
  
    [image: Savage Slash]
  


  
    
      Savage Slash

      A FANTASY NOVEL

      
        MARTIAL ART OF THE PHANTOM SABER

      

    

    
      
        JONATHAN EVAN HUDSON

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Swordpulp Studios]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Jonathan Evan Hudson

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        1. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        2. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        3. Jazzy Lazuli

      

      
        4. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        5. Razor Rosaline

      

      
        6. Jazzy Lazuli

      

      
        7. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        8. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        9. Azura Doom

      

      
        10. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        11. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        12. Dedrick Knight

      

      
        13. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        14. Frostine Snowbite

      

      
        15. Razor Rosaline

      

      
        16. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        17. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        18. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        19. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        20. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        21. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        22. Azura Doom

      

      
        23. Razor Rosaline

      

      
        24. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        25. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        26. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        27. Jazzy Lazuli

      

      
        28. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        29. Frostine Snowbite

      

      
        30. Dedrick Knight

      

      
        31. Azura Doom

      

      
        32. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        33. Dedrick Knight

      

      
        34. Sirena Fingem

      

      
        35. Frostine Snowbite

      

      
        36. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        37. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        38. Jazzy Lazuli

      

      
        39. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        40. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        41. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        42. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        43. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        44. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        45. Dedrick Knight

      

      
        46. Jazzy Lazuli

      

      
        47. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        48. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        49. Frostine Snowbite

      

      
        50. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        51. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        52. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        53. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        54. Jazzy Lazuli

      

      
        55. Dedrick Knight

      

      
        56. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        57. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        58. Miles Mayhem

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Jonathan Evan Hudson

      

      
        
          A Taste Of Crossing Of Shadowed Death

        

        
          
            1. Dirk

          

          
            2. Dirk

          

          
            Want More?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Want More?

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      Frostine Snowbite hungered for vengeance. Starved for it.

      And there existed no better opportunity in all of the Rainbow of Shards than that once-in-a-decade tournament in Green Haven.

      The tournament known as the Rain of Pain.

      One day left to reach Green Haven. To enter her name. A few hours until night falls and her time ran out.

      Her team too.

      No missing that towering high mountain ridge surrounding Green Haven. Like a flat full crown of granite for some underground gigantic king of giants.

      So much groan-worthy trouble too, but like master said, no challenge, no reward.

      The pine trees with their trim angular branches were more like green-needled spears for gigantic beings rather than trees. As big as the gigantic rock ogres common in her homeland. Ogres roughly man-like but several times the size of any man, made of living granite boulders, and as fierce as the winter’s coldest gust.

      The pine scent here was as sharp as any blade. Even a pelting blade.

      Especially a pelting blade.

      Especially after stamina for regenerative healing ran out. Like it did for her little sister years ago.

      Sister lost but not forgotten.

      And that sharp tang. As sweet as her little sis Pearl used to be. Loads of pine sap oozed out of the pines’ rough flaky bark. It must be the season for it. Once Pearl’s favorite season too. If these pines were anything like the gigantic pines near home, the pine sap could be made into tasty sweet syrup.

      Syrup any sensible demon went crazy for.

      Especially little Pearl. That it was used as bait for a trap ...

      This huge pine forest around Green Haven, rumor had it, held more than merely the best wildlife to hunt and more, but also rare and dangerous monsters best avoided.

      Monsters that drove poachers and their ilk away. Killed poachers foolish enough to come uninvited. Maybe drive away that vile warlock of velvet cloak and billowing robes full of only the darkest of greenest shadows underneath.

      That nameless warlock—sometimes called the Nameless One—twisted whatever his poachers caught. Twisted his victims into savage bloodthirsty monsters in mind, and sometimes, in body too, but utterly devoted to that vile warlock.

      So the people of Green Haven weren’t entirely foolish.

      It was a lot like the pine forest in her snow-covered homeland. The kind of bone-chilling cold where a white fur coat was a big help.

      Huge help.

      Going bare-in-the-fur was foolish at best, as much as Pearl loved to do so, unlike here in this crazy humid heat, where going ... scantily clad was the only sensible option. An option Pearl would have savored so much ...

      Especially in this awful humid heat.

      Months of hard travel to get here.

      Through not just the usual snow cold spells, but through scolding hot desert, through icky wet stinky swamps, through endless fields of honey-colored wheat, and even through different forests, even some called jungles with their overgrown brush similar to gigantic ferns and hanging vines and horribly awful humid heat.

      But it was worth it.

      Would be.

      To avenge Pearl. The Pearl lost to that vile warlock. And so Frostine could grow strong enough to destroy the husk of what was left of Pearl.

      Avenge mother. Mother who choose to free Frostine. To die with Pearl.

      And yet she didn’t die, but became another monstrosity under that vile warlock.

      Those months traveling through the Rainbow of Shards prepared Frostine for this awful heat.

      Heat as awful as the vile poachers who pelted little Pearl and mother to near death.

      Just like the trip prepared Frostine from the reactions from the local humans. How, instead of pawish hands and feet, they had more narrow, and strangely slim hands.

      No real fur either. Not really. More like fuzz. Thin fuzz at most.

      Except a few men. Off the bottom of their faces.

      Unlike her kind. With lush short fur all over her whole body. And her most lush fur over her breasts, crotch, and hips. Fur often covered for modesty, usually.

      How their faces were so similar, and yet so different. except human ears were more like flat awkward mushrooms. Their eyes a good bit smaller than hers.

      Not beady but smaller.

      Humans didn’t even have a snout. Just a flat ugly mouth and little bulge of a nose.

      Unlike her kind. A lovely short narrow snout. And her clan had pink noses, rather than the usual black.

      But those same humans often called her a demimink, since her “animal bits” so resembled those four-footed creatures called minks.

      Her short triangular ears. Her fluffy tail that was as long as she was tail, as almost as wide.

      Yeah.

      That must be why humans called her a minx. Of course she was a demon.

      That she could freeze nearly anything she touched—if she wanted to freeze it. That she could move far faster, was far stronger, than most of the humans that dared challenge her and her twin dual scimitars of azure-blue steel.

      Icesteel blades. Able to stay cold no matter how hot it was around them ...

      Even freeze whatever they touched almost as well as Frostine could. On command.

      Even if most of those challengers claimed they wanted her precious icesteel blades that master gifted to her for this tournament, but no, those challengers really wanted to trap her. Pelt her over and over and over. For her precious fur coat over and over and over.

      Until she died from exhausting her regenerative healing.

      Just like Pearl. Like mother.

      But unlike them, Frostine would then die. No second life as a twisted bloodthirsty husk, as a monster devoted to that wicked warlock.

      Same could be said for other demons that dared challenge her on the way to Green Haven. After all, the poachers who killed Pearl and mother were demons. Demons serving that warlock willingly.

      Demons captured, but then freed by that wretched Sir Mayhem. Released into her homeland after that bounty hunter had captured them. Exiled those demons into her homeland.

      More like inflicting her homeland with more and more vicious demons. Demons that needed killing.

      Not exiling.

      The rest of her team came from other parts of the Rainbow of Shards. One other “demimink” but with exotic sky-blue fur striped with an even more exotic pale pink. Twin “demifoxes” and a “demiwolf” all with short snow-white fur like her own. And a “demitigress” from a place far hotter than this Green Haven.

      The demitigress strongly recommended her current outfit.

      A skimpy leotard of extra stretchy sky-blue leather and extra short skirt of the same. That a wide mesh of pink strings exposed much of her chest and around it ... that this whole outfit showed off more than it covered ... awkward.

      A few skimpy plates of shoulder armor. A few plates of armor woven into the miniskirt.

      Least the slim sleek bracers around her forearms could actually be useful. Just like the slim sleek greaves around her shins.

      Last moment shields, worse came to worse.

      That master had already provided the icesteel needed for such an outfit ... and except for those overtly sexual demifoxes and the demiwolf and her icesteel place armor, the other team members wore similar outfits too, just different colors, and with steel plates with natures matching their own abilities ...

      An all-girl team of “demibeasts” ...

      For hot weather like here, their advice proved correct over and over again. And ... this outfit was ... less constricting than her usual outfits.

      So showy that ... it could actually be distracting to guys she needed to distract.

      Just like her team members demonstrated more than a few times over their journey.

      Her team went to find the station for contestants hidden within this pine forest. The other option, just in case her team failed to find the station in time, was for one of their team members to scale the towering high cliffs surrounding Green Haven.

      Either choice worked, technically. As long as Frostine succeeded, or her team did, they’d all get to enter.

      But these cliffs were so sheer, so sleek, and worse, slanted outward ever so slightly, so extra hard to climb, especially with its near nonexistent hand and foot holds.

      But with this humidity came opportunity.

      Like master showed Frostine on the way here, to Green Haven, freeze the water within the air. Turn enough of it into ice. Into ice holds made and used for her hands and feet.

      Soon Frostine would avenge her lost family in the coming tournament.

      The up and coming Demon Lord, Lord Dogface, had summoned Frostine and her team personally. Promised them all a chance at real revenge. A chance to crush Sir Mayhem. Hurt that awful human worse then merely killing him would do.

      By breaking his one and only son, Miles Mayhem.

      A son that by fate had to enter this very same tournament.

      A son soon to be broken physically and mentally beyond any spell to repair.

      And even if Frostine somehow failed—every one of the four other “demibeasts” on her team held a similar grudge, and skill in combat.

      Just like several other teams of skilled and savage demons. Demons eager for revenge.

      Teams all joining this very same tournament.

      Pearl. Mother.

      They would be avenged. Soon. Very soon.
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      Fog smothered my home village of Green Haven like alfredo sauce should smother pasta, and no one made better sauce like Pa last night. Really amazing it was. Good enough to power me to my best even now, early the next morning.

      Since, even with this fog today, I needed all the help I could get. It was so thick, so muggy hot you didn’t need a band of bandits to get yourself mugged. The fog would do it for free. Less bleeding that way too.

      But less fun. Less training practice too.

      No wonder Master Marshall planned to hit me with both today.

      This winding path was only a couple arm spans wide but was smooth flat granite. A few pebbles here and there. Some dirt. But not slippery. Not today. Thankfully. No rain for weeks now. And we could use some rain. Soon.

      Very soon. The crops might even start failing this summer, at this rate.

      Only a short curb on the right side warned of the sheer deadly fall beyond that stubby curb. This cliff face path was far higher than the dense forest of spearish pines below.

      Pines that spiced the air nice and wonderful even up here. Made each and every breath a wonderful experience in itself. Breathes that were so much easier ever since I lost my fat reserves a couple months ago in a big crazy fight.

      Even after I started finally regaining those reserve, especially more and more lately.

      The sheer cliffs of dark granite loomed high over my left side. Part of the mountain ridge that protectively encircled the pine forest below and spread out within the pine forest, my home village of Green Haven.

      The cliffs themselves were as steep and dangerous as this latest challenge Master Marshall sent against me. Besides the band of bandits coming my way soon. Very, very soon I bet. Along with another few “secret” challenges on top of the usual morning sprint. All for the sake of my sword training. Improving my techniques.

      All of them. Footwork. Breathing. The basics.

      And more than the basics. Like my Phantom Blade Techniques. The advanced ability to move so fast, in such a quick burst, that it left a realistic afterimage for a short time. Not really magic. But not really pure physical brawn either.

      Something in between.

      Something anyone can do with enough training—but very few could handle the training, even here, in all of Green Haven, an out-of-the-way village where everyone knew some kind of martial art.

      Only my best buddy Dedrick Knight could handle it—and even he struggled to master it.

      But Dedrick did master the lean and mean look complete with deadpan expression and quiet badass air around him.

      Unlike me. Especially now that my fat reserves were finally coming back.

      Back with a vengeance.

      Thanks at least partly to a breakfast like today’s. I wolfed down nearly a dozen eggs scrambled perfectly tender and creamy smooth served with loads of bacon strips fried to the crispy death.

      My stomach had even growled politely for more—but no.

      Training still came first.

      Especially now. Now that Pa and Master Marshall confirmed my days in Green Haven were numbered. Only so much time before I had to leave for some fated journey to some fated blah blah blah.

      But the important part—lots of big powerful enemies coming for me.

      Me and anyone who came with me—like Dedrick would.

      So strapped to my barrel-wide-load of a waist was my trusty demon-sealing crimson saber. And as gorgeous as its sleek red blade was, only four of its originally thirteen sparkling diamonds were still underneath its guard.

      The other nine were hidden by Master Marshall. To be earned back the usual way.

      Through training and hard work.

      All because those thirteen diamonds were actually demigems, not diamonds.

      So each of the thirteen demigems could store a defeated demon girl within itself. Let me use that demon girl’s powers as my own, in theory, and have them serve me to a degree too, if I was that kind of asshole, which I wasn’t, but it wasn’t all for nothing.

      As long as they swore fealty to me, they could feast on all my victories. Each victory would make them grow stronger and stronger. Help them awaken more and more of their demonic powers as well.

      So it would make them grow far stronger, far quicker than how much they could grow on their own. Supposedly. Compared the usual training ways.

      Normally.

      Except Master Marshall had removed all seven demigems with demons in them. For now. Training the demon girls within them in a different way. Supposedly.

      So as I dashed along this winding cliff face path, I couldn’t help but glance again and again at the giant oval ruby down along the center of the hilt.

      The super-polished, super-smooth ruby was carved like a dragon eye, or a serpent eye, with a dark vertical slit in the center, but right now it was just a blank vacant staring eye right now. The hilt, styled after a dragon head, even had a gap there for that dragon-eye ruby.

      But without any demon girls within the remaining six demigems, that dragon eye in the hilt wouldn’t glow.

      Worse Master Marshall ordered me to avoid binding any more demon girls as blade genies. Not until he granted me permission to do that again. Capture or kill. Do NOT bind.

      Why ... I had no idea.

      Yet.

      The thin cliff path was barely wide enough to fit me. Let alone anyone else.

      Even Dedrick.

      So—a sudden gust of wind into my face? Wind carrying the strong sharp scent of pine syrup, more like pine sap, but also ... mink?

      What the ...

      That’s when a scream rang out ahead of me.

      A girl’s scream.
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      No time. I sprinted up the winding cliffside path. Faster and faster.

      As fast as I could go.

      Faster than Pa at any pretty thing that could cook.

      Faster than Princess Dashee for cooked chicken anything.

      Even faster than me whenever I dashed for scrambled eggs smothered with that most perfect of spiced cheeses, that cheddar spiced eye-weepingly and tongue-flamingly strong with double doom boom peppers.

      But this dense fog got denser and denser. Thicker and thicker. Whiter and white.

      As white as bleached bones white.

      It should improve my footwork, and reaction time, at least according to Master Marshall, even if that clearly wasn’t the only challenge coming my way—more like challenge I was dashing into.

      Full speed ahead.

      Probably trouble from those bandits. Judging from the strong scent of pine syrup. Supposedly the bandits were actually living mannequins of pine and pine sap serving as bandits. Their intelligence was limited. Just like their techniques and skills in them.

      But with new witches and warriors in town for the last week no telling how those mannequins were upgraded.

      And no doubt Master Marshall had them upgraded.

      Thanks to the sudden wind to my back I dashed even faster. Quicker and quicker.

      No other screams,

      Yet.

      Was I too late?

      Or was it a trap?

      A trap would only even the odds. A little. Those mannequins would soon be compost.

      Until I got a sudden whiff of the foxy scent carried by the wind to my back. No mistaking the scent of Princess Dashee. That pink-haired beauty was coming up behind me.

      Quickly.

      No doubt still serving as a rival and distraction during my training.

      And why Master Marshall not just humored, but insisted Princess Dashee dress like the most scantily clad concubine ever. As in outright undies in public. As in so scandalous no other girl in the village ever dared to copy her.

      And wow, in the last couple of weeks, was she eager to drive me stupid with lust.

      Me and every other guy in Green Haven.

      I even caught Dedrick glancing a bit on the long side at her, and he never glanced like that ever at Vivian, or any other girl in Green Haven.

      Even Samson Pounds ogled the princess plenty—even if he clearly could only manage glances at her bushy fox tail or huge fox ears from the sides of her head, where humans would have their ears.

      He just was so, so sheepish around girls outside the arena.

      And that guy was brutishly huge. The strongest musclebound giant of a human in all of Green Haven. He was even able to juggle boulders with ease, but ask him to speak to a pretty girl and well, my last dare to do so ended quickly.

      Too quickly with his bronze skin went full scarlet.

      Poor guy could only stutter a dozen paces away in the general direction of the princess.

      Just like back then a few days ago, now, here on this foggy cliff, Princess Dashee and her bubbly sweet laugh cackled out from over a dozen paces behind me.

      Ot so it seemed.

      Best not assume she was so far away.

      Her own Phantom Blade Technique, just like mine, let her use illusions from sudden swift speed bursts and even, after enough training this last couple of weeks, somehow she, just like me last month, could now hide the sound of her footsteps.

      Of course Master Marshall armed her with a trusty elfsteel practice blade. Strong enough to handle regular sparring matches against my crimson blade—as long as I didn’t focus on trying to break hers.

      Something Master Marshall insisted I try, but at my own risk, since if I failed, well. Not just more training, but some of my best meals would go toward her own. Especially the handful spiced with double doom boom peppered cheddar.

      But I knew better than to dwell on that.

      Especially since I was fully permitted, and encouraged even, to go full gropy pervert on her. Try to throw her off, and wow, despite her agreeing to it, and even adding sessions of sexy cuddly time if I managed to win, and even more then mere cuddly time if I won by distracting her with those gropes ...

      Heart.

      Racing.

      Stupid.

      Racing faster than my own legs springing up this very pathway.

      Just as another scream rang out.

      The same girl.

      Ahead of me. A dozen paces ahead of me.

      (Still?)

      This path started curving constantly left and right, up and down, bobbing in and out and around the shifting jagged cliff faces of the mountain ridge that surrounded Green Haven.

      One distraction at the wrong moment and bye-bye Miles Mayhem.

      No way the raggy little fence of pine posts could stop my fat boy body from charging through and off the cliff. Not if I made a mistake at the wrongest of moments.

      This path and its constantly zigzagging ways was so much like my experience with Princess Dashee these last couple of months..

      Two months ago we met as enemies, and yet, by now, two months later, after I defeated her twice, a month apart, we were now on the verge of actual girlfriend-boyfriend relationship of the sexy fun sort, kinda.

      She was still technically a prisoner for now. The collars around her neck, wrists, and hands limited where she could go and what she could do, but if she won our final full rematch coming up in the next day or so ...

      Even Master Marshall promised to let her go free.

      So that sinister giggle closing in on me, Princess Dashee was definitely catching up, and quickly, illusion or not, she definitely wouldn’t want to lose again.

      Since then, even Master Marshall agreed, Princess Dashee would go through with her other oath.

      An oath to go full concubine cutie for me and only me.

      Loyally and faithfully bound to her oath through magic inspiring crazy strong lust toward me no matter what happened. Magic that, for one, protected her virginity, and gave her an extra special boost in power.

      Fucked up but hey, she was the one who insisted on that oath, and upholding it.

      The fog sudden grew so thick I could barely see my own hands in front of me.

      Forget seeing the path. Or the fences along the side.

      It was too thick to continue full speed.

      Until that unknown girl screamed. Screamed dozens of paces behind me?!
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      Over a decade since Jazzy Lazuli stepped foot in Green Haven but climbing the mountain ridge surrounding her home village ... same hidden footholds, same subtle hand holds, and all more than enough effort to ache her hands and toes as painfully as it did back as an untrained little tomboy over a decade ago.

      But no regrets wearing these fingerless gloves of stretchy snug leather.

      And not just because they were a brilliant azure blue. Just like their bronze knuckles. Each bronze knuckle was shaped like a cutesy fat heart.

      The feel of the dark hot granite cliffs. So sleek. So smooth.

      Except for the hidden holds.

      No chance she’d spot those holds any other way then feel for them. Her memory was good but not that good.

      Strange how there were knobs of melting ice along the way. Ice still rough enough to serve as some extra foot holds. Speeding up her climb but ... okay, normally that meant there was an intruder, but with that once-in-a-decade tournament coming up in a few days ...

      A worthy opponent, probably, if they get passed the next two barriers.

      The fog up here was almost as dense as her childhood bestie Miles Mayhem always was. Perfect for an ambush—if Jazzy really was as human as she looked. No need to change her eyes into their serpent form. To see heat too.

      No.

      Not yet.

      Her training awakened her aura sense. Like a sixth sense. The ability to detect danger without consciously
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redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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