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	Chapter 1

Relationships

In the world of Eden, it was common for those who felt strongly about one another to form intimate relationships. From the juvenile courtships often associated with “puppy love”, to the more serious, carnal relations shared by passionate adults, the seeds of love took many forms and went through many phases during their lives. Of course, even if two individuals formed such a bond, there was always the possibility of another still vying for one of them in their attempt at forming a deeper relationship of their own.

And with these love triangles, often came periods of heartbreak, conflict, and possibly even violence.

*****

With the sun shining down between only a few passing clouds, another peaceful day was underway in Eden on the southern border of Koskaysil. At the base of the towering mountain range known as Red Peak, stood a monastery known to many as a safe haven from the hardships of an unforgiving world. Along the tall stone ramparts that surrounded Shadow’s Refuge, harpies kept watch on both the sanctuary within and The Outerlands beyond their walls. Along with them were white cloaked watchers, the mysterious women having small orbs of glistening light floating around in front of their hands which were hidden in their giant sleeves. Their bellies and thighs were visible between their tall boots, skimpy pants, and open midriff with their top, yet the mysterious women remained enshrouded by their large hoods, long flowing shawls, and capes.

The large wooden gate that led into the main piazza had watchers stationed in the two towers on either side of it, their unseen gazes constantly scanning the horizon while another harpy was perched atop one of the open doors to the large gate. The holy bird was dressed in similar garb as her kin, with a white and golden skirt and frilly top doing very little to conceal her figure, while her long golden hair fluttered in the breeze as she observed something with a curious smile on her face.

“Look at her go,” she said with a small chuckle. “That little dear does love to run, doesn’t she?”

“Indeed she does,” a watcher agreed with a softly echoing voice. “It is pleasing to see her spirit is still full of life after facing such tragedy.”

Running across the field that lay before the monastery, a young centaur could be seen galloping over the dirt and sparse patches of grass that littered the landscape. With her long blonde hair flowing freely behind her, her serene expression was easily shown as she raced around the field.

“I wish you were here with me, mother,” Lelu softly voiced, gazing up at the sky before admiring the abbey nearby. “If only the fates weren’t so cruel as to keep you from seeing such a wonderful place as this.”

Wiping a tear from her eye, the young girl continued running around in wide circles along the field, dust flowing behind her swiftly moving feet while a few clouds drifted by overhead with their shadows being cast across the land. After a few more laps, the centaur veered off to the side of the monastery and ran along its towering walls. She weaved around a few small boulders and over a bend before quickly coming to a halt, a stunned look coming over her as she came face to face with a troll. The monster was dressed in typical leather garb and skirt, her green eyes staring directly into Lelu’s while a small smirk adorned her face with tusks sticking out of her mouth. Lelu blinked before smiling curiously as the troll slowly walked towards her, having to use a crutch in order to do so as her left leg had been amputated.

“What are you doing out here, Ranella?” Lelu asked, shaking her head. “You’re not supposed to be walking around yet.”

“You think you’re the only one who was feeling cooped up in that place?” the troll laughed, shaking her head. She hobbled along a few steps before stumbling aside, being quickly caught by Lelu who helped keep her upright. “Heh, still getting used to this thing. Thanks, dearie.”

“You’re not supposed to be out of bed like this,” Lelu lectured, helping the troll walk towards the main gate. “What were you thinking coming out here all alone?”

“You of all people must know how it feels being confined inside that place,” Ranella scoffed, waving it off. “I may have lost a leg, but that doesn’t mean I’m ready to just sit still all day. I’ve spent my whole life traveling across Eden, like hell I’m going to let this little inconvenience slow me down. You can quote me on that, dearie.”

“Losing your leg is a small inconvenience?” Lelu questioned with a raised eyebrow. “I shudder to think what you would consider to be a big one.”

“Oh don’t act like you’re any different,” the troll chuckled. “You centaurs hate standing still too, I know you do. We’re both the same, we need to be out here, with the wind in our hair and the sun on our skin.”

“Be that as it may, you mustn’t push yourself like this,” Lelu worried. “You still need time to heal. You’re lucky that was all they took after that nasty infection spread so much rot across your leg.”

“I don’t know what surprises me more,” the troll mused. “The fact that I managed to survive that blasted poison, or that a centaur is so concerned about me.”

“We’re both the same, like you said,” Lelu replied, with the troll glancing to her curiously. “Eden’s taken a lot from both of us. Helping each other stand up just seems like the right thing to do.”

“Don’t you fear me, dearie?” the troll asked, with Lelu stopping and looking to her with a solemn expression. “Or hate me? I heard what happened to Ruhelia. I know what happened to your people. And I know my race played a part in it. What possesses you of all people here to worry about a beaten-down troll like me?”

“I don’t hate you, Ranella,” Lelu said, shaking her head. “You didn’t hurt me or my people. You had nothing to do with it. If anything, I feel sorry for you. Losing a leg would be nothing less than a nightmare for any centaur. It’s not something I would wish upon anyone.”

“Oh, so you pity me, do you?” the troll smirked. “Well, don’t go crying for me anytime soon. I’m tougher than I look, and this little bump in the road in my travels isn’t going to slow me down. As soon as they give me the okay to leave this place, I’m as good as gone.”

“Perhaps,” Lelu agreed, taking a moment to hold the troll upright as she stumbled and fell against the centaur. “But until then, you really should listen to the caregivers and take it easy while you’re here. If you keep pushing yourself too hard like this, you’re only going to make things worse for yourself.”

“Bah! You sound just like those know-it-all doctors in there,” the troll scoffed as she limped alongside the centaur. “I’m perfectly capable of walking around out here like this on my own. I’m doing just fine.”

“Oh, I believe you, Ranella,” Lelu said with a small smile. “I believe you.”

As she guided the troll around to the front entrance of the monastery and the open gates, a few harpies and cloaked watchers were seen coming out to greet them.

“Ms. Ranella,” a harpy huffed with a light stomp of her foot. “How many times must we tell you to stay in bed? You’re not ready to be walking around like this.”

“Save your breath,” the troll laughed, shaking her head. “This young dear already gave me the whole speech. I just wanted to get some fresh air and move around, that’s all. I’m fine, so quit your fussing.”

“You are not fine, not fine at all,” the harpy worried as she and another scurried over to the troll. They took her from Lelu and helped escort her into the monastery, with the troll looking back to Lelu and waving with a smile before arguing with the harpies who continued to scold her. Lelu giggled and waved back before she saw a harpy and two watchers staring at her, with the harpy showing a curious smile while the faces of the others were completely enshrouded by their hoods.

“Thank you for helping escort her, Lelu,” the harpy said. “That was very kind of you.”

“It was no trouble,” Lelu reasoned with a shrug. “She just needed a little help getting back.”

“I’m glad to see you’re growing more comfortable being around the residents,” the harpy commended as they all entered the compound. “I know coming here was scary for you at first, but it seems you’re overcoming your fears of the other monsters we have here.”

“It’s still a little… difficult at times,” Lelu admitted, rubbing the back of her neck with a weak smile. “But I am growing more relaxed being here with each passing day. And the residents aren’t as scary as I thought they would be. Ranella isn’t a bad monster, she isn’t like the trolls that attacked my kingdom. I’m glad I got to know her better, and I’m trying to get to know the other residents better too. It’s just… taking a little time to do so is all.”

“Take all the time you wish, dear,” the harpy said with a warm smile. “I’m happy you’re able to rest easy here, and even more so knowing you’re able to make new friends as well.”

“How was your run today?” a hooded watcher softly asked.

“I enjoyed it very much,” Lelu said, glancing back to seeing the gates closing behind them. “I’m sorry to trouble you with opening and closing the main entrance for me like this. I don’t mean to be a bother for you all.”

“It’s no trouble at all, dear,” the harpy assured, waving it off. “We know how much centaurs love to run. Besides, we can’t have you galloping around through the courts in such a hurry anyway, some poor dear might get trampled after all.”

“Our sisters will always keep watch over you from the walls,” a watcher mentioned, pointing up. “So long as you stay close to this sanctuary, we will make sure you are able to run about freely, and safely.”

“Thank you very much for your generous hospitality,” Lelu gratefully said. “I really do appreciate it.”

“It is our pleasure,” the watcher replied, bowing a little. Lelu looked at her curiously as the woman stood upright, the girl then tilting her head and stepping closer while lowering herself to better see under the mysterious woman’s hood.

“Is something wrong?” the woman asked.

“No, I was just curious,” Lelu said with a weak smile as she stepped back. “Sorry, it’s just… I don’t think I’ve ever caught a glimpse of what you women look like under your hoods. I’ve seen you patrolling this sanctuary every day, yet I never see you take those hoods off.”

“I see,” the woman replied. She slowly reached up and lowered her cowl, with Lelu watching in wonder as the monstergirl revealed herself in the sunlight. She had enlarged ears similar to that of elves, while her bald head had two protruding scaly horns atop it. She wore a golden lace headdress with an azure gemstone atop it, her eyes being cerulean and peaceful as they observed the young centaur before her.

“Wow,” Lelu said before showing a smile. “So that’s what you look like. That’s a really pretty headdress you have.”

“Thank you, child,” the woman calmly replied. “Does this satisfy your curiosity?”

“Yes. Thank you for showing me. And, your kind are known as ‘watchers’, right? How come you’re called that?”

“Because our kind have been watching over this world for a long time,” the watcher answered as she put her hood back on over her head, hiding her face once again. “It is a name we have been given for that exact reason, a name that we do not mind being recognized as.”

“I see. Well, thank you, for watching over me while I’m here,” Lelu said with a polite bow.

“It is our pleasure, child. Think nothing of it.”

Lelu nodded at them before looking over her shoulder, her tail now swaying more as she showed an eager smile.

“Well then. If you’ll excuse me, ladies. I’m going to go see what my Max is up to. Have any of you by chance seen him recently?”

“I believe he’s in the western court,” the harpy said, pointing in that direction with her wing.

“Thank you,” Lelu said before quickly racing off with a hasty gallop.

“Please don’t run so quickly inside the compound,” the harpy called out, not being heard as Lelu made a mad dash across the piazza before vanishing as she rounded the corner of a building. The harpy sighed before shaking her head with an amused smile.

“I swear, she never runs as fast as she does going to see that boy of hers.”

Lelu ran through a few outdoor walkways in the shade of their awnings, passing by a few harpies and a gremlin who had bandages around her chest and arms, narrowly missing another harpy who quickly fluttered off to the side to avoid the stampeding girl, and then failed to miss an arachne who was skittering down the walkway while reading a book. With a hard impact the two girls were sent tumbling along the path with loud screams, their worlds spinning around wildly before slamming to a halt as they crashed into a stone wall. Passing harpies and residents stopped to stare at the sight, seeing Lelu slumped against a young arachne who was sprawled against the wall with her legs twitching all around them.

“Ow, my head,” Lelu whined, sitting up and rubbing her head.

“Ow, my everything,” Bermuda groaned as she collapsed next to the centaur. Shaking her head, she then stumbled back onto her eight legs, taking a moment to catch her balance and collect her senses before she scowled at the nervously smiling centaur.

“How did I know it was you?” Bermuda dryly said, setting her hands at her hips. “What are you doing running through here like that, Lelu? You can’t just go sprinting through this place like a bat out of hell, you could run into someone and seriously hurt them. Case in point, you just ran into me!”

“I’m sorry, Bermuda, I really am,” Lelu said, snatching up the arachne’s book and quickly handing it to her. “I was just going to see Max. I heard he was in the western courtyard and I didn’t want to keep him waiting.”

“Is he expecting you for something?” Bermuda questioned.

“No, but I still don’t want to keep him waiting… in case he was expecting me for anything,” Lelu said with a coy smile. With a short giggle the centaur then raced off again at high speed along the walkway, with a few goblins in white dresses along with another harpy quickly dodging to the side to avoid her. Bermuda slowly shook her head at the girl before showing a small smile as she skittered after her.

Running through a building inside the compound, Lelu’s hooves could be heard clacking while women were heard yelping and shouting in surprise, with the centaur then bolting out of another entryway and through a small garden where harpies were tending to the flowers. Passing through the small court with the caretakers watching her curiously, the centaur made her way across the monastery to another large open courtyard outside, the girl quickly coming to a halt at the edge of the quad as she found the one who her heart started beating more steadily for upon seeing.

With a swift strike, an axe chopped a piece of lumber into two pieces atop a wooden block. Picking up the pieces, Max tossed them over onto a growing pile nearby before wiping his forehead, the boy smiling proudly at his work. Having only his shoes and pants on, the boy showed his moderate build for his age while he placed another piece of wood on the block and got ready to chop it. Winding back with the axe, he again struck the lumber into two pieces with a single strike, adding more firewood to his growing pile that someone was smiling amusedly at.

“Something tells me you’ve done this before, kid,” a troll commented while standing nearby, the woman having her arms crossed and watching as Max continued to chop more firewood without pause.

“Something like that,” Max chuckled with a shrug. “I had to do this back home all the time. It’s not so hard really, I’m used to doing chores like this.”

“I can tell,” the troll laughed, seeing the large pile of firewood the boy had stacked up. “Not bad. Not bad at all.”

Striking another log into two pieces, Max tossed them onto the pile before doing so again, and again, and again. The troll watched him with a raised eyebrow, the woman glancing to the growing pile he was making then back to him as he didn’t seem to be growing tired despite having been doing this for a while.

“I have to say, you’re certainly stronger than you look, kid.”

“Thanks,” Max said with a modest smile. “But I’m nothing special. This is just normal work for me.”

“Don’t cut yourself so short,” the troll said, shaking her head. “Everyone here can see you’re stronger than you give yourself credit for.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Take a look for yourself,” the troll replied, with Max finishing chopping another log into two before halting suddenly. He slowly looked around to see a large crowd of monsters surrounding the courtyard, all staring at him in silence. Harpies, watchers, and other residents of the refuge were watching him with silent looks of wonder. Even Lelu was staring at him with a noticeable blush on her cheeks, the girl’s eyes constantly moving over his body while her hind legs fidgeted a bit. And beside her Bermuda was seen, all eight of her eyes focused on Max while she too appeared to be entranced by what she was seeing. The arachne’s book slowly slipped out of her hand and dropped to the ground, something she failed to notice as she remained perfectly still while staring at the boy.

“Um… why is everyone… looking at me?” Max asked. “Is something wrong?”

“You know we’re monsters, right?” the troll quizzed, getting a curious look from him. “Can you blame them for noticing a young man showing off in front of all of us?”

“What do you mean? I’m not a man yet, and I’m not showing off,” Max said, confused. “I’m not strong or anything like that.”

“You seem plenty strong to me,” the troll said, glancing to the pile of firewood. “They seem to think so too. Don’t worry, it’s against the rules here for us to… well, act like monsters with you in this place. But a word of caution. Outside these walls, should you flaunt yourself like you are now, monsters will be monsters with you. I’m sure you know what I mean by that.”

Max stared at her with wide eyes before looking around quickly, seeing all the monsters in the courtyard watching him closely while remaining silent. He noticed the harpies and gremlins in the crowd slowly eyeing him over, a few goblins were twitching more than usual, and a lycan was shaking a little with her tail swaying quickly behind her. Lelu appeared completely captivated and ready to charge forward at any moment as she was blushing brightly while gazing deeply at him. And Bermuda was slowly holding a hand to her cheek as she appeared amazed at seeing this side of him.

“But… but…” he nervously said. “I’m not… I’m not that…”

“You’re man enough in the eyes of everyone here,” the troll smirked. “You’ve been showing everyone how much stamina and strength you possess, even for being young as you are. Seeing something like that is sure to grab the attention of monsters. Heck, you’re practically teasing them right now.”

“Oh… crap,” Max breathed out before gulping.

“Haha! Don’t worry,” the troll assured, walking by and patting him on the shoulder. She took the axe from him as she grabbed another log lying nearby in a small pile. “Like I said, you’re safe here. This is hallowed ground, remember? We all abide by the rules of this place, no matter how horny we might get. We can look all we want, but we can’t touch. And we won’t. So don’t go throwing away the manly image you’ve built for yourself by crying or running away to hide, okay? We know how to control ourselves. Besides, if anyone here was going to do anything with you, they would have already tried by now. And had they tried, they would have failed.”

“How do you know that?” Max asked.

“Because we would have stopped her,” the troll said, striking the log into two with a heavy swing. “This is a sanctuary for us too, you know. And one of the very few we have in Eden. We’re not going to let some horny bitch ruin that for all of us just because she couldn’t control herself. Never mind what the headmaster might do to that troublemaker, the rest of us wouldn’t take too kindly to having this place taken from us.”

“Yeah. I guess that makes sense,” Max said with a small, forced laugh. Shaking his head he then looked at the troll curiously as she was merely watching him with a calm smile. “Um… anyway, do you need any more help with this? I can still keep going if you want, I’m not tired yet.”

“You’ve already done more than enough,” the troll laughed, glancing to the pile of firewood before smirking at him. “Let me finish up here, it is my job after all. I appreciate the help, really, but I can handle the rest.”

“Okay. If you need help with anything else, let me know,” Max said, grabbing a nearby cloth to wipe the sweat off himself.

“Aren’t you a guest here? You don’t need to take on any chores around this place, you do know that, right?” the troll asked as she grabbed another log.

“I know, but I still want to help if I can,” Max reasoned with a shrug. “I feel kind of… useless if I’m just sitting around all day doing nothing.”

“Tell you what,” the troll said with a chuckle. “Why don’t you put your shirt back on so you can stop teasing everyone else and let them get back to their duties, and then how about you go over there and try to calm your friends down.”

Max blinked before looking over to see Lelu smiling bashfully at him and waving with a small giggle while Bermuda was smiling awkwardly and shakily doing the same.

“Go on, get,” the troll laughed, pushing Max back with the axe’s handle. “Children are supposed to want to play all day, not do chores. Take your friends and go for a walk or something, they’re obviously waiting for you. What are you waiting for, get a move on.”

“Okay, okay,” Max conceded, raising his hands defensively. The troll winked at him before she resumed chopping wood, with Max picking up his shirt and slipping it back on. As he did, he watched the crowd of monsters start to realize he was done performing for them, with the caregivers appearing to snap back to their senses as they hastily ushered the residents off in all directions.

“Max!” Lelu cheered with a wave. She quickly raced towards him while Bermuda slowly skittered after her, the arachne staring at Max in wonder still as he was swooped up into the arms of Lelu and swung around joyously while his face was lodged deep in her bosom. Coming to a halt, Bermuda showed a slightly saddened smile as she watched Lelu praising Max nonstop in her blissful tirade, eventually setting the boy back down on his feet and allowing him to pull back for a big gasp of air. Lelu continued hopping on her hooves excitedly as Max caught his breath, with him taking a moment to regain his senses before smiling amusedly at the girl. After a few more hops Lelu slowly settled down, showing a timid smile as she lowered her head and watched him with loving eyes. Max held in his chuckle from the girl’s overzealous greeting that he was slowly starting to get used to, a small blush forming on his cheeks as he fell quiet just as the centaur did. Waiting for a few short moments, Lelu showed a playful pout as she leaned closer to him while kneeling slightly, the girl batting her eyelashes and gently swaying her breasts before the blushing boy.

Bermuda remained silent as she continued observing the two, knowing what was coming next. Sure enough, Max slowly held Lelu’s cheek and, having to stand up on his toes, gave her a quick and gentle kiss on the lips. The centaur blushed even more as she appeared to melt from the gesture, the girl shakily saying something to him as she held her cheeks in a bashful manner. Max rubbed the back of his neck while saying something back, the awkward smile he had showing he was trying to force a calm, collected appearance and failing horribly at it.

“I suppose I should have seen it coming,” Bermuda quietly said to herself with a sigh. “But still… I didn’t think I would be so sad over it.”

Shaking her head she forced a calm smile as she skittered over to them, with Max noticing and then smiling at her while Lelu rushed up and hugged him with a swiftly waving tail.

“Um, hello, Bermuda,” Max said, laughing a bit as Lelu affectionately held him close with her breasts pressing against the side of his head.

“Hello, Max,” the arachne greeted. “Working hard I see. Although I’m not sure why. You know you don’t have to do such things while you’re staying here, you’re a guest after all.”

“It’s no trouble, really. I just wanted to help out. Besides, it’s been a while since I handled an axe. I don’t want to get rusty.”

“It doesn’t look like you are,” Bermuda smirked, eyeing over the pile of firewood. “That’s a pretty big stack of wood you’ve been chopping. Did you do all that yourself?”

“Yeah, but it was nothing. Really, it’s no big deal.”

“Don’t be so modest, boyfriend,” Lelu giggled, smiling lovingly at him. “You’ve always been such a hard worker. I remember you chopped an entire mountain of firewood when we first met, you really are so strong and dedicated to your work.”

“It wasn’t that much,” Max laughed, shaking his head with a flustered smile. “Stop trying to embarrass me, Lelu.”

“Max…” Lelu whined with a cute pout. Max shook his head slightly with an amused smirk as she watched him with anxious eyes, the centaur grumbling before showing him a pleading look while batting her eyelashes again. He slowly nodded while brushing aside a few strands of hair that fell in front of her face.

“Okay, okay. Girlfriend,” he said, something that caused them both to feel their faces warming up from hearing.

“Oh, Max,” she said while nearly swooning on the spot. “I love you. I love you so much.”

“I… I… uh…” Max shakily replied with a shy smile. Before he could say anything further, Lelu squealed in delight before swooping him up into her arms. The centaur hugged him close and giggled excitedly, with Max trying to hold her back as he laughed and avoided having his head swallowed up by her bouncing breasts. Bermuda slowly nodded with a defeated smile from the sight before quickly shaking it off.

“Yes, well, anyway,” she spoke up, getting their attention. “I’m glad to see you’re growing more at ease being around the residents. And thank you for pitching in with the chores around here. You’re not required to do anything of the sort, but we do appreciate the help all the same.”

“Of course, Bermuda,” Max agreed with a nod. “Happy to help. And the residents here aren’t that scary once you give them a chance. It’s actually been kind of nice getting to know some of them. Sorry it took me so long to work up the courage to do it.”

“No apologies needed, Max,” Bermuda assured, holding up a hand. “You were understandably cautious of monsters, what human isn’t? I knew you would grow more comfortable being around them over time. I’m sure when father returns he’ll be happy to hear of it as well.”

“He still hasn’t come back?” Max asked worriedly, both him and Lelu showing concerned looks now.

“No,” Bermuda said, looking down with a troubled frown. “He’s still out searching for Vale. She hasn’t returned or sent word to us yet. I’m starting to fear the worst.”

“I’m sure she’s fine, Bermuda,” Max said. “She’s a tough little pixie. I mean, we saw how tough she is when you two rescued us from those monsters. That knife of hers packs a big punch. She can handle herself. She’ll probably be back any day now.”

“I hope so,” Bermuda softly sighed.

“Your father can find her if she doesn’t come back on her own, can’t he?” Lelu asked.

“If anyone could, it would be him. He can’t travel as fast and as far as Vale does with her magic, the way she traverses Eden is… rather strange, but extremely effective. Father does know some teleportation magic though, he can move around the region well enough in his search for her.”

“She was going to check out the forest of Green Haven for Grace before she vanished,” Max recalled. “I hope she didn’t run into trouble with the monsters that invaded the place.”

“Oh, yes,” Bermuda remembered, turning to Max in question. “Speaking of Grace, she was looking for you earlier. Presumably to help with her archery again. She wanted me to tell you to meet her in the usual place as soon as you can.”

“Tell her my boyfriend is done being her servant,” Lelu firmly asserted, grabbing and holding Max close to her side. “She can pick up her own arrows from now on.”

“You can tell her that, I’m not getting involved in whatever is going on with you three,” Bermuda said, raising her hands up.

“There’s nothing going on between us!” Lelu barked back. “There’s only me and Max, and not her!”

“Lelu, calm down,” Max gently insisted, pulling free from her tight grip. “It’s okay. I promised I would help her train, I’m going to make good on that promise. Besides, I don’t mind helping her.”

“Well I do mind,” Lelu asserted with a huff. “I hate it when you run off with her, Max. It always rubs my fur the wrong way thinking how she treats you.”

“I’m not running off with her. I’m just going over to the eastern courtyard to help her with her archery, that’s it. And it’s working, too. She has been getting better, she’s finally starting to improve and make her shots count more often.”

“She treats you like crap, Max,” Lelu argued. “She always has. Except for that one instance where she tried to kiss you!”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Max exclaimed, holding up his hands defensively while seeing the centaur fuming with anger before him. “We never kissed, Lelu, I swear! Please calm down, there’s nothing to get upset over! I promise!”

Lelu thrashed her arms in a hopping fit while Max tried pleading for her to calm down, all while Bermuda was watching Max with a slight smile on her face.

“I could have sworn she tried kissing you too, Max,” the arachne chimed in, getting a nervous ramble of nonsensical babble out of Max while Lelu shook about even more furiously with loud snarling.

“What are you talking about? She never did anything like that, we never kissed, okay?” Max cried out.

“Well, maybe not,” Bermuda agreed with a shrug. “I may have had dust in my eyes after magic practice with father that day. Perhaps I was merely seeing things. But I do remember Arial giving you a kiss.”

“That doesn’t count, she fell on top of me!” Max argued. “I never wanted to kiss her, she just collapsed on me after suffering heatstroke!”

“I’m not worried about that snow girl kissing my Max,” Lelu snapped at Bermuda. “She’s been hiding in her room ever since she came here, and if she does come near my Max again I’ll light a torch and turn her into a goddamn puddle. But like hell I’m letting that insufferable tree whore mistreat my boyfriend anymore. And if I ever catch her trying to kiss him again, I’ll stomp what little brains she has out of her stupid skull with my own front hooves!”

She growled loudly while quickly trotting in place before she again swooped Max up into her arms, lodging his face deep in her breasts as she shook about anxiously.

“I’ll never let anyone hurt or kiss my boyfriend, never never never!”

While she continued her flustered tirade and Max’s muffled requests to be released from her oxygen-depriving bosom went unheeded, Bermuda slowly nodded as she watched the familiar sight while trying to show an empathetic smile at them.

‘Maybe I should have tried kissing him when I had the chance. If only I knew how much I would regret not doing so.’

*****

“Okay, seriously,” Grace said with a dull grimace. “I know you claim to be his girlfriend and all, but isn’t this taking it a little too far?”

“I am his girlfriend!” Lelu shouted back, holding Max close to her side like a teddy bear. The boy was squirming in her iron tight grip with a weak smile and kicking legs while Lelu stood before Grace with a stern glare aimed at the elf. Further behind them under the walkway awning, Bermuda watched the heated standoff with a curious eye, seeing the three youngsters standing in the middle of a courtyard with arrows littering the entire quad. Near one of the walls was a circular wooden target that had a few of the elf’s arrows lodged in it, while many more remained in her extra-large quiver that rested on the ground beside Grace. The elf slowly shook her head while tapping her bow against her thigh, her piercing eyes staring back at Lelu’s while her mouth flinched in her scowl.

“We only came here to tell you one thing,” Lelu asserted. “Max is done being your servant. You can practice shooting your stupid arrows alone from now on, he’s not going to be wasting any more time hanging around a bothersome little tree urchin like you.”

“First off, fuck you,” Grace snapped. “Second, I saved his life, he owes me. He’s going to be my servant until that debt is paid, and like fucking hell it’s paid off yet. Third, why are you desperately carrying him around like that? Afraid if you don’t hold onto him he’ll run away from you like the crazy cow you are? You’re pathetic, you know that? Now let go of him already, we’ve got work to do here!”

“Do you have mud in your ears? I just said he’s not doing anything of the sort with a harlot like you!”

“Who the fuck are you calling a harlot, you fat cow?” Grace shouted back.

“I’m not fat, you insufferable little bitch!” Lelu retorted, hopping up and down with Max flopping about at her side. “And you’re the lustful demon that tried kissing my Max! I saw you, you can’t deny it!”

“I never did anything of the sort, you fucking lunatic!” Grace snapped in a fluster. “Now put him down, he promised to help me train again today!”

“I will not hand him over to a wretched devil like you! Never never never never!”

“Do I get a say in this?” Max spoke up.

“Why would you assume that?” Bermuda dryly quipped.

“We’re done here. Goodbye,” Lelu sternly said before turning around.

“God fucking dammit, let go of him right now!” Grace yelled, dropping her bow and rushing over to them. She grabbed Max and tried pulling him free while Lelu yanked back with a frustrated cry, all while Bermuda slowly shook her head at the sight.

“I don’t think either of them are the right match for him,” the arachne plainly said to herself. “But what do I know?”

“Get your filthy hands off my boyfriend!” Lelu shouted out.

“Let go of my servant, you fucking bovine!” Grace snapped back.

“He doesn’t want to help you, take the hint already!”

“Shows what you know! He likes helping me train with my archery, I know he does!”

“And how in Eden would you know of something like that?”

“Because I felt him get a hard-on during it!”

Everyone froze in place as a sudden pause befell the area. Lelu was staring at Grace in shock while Max was doing do with equally wide eyes. Under the awning Bermuda was rendered silent while showing a bewildered expression. The elf glanced around to see everyone staring at her, with all eyes then slowly turning to Max as he quietly gulped.

“Wha… what did you just say?” Lelu fearfully asked. “You… felt… him… what?”

Grace held in her frustrated growl before yanking Max away from the stunned centaur, the elf holding him close at her side while smiling arrogantly at Lelu.

“You heard me. He’s been helping me get better with my archery using a renowned monster hunter technique his sister used with her training.”

“Wh… what?” Lelu exclaimed, grabbing her cheeks. “What are you talking about? His sister?”

“Renowned monster hunter technique?” Bermuda repeated in confusion. “That involves… Max getting hard? What the hell kind of training do monster hunters go through anyway?”

“It was Max’s idea, he suggested it in the first place,” Grace added, pointing to the boy that jumped in shock before frantically shaking his head and stammering something that hardly passed for words.

“He… what?” Lelu asked, trembling in both anger and disbelief. “Max? What is she talking about? Explain. Explain this instant!”

“It’s rather simple really,” Grace boasted. “His sister used to whip herself for every shot she missed during her practice, using the pain and humiliation of doing so as motivation to make every arrow she fired count no matter what.”

Lelu stared at Max in bewilderment as he continued trying and failing to explain himself.

“Since that worked for her, Max suggested I try something like that as well,” Grace went on. “And it worked. Using that technique to focus on making every shot hit its mark paid off, I’m a much better aim with my arrows now thanks to that method.”

“Wait, wait, wait a moment,” Bermuda called out, skittering closer and holding her hands up. “Hold on here. Are you saying that you… you’ve been whipping yourself every time you missed with your arrows? And that… excited Max?”

“Max…” Lelu breathed out in disbelief, having a hand shakily held over her mouth. “Is this true?”

“No, that’s not it all!” Max cried out. “Just hold on a moment, let me explain!”

“Of course I didn’t whip myself,” Grace scoffed. Everyone looked to her as she glanced away with a smug smile and a soft blush forming. “For every arrow that missed the target, I got a spanking from Max.”

“WHAT?” Lelu cried out, grabbing her hair.

“You… got a… spanking from him?” Bermuda shakily repeated.

“That’s right,” Grace said, turning to Max with a knowing grin. “He took me to that bench over there and let me have it over his lap. And, he might try and deny he enjoyed doing so, but the last time he did it I felt his little sword getting bigger underneath my belly. He was loving what he was doing to me. Weren’t you, Max?”

Max turned bright red and froze in place, with all the girls turning to him as silence filled the quad. After a moment to regain his voice, he again tried speaking while Lelu was staring at him in horror and rage.

“Wait, it’s not what it sounds like, honest,” Max pleaded.

“Then what is it, Max?” Lelu growled. “What is the truth? Tell me!”

“I just… I just wanted to help her practice, that’s all! And I did tell her the story about how my sister Mae practiced with her archery, but I never wanted to do anything like that with Grace in the first place! That was all her idea, she wanted to do it that way, and she wouldn’t take no for an answer!”

“Don’t try to lie to us,” Grace snootily retorted. “You’ve called me cute and you spanked my butt multiple times now. That and you did get hard doing such a perverted thing to me, I felt it clear as day. You liked doing it to me, just admit it already.”

“Wait, that’s not true!” Max desperately cried out. “My body reacted on its own, honest! I never thought about- I mean I never wanted- I wasn’t trying to- please, you have to believe me!”

“That’s how Grace has been training with her archery?” Bermuda carefully questioned. “You’ve been spanking her every time she misses so as to encourage her to do better?”

“I… but… I mean… kind of?” Max nervously answered.

“More like absolutely,” Grace smugly said to Lelu. “He’s been touching my ass all this time and loving it. Has he ever done that once to you? No? I thought not. Why would he, when you’re just some crazy cow who forced him to be your boyfriend. If he really does want anyone around here, it’s obviously me.”

“Wait a moment, you’re the one that forced me into doing that with you!” Max exclaimed at her.

“I didn’t hear a no,” Grace slyly quipped.

“I tried to tell you no, but you wouldn’t listen!”

“All I heard was the sound of your hand slapping my butt,” Grace remarked with a coy smile. “You kept going and going with giving me my punishment. You sure didn’t seem to want to stop yourself then.”

“But that’s- and you- I wasn’t- and I only- but- but- but!” Max stammered out, shaking his head.

They both then noticed Lelu having her head lowered and growling furiously, the young centaur trembling in anger as she clenched her fists and struggled to repress her rising screams.

“You…” she snarled, glancing up to Grace with a furious glare. “You made my Max… touch your butt? Multiple TIMES? You goddamned… lecherous… slut! How dare you force my Max to degrade himself by touching you like that!”

“Lelu?” Max nervously said. “Wait, it’s not what it sounds like. Really. I only wanted to help her practice with her archery, that’s all, and… it got out of hand. I know, and I’m sorry. But I wasn’t going to keep going along with it anymore. I was going to tell her it needed to stop. I promise. Please calm down.”

“She’s not calming down,” Bermuda pointed out, stepping back.

“I’m not mad at you, Max,” Lelu raged through gritted teeth. “I understand she bullied you into doing it. That’s all she ever does to you, harass and push you around, thinking she can just get away with it. Well not this time. You and I, Max, we’ll talk this through later. We’ll get past it. I know we will. Nothing can keep us apart, not even the venom from this demonic snake. But you, Grace. You…”

She shook her head furiously before winding back on her hind legs, a look of pure rage seen on her face as she screamed with all her might.

“I’m going to kill you!”

Charging forward with a feral roar, she sprinted at Grace who promptly pushed Max aside and took off running. Max watched as the centaur raced by while chasing Grace around the quad, the two then running off into the compound while harpies and watchers up on the ramparts were observing them curiously.

“Oh no,” Max groaned. “What have I done? This wasn’t supposed to turn into such a mess.”

“What are you waiting for?” Bermuda asked him. “Lelu is your girlfriend now, right? Well then as her boyfriend it’s your job to get her to stop running wild like a bull. Get going and try to calm her down before she hurts someone. This is hallowed ground, remember? There is to be no blood spilling here, not even Grace’s.”

“Right. I’ll take care of it. Sorry,” Max said before running after the girls. Bermuda watched him go before sighing to herself.

“As if being jealous of Lelu wasn’t enough, now I’m actually jealous of Grace too.”

“Get back here so I can stomp you into the dirt!” Lelu yelled, waving her arms in a fit while relentlessly chasing the elf.

“You’re fucking crazy, you know that?” Grace barked back, the two girls running through the walkways with harpies, trolls, a gremlin, and a naga promptly dodging aside, narrowly missing the two children that raced through the area.

“I’m going to kill you for what you did to my boyfriend!” Lelu roared.

“You’re not his girlfriend, you’re just a pest that wore him down into reluctantly calling you such a thing only to get you to shut up!” Grace shot back.

“How dare you say that, you wretched tree sprite!”

“It’s true! The only reason he agreed to it was because you wouldn’t stop hounding him every waking moment, begging like a pathetic bitch to be his girlfriend! Like he had any other choice but to say yes to get you to stop shoving his whole head into those bulbous sacks of fat you have on your chest!”

“Shut your filthy mouth, you perverted temptress!” Lelu yelled, chasing the girl around the main building while monsters all around watched them in bewildered silence. Grace ran around a corner then down a lowering ramp towards a basement level alongside the compound, with Lelu skidding around the same corner on all four hooves before charging after the elf with fire in her eyes.

“He never wanted to be with a cow like you!” Grace screamed with a few tears in her eyes. “The only reason he calls you his girlfriend now is to get you to stop bothering him!”

“GRACE!” Lelu yelled, with the elf quickly looking back to see the centaur rapidly gaining on her. Grace stumbled in her run as they reached the lower level and continued down a darkened corridor that had a few lanterns lit along the way, the girl looking over her shoulder to see Lelu nearly upon her before realizing she was about to run right into a door at the end of the tunnel.

Which she promptly did, followed by Lelu crashing into her, causing the door to slam open with the two girls tumbling into the room together with loud screaming. The elf and centaur then slid across a frozen floor before crashing into something hard, both of them groaning in a daze as they lay together on the icy ground.

“Ow,” Grace whined, holding her head. “What the fuck? Why is there ice in here?”

“I’m going to kill you,” Lelu whimpered, slowly sitting up while holding a hand over her nose. Shaking her head she then tackled Grace, choking the girl with both hands as she screamed and shook the stunned elf under her.

“You godforsaken hellspawn!” Lelu cried out. “How dare you try to take my Max from me! I’ll never allow it, I’ll never allow you to take him away, you goddamn harlot!”

“He’s not… yours!” Grace roared, punching Lelu in the face. The centaur staggered aside before Grace scrambled away, the girl slipping and sliding on the frozen floor before Lelu grabbed her foot and tried pulling her back.

“Yes he is!” Lelu shrieked. “He’s my boyfriend and I love him more than anything! He’s everything to me! I’m never going to let you or any other monster take him away from me, never, do you hear me?”

“You’re the only monster here!” Grace shouted back, kicking free from the centaur’s grip. “You’re just like those fucking harpies! They snatch men in their claws and fly them away to be with, and if the man doesn’t go along with it they’re dropped to their death! You’re no better than they are, you fucking cow!”

“What are you talking about?” Lelu demanded in a fluster.

“You cornered Max and badgered him relentlessly to be your boyfriend, you dug your fucking talons into him and refused to let go! If he had said no to you then you would have thrown the biggest tantrum in all of Eden, you would have lost your shit completely! He only said yes to the whole thing in fear you would kill yourself if he hadn’t! He never chose to be yours, you stole him!”

“I did not steal him!” Lelu argued.

“Yes you did, you fucking stole him from me!” Grace shouted back desperately. She then gasped as silence filled the room, with Lelu staring at her with wide eyes as the elf fell quiet while freezing in place.

“What… did you just say?” Lelu breathed out.

“What in g-g-g-god’s n-n-name do y-y-you th-th-think you two are d-d-d-doing?” a voice cried out in disbelief. The two girls looked over to see Syliandanchevas standing in the open entryway, the fey staring at them in shock while shakily holding a hand over her mouth. Behind her were Max and Bermuda, also staring in surprise at the two girls in the room. Stepping into the chamber, the three watched as Lelu and Grace glanced to each other then back to them while failing to speak. Syliandanchevas shook her head slowly before noticing something behind the girls, with Lelu and Grace slowly looking back towards what they had crashed into earlier.

It was then they realized where they were. They were inside a bedroom that was underneath the main building, having no windows obviously with only a lantern hung on the wall to provide any light. The rest of the interior was both familiar and drastically unfamiliar compared to the other rooms that were in the sanctuary. It had a dresser with a mirror on it, a wardrobe closet, a small table with two chairs next to it, another wooden closet built against the wall, and a bed set in the middle against the far wall.

What was different than their rooms, however, was that everything was covered in a sheet of ice and ridged snow. The air was extremely chilly, with the lantern’s flame flickering as it did its best to persist with its life against the freezing air that surrounded its casing. And atop the bed which was covered in snow, was what looked to be a large egg of ice and sleet with icicles protruding around it from the bottom. Inside the egg a soft azure glow was faintly pulsating, a deathly chill emanating from it as it gave off a dreadfully cold aura all on its own.

“What the…” Lelu softly said, slowly stumbling back onto her feet. Next to her Grace did the same, the two girls staring at the ominous looking snow egg before turning to the others in nervous silence.

“Before we get into… everything you two were just talking about,” Bermuda spoke up. “Do you have any idea how much trouble you girls are now in?”

“W-W-W-What have y-y-you d-d-d-done?” Syliandanchevas shakily asked with a nervous stutter. “Wha… but… and… wh-wh-why… why?”

“Um… we can explain,” Grace said with a slight cringe.

“You two just ran through Shadow’s Refuge screaming at the top of your lungs,” Bermuda hissed at them. “Not only have you woken many of our residents who were trying to sleep, you nearly trampled over many more while running through the place like wild horses. Just wait until my father gets back and hears about this. You two are in so much trouble.”

“But it’s all her fault,” Lelu whined, pointing to Grace. “She started the whole mess when she-”

“Enough,” Syliandanchevas sternly hushed. She took a shaky breath before showing a flustered grimace while setting her hands at her hips. “That’s enough, both of you. Get out of here right now, you can’t be here like this. You can’t disturb her while she’s resting.”

“Her?” Grace repeated.

With a sharp crack, the egg split open, followed by another loud crackle as a wing of frozen feathers ripped upward through the icy shell. Everyone turned to see another wing breaking through and extending outward, with the shell cracking apart all over while a few icicles broke off and shattered on the floor below.

“She was resting in here after she collapsed,” Syliandanchevas warned, with Lelu and Grace slowly backing up towards them. “She was not meant to be disturbed by anyone.”

The egg shattered and fell to pieces off the bed, a billowing cloud of glittery sleet erupting outward from within as a figure slowly started to rise up inside it.

“Looks like those two woke her up as well,” Bermuda worried.

“Is that…” Lelu wondered.

“Yeah, it is,” Grace said, nodding slowly.

“Arial,” Max said, with everyone seeing the snow angel slowly standing up on the bed with her wings fluttering once behind her. Her head was lowered with closed eyes, her hands resting down at her sides, and wisps of glimmering snow were wafting from her wings.

“Is… she okay?” Max asked.

“She was unconscious and unresponsive after she collapsed that day,” Syliandanchevas explained, carefully adjusting her glasses as she observed the snow angel. “We brought her down here away from the sun to rest. A few hours after we did, we found that she was… encased in a protective layer of ice, like an egg. She must have enveloped herself in it in order to recuperate her strength.”

“So… she’s feeling better now, yes?” Bermuda carefully guessed.

Opening her eyes, Arial showed everyone her blue eyes that were cold, stoic, and held a chilling gleam in them that sent shivers down their spines. Her hands flexed once before swiftly being covered in ice that formed into large, sharp claws at her sides. The bed under her was destroyed by large frozen spikes that jettisoned outward around the snow angel’s feet, being accompanied by more ice spires erupting all over the room from the floor, walls, and ceiling.

“Holy fuck!” Grace yelled, jumping back to avoid being impaled by protruding spikes of ice, she and everyone looking around in surprise at the sight before seeing the entryway being swiftly barricaded by multiple pillars of ice and snow growing from the floor and ceiling.

“What’s going on?” Lelu fearfully asked, watching as the doorway was blocked by the ice that slammed into and dug into each other with loud crunches.

“That’s not good,” Bermuda morbidly said, gazing around at the room that was frozen and covered in sharp spikes made of ice. The lantern’s light flickered as it struggled to keep burning, providing the only light that glimmered against all the ice in the room.

“I think she’s feeling better now,” Max pointed out, with the group then noticing Arial staring at them with a dull expression on her face.

“Arial?” Syliandanchevas carefully asked. “What are you doing? Please try to control yourself, dear.”

“I will not be interrupted this time,” Arial flatly said. “I will complete my mission.”

“Mission?” Syliandanchevas questioned. “What do you mean ‘mission’? What are you talking about, Arial?”

“Please stay back, ma’am,” Arial told her. Swinging her hand upward in a sharp motion, multiple spears of ice shot out of the ground in front of the fey, arachne, and human. Max, Bermuda, and Syliandanchevas gasped as they stumbled back against the frozen wall behind them, all staring in surprise at seeing the icy spears having them caged on their side of the room, with Lelu and Grace looking back to them in shock before turning to the snow angel before them.

“What’s going on?” Lelu nervously asked. “What are you doing?”

“I’ve got a bad feeling about this bitch,” Grace cautioned.

“What is the meaning of this, Arial?” Syliandanchevas cried out, holding onto the frozen bars in front of her.

“I thought angels were merciful creatures,” Bermuda questioned. “So why does it feel like we’re trapped in a room with a demon right now?”

“Arial? What are you doing?” Max called out. “Stop this, please!”

“You won’t get away this time,” Arial scorned, her eyes now glaring at Lelu and Grace. “As it has been commanded, so shall it be.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Grace shouted, herself and Lelu backing up against the frozen bars behind them. “What is wrong with you, you fucking psycho?”

“Max. I’m scared,” Lelu whined, pressing back against the bars and holding onto his hand.

“Say your final prayers,” Arial condemned, holding her claw out towards the elf and centaur. The girls stared with wide eyes as the snow angel arched her wings back behind her while preparing to attack.

“Nobody escapes their fate. Now, die.”




Chapter 2

Angels of Mercy and Malice

In the world of Eden, there was a unique monster class known as ‘Angels’, monstergirls that appeared and acted just as the holy books had spoken of. Although they were very rare to come across, encounters with these angelic creatures often raised the question of whether they were indeed monsters themselves. Rumored to only appear when helping those in dire need, they set their race apart from other monster classes in that they seemed friendly and compassionate towards humans, almost as if they wanted to protect and care for mankind like true angels of the heavens.

Of course, it wasn’t uncommon for monsters to hide their true intentions.

*****

“What did she just say?” Lelu exclaimed, backing up against the frozen bars in fright.

With a mighty leap, Arial jumped towards them with a claw wound back to strike, the snow angel glaring at the elf and centaur who screamed in shock. The two girls quickly leapt aside in opposite directions, barely evading Arial’s claws that slashed through the air and sliced through the icicle bars. Max and Bermuda cried out as they pressed back against the wall away from the strike while Syliandanchevas yelped as she stumbled back as well, the three staring in surprise at seeing a few broken pieces of the barricade dropping to the floor while Arial quickly spun around to face Grace.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Grace cried out.

“Correcting the mistake,” Arial said, then dashed towards the elf with her claws drawn. Grace screamed as she frantically tried running away, her feet slipping on the floor before she tripped and collapsed with Arial’s frozen claws whizzing overhead. The angel then tried slashing down at her, with Grace flailing about as she rolled aside to dodge her. With each heavy slash that sliced through the frozen floor and stones beneath with powerful crunches, Grace cried out in desperation as she kept rolling while Arial continued trying to kill the elf.

“Hold still,” Arial ordered. She wound back and slashed through the ground using both claws, causing an explosion of ruptured stone and icicle spires to erupt outwards, knocking Grace away into the side of the frozen bed where she slammed into with a loud grunt.

“Grace!” Max cried out.

“Watch out!” Bermuda screamed.

“Arial, stop this at once!” Syliandanchevas ordered.

“Die,” Arial flatly said, swinging her claw at Grace who gasped and quickly pushed herself away from the bed with all her might. The elf slid across the floor and evaded the angel’s attack which promptly struck the bed and blasted it off its frozen legs across the room. Sliding along the ground, the frozen block of destroyed furniture raced towards Lelu, the centaur screaming and leaping up into the air to avoid it. The bed slid by under her, knocking out her feet from beneath her as it raced by and slammed into the wall, shattering into rubble while Lelu crashed onto the frozen floor with a painful grunt.

“She’s out of control!” Max feared.

“Alright, that does it,” Bermuda growled, holding up her hands. She began to channel swirling wisps of violet light into them before Syliandanchevas quickly grabbed the girl’s arms and yanked them down.

“Now is not the time to use your magic, Bermuda,” the fey sternly warned. “Especially with all of us trapped in close proximity to you.”

“She’s going to kill them though!” Bermuda argued. “I can control it this time, I swear I can! Let me go, I have to help them!”

“If you want to help,” Syliandanchevas said, then took off her glasses and put them in the arachne’s hands. “Hold onto these for me.”

“Wait, wha- wha- what are you doing?” Bermuda exclaimed, staring at the glasses in shock. She then looked at the fey and squeaked while quickly backing up, with Max watching them in confusion as the arachne appeared to be suddenly terrified of the fey.

“What’s going on? What’s wrong with you, Bermuda?” he asked.

The fey turned away from the boy with her face hidden in a shadow, facing towards Arial who was slashing at Grace repeatedly with her claws, with the young elf slipping and stumbling while wildly trying to run along the frozen floor. Arial’s claws decimated and tore apart the wall behind the elf as the snow angel continued trying to slash at her, narrowly missing as Grace ran around the room’s edge before tripping and sliding to a halt near the broken bed. Lelu screamed as Arial swooped by and struck towards her head, the centaur scrambling to back up before her feet slid out from under her, dropping her to the ground near Grace as the two stared at the approaching angel in fright.

“You cannot escape your fate,” Arial condemned, raising her frozen claw up.

“Wait, let’s talk about this!” Lelu pleaded, holding a hand up fearfully.

“What’s to talk about, she’s out of her goddamned mind!” Grace cried out, pressing back against the wall.

“HEY!” the fey shouted, getting everyone’s attention. The woman was holding onto the frozen bars with her head lowered slightly, hands trembling not from the cold but from her rising rage.

“I told you to stop,” she growled before leaning back and slamming her horns against the bars, cracking them with specs of frost falling around the spikes.

“What the heck?” Max breathed out. “Syliandanchevas? What’s wrong with you?”

“You’re making too much noise,” she snarled, again ramming her curled horns against the bars that cracked severely with a few broken pieces falling to the floor.

“That’s not Syliandanchevas,” Bermuda nervously corrected, with the children turning to her in question. She was staring at the fey with fright while shakily holding the glasses in both hands. “Not right now anyway.”

“I’m not going to tell you little shits again,” the fey scorned, striking the bars with such force that it caused a few to crack into glittering shards.

“What do you mean that’s not her?” Max cautiously asked.

“When I say stop… you FUCKING STOP!” the fey roared, charging through the bars. The frozen spikes flew off into pieces as the fey stomped her hooves down on the floor, cracking the ice as she trembled in her fury. Blood was dripping down from her head around her cheeks, running onto her clothes and along her arms to her hands.

“What… what’s happening?” Lelu fearfully asked. “Is she okay?”

“I’ve never heard her talk like that before,” Grace commented with a careful eye on the fey.

“Bermuda? What’s going on?” Max asked. “Why is she acting like that?”

“Because… that’s the real her,” Bermuda shakily explained. The others looked at her puzzled while Arial slowly turned to face the growling fey. “That’s how she is… without her glasses.”

“Her glasses?” Max questioned.

“They’re enchanted, to keep her other side contained,” Bermuda said. “Without them, her other side comes out.”

Everyone turned to see the fey lifting her head, revealing a murderous, cold glare aimed at Arial while she displayed a menacing scowl on her face.

“Fucking hell,” Grace breathed out with wide eyes.

“She looks… very angry,” Lelu said with a gulp.

“Whoa,” Max softly said. “That’s… the real her? But… what do you mean she’s not Syliandanchevas anymore?”

“The word ‘anchevas’ is fey for ‘anchored’, or in other translations, ‘sealed’,” Bermuda explained. “Without her glasses, she’s not her sealed self anymore. She’s her real self.”

The fey breathed heavily before letting loose an animalistic roar, her deranged eyes looking over Arial before noticing the blood dripping from her hands. Clenching her fists tightly, she then swung her hands downward, opening them wide with blood appearing to shoot off from her fingers in long spikes that pierced the ground under her. Arial watched in puzzlement as the fey snarled at her before she swung her hands back up, the strings of blood that were struck into the ground tearing apart large chunks of stone that ruptured all around her. Everyone watched in surprise as the fey sharply flicked the twisting strands of bloodied rock around her hands, the ensnared debris wrapping tightly around them before she again struck them into the ground with tremendous force.

“Alright you little bitch!” the woman shouted, her arms ripping and stretching as they appeared to be siphoning more stone from underneath into her body. “If you want to play rough, then we’ll play rough!”

The fey began to grow in size while sharp rocks were seen piercing out from her legs, thighs, and back, all while her head grew along with her mouth that extended to reveal giant, rocky teeth. Lelu and Grace screamed as they watched the woman turning into a giant abomination before their eyes, all while Bermuda was trembling atop her eight legs as she nervously whimpered in fear. Max, however, was rendered silent as he stared in awe at seeing the fey changing her form.

“What the hell?” Grace cried out.

“What’s happening to her?” Lelu screamed.

“What is this?” Max quietly wondered. “How is she doing that?”

“That’s what fey do in this world,” Bermuda shakily said, getting their attention. “They’re monsters… with the innate ability to alter the elements around them. They can manipulate any natural element they want… even their own flesh and blood.”

“You’ve seen her do this before?” Max asked.

“No. I’ve only heard about what she did before my father found her, about who she used to be.”

“Used to be?”

Bermuda shakily nodded before glancing to him.

“Before she came here… she was Syliand…. the Mad Fey of Ventras.”

“The Mad Fey?” Lelu and Grace repeated in shock.

Syliand let loose a haunting roar before racing forward, the giant fey swinging down with her stone fists at Arial who quickly leapt aside. The powerful strike from the fey smashed into the ground, cracking the entire floor beneath everyone as all the ice shattered from the force, before she swung a hand and smacked Arial out of the air. The angel flew back and crashed into a wall with a loud slam, having become indented in the cracking stone bricks, before she raced out with a low growl towards her opponent. With vicious swipes, Arial slashed and clawed at Syliand while using her wings to keep airborne, the fey using her arm to block the strikes that drew out spurts of blood and rubble from the limb.

“How dare you disturb the peace and sanctity of this place!” Syliand scorned, smacking Arial down into the ground before she slammed both fists atop the angel, crushing her into the rubble with a powerful impact. The fey repeatedly smashed her fists down at the girl while snarling viciously, with stone spires and ice protruding around the newly formed crater before Arial jumped out and struck her claws into the fey’s neck. Syliand staggered back as Arial began hacking and slashing her face, tearing apart flesh and spilling bloodied rocks out from the wounds. With a heavy roar, Syliand grabbed Arial and slammed her into a wall, her other arm reaching back before it split apart into four twisted tendrils of bone and flesh with serrated stone teeth inside.

“What the fucking hell is she?” Grace cried out.

“Watch your goddamned language!” Syliand shouted at her with a bloodied and disfigured face. “Or so help me I’ll come over there and rip your fucking tongue out!”

Grace slapped both hands over her mouth as she squeaked in fear, with Syliand snarling at her then at Arial again as the angel was stabbing her claws into the fey’s arm.

“Bad girl!” Syliand yelled while she used her monstrous arm to strike at and ensnare Arial. With the limbs wrapping around and constricting against the angel’s body, Syliand swung the girl wildly, slamming her into the floor, ceiling, and walls while letting out a slurred yell. After a few more hits her arm was quickly decimated into bloody pieces with Arial ripping free, her claws and wings tearing through the flesh and bone as she flew out from the grip of the fey. She raced back over and started hacking and slashing at Syliand again, tearing up her face and chest with bloody strikes before the fey grabbed the girl with her remaining arm and threw her aside, slamming her into the wall with a fierce impact.

Max and the girls stared with wide eyes as Syliand punched Arial into the wall before the angel knocked the fey across the room with a punch of her own. The monstrous fey crashed into the opposite wall with a frustrated yell, eyes glaring with rage at Arial who raced towards her again with a cold glare.

“I’ve had enough of this!” Syliand roared. She reached over and grabbed the lantern, crushing the light tightly in her fist. As the room went dark, a bright flare was seen erupting around the fey’s hand. Fire swiftly ignited along the woman’s arm and onto her back, with her horns and hair also catching ablaze as the red glow bloomed all across the room. Arial halted with wide eyes as the fey let loose a heavy shout of anger before charging forward and swatting her out of the air. The angel screamed as she tumbled away trailing smoke, the girl slamming into the wall again before dropping to the ground twitching. She gasped and tried to move, her body smoking and trembling while her claws began melting off her fingers.

Stomping over towards the angel, Syliand then smashed her flaming fist into the ground near Arial, with the little monstergirl staring with fright at the flames near her before seeing the fey leaning down close to her with a furious look in her bloodshot eyes.

“There is to be no goddamned fighting on these grounds! This is a place of healing! A place for rest! I don’t care if you are an angel or not, if you ever raise your claws again while here then I swear to the fucking gods above I’ll send you straight back to them in a pint-sized coffin! Do you hear me?”

“Yes, ma’am!” Arial cried out with wide eyes. “I understand, ma’am!”

“I will not tolerate any more of your bullshit, little lady! You will behave yourself and refrain from causing any more trouble in my home, or else you’re fucking dead! You will be a perfect angel while in our presence, and you will keep your fucking hands to yourself or so help me I’ll rip them off and shove them up your ass! Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, ma’am! I’m sorry, ma’am!”

“Good! Now you wait right there, I’m not done with you!” Syliand roared, with Arial crying softly and nodding as she held her hands up defensively near her head. The fey stood upright and looked around at the other children, all of them staring at her in fright as they remained still and quiet. Marching over to the blocked doorway with heavy steps, she swung her fist and destroyed the remaining frozen bars in her way, with Max and Bermuda covering their heads as ice shards and frost flew by over them.

“Move!” Syliand yelled at the two, with Max and Bermuda nodding and quickly running off to the side. The fey roared heavily before punching her flaming fist through the frozen barricade, blasting it to pieces that exploded out into the underground tunnel. Outside a few harpies and watchers hopped back from the outburst, all of them turning to each other in question then back to the entryway that had frost and haze billowing out from it.

“Like fucking hell I’m going to allow this kind of horseshit to go on while the master is away!” Syliand yelled, stomping her foot and shaking the room. “There will be order, there will be peace, or else I’m going to fucking kill everyone I have to in order to make that true! Am I understood?”

“Yes, ma’am!” Max and the girls quickly agreed.

The fey growled deeply for a moment before holding her arm close to herself, her body crackling and shifting as it began to slowly shrink back to her normal size. The fire on her body sizzled out while the rocky spikes she had retracted and vanished, her body appearing to mend itself with the open wounds she had swiftly closing while her arm regenerated from slithering fleshy tendrils. She cracked her neck while stretching out her arm, her body snapping a few times as she returned to her normal upright posture, while her hair appeared to regrow to its original length once more. Using her hands she brushed aside her hair while wiping away the blood on her face, causing the blood to vanish as it was reabsorbed into her being. Taking a slow breath the woman then turned her sharp glare over to Lelu and Grace who were holding each other out of fright while pressed back against a wall.

“Get up, both of you!” Syliand ordered, with the elf and centaur yelping before scrambling to their feet. “This is all your fault! You two started this mess, and now you’re going to end it! Guards! Get in here now!”

From the doorway two watchers slowly walked up behind Syliand while a harpy was seen outside as she peeked in. The fey pointed to Grace and Lelu while struggling to hold in her furious growl.

“Have those two little shits apologize to each and every single person out there that they disturbed! They are going to fucking beg for forgiveness from all of them after causing this goddamned debacle! After they’re done with that, take them to the detention block right away! I’ll deal with them after I sort out the rest of the fucking mess they caused!”

“Yes, ma’am,” a watcher replied with a softly echoing voice.

“At once,” the other said as they turned their unseen gazes onto the two girls.

“But wait, she’s the one who-” Lelu argued, pointing to Grace before Syliand pointed to her with a terrifying scowl on her face.

“I don’t want to hear a single word more about it!” the fey roared, silencing the centaur. “Save your breath for all the apologizing you’re going to be doing for acting like complete assholes in my sanctuary! Now get out there and get to it! Move it, or else you’re going to make me really mad!”

“I’m sorry,” Lelu breathed out. “I’m sorry. I’m going. I’m going.”

She looked to Max with worried eyes, himself and Bermuda watching them in remorse as the centaur and elf were escorted out of the room with the watchers.

“As for you!” Syliand said, pointing back to Arial. The angel squeaked while watching her fearfully as the fey pointed to the doorway. “Since you destroyed this room with your goddamned reckless actions, now I have to relocate you to another! Go to the room down the hall and wait for me there! You have some serious explaining to do! And watch your step in this place, little lady! If you cause even the slightest amount of pain in my ass again, you’re going to be a fucking puddle of dead angel before you can blink! Do you hear me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Arial whimpered. “I’m sorry, ma’am. I’ll behave, ma’am.”

“See that you do!” Syliand yelled at her. She then turned to Max and pointed to the angel. “You! Make yourself useful and take this troublemaker to her room! And make sure she stays there until I arrive, or else you’ll see just how bad of a monster I can be with those that test my patience!”

“Okay, sure,” Max quickly agreed, nodding. “Whatever you say.”

“That’s right! Now move it!” Syliand shouted, pointing to the door. Max gulped and glanced to Arial, the angel turning to him with a whimper while lying on the ground. The boy walked over and helped the girl onto her feet, with Arial quickly holding onto his arm and burying her face in his shoulder.

“Come on, let’s go,” Max gently said, walking the trembling angel out of the room. Syliand watched them go with a scowl before she marched over to Bermuda, the arachne smiling nervously at her while holding out the fey’s glasses.

“See to it that this fucking mess is cleaned up,” Syliand snapped as she sharply snatched the spectacles away.

“Right away, Syliand,” Bermuda hastily agreed. “I’ll take care of it. No problem.”

The fey gave a stern nod and started walking towards the door while putting her glasses back on. As she crossed the entryway and stepped out into the hall, the woman paused for a moment before glancing back to Bermuda with a solemn expression on her face.

“Once you are done here, you can resume your daily chores,” she calmly said. “And, I’m sorry if I gave you a little fright. I only did what I had to.”

“I know,” Bermuda said, nodding slowly. “I know you did. She was the only one that could stop a rampaging angel like that. Even so, she still scares me every time she comes out.”

“I’d imagine she does. Sorry about that. I’ll explain myself to the others when I see them again, and I’ll reassure them that they’re perfectly safe here just as they always have been. Hopefully there won’t be cause for her to come back out again anytime soon.”

“I hope so,” Bermuda agreed with a weak smile.

Syliandanchevas nodded before walking off, with a harpy and another watcher entering the room and looking around at the damage lain to the surroundings. Bermuda sighed as she eyed over the destruction before she shook her head a little.

“Why do I get the feeling things aren’t going to settle down around here anytime soon?”

*****

Inside another room in the lower level of the sanctuary, one that hadn’t been reduced to rubble and debris from the monster fight that recently took place, Max was standing by the door to the chamber while watching something with a curious eye. Before him was Arial, the angel having her back to him with her icy wings fluttering once behind her. The lantern in the room gave a soft, cozy glow to the interior, with no windows to allow daylight or the sun’s warmth to assist it.

“Arial?” Max carefully asked. “Are you… okay?”

The angel remained quiet while having her head lowered in the middle of the room. After a moment of silence, Max slowly approached the girl, feeling the air closer to her being chilled while also noticing the stone floor beneath her was beginning to have frost spreading along it near her feet.

“Arial?” he again asked. “Are you alright?”

“I failed,” she softly spoke. “I’ve never failed before. I’ve never… let my superiors down before.”

“You failed?” Max repeated, puzzled. “What do you mean you failed?”

“That’s what I want to know,” Syliandanchevas said. The two children turned to see the fey stepping into the room and closing the door behind her, her eyes carefully observing the angel that slowly took a step back from her.

“Now now,” the fey gently urged. “You don’t need to fear me. I am sorry I had to get a little rough with you earlier, but you were causing quite a lot of trouble, and I needed you to stop it at once.”

“A little rough?” Max exclaimed. “You… the other you… whoever that was, she was beating Arial up like she wanted to kill her!”

“You can relax, Max,” Syliandanchevas assured. “Angels are extremely tough monsters, as I’m sure you remember. Don’t you recall her arrival to Shadow’s Refuge? I was told she entered the compound with such power that not even the watchers outside could stop her, and Master VelRyan’s magic was put to the test in order to contain the forceful entry from demolishing this place. Arial is a very strong little girl, I knew she wouldn’t be in any real danger when… my other self urged her to behave.”

“But… but still,” Max worried.

“It’s alright,” the fey gently said, resting a hand on his shoulder. “She’s perfectly fine as you can see. Angels are powerful monsters, you know. They can only truly be harmed by demonic weapons and magic. Without those, it would take extreme force to injure them. Not even my true self was able to inflict real harm upon her.”

Max looked at her worriedly then to Arial, noticing that although the angel was nervous in the presence of the fey now, she appeared completely unscathed despite having taken such a serious assault from the fey’s other self.

“However,” Syliandanchevas added with a close eye on the angel. “It does appear that heat is a weakness she holds. I suppose that does make sense, given that she’s an angel of ice and snow.”

“I guess you’re right. But… even so…” Max said, turning back to Syliandanchevas and looking her over with a careful eye.

“I suppose I have a lot of explaining to do,” Syliandanchevas conceded.

“Bermuda said your real name is Syliand, and you’re the… the…”

“The Mad Fey?” she replied with a small sigh. “Yes, I… certainly have a past to speak of. I’ll explain everything to you in due time, Max, you’re owed that much at the very least. For now, you can relax. She… I’m not who I used to be anymore. My other self can be rather intimidating, this is true, but she won’t harm you. I would know, I’m her after all. I am sorry you had to find out the truth about me like you did. I didn’t mean to startle you with seeing that side of me. I hope you don’t hate me after seeing… the kind of monster I am.”

“I don’t… hate you,” Max slowly said. “I just… it just… surprised me, that’s all.”

“I know. And I’m sorry. But sometimes I have to let her out like that in order to restore order around this place. Speaking of which,” Syliandanchevas said, then turned to Arial with a scrutinizing leer. “You have some explaining to do of your own, little lady, and that needs to come first. Now start talking. Why did you attack Lelu and Grace like that?”

“That’s classified, ma’am,” Arial flatly said.

“I’m afraid that won’t do,” Syliandanchevas argued, shaking her head. “Now I’m as patient and forgiving as they come, Arial. I understand that monsters will be monsters sometimes, and conflicts can arise between us from time to time. However, I will not tolerate violence taking place within these walls, especially towards children. Lelu and Grace are my friends, and I don’t much care for the way you were treating them. Now I want an explanation as to why you acted the way you did, and I don’t care if you think such information is classified. I am the headmistress of Shadow’s Refuge, and while the master is away I will uphold the peace here by any means I must. Now, tell me the truth, young lady.”

Arial stared at her with a slight grimace on her face, her eyes slowly averting from them as she looked down and away. Syliandanchevas sighed before she reached up to take hold of her glasses, however she then stopped as Max stepped towards the angel with a concerned frown on his face.

“Arial, please,” he said, with the angel glancing to him. “Please tell us why. Lelu and Grace, they mean so much to me. I don’t want to see them getting hurt or suffering any more than they already have. They’ve both already lost so much in their lives. Their homes, their mothers, everything. They’ve been through hell, and it’s only here that they’ve been able to truly recover and find peace again. So tell me, why would you want to take that away from them? What did they ever do to you to deserve your hate?”

“I don’t hate them,” Arial softly said. “I don’t even know them.”

“They why did you try to kill them?” Max asked. “Earlier you said something about correcting the mistake. And just now you said you failed your task that was given to you by your superiors. What is this all about, Arial? Tell us.”

Lowering her head, Arial remained silent as she closed her eyes. After a moment she slowly breathed out before turning to him with a solemn expression.

“I have to kill them,” she said in a dull tone, getting surprised looks from him and the fey. “I have to, or else their souls are doomed.”

“What? What are you talking about?” Max questioned in disbelief. “That doesn’t make any sense!”

“How is killing them going to save their souls?” Syliandanchevas asked, shaking her head.

“They’re not supposed to be alive now,” Arial told them. “They were supposed to die, they were supposed to go through processing in the underworld, and they were supposed to move on to their next destination in the grand order of all things.”

Max and Syliandanchevas stared at her stunned silence as the angel shook her head and looked downward.

“However, they are still alive. Something went wrong with fate. They did not leave the mortal realm like they were supposed to. So I am here to correct the mistake before it’s too late.”

“Before it’s too late?” Max repeated. “What does that mean?”

“If a soul does not go through processing and move on to their afterlife, then they never will,” Arial told him. “All souls are born into this world with a set amount of life in them. They are intended to live and die as directed by the grand order. Even if they avoided their fated end, time is still counting down for them. Their life is running out, Max. After a soul’s life runs out, it will rot.”

“Rot?” Syliandanchevas carefully repeated.

“Yes. Rot. It will decay inside their bodies,” Arial informed her. “And a rotting soul cannot pass onto their afterlife. There will be no afterlife for them when they die. Only suffering, agony, and torment, for all time. If they do not die before their souls rot, they are doomed.”

Max and Syliandanchevas looked to each other apprehensively from that before turning to Arial as she continued watching them with a stoic look on her face.

“That is why I was sent here,” Arial explained. “To correct the mistake. That is the job of an angel.”

“The… job of an angel?” Max slowly repeated.

Arial looked to him with the coldest stare he had ever seen, having not malice or anger behind it, but rather something else just as chilling to see; a complete lack of empathy for what she was assigned to do.

“Yes, our job. Should someone miss their appointed departure from the land of the living, we will come to correct the mistake.”

“Oh my word,” Syliandanchevas breathed out. “That’s what angels do in this world? They’re assassins sent to kill people?”

“We are only doing our job, ma’am,” Arial flatly replied. “We must maintain order in the world. You understand this, do you not? You spoke of keeping the order here yourself. You do what you must to keep things in order for all. We are doing the same.”

“But… but… but…” Max uttered, a shocked look on his face as he stepped back from the angel. “But that’s not fair! They don’t deserve to die, especially after everything they’ve gone through! That’s not right!”

“You were sent here to kill those two?” Syliandanchevas asked in disbelief. “That’s the only reason why you came to Shadow’s Refuge? To murder Lelu and Grace?”

“Three,” Arial corrected, with the fey and Max staring at her with wide eyes. “I was sent down here to kill three targets, ma’am.”

“Three?” Syliandanchevas slowly said. “What do you mean three? Who else is your target, Arial?”

“The renegade angel, Valentina,” Arial said, a slight scowl showing as she spoke the name.

“Renegade… angel?” the fey carefully repeated.

“What is she talking about?” Max asked. “There’s another angel here? Where?”

“We were keeping her out of the public’s eye,” Syliandanchevas said, watching Arial cautiously. “We didn’t want to cause a panic after she was brought in. She was in critical condition, something really hurt her out there. You wouldn’t have had anything to do with that, would you, Arial?”

“No, ma’am,” Arial replied, shaking her head. “I have had no contact with the renegade as of yet. However, my orders are to kill her on sight. She is sentenced to death for her crimes against the grand order. Kindly tell me where she is so that I may complete my mission.”

“I will do no such thing,” the fey said, shaking her head slowly. “I can’t have you going after one of our residents for such a terrible purpose. I honestly can’t believe what I’ve heard here. Even if everything you’ve said about souls and fate is true, how could they send a little girl to kill others like this? Angel or not, how could they make you do something as cold and heartless as taking the lives of innocent people?”

“I am quite proficient at my job, ma’am,” Arial replied. “Your concern for me is not needed.”

“What do you mean?” Syliandanchevas questioned. “You’re just a young girl, Arial. You don’t really want to kill people, do you?”

“I’ve already killed 84 others before coming here,” Arial said, drawing shocked looks from the boy and fey. “I know how to do my job, ma’am. It is no trouble at all for me.”

“Holy shoot,” Max breathed out, staring at her with wide eyes. “You’ve… killed that many before?”

“Arial,” Syliandanchevas said from behind her hand. “No. How could you?”

“Quite easily, ma’am,” Arial replied. “I will always act in the best interest of the grand order. That is our purpose. That is my purpose. The very reason I exist.”

“Arial…” Max softly said.

“What the heck did they do to you?” Syliandanchevas shakily asked. “How could they turn a little girl into a murderer like this? She couldn’t have come from a place like heaven, there’s no way. This is crazy.”

Shaking her head the fey turned around and held her hands to her cheeks, quietly mumbling to herself as she tried to calm down. After a moment she slowly lowered her hands and breathed out, a worried look on her face being seen before she showed a determined one.

“Arial, you will remain here in this room until I speak with you again,” she said, glancing back to the angel. “Is that understood?”

“I cannot stay here,” Arial argued. “I have to find Valentina and-”

“Arial,” the fey snapped, halting the angel. “I have no patience to spare right now, please do not test me any further. Now, you are going to stay here until I come back, or else you will be in serious trouble. Do you understand?”

“But-”

The fey looked back to her with a dull glare, silencing the angel as she saw a dark gleam briefly in the eyes of the woman.

“As long as you are here in this sanctuary,” Syliandanchevas warned. “On hallowed ground, you will obey the laws set in place just like everyone else. And you will respect and honor the words of your elders, child. Do you understand?”

“…yes, ma’am,” Arial softly said before lowering her head. “I understand.”

“Good. Max? Come with me,” Syliandanchevas ordered before making her way out of the chamber. The boy nodded quietly while looking at Arial with concern, seeing her glancing to him from under her bangs before he took his leave with the fey. Outside in the hallway were a few harpies and watchers, all watching the fey closing the door behind Max.

“Please make sure she is not disturbed this time,” Syliandanchevas requested with the women. “She is to remain here until I return. Right now I feel I should get cleaned up, walking around in these bloodied clothes certainly won’t help put our residents at ease.”

“As you wish,” a watcher replied with a small bow.

“Max, I want you to check on Lelu and Grace,” Syliandanchevas said to the boy. “Do not mention anything about what Arial is here for or why, we don’t know for a fact if there’s any truth to it yet. For now, please see to it that those two have finally calmed themselves and are aware of their actions. I don’t know what is going on between you three, but you need to get it under control, because we cannot have another outburst like the last one from them happening again. Can you please do that for me?”

“Alright. I’ll take care of it,” Max said, nodding. “But what are you going to do?”

“Once I get changed out of these clothes, I need to speak with the other one,” the fey said, glancing up. “Whatever is going on with their arrival, I don’t want it causing trouble for any who reside here, including you children. However, it seems trouble is following in their wake. I need to get this resolved before the master returns, I do not wish to burden him with such matters when he comes back.”

“Okay, if you say so,” Max agreed. He started to walk away before stopping and looking back to her curiously.

“Is there something else?” she asked.

“No, I’m just… surprised,” he admitted with a small shrug. “Seeing that side of you… and this one. You’re much stronger than I gave you credit for.”

“I know how to put my hoof down when needed,” Syliandanchevas replied with a smirk. “Now run along, we both have matters that must be tended.”

Max nodded and walked off through the hallway, with the fey watching him take his leave before turning to a nearby watcher.

“Is Valentina still in her room?”

“Yes,” the watcher replied. “She hasn’t left it all day as far as I’m aware.”

“Correct me if I’m mistaken,” Syliandanchevas mused. “But she hasn’t left her room once in all the time she’s been here, is that right?”

“That’s correct,” a harpy agreed. “I don’t believe she wishes to leave, though I know not why. Her injuries have all been treated properly, she’s as healthy as she can be now. Yet she still doesn’t want to leave for some reason.”

“Perhaps she’s worried about whatever attacked her being out there somewhere,” another harpy worried.

“She doesn’t seem afraid as much as she seems… angry about something,” a third pointed out.

“There is much hate within her,” a watcher agreed. “Very troubling for an angel to possess. Her presence here is… concerning.”

“I agree,” Syliandanchevas said. “Which is why I’m going to go talk to her about a few things. Please see to it that we’re not disturbed. I’m not sure if the conversation will grow heated or not, but I’d rather not have anyone else nearby should a problem arise.”

“I can accompany you for reassurance,” a watcher proposed. “I will make certain she does not pose a threat towards you.”

“That’s quite alright,” the fey said, waving it off before she started walking away. “I believe I can handle myself just fine should things turn sour between us.”

The women watched her leave before another harpy walked up behind them from down the hall.

“I say,” she spoke in disbelief. “That room the young angel was in is completely destroyed now. What in Eden happened in there anyway?”

The harpies and watchers looked to her then to Syliandanchevas who walked off towards the bright exit to the tunnel ahead. A watcher slowly nodded as she observed the fey before speaking in a softly echoing voice.

“I believe the headmistress of Shadow’s Refuge grew a little… heated.”

*****

Through the open window on the third story of the monastery a warm breeze flowed in, the silk curtains ruffling in the wind along with the hair of an angel that was silver with red streaks bleeding through the ends. Her light blue eyes were watching the slowly moving clouds above with a cold glare, her lips flinching in her scowl as she suppressed her frustrated growl. Her white toga dress fluttered in the breeze along with the feathers she had on her wings, a few strands of hair falling in front of her face before she slowly brushed them aside with a single finger.

“Lovely day today, isn’t it?” Syliandanchevas spoke from behind. The angel slowly glanced back to her with the same chilling gaze, seeing the fey standing in the bedroom while closing the door behind her.

“Don’t you agree, Valentina?” the fey asked. “Surely the thought of flying through the air under such sunny weather would bring a smile to your face. Doesn’t that sound better than spending your days inside this dreary room? You know you don’t have to stay here if you don’t want to, you can go outside and enjoy the wonderful day.”

“I’ll leave when I’m ready,” Valentina hissed before turning away from her. “Get out of my sight, little lamb.”

“Why do you hold so much anger in you?” Syliandanchevas wondered. “For an angel of the heavens, you’ve certainly had a rather… cold attitude ever since you came here. Why? We took you in when you were gravely injured, we healed your wounds and provided safe comfort for you to rest, and we’ve expressed nothing but patience towards you and your rather rude behavior. What could be upsetting an angel so much that she acts so callous and hateful towards everyone?”

“I said get out,” the angel snarled. Syliandanchevas slowly breathed out as she watched the woman with a tired gaze. After a few moments of silence, the fey spoke up again.

“Don’t tell me you’re afraid,” she carefully said, earning a sharp glance from the angel. “No, that couldn’t be it. That’s absurd. Angels are among the most powerful of all monsters in Eden, to think that one would be hiding here in her room from something is very difficult to believe.”

“I’m not afraid of anything,” Valentina scorned. “Watch your fucking mouth or else I’ll smite you into dust.”

“Is that so?” Syliandanchevas mused. “How very interesting. You see, I had my suspicions about that. After all, something seriously wounded you out there, something that you so far have refused to tell us anything about. Whatever could cripple an angel like you with such ferocity would surely be something anyone would naturally fear. I didn’t want to assume you were hiding from this mysterious danger, I know to do so would be very rude and we don’t like to behave in such a manner here, unlike certain guests from time to time.”

Valentina growled while watching her with a narrowed eye, seeing the fey observing her with a raised eyebrow before she walked closer to the angel.

“It was an honest thought I had, and one that made sense at the time. However, now I’m thinking that’s not why you refuse to leave this room. And since I know the meals we serve here, while being the best that we can make for our dear residents, isn’t exactly of the highest quality compared to what a holy angel like yourself would surely be accustomed to having, I’m also doubting the possibility of you wanting to stay here simply for the free food we’ve been bringing you.”

“What are you getting at, bitch?” Valentina snapped.

“You’re not hiding from that which cut you down out there,” Syliandanchevas said, stepping up beside her and gazing out at the monastery before them. She glanced up at the sky for a moment before turning to Valentina with a sharp eye.

“You’re hiding from the angels themselves, aren’t you?”

“I don’t hide from anyone,” Valentina hissed. “I fear nobody. And I certainly don’t give a fuck what the other angels are up to. You’re pissing me off, so I suggest you scurry on out of here before I rip you apart and see how you taste compared to the slop you call food you’ve been giving me. You have no idea who you’re talking to here, you have no idea what I’m capable of doing to those that push me when I’m not in a mood for their fucking games!”

“You’re Valentina,” Syliandanchevas calmly replied. “A renegade angel wanted for crimes against ‘the grand order of all things’, or so I’ve been told.”

The angel showed some surprise to that before sharply watching the fey while tensing up, something Syliandanchevas slowly nodded from seeing.

“Seems I hit the nail on the head,” the fey assumed. “Your little friend downstairs has told us much about you and the so-called order you both serve. Apparently she wasn’t speaking lies.”

“Hmph,” Valentina scoffed, a bitter smile forming on her face as she turned her sights back up to the sky outside. “You mean Arial? She’s no friend of mine, and I don’t serve the fucking assholes she does. Don’t insult me by throwing us in the same lot together.”

“You know who she is,” Syliandanchevas realized. “Then I suppose you know why she came here, don’t you?”

“The little brat blindly follows any orders those bitches up there tell her. I’m pretty sure I can guess what they sent her down here for.”

“She came to kill you,” Syliandanchevas said, earning a silent look from the angel. “Along with two children who are staying here.”

“Sucks to be them,” Valentina flatly replied with a shrug.

“I’d much prefer if it didn’t,” the fey retorted. “However, before we discuss that issue, I want to better understand just who we’ve been harboring here in our peaceful home. It’s one thing to have an angel coming down here to murder my friends because of some very chilling and shocking reasons, but then there’s the matter of you being here as well.”

“I haven’t harmed anyone, have I?” Valentina quipped. “Why am I causing you any distress?”

“No, you haven’t harmed anyone. Instead, you’ve drawn an angel assassin here who is causing trouble, along with the likelihood of even more issues coming our way after a supposedly wanted criminal of the heavens was brought in for help. This is a place of healing, of recovery for many, and the last thing they need is a blood feud among angels bringing anarchy and destruction towards them.”

Valentina rolled her eyes and looked outside again while crossing her arms in discontent.

“I need a proper explanation, Valentina,” the fey demanded. “Why are angels coming here to kill you and my friends? What did you do to earn their hatred? And why are you so insistent on staying here when not only do you not wish to be here, but we’re also not exactly thrilled about the arrangement? The least you can do after all we’ve done to help you is provide an honest explanation.”

To that Valentina started laughing, the woman showing the confused fey a derisive leer as she found amusement in her words.

“What’s so funny?” Syliandanchevas asked. “Was it something I said?”

“Here’s a little secret,” Valentina said, turning to her with a cold smile. “The only reason you and all your little friends are still alive, the only reason I haven’t reduced this filthy dump in Eden to a smoldering crater to relieve my stress, the only fucking reason I’m even having this discussion with a wretched worm like yourself is because that stupid brat came down here.”

“Is that so?” the fey carefully questioned. “She has you that afraid to act like a true demon in this hallowed sanctuary?”

“Oh please,” the angel scoffed. “I already told you I’m not afraid of anyone, especially a pint-sized weakling like her. She’s no threat to me, not here, not with her weakness to heat. All I would have to do is shove her outside and let the sun melt her away if she came after me. And even if that wasn’t an option, I’m still far stronger than her, there’s no way she could ever kill me.”

“Then why did the angels send her to kill you if she wouldn’t be able to?” Syliandanchevas asked.

“There’s only one reason. They fucked up,” Valentina laughed. “They sent the worst assassin they could to come after me. Someone didn’t think their brilliant plan through up there. But hey, I’m not complaining. It works out in my favor just fine.”

“And what do you mean by that?”

“It’s one of their silly little laws,” Valentina smirked. “Angels are not allowed to interfere with the assigned tasks of other angels. Once an angel is sent down to do her job, no other angel can get in her way or take on the same job. That means as long as Arial is down here, alive and willing to try and kill me, I’m perfectly safe from those bitches.”

“You’re using her as a shield,” the fey mused. “As long as she’s down here, they can’t send a more capable assassin after you.”

“It’s giving me enough time to heal and plan my next move,” Valentina agreed. “And with that stupid slushy here, I can take all the time I want in doing so.”

She walked closer and chuckled at the fey before grabbing her and slamming the woman into the wall, holding her off the floor with kicking legs as Syliandanchevas nervously watched the angel leaning close to her face.

“As for why I’m wanted by those braindead cunts, it’s rather simple,” the angel coldly said. “Angels are only supposed to kill those they are ordered to, those that need to fall to the underworld as fate had ordered. But me? I don’t give a fuck about that law. I’ll kill anyone I want, whenever I want, for whatever reason I want. I’m not their lackey, and I’m not your savior. I’m a free woman, and I’ve got bigger ambitions in life than foolishly following the orders of those self-righteous whores.”

“You’re no angel,” Syliandanchevas breathed out.

“Oh, but I am,” the angel sweetly replied. “I’m just the only one who is prepared to bestow true judgement upon all in Eden, whether the so-called grand order wants it or not. You should understand that fate is not in charge of your life, little lamb. I am.”

“You’re mad,” the fey softly said in disbelief.

“Watch your tongue,” Valentina playfully warned. “Like I said, the only reason I’m tolerating any of you being near me is simply a matter of convenience for myself when looking at the big picture. However, should I no longer need to keep that little snow bitch alive, I will also have none to keep any of you alive should I deem you unworthy of such a thing. You will show proper respect and humility in my presence, or else judgement will be passed on to you. So, run along, and for my next meal that should be coming up very soon, please try to prepare something that doesn’t taste like it fell out of an ogre’s ass. If you will not serve your revered holiness in this blessed sanctuary of yours, then it and all of you can go straight to hell.”

Setting Syliandanchevas down on the floor, the angel smirked at her before returning to her place before the window, her eyes gazing up at the sky with a distant look while she waved the fey away.

“Now, get out.”

Syliandanchevas stared at her in stunned silence, the fey slowly lowering her head before she started walking towards the door. Before she opened it, she paused for a moment then turned back to the angel.

“Can you at least answer one more thing for me?” she asked, getting no response. “Arial came to kill two of my friends, a young centaur and elf, saying that they needed to die because they somehow missed their fated deaths. She said if she does not kill them soon, their souls will rot, and there will be no peaceful afterlife for them then. Is there anything that can be done to save them?”

“Yeah. Don’t let them die,” the angel plainly said.

“But Arial said if they don’t die, their souls will rot. How can we save them from such a dire fate?”

“If I tell you, will you get the fuck out of here already?” Valentina complained.

“Yes, I will.”

“Fine,” the angel heavily sighed. “Honestly, I don’t give a shit about your friends, but anything that messes up those fuckers’ and their grand order is always something that makes me laugh. So in the interest of pissing them off even more, I’ll tell you how you can save them, but then you’re going to leave me alone or so help me I’ll roast you over a fire tonight for my dinner.”

“Very well. How can we save them?”

“There are two ways you can save the souls of your friends,” Valentina said, holding up two fingers. “One, knock them up. Bringing new life into the world that wasn’t supposed to exist in the first place changes the grand design, totally fucks with it on so many levels. Have your friends do that and their fate will change. There’s no guarantee they’ll have a long life ahead of them afterwards, but it should at least buy them a little more time in this world.”

“They need to bring a child into this world?” the fey worried. “Um, the two in question are children themselves, they’re not ready for something like that. Is it possible for them to wait until they’re older and ready for such a thing in order to save their souls?”

“If you think you can keep them alive for that long,” the angel replied with a shrug. “Though with Arial out for their blood, they likely won’t have much longer to live.”

“And should Arial fail in her mission, another more capable assassin will come after them,” Syliandanchevas worried. “Oh dear, I don’t believe we have the time to wait with this. That’s not good.”

“Whatever, that just leaves option two,” Valentina continued before glancing back to her. “Hope for a miracle.”

“What sort of option is that?” the fey argued. “We can’t just do nothing and hope for the best, their lives are at stake.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Valentina said, shaking her head. “Those that miss their fated deaths can be given an extension of life in this world should the grand design be changed to allow it.”

“I don’t understand.”

“That’s because you’re an idiot,” the angel scoffed. “Look, it’s simple. The only reason they want the souls of your friends to pass on is because they’re planned for something after this life. Maybe it’s going to heaven, maybe to hell, or maybe somewhere else entirely for who-knows-what kind of purpose, but there’s a plan set in place for them. But, if their souls are deemed necessary to remain in this world in order to serve an important purpose, then there’s a chance their fate will be altered to allow it.”

“They need to serve an important purpose in this world to be allowed to live in it?” Syliandanchevas wondered.

“To be allowed a chance to live in it,” Valentina corrected. “There’s no guarantee such a chance will be given to them. Hell, I can probably count the number of times its ever happened on one hand with how slim the odds for such a miracle are.”

“Oh dear. That’s… also not good to hear,” the fey worried, lowering her head.

“Well there you have it,” the angel said, looking back outside again. “Either they hurry up and make a baby, or else find some all-important purpose in this world to fulfill. Those are your only two options. Now get out of here, I’ve had enough of this conversation and any others you wanted to have after it.”

“Very well,” the fey conceded. She turned to leave before glancing back to Valentina, watching as the angel remained quiet while her wings and dress ruffled in the breeze. Shaking her head, Syliandanchevas then took her leave, gently closing the door behind her while Valentina continued to sharply watch the sky outside.

“Those fucking assholes are going to regret getting in my way like this,” the angel scorned. “Nothing will stop me from becoming this world’s new goddess. It will be a proper Eden, a glorious Eden, with just me and my sexy big brother to populate it with. That will become the new grand order, this I swear.”

On the other side of the door, Syliandanchevas took a slow breath while holding her hands to her cheeks. A nervous utterance was made before she quickly shook it off, the fey then slowly making her way down the hallway while struggling to remain calm.

“Of course the master would be away when such troubling events take place,” she sighed. “Oh, Master VelRyan, I wish you were here right now. I’m not sure how to deal with all of this. It’s just all so… so much to handle at once.”

Holding a hand to her head she thought about the angel’s warning for the fate of her two friends, and what could be done to save them from an early death in their lives.

“What to do, what to do? Having a child would save their souls, but they can’t have children yet, that’s simply not an option. Even if they wanted to, having sex at their age would ignite their monstrous lust too early in their life. I’m not sure they would survive the strain from it, and the very act of childbirth for them at a young age could be fatal as well. But with angels coming after them, waiting to come of age for childrearing will be incredibly difficult, if not impossible. Which only leaves us the option of hoping for a miracle.”

Coming to a halt, the fey looked upward while wondering if any angels were indeed looking down upon her right now, and if they could in fact be called real angels given what she now knew about them.

“I would pray for one, but now I question who, or what, I would be praying to.”




Chapter 3

Young Love

When it came to loving someone in the world of Eden, there were many different ways to express that powerful emotion to another. It could be through acts of kindness, generosity, respect, and affection for some. For others, perhaps a more direct, forceful approach would be the way. And there could even be those who had it veiled behind frustration, pain, and anger. It was always a gamble whether confessing one’s love would lead to a happy ending, or heartbreak from having it unanswered. And even if their words of love, however they were formed, were in fact accepted and even returned to them, there still remained another problem that could manifest in its wake.

Those with unrequited love may not be willing to accept defeat.

*****

A few harpies flew over the expansive compound of Shadow’s Refuge, their shadows being cast down below by the warm sunlight upon them that traveled across the monastery grounds. Their silhouettes briefly raced over a few buildings and walkways, past a courtyard that had flower gardens set around it, and over a smaller structure built into the refuge’s ramparts near the back. It was a smaller building compared to the main living quarters that the residents of Shadow’s Refuge resided in, having only one entrance to it that was guarded by a watcher and a troll dressed in a white tunic. The steel door was shut behind them, however from inside were the muffled sounds of shouting that the two monstergirls tried to ignore.

“I hope you’re happy with yourself!” Lelu yelled. “This is all your fault!”

“Me? You were the one chasing after me like a wild bull!” Grace shot back. “All of this is your fault, you stupid cow!”

“I wouldn’t have been chasing you if you had just left my Max alone!”

“He’s not yours! Stop calling him that!”

“He chose me to be his girlfriend! That makes him my Max!”

“He never chose you, you made the choice for him, you fucking bitch!”

“Yes he did choose me! Yes he did, yes he did!”

“You’re so fucking delusional! There are bugs out there with more brains than you!”

“Shut your goddamn mouth, you horrid tree urchin!”

“Go fuck yourself, you prissy pony bitch!”

Sunlight from a few small windows that had bars across them illuminated the room along with a lantern hung by the doorway, revealing a jail that held four cells within, having two on each side of the walkway between them that led to the entrance. Lelu yelled while reaching out towards Grace between the bars of her holding cell, eyes glaring at the elf who was sitting on her wooden cot inside her own cell across from her.  

“I shouldn’t even be here!” the centaur complained. “I should be out there with my Max, not stuck in a jailcell with the likes of you! This isn’t right! You bitch, this is all your fault!”

“Oh blow it out your ass!” Grace scoffed before looking away with a flustered growl. “You were the one who went crazy out there! All I did was avoid getting trampled over by your fat ass, I didn’t do anything wrong! I’m the one that shouldn’t be stuck in here with a manure queen!”

“Damn you!” Lelu screamed, charging forward and slamming into the bars, arm outstretched past them as she again swung her hand around towards the elf in her rage. “You godforsaken demon! How dare you do this to me! I should be out there with my boyfriend, he’s probably worried sick about me right now! And instead I’m stuck in here with Eden’s worst elven archer in all of history who can never keep her goddamned mouth shut!”

“I didn’t do shit! You were the one that did this! If you want someone to blame then look in a fucking mirror!” Grace shouted back. “All I wanted was to practice my archery today, but nooooo, you had to throw a fucking tantrum and ruin everything! Why couldn’t you just stay outside the walls and run around in circles like you always like to do, why did you have to come back in at all?”

“Practice your archery? You just wanted to fool around with Max behind my back, that’s all you’ve been doing with him this whole time! How dare you make my precious boy engage in such revolting conduct with you, I’m going to make you pay for what you did!”

“What I did? Don’t you mean what he did?” Grace quipped with a mean grin at her. “He was the one who was spanking my ass, he was the one holding me over his lap while he roughly handled me just like how he wanted to! Don’t get mad at me because he wants my body and not your disgusting bovine self!”

“He does not want you, he never wanted you! That’s why he picked me to be his girlfriend! You have no right to feel his touch, you filthy elf! He never wanted to do such a thing with you and you know it!”

“Tell that to his pecker,” Grace retorted. “He sure seemed like he was enjoying what he was doing to me.”

“You dirty, disgusting liar!” Lelu screamed, trying to shake her prison bars. “That’s not true, it’s not! And speaking of that horrible thing you were making my Max do against his will, why the hell did you even allow him to in the first place? I thought you hated him! You treat him like dirt every chance you get, you yell and curse about everything he does, and not once have you ever treated him with the slightest amount of respect and dignity that he deserves! Just why the hell are you interested in my Max to begin with?”

“Because he’s my destined one, that’s why!” Grace shouted back. The two girls stared at each other with silence finally befalling the room. Grace blushed as she showed a flustered grimace before she looked down while holding her hands over her face.

“What?” Lelu breathed out. “What did you say? Destined one?”

“Do you think I’m an idiot?” Grace snapped at her. “Do you think I’m blind to the world around me? Do you think I really don’t understand what the fuck is going on out there?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Why do you think I’m practicing to get better with my archery? What the fuck do you think I’ve been doing all this time?”

“Because you’re god-awful at it,” Lelu reasoned with a shrug, getting a dull glare from the elf. “And you’re not going to be of any help to your people with how terrible you are with those arrows. Isn’t that the whole reason you keep trying to get better? To save your people from The Sisterhood?”

“I’m not going to be of any help to my people ever,” Grace argued. “You goddamn idiot, my people are gone! They’re gone, Lelu!”

“They’re not gone, Grace, they’re still out there-”

“With The Sisterhood!” Grace shouted, getting off the cot and marching towards the bars of her cell, eyes glaring at Lelu through her tears. “They were enslaved by those murderous shit-fuckers to join them in some godforsaken war! Everyone I ever knew, everyone who was a part of my grove, all of my people; either they were killed by those monsters or forced to do their bidding! They’re fucking slaves to those demons now!”

The elf grabbed the bars and tried to shake them with a furious scream, with Lelu watching in wonder as the elf struggled not to break down from the thought.

“There’s no way I’ll get good enough with a bow to help them,” Grace snarled in frustration. “And even if I did, I’m so far away from them now. And Vale… she never came back from her scouting mission. She went there to see what was happening to my people and that was it. She never came back. She might be dead now too. The Sisterhood probably killed her. And my people… they would have been taken away. They would have been marched out of their homes and into a battlefield against their will. I’m never… I’m never going to see them again. They’re gone. They’re all gone.”

“Grace,” Lelu softly said.

“I watched my mother die at the hands of those fucking savages,” Grace scorned. “I saw them take all the high maidens out to be executed. I have no idea how many more of my people have fallen because of them, but I’m sure many more have. My home. My mother. My people. It’s all gone now. I’m not blind to that. I’m not stupid like you think I am. No matter what I do, I’ll never be able to get them back. I’ll never be able to avenge them. I can’t do anything for them. I never could.”

Lelu remained silent as she watched Grace whimpering and trying to hold back her tears, the elf wiping away a few before glaring at the centaur while bashing a fist against the bar of her cell.

“So why the fuck was I spared? Huh? Why was I saved from that? Why did that voice tell me how to get out? Why did she guide me to safety? How did she even know how to do that like she did? She knew exactly what was going to happen, she knew exactly how to save my ass from those monsters. A real goddess saved me from that hell, and for what? Why was I chosen to live out of all my people?”

“I… I don’t know,” Lelu slowly replied.

“That goddess knew what she was doing,” Grace asserted. “She saved me for a purpose. She had to have. And it sure as shit wasn’t for me to fight The Sisterhood and free Green Haven from them. Like fucking hell I could ever do that. Even if I was as good an archer as Clover, even if I was as awesome as she is and had all the arrows in the world, I still wouldn’t be able to stop those monsters. I was never meant to go back there, I was never meant to be their hero.”

“Then… what were you meant to do?”

“What else? Survive,” Grace said, slowly shaking her head. “I was meant to live on and carry our legacy, carry our spirit. That goddess threw me out of that hellhole, and where did she place me after that? Right onto Max’s lap.”

Lelu watched her carefully as the elf lowered her head and lightly bashed the bars of the cell again.

“Right onto his lap. It should have been obvious why, but I didn’t see it then. I was so mad at those monsters, so ready to kill them for what they did, that I didn’t see what the goddess had meant for me. But now I do.”

“What are you talking about?” Lelu asked. “What are you getting at, Grace?”

“That goddess didn’t send me there by accident. It was for a reason. And there’s only one reason she would have thrown me into the arms of that boy,” Grace concluded. She then looked back to Lelu and nodded. “And that was for me to find my destined one. The one my mother said I would one day find in this world. The human who would be worthy of being my mate. That special human I would one day make mine and continue our race with.”

“What?” Lelu shouted at her. “Mate? Are you insane?”

“A fucking goddess threw me into that boy’s arms,” Grace asserted. “Out of all the places in Eden that gateway could have thrown me, it was directly into Max. I understand what that goddess was trying to do. I understand why I was brought to him. That is perfectly clear to me now. And that’s why I’ve been training so hard. That’s why I’ve been practicing every chance I can get to master using a bow like a real elven huntress can.”

“What does Max have to do with any of that?” Lelu demanded.

“Because I need to master using a bow and arrow,” Grace declared. “So I can protect my future mate. So I can protect the one who will help repopulate my race. So I can protect Max.”

Lelu stared at her in stunned silence as the elf stepped away from the bars and scowled at her.

“That’s why I’ve been working so hard on my archery. That’s why I’m still trying to get better. I can’t save the elves of Green Haven. But I can sure as hell ensure our race’s survival by starting a new elven grove with the human I’m destined to be with.”

“You’re out of your goddamned mind!” Lelu shouted at her. “My Max is not you’re destined one! That is not happening, Grace!”

“Yeah, it is having some trouble coming true,” Grace agreed. “Because a fucking fat cow just took a big shit all over the future of my people! Because of you my destiny is now in danger of never happening, and that’s not something I’m going to tolerate!”

“Max is not your destiny. He is mine,” Lelu hissed. “He’s mine! That boy is my everything, don’t you understand?”

“He’s my everything, you stupid bitch!” Grace shouted back. “For fuck’s sake, I literally had nothing before I was thrust onto his lap by divine intervention! He is the only thing I have to live for now, don’t you get it? The gods themselves chose him for me, there’s no arguing that!”

“I will sure as hell argue that!” Lelu retorted. “He is not your destined one, Grace, and he never will be! I’ve cherished that boy ever since he took me in, ever since he saved me from being alone in this world! That boy means everything to me, you goddamned tree sprite! I love him more than anything in Eden, I love him with all my heart and soul, and there is no way, no way at all, that I’ll ever allow anyone to take him away from me! Especially some wretched little tree humper that has always treated him like complete crap since the day she met him!”

“I know I’ve been an asshole with him, I’m not blind to that!” Grace argued. “I know I fucked up! I already know how big of a fucking cunt I’ve been to that boy, and I’m quite sure that I would be the absolute last choice in a mate that he would ever consider having. But dammit, I have to try and fix this anyway! I know I need to treat him better, I know I need to say I’m sorry to him, I know just how fucking far away I’ve pushed myself from him up until now! You don’t need to remind me, I’m perfectly aware how much I screwed up what was supposed to be a gift from the gods!”

Lelu continued scowling as the elf finally broke down crying, the girl dropping to her knees and holding her hands over her face as she began sobbing loudly.

“I’m so fucking sorry I have a hard time making friends, alright?” Grace snapped. “Maybe you had lots of friends in Ruhelia, but I never had anyone! All I had was my mother and my bow, that’s it! I never got along with anyone, I’ve always had to do things alone because everyone always pisses me the fuck off all the time! So excuse me if I’m not perfect at making friends like you probably were, it’s always been really hard for me, okay?”

Lelu remained silent as she observed the elf crying in her cell, with anything she started to say becoming caught in her throat as she showed a troubled look on her face.

“You probably had all the friends you ever wanted, but not me!” Grace yelled at her with teary eyes. “I’ve never had friends, I’ve never been able to make them before, so back the fuck off already! I know I treated Max like crap, I know it was wrong, and as soon as I can figure out how to fucking apologize to him, I will! But I can’t do that if you won’t leave us the fuck alone!”

“Why would I leave you two alone? He’s my boyfriend!” Lelu argued.

“Bull fucking shit!” Grace sternly argued, getting back onto her feet. “Stop lying to yourself all the time like this. He’s not your boyfriend and you’re not his girlfriend. For fuck’s sake, I was there when you kept pestering him non-stop to call you his girlfriend for the first time. You were so fucking excited and happy, as if he already picked you to be with, but he never did! You were the one who fucking told him what to say because you wanted to hear it! He never wanted to be your boyfriend, he just didn’t know how to shut you up!”

“That is a horrid lie and you know it!”

“Oh? Then tell me, has he ever called you his girlfriend on his own?” Grace challenged, crossing her arms. “Has he ever come up to you and called you that on his own free will? Or have you had to hound and beg him to say it every fucking time?”

“That’s… not true!” Lelu argued in a fluster. “He wants to call me his girlfriend because its true! He wants me to be his girl, I know he does! He wouldn’t do it if he didn’t want to!”

“Like how he spanked my ass even though you say he didn’t want to?” Grace quizzed her. 

“That’s… that’s… that’s not the same!” Lelu whined, hopping up and down. “He wants to be my boyfriend, I know he does! He even kisses me without me having to ask for one or tell him to! He wants to kiss me because he feels that way about me!”

“Well I know how he feels about me,” Grace retorted. “Like, I’ve literally felt how he feels about me, and I say he likes me a lot more than he does you.”

“No he doesn’t!”

“Oh, no? Then how do you explain even though I’ve been the biggest bitch in the world to him, he still took me in and cared for me? From the moment we met, he’s been nothing but a fucking saint with me. He gave me food, he offered me shelter, he never once got angry at me for lashing out at him, he wanted to protect me when we first came to this place, and he keeps putting up with my horrible attitude with him and still helps me train to become a better archer despite that. I wouldn’t be making any progress if it wasn’t for him, I wouldn’t even be fucking standing here if it wasn’t for him! I owe my life to that boy! He’s shown every goddamn sign there could be that he was my destined one since we first met, and he’s stuck by my side through all the horrible shit I’ve given him this whole time!”

“And yet all you did was make his life miserable at every turn!” Lelu argued. “All you’ve ever done is put him down and yell at him, and even struck him in your anger! He obviously doesn’t mean anything to you!”

“He means more to me than you could ever imagine, you fucking cow!”

“No he doesn’t, you liar!” Lelu shouted back.

“I’m not lying! I fucking mean it! Goddammit, I love him with all my heart!”

To that Grace halted with a squeak, a stunned look on her face as she realized what came out of her mouth just then. Lelu stared at her with wide eyes, watching as the elf lowered her head with a quiet mumble before she forced a stern look again towards the centaur.

“After everything he’s done for me,” Grace shakily said. “After… holding me up after I fell so hard… after I lost everything in my life… after all that, do you honestly think I wouldn’t feel anything for him? That I would be blind to how fucking amazing and perfect that boy is? That I wouldn’t have seen just how much he’s done for me? What the hell do you think I’ve been doing all this time, why do you think I keep pushing myself so hard to be a better archer? I have to protect him. I have to keep him safe. I have to, because I can’t afford to lose him too! Goddammit, he’s the only thing I have left in my life, and like fucking hell I’ll ever let anyone take him away from me! I need him in my life! I need to have him by my side! I need him more than anything in this fucking world! If that’s not love then you tell me what is! Tell me, Lelu!”

Lelu remained silent as she stared at the elf, eyes wide in surprise as she observed the girl struggling to not break down into another sobbing wreck before her.

“So shut up already with all that girlfriend talk!” Grace ordered. “Until he wants to say it to your face without having those words forcibly yanked out of his throat, it’s not fucking true! You backed him into a corner and made him call you that just to make yourself happy, it was either that or watch you break out into tears and pathetic sobbing from crushing you with how he really feels. You’re not his girlfriend, you’re just a clingy cow that won’t leave my destined one alone!”

Without saying a word Lelu slowly lowered her head, a nervous frown forming on her face while Grace marched back to her cot to sit down.

“I may have fucked up and pushed him away, but I’m going to fix that,” Grace asserted. “Even if I have to apologize to him every goddamn day, I will not let what was supposed to be my destiny, my future mate, my… only friend… slip through my fingers like this. I’m not going to lose him, mark my words, I’m not. And when he finally calls me his girl, I’ll know it’s the truth, because he made that choice on his own. I won’t force him to say it like you did.”

“I never… forced him to…” Lelu softly said. “I never… made him. I just… wanted to hear… I wanted him… and me… to…”

“Keep telling yourself that,” Grace snapped before holding her legs up to her chest and hiding her face in her knees. Lelu slowly shook her head before turning her eyes towards the doorway to the jail, remaining still and quiet while holding onto the bars of her cell.

Outside the jail silence was finally heard within the building, with no more constant yelling and shouting coming from the small windows. Standing on a walkway to the side of the structure and directly below one of the windows was Max, the boy having his head lowered and eyes closed while a small breeze blew through the compound. Holding a hand to his head, he sighed before glancing up to the window of the jail with worried eyes, hearing not a sound coming from the two girls anymore.

“I really made a mess of things,” he quietly bemoaned to himself.

“Max,” Bermuda called out, with the boy turning to see the arachne skittering towards him with a friendly wave. “There you are.”

“Oh. Hello again, Bermuda,” Max said with a small, forced smile.

“I’ve been looking for you,” she said skittering up to him with a weak smile on her face. “Okay, so, I feel I need to explain a few things about… what just happened.”

“About an angel from the heavens trying to kill Lelu and Grace, another angel being kept here after being severely wounded by something, or the part about Syliandanchevas being a ‘Mad Fey’ that can turn into a giant monster at will?”

Bermuda nervously laughed while rubbing the back of her head, the girl then slumping down with a defeated groan and shameful frown.

“I’m sorry,” she whined. “I can explain, I really can. Well, not so much about what got into Arial back there, but the rest… um… you see…”

Shaking her head she showed the boy a worried smile while stepping closer.

“I didn’t want to keep the angel that was brought in a secret from you, I really didn’t. But Silly insisted. She and my father didn’t want everyone to know an angel was brought here in critical condition. Hearing about something like that could have caused a panic with the residents. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you, I really am.”

“It’s okay, Bermuda. I understand,” Max assured with a nod. “It might cause everyone here to feel uneasy if they knew something struck down an angel, I get that. Um… should we be worried about whatever struck her down? Is there something out there we need to be concerned about?”

“We’re not sure about that just yet,” Bermuda sighed. She glanced to the jail next to them then showed an emphatic smile at Max. “Before we get into all that, were you by chance going to see how those two were doing? I don’t mean to interrupt… whatever it is that’s going on between you three.”

“No, you’re not interrupting,” Max said, looking back to the jailhouse window. “I was going to check on them, but… well, I’m not quite sure what to say to them right now.”

“It’s a bit of a mess with those two, isn’t it?” Bermuda guessed.

“You could say that.”

Bermuda nodded slowly then skittered over to his side while showing him a small smile.

“How about we go for a walk? I can explain things to you properly and maybe we can think of what you can say to those two as well. What do you say?”
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