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

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

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

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

A military plane by the look and sound of it.

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

“You’re awake,” the redhead said.  

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

“Where am I?” Matthew asked.  

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

She lied.  

It hurt much.  

It hurt very much. 

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

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

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

It was definitely a military plane.  

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

She was going to push him out of the plane. 

He was going to die. 

Matthew began to struggle against his bonds.  

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

She smiled a pretty smile.  

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

She pushed him out of the plane.  
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Matthew screamed.  

Of course, he fucking screamed.  

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

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

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

For how long, that was another matter.

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

Beautifully lush and green.  

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

What sort of predators did those countries have?  

Tigers... man eating fucking tigers.  

What was the point of this?  

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

Matthew tried to recall how this had happened. 

He couldn’t remember. 

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

His memory had been wiped. 

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

He couldn’t remember. 

Fuck. 

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

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

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

His chair hit the ground with a thud.  

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

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

She had soft lips. 

Matthew shook his head as he stood up and stretched.  

He would think about the redhead later.  

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

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

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

A sword. 

There was a sword in the backpack. 

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

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

“Well, hello,” a voice said.  

Matthew spun around. 

And then he screamed. “What the fuck!” 

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

“Ant,” he said. “Ant,” he repeated. 

It was an ant. 

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

Matthew closed his mouth.  

He took a deep breath.  

It was okay.  

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

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

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

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

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

“The Land of Chaos?” Matthew repeated.  

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

“Who drops us in? And why?”  

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

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

Matthew swallowed. “You want to eat me?”  

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

“What?”  

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

Matthew didn’t know what to make of this. 

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

He did have those huge ant pincers.  

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

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

“Okay then,” Matthew slowly lowered his sword.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why?” 

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

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

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

Matthew heard a low growl coming from behind him. 

He swallowed nervously and turned around. 

For the third time that day, Matthew screamed.
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It was a snake.  

Sort of. 

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

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

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

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

“What does it want?” Matthew asked.  

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

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

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

Nope.  

Not a dream.  

And ouch!  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He punched Matthew in the chest. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Matthew was hungry. 

Was hu hungry enough to eat snake? 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How long can you remember?”  

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hunting parties? Hunting for what?”  

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

“Any ideas, Spud?”  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He didn’t want to die.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Helicopter. 

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

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

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

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

“What is a helicopter?” Spud asked. 

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

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

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

He spotted her quite easily.  

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

Matthew took a step towards her.  

He shouldn’t have done that.  

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

She nocked an arrow and aimed for his head.  

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





