rushed out to join her.
			

			
				But it seemed Lilith was done. 
			

			
				Spotting Jason running towards her, she stepped away from Esther as two wings burst out of her back. With a flap that sent dirt flying upwards, she shot into the sky before disappearing from sight. 
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				With the demon gone, the spectators stopped screaming in terror. It was a temporary respite from the sounds as soon, those that had survived discovered those that had fallen to their deaths. The screams of terror were soon replaced by anguished wails as they found their loved ones crushed to death. 
			

			
				It was a shit show. So much pointless death. 
			

			
				“What should we do now, master?” Esther asked.
			

			
				Master, lord, the girl did not seem able to make up her mind on what to call him. It didn’t matter. He was glad to have her on board. His disciples would help him conquer this world and bring it to order. 
			

			
				He stared again at the mangled bodies lying all around him. 
			

			
				This world needed order. It needed the Faith. 
			

			
				“Where are the rest of my disciples?” he asked Esther. 
			

			
				“I don’t know, my god,” Esther said, her cheeks turning red. “They uh… they’re supposed to come out of hibernation and seek you out.” 
			

			
				“Come out of hibernation?” Jason frowned. 
			

			
				Esther nodded, and explained that once she reached the age, she went into hibernation to await his arrival. She had been asleep for many years but woke up recently when she sensed he had set off on his journey to free the almighty god Mikarules. 
			

			
				“And they’ll find me because they can sense the Eternal Flame that is running through my body?” Jason asked. 
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” Esther said. 
			

			
				She’d reverted back to calling him lord again, Jason noted.
			

			
				“You won,” a voice said from behind. 
			

			
				Jason turned to see Aurora standing behind him, her skin pale. 
			

			
				“You defeated the demon… how… who are you?” she asked. 
			

			
				“He is a god born of the Eternal Flame that gave birth to our entire universe,” Esther said. “You should bow before him and pledge your devotion.” 
			

			
				Jason turned to look back at Esther. “I appreciate the enthusiasm, but maybe tone it down a little?” 
			

			
				“Of course, my god,” Esther said immediately. 
			

			
				“I saw you fight too. You’re extraordinary. Are you a goddess of the… eternal flame?” Aurora asked Esther.  
			

			
				“How dare you compare me to my god?” Esther snapped. “I am but his humble servant. My powers are merely a pale imitation of what-” she stopped as she noticed Jason looking back at her, eyebrows raised. 
			

			
				“I won the bet,” Jason said. “Is your word good?” 
			

			
				Aurora’s chest rose and fell rapidly as she nodded. Her hands were by her side, fingers stretched out, he could see them tremble. She dropped to her knees and lowered her head in reverence. 
			

			
				Aurora placed her right hand over her heart and spoke with unwavering clarity, “By the honour of my name and the blood that runs through my veins, I pledge my life, my sword, and my counsel to you. In darkness or in light, through peace or war, I shall stand beside you, loyal unto death, so long as breath remains in me.” 
			

			
				“Not bad,” Jason said. “You may rise.” 
			

			
				Aurora climbed to her feet. “So… what happens now?” she asked. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Epilogue
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The wind swept low across the barren plains as Jason rode at the head of the small procession, his cloak snapping behind him like a banner of prophecy. The road to Medisa was little more than a suggestion in the dust—no markers, no caravans, no songs to guide the way. 
			

			
				It was a small town at the edge of the world, Esther had said. But it was also the only town fully controlled by the Faith. He would begin there by raising an army and conquering the kingdoms nearby. They were small kingdoms, Esther had said. They would be easy to overcome.  
			

			
				Converting the world to Faith worshippers would take longer than Jason had anticipated before arriving. There were things in this world that could hurt him. He was at full power now and had been during the final stages of his duel with Lilith. Despite being a god born of the Eternal Flame at full strength, she had hurt him. 
			

			
				He needed to be careful, he realised. 
			

			
				Esther rode beside him, her eyes always scanning the distance with quiet intensity. The first of his disciples, she had talent. If the remaining three were anything like her, they would make a formidable force.
			

			
				Behind them, Princess Aurora kept pace, her regal bearing undiminished despite the dirt on her silk robes. She had kept her word and pledged her life to him. Unfortunately she had not been able to convince her parents, the king and queen of Andels to pledge their allegiance. Jason did not get the large kingdom behind him, but he did have a princess, which could prove useful.   
			

			
				Anna, Rose, and Katie rode close behind. The former two had no other place they wanted to be, and the latter was their slave. Fiona had been freed, as Jason had promised. He was not able to earn any gold from the tournament what with all the death and destruction. But it mattered not. Aurora had plenty of gold to spare. Jason gave Fiona enough to rebuild her gladiators and get back the life she had before she had the misfortune of crossing paths with him. 
			

			
				“What’s the plan once we arrive at Medisa?” Jason asked Esther. 
			

			
				“We begin spreading news of your arrival, my god. And if they refuse, we force them to submit. There is a small kingdom ruled over by a woman who calls herself the Ice Queen that would be the perfect starting point,” Esther said. 
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