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Chapter One


Jessica stood a foot behind her father. Even with her sword
out, she still felt uncomfortable. She knew she could hold her own
in a fight, but that was hand to hand. Weapons were a different
matter. If she had not been caught up in the excitement of
everything, she would have realised sooner that swordplay was not her thing. She would
have been much happier and more comfortable with a broom handle.
After all,
she had grown up having light sabre fights with
her brother and killing all the broom handles. As much as she loved
the character of Xena, weapon-wise, she had to admit she was more
of a Gabrielle.

Her uncle and his followers had not yet made a move to
start anything,
and everyone under her father were under strict
instructions to stay within the safety of the trees. Looking over
towards the castle, she could understand why. There was nothing a
person could take cover from.

“And so, it begins,” she heard her father say just as a bolt
of light caught her attention. A red wall suddenly stood in front
of all the warriors, an electrical charge running
through it. It would have been an incredible sight to see,
under different circumstances.

“Richard, what the hell?” Martouf said to her father as a
barrage of arrows flew over their heads towards the enemy. Men went
down as the arrows hit; her eyes widened in disbelief as some of
the men changed into other beings. How the hell would they
successfully fight against panthers and wolves? She just hoped one
of them didn’t turn out to be a dragon.

Glancing at the long line in front of her, she started backing
up, sword still held in front of her. Fear starting to take
hold.

“Jessica, what are you doing?” Mattias asked from his spot in
the tree.

She looked up to him, “We are too close together.”

Looking back to the line of men before her, she made eye
contact with her father. He must have heard what she had said, for
a moment later, he was looking down the line of warriors, his
shield still in place.

“Every second person, move back a foot, every third
person is to
take a spot in the forest.”

Jessica watched as her brother and Martouf moved back, while
Lantash took
place a few trees away. As the red wall
disappeared, she spotted something flying through the
air.

Tilting her head back, she followed its destination, spinning
her body around as the thing landed behind her. Taking a deep
breath, she looked at the tall elf, he was at least two foot taller
than she was and he was grinning at her. His rotten teeth made her
wince. Fear welled in the pit of her stomach as the elf took a step
toward her, knocking her sword flying from her hand with
ease.

Glancing at her sword briefly as it hit the floor, she turned
back to the elf. Her whole body went into panic mode as she grabbed
the Sai weapons, she had tucked in the leather belt. Not thinking
she charged him—bad move on her part as he grabbed her wrist,
knocking one of her weapons out of her hand. He spun
her so
her back crashed into his solid chest. Squeezing her other wrist,
she dropped her weapon with a yelp of pain. Her mind went blank as
he placed his hand around her throat. Panic had now fully
set in
and she couldn’t think.

Feeling a sudden pain in her right breast, she
lowered her eyes without thought and gasped. The outrage that
flooded her at his liberties overruled her panic.

This sort of thing she could deal with. Fisting her hand that
the elf did not have hold of, she swung it back. She had hit her
mark when she was flung toward a tree, bracing herself, she spun
around grabbing her crossbow. Loading it quickly, she raised it
toward the elf, his sword raised. She placed her finger on the
trigger.

She was not sure if she could do this… kill someone. She knew
it would be either him or her, but it still gave her pause. Losing
her footing on a fallen tree branch, she went down, her finger
releasing the arrow as she landed. Howling in agony as pain
radiated from her left shoulder, looking up, the elf stood there,
his gaze blank, with her arrow sticking out of his forehead. Her
eyes widened as he started to fall. She tried to wriggle
out of the way, the pain in her shoulder bringing her to tears. Air
escaped her lungs as the large body landed on her stomach,
automatically sending the top half of her body moving up off the
object that her shoulder was lodged on, only to bring her back
down, the pain slicing through her. Agonising screams echoed
throughout the forest.

****

Mattias’ heart nearly gave out as he watched the elf pursue
his soulmate. He knew his role within a battle was to stay in the
trees, watching the
others’ backs—it always had been. He also
needed to give her the chance to see what she could do, however, if
the elf went to kill his woman, the guy would be a dead
man.

He almost lost it and jumped out of the
tree when the elf had grabbed her. Feeling something sticky on his
fingers, he briefly glanced in the direction of his hand to find
blood running down his fingers. He hadn’t even realised he’d been
gripping the tree branch with a death grip. Releasing his tight
grip, he turned just as Jessica was flung from the elf.

He swore his heart had stopped as she tumbled backwards and
screamed in agony. Pain seared his left shoulder. Looking at his
back, he couldn’t see anything that would cause such
pain until he heard Jessica scream again as the elf landed on her.
Pain once again struck his shoulder and ran down his arm. He felt
like his insides had been ripped apart.

“Screw orders,” he muttered, jumping down from the tree and
running over to Jessica. Firing his crossbow at some would-be
attacker. Kneeling at her side, he yanked the elf off her and ran
his hands over her body to find any other damage. Finding nothing,
he moved her body slightly to survey the damage done to her left
shoulder.

Panic surged through him at the sight of the broken tree
branch embedded in her shoulder—removing her would cause more
damage than good. A
small burning sensation started to
radiate through his body and down his arm, burning him as it went.
With a hand still on her shoulder, his hand began to glow. A
different sort of panic ran through him as he heard her groan.
Glancing at her face, his heart broke at the tears
falling down the side of her face. The burning in his hand
intensified, pulling back at the pain, he noticed that the wound
had started to heal.

Not knowing what else to do, he placed his hand back over the
wound, his hands heating up immediately. Gently grabbing
her other shoulder, he pulled her off the branch as he
watched the skin knit back together. After what felt like an
eternity, her shoulder had been healed, and the pain in his
hand was gone as if it had never been there.

Remembering where they were, he glanced around to make sure
they were not being snuck up on, before turning his attention back
to Jessica.

“Are you alright?” he asked, running his hand
through her hair to land on her cheek.

“My shoulder hurts a little.” Glancing over her shoulder, she
gasped at the bloody tree branch, then at her shoulder in a panic.
“Did I land on that?”

“You did.”

“Then how…” She wondered why she did not have a gaping hole in
her shoulder.

“I seem to have healed you.”

“How?”

“I don’t know,” Mattias stated before standing and fetching
her sword. He helped her up before handing her the sword. “Here, we
have many enemies to fight.”

Grabbing the sword, Jessica winced at the pain that
ran down her arm. The gash in her shoulder might have been sealed
but she clearly still needed to do a bit of healing from the damage
of her torn muscles.

Standing back-to-back with Mattias, sword raised with both
hands, gritting her teeth, she tried to fight against the
pain, but it was killing her to hold the sword in front of
her.

“Screw this,” she said, throwing the sword down. She got her
palms ready.

“Jessica, what are you doing?” Mattias asked, slightly shocked
that she would get rid of her weapon.

“If they are using lightning bolts, then so am I,” Jessica
held up her hands.

“You could use the sword to deflect the bolts,” Mattias
pointed out.

“Really?” Jessica said. She guessed she could always hold it
differently. Bending down to retrieve her discarded sword, a light
bolt zipped past her back and hit Mattias in the shoulder, sending
him to the ground in agony. “Mattias!” she shouted as she crawled
over to him, sweat covered his forehead.

“This is why I prefer to stay in the trees,” he gritted
out.

Swinging her head in the direction the bolt had come from, she
automatically threw a bolt of her own at the only warrior that was
heading their way. A small feeling of satisfaction went through her
as he went flying into the nearest tree.

“Oh my God,” Jessica said in a panic, ignoring the new pain in
her shoulder.

“It's no big deal,” Mattias said, getting to his feet. “I’ve had worse,
believe me,
and not from being in a battle.”

Jessica reached down and picked up his crossbow. “Now what?”
she asked, giving him his weapon.

Glancing around the forest, he saw Jordan going against
three of the older elves from the winter palace. “Looks like your
brother could use a hand.”

Jessica glanced in the direction Mattias was and
gasped.

****

Jordan did not have much time to think, all he could do was
react and hope for the best. Being able to fight with two swords
was to his advantage, however, going against three elves with
swords, not so much. He had to be thankful that the three elves did
not all attack him at once. He was continuously fighting two of
them while the third one would try to thrust their sword into his
gut, which he had managed to dodge each time so far with a quick
move of his upper body or hips. He would swear they were tag
teaming since they kept changing the elf that was to spear him with
their sword.

Hearing his sister’s scream sent his head automatically in
that direction, and within seconds, he felt the slice
across his chest as one of the elves used that moment of
distraction to wound him. Hissing through his teeth, he turned
back in time to use his sword to block yet another swing at him.
His arms were starting to tire from the constant swinging of the
two swords,
and his back muscles were screaming at him to
stop.

He had not realised he had been moving until his back hit the
tell-tale sign of a tree, the loose bark digging into his
shoulders. His surprise gave the three elves an extra advantage
when two of them grabbed his swords off him and raised theirs
to his throat. He could not believe what had just happened. He
could feel the edge of the blades along his throat and knew it
would not take much effort to end his life in his current
situation. Even more so when the third one stepped closer to him,
grinning.

“No human is going to rule us,” the elf sneered.
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