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I, Lady Ithane Tano, flat out had no idea what was going to kill me first. My enemies, various predators or the damn freezing temperatures of this damn tundra. 

I knelt down behind some bright purple dwarf shrubs in a failing effort to block out some of the damn icy cold wind that was howling across the immense open tundra. Despite my two thick layers of brown fur that I wrapped around myself as tight as I could, my rabbit fur gloves and my brown hood, I was still freezing. 

My hands were ghostly white, my entire body was shaking and the constant howling of the evil wind was just deafening. Yet I had to admit the tundra was flat out stunning with its endless amount of purple, red and pink grasses, spiky dwarf shrubs and sedges that stretched on for as far as I could see. 

The crystal clear blue sky was a great background against the colourful ground without a single cloud in the sky, but I felt like the sun shining bright was mocking me. The sun had no warmth, no love and no care as it shone and I felt freezing.

I had never been to a tundra before and it was weird. I had grown up and my old Empire (before the bastard Azrael annihilated it) in a lustrous forest area with rolling hills, mountains and lustrous soft green grass. All this endless flatness with spiky plants, grasses and sedges was just weird to me.

I wanted to keep going forward back towards my camp so I could see beautiful, sexy Alexender, a brilliant protector and witchfinder, and our friend Maxine after my little scouting hike. Yet the wind was too strong, too deadly and I didn’t know how much longer I could survive out here.

Survival wasn’t something I normally had to deal with but in this tundra I did. And that concerned me more than I ever wanted to admit. 

Even the air was strange to me. It was so refreshing, so damp and so icy cold that I felt like my lungs were going to freeze just by breathing. 

My hands kept shaking and I really hoped the Goddess was going to warm me up at some point. I am her Will Incarnate after all after she resurrected me, and now I fight for her, protecting life and trying to get revenge on Azrael for all the damage he’s doing to the world through his schemes.

I looked over the top of the purple scrubs I was hiding behind and got punched in the face by an icy cold gust. I had to be carrying tiny ice shards because my face stung, my nose felt like it was around to snap off and my eyes were starting to freeze.

My Goddess wasn’t helping me here and I didn’t understand why because she always did.

“Help!” someone shouted.

I closed my eyes immediately and drew on my magic, power and divine Goddess to tell me exactly where the shout had come from.

Someone screamed so loud it sliced through the howling wind.

I heard footsteps behind me.

I jumped up. Whipping out two longswords.

I pointed them at the two large, muscular brutish-looking men in some of the finest black leather armour I had ever seen. As much as I hated the term, the men looked common and poor judging by their brutish looks, black teeth and broken noses. That didn’t explain why they were in fine leather armour.

They both pointed their finely made, probably handcrafted and tailor-made silver swords at my chest. 

I didn’t close my eyes but I tapped into my power and noticed there were at least another ten men wearing leather armour within two kilometres of me. They were hunting something, they were killing and they wanted blood.

“Who are you?” I asked channelling my power into my question.

The two men cocked their heads, they jerked and hissed in pain. They didn’t want to talk to me but I was powerful enough now to compel people to do as I willed. 

“Who are you?” I asked again over the howling wind.

“We serve The Three,” the slightly taller man said.

I had no idea what that meant. I wasn’t familiar with the Far North of the world. Even when my father ruled over the Tanoian Empire, we never travelled, traded or did anything with the Far North because it was just too far. I might have had three lessons on it as a kid but that was it.

I didn’t know if The Three was a piece of folklore, myth or local politics. Hell, I didn’t even know if The Far North had countries.

“She speaks weird. She’s an invader. She’s one of them,” a man said.

They both charged at me.

They swung their swords.

I charged forward.

Jumping into the air.

I swirled. Twirled. Whirled.

My swords blurred as they slashed the throats of the two men. Their blood splashed against the red and pink and purple grass and the warm blood spluttered up my face, giving me a moment of warm all before the howling wind stole from me.

Despite my body shivering even more than normal I knelt down next to the bodies. I never liked killing, I flat out hated it because it was such a waste of life. The entire reason why I became the Will Incarnate of the Goddess was so I could protect life at all costs, I never wanted to take it.

It was also why I annihilated poverty, gave everyone free education and did everything in my best to give my people the best life when I had my own Empire. I just wanted to help people, I never wanted to hurt them.

I ran my fingers across their finely made leather armour hoping my magic would detect something I could use.

A moment later the refreshing freezing air was replaced with the smell and images of blood, burning flesh and screaming people as they were slaughtered and cleansed in black fire. The men in black armour were charging through a village or maybe a town burning it and slaughtering every single person until no one was left.

Then I saw Him, I saw Azrael. The man in the shadows was there in the background, he was searching the destruction and he was behind this annihilation.

I shot up and I didn’t even care about the deafening howl, the icy coldness of the tundra that I was sure was draining the life from me, all I knew was that I had to get back to Alexender and Maxime. We had to find this village or town and we had to protect these people.

So many lives depended on us.

But with Azrael possibly here and the Goddess not watching over me I seriously didn’t like our odds. 

And that excited and terrified me a lot more than I ever wanted to admit.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2

[image: ]


Witchfinder Alexender Quill laid down on the icy cold black marble floor of the little cave him and Maxine had found to camp in for the night. It wasn’t the best position in the world, because the cave was carved into a small lump of a hill (even though he had a feeling causing this a hill was an insult to all the other hills in the world) and the sheer darkness of the cave opening stood out like a sore thumb. If someone was marching the tundra, it wouldn’t be hard to notice the darkness against the dark red, pink and purple plants. 

Alexender just hoped no one was hunting them for now.

He stared out of the cave opening, trying to keep as close to the frozen ground was he could. The long, triangular stems of pink sedges covered the bottom half of his vision as did purple and red grass and even a blue spiky dwarf shrub. 

He liked how there were no hills, no mountains and no lumps or bumps in the ground. The entire landscape was beautifully flat with so many plants trying and struggling to survive the constantly howling wind.

At least he could see if there were any enemies approaching and any more men in black leather armour. 

He hadn’t realised til now just how much he had missed being in the tundra. He had hunted a few rogue witches and wizards over the years in various tundras and they were always so beautiful, so cold and so refreshing. 

Even the Tanoian Empire didn’t have air this clean, this refreshing and this sweet. He really liked the wonderful taste of summer picnics it left on his tongue like the ones he had with his girlfriend when they were children, and before everything had gone so wrong.

Alexender hissed in pain at the memory and bit his lower lip. It was why the three of them were traveling across the stunning tundra. Azarel was meant to be attacking his home village of Montoney on the other side of the world. They were halfway there and Alexender just wanted, needed to save the village he loved.

Sure it was filled with slavers, brutes and criminal masterminds that kept everyone on a tight leash at risk of death. Alexender had fled as a child as soon as he could and he had left the love of his life behind and maybe his unborn son if the rumours were true. 

He wanted to free them all. He didn’t want to be stuck in some cave, he wanted to be moving. Every second he wasted in here was another second closer to the annihilation of Montoney and everyone he had once loved.

“Alexender?” Maxine asked, “are you okay?”

Alexender backed away and stood up. He ran his cold fingers against the even colder smooth cave walls as he went back to sit next to Maxine in front of their tiny little fire. Maxine was covered head-to-toe in various furs that Ithane had magicked up for them, so no innocent life was loss.

She was still shaking.

He wanted to use his magic to make the fire bigger, hotter and better so it would actually make a difference but he couldn’t risk it. Not with all the men scanning the tundra for something or someone. 

“I’ve seen another three groups of three men marching past in the last fifteen minutes. There’s a lot of them,” Alexender said.

“Do you think Ithane’s okay?”

Alexender laughed. He still had no idea why Maxine, sweet, kind, young Maxine was still worried about Ithane. She was the Will Incarnate of a Goddess and she was one of the kindest, most powerful and intimidating women he had ever met.

“If anyone could deal with these men, it’s her,” Alexender said. 

He looked back towards the tiny cave entrance, he still wanted her here with him. He wanted to see her precious smile, her long blond hair that made him want to run his fingers through it and he just wanted her to be safe by his side. 

He wanted her.

“You didn’t answer by question though,” Maxine said.

Alexender rolled his eyes. “Fine, I... just want to get moving. We’ve been here for three hours and that could mean we’re three hours close to Montoney being destroyed,”

Maxine shook off her gloves and reached towards the fire. Alexender didn’t like
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