


Enslaved Eight #7: Blinding Faith
“You look troubled,” Alissa said, slipping into the Baron's room. Ivan was standing on his 
balcony, looking out and over the flickering electric lights that cut through the deep 
shadow of Mordengard night. The light was proof of cities he had wrestled from Soviet 
dereliction into the modern era. 

“You have more experience with the occult than I,” Ivan said. He paused. There was a glass of
spirits in his hand and he returned to the room, poured his sister a small neat glass and 
handed it to her. “Do you believe in god?” 

“As in a singular god, or many?” she asked, accepting the glass. “We have seen gods, you 
and I. Fought them. We even saw a god die.” 

“Ra, yes. The Egyptians.” 

“Quite.” 

“Can one have faith in the wake of certainty?” Ivan asked, and his sister, curious, stayed 
silent. “I became agnostic as a contrarian of the Soviets and their state-sponsored atheism. 
Later, I left that childish reasoning behind in the wake of simple experience.” 

“We have been to other worlds,” Alissa nodded. “We have fought alongside and against 
gods.” 

“We have,” Ivan agreed. “So, where does one draw the line? Does god exist?” 

“Many do,” Alissa shrugged. “Few are of any real import. What bothers you this night?”    

He paused, looking at his sister. They had fallen into an easy comraderie, and it bothered him
to think that he could not imagine his life without her at this point. He knew she shared the 
same misgivings, both of them used to solitary pursuits and now relying on one another as 
sober second thought. 

She should know. 

“Legacy's allies sometimes have an angel among them,” Ivan said the words slowly. “She is, so
far as I know, an actual angel – a girl who died and was reborn with wings, who found 
weapons in Peru that belonged to the ancient Templar order. I've looked into her as much 
as I can, and everything she claims she is appears to be true.” 

“I am... familiar with her,” Alissa frowned. “We've had brief altercations. She was facing 
against a group of vampires calling themselves the Court of Blood.” 

“I've heard of them.” 

“They are monstrous.” Alissa sighed and finished the drink in her hand. “What would you 
know of her? Is she an angel?” 

“Yes.” 

“No.” 

Ivan paused, staring at her. “You sound very certain.” 

“I am,” Alissa nodded. “She does not know it, but she's part of a group of beings called 
the Host. Ultraterrestials operating as spiritual concepts. She, a spirit of judgment, entered 
the body of a dead girl and became that dead girl.” 

“She is starting to come after us, I think.” 

“Then we must deal with that.” Alissa paused, held out her cup and let Ivan refill it. “I think I
have an idea. My shadow?” 



What was left of the Wraith emerged from the shadows, crawling to his sister's side and 
kneeling, her head bowed. 

“I will have need of you for this.” Alissa ran her hand through the messy tangle of the 
Wraith's hair, cupped her cheek lovingly. The Wraith said nothing; she had not been given leave 
to speak. “Would you like a pet angel, brother? To make up for all those birthdays we were
apart.” 

“I would,” he said.  

 

Fanatic. 

That's what they called her. The faithless. The demons. The monsters. The sinners. Fanatic. As if
by insulting her faith they could make themselves superior and cleanse the damnation from 
their souls. 

She knew better. 

Her name was Helena. A nun had named her. She had been killed as a child, run over by a 
truck. She had risen from death without a scratch, bones knitting themselves together. The 
doctors were terrified by the miracle of her recovery. She had been a child and she had 
seen the glory of heaven and none of them could understand – she barely understood. She
had a Divine Mission. She had no parents, no family, so she had asked to be remanded into the
custody of a church. 

She had studied there, come into the fires of adolescence. Other girls and orphans came 
into the worries of sexual maturity. She came into the glory of her wings and the searing 
might of heaven. She had demanded the nuns do more than hide behind their walls but their 
strength had not been strong enough to bear her. Fanatic. Disgusted, she left them. 

Her faith led her to a secret enclave prepared by the Knights Templar centuries ago, far 
from their base of power in France and undisturbed in the centuries since. She found their 
arms and armor and texts, learning to fight, learning the mission, learning her Purpose. She
left the innocence of girlhood behind and accepted her duty as a literal Angel of the Lord.
She took up arms and armor. 

On the day she left, she awoke covered in blood, a longsword beside her marked with the 
script of heaven. 

It was a sign of God's favor. Her Mission had begun. Her Destiny was true. 

There were so many crimes and criminals in this world, so many innocents. She protected the
latter and sent the former to their final reward. She started with small things but realized 
that she was meant for greater things, weightier conflicts. She flew around the world, 
helping other heroes and paragons, uncovering deceit, liars, corrupters. So many who acted
in the name of God. So many that drew the innocent into corruption. 

She brought with her their reward – purifying flame and holy sword. 

They died screaming. 

When people asked her who she was she told them the truth: she was an Angel of the Lord. 
But she could hear the whispers in her wake – Fanatic. Those she saved. Those she hunted. 
Those she killed. Her allies. Her enemies. Fanatic. 

She stood side by side with the greatest champions in all of Creation when OblivAeon came to
end the world and one of her closest friends died in her arms. He held the moniker of an 



Egyptian god but she had learned he was a mortal man with a powerful relic, some ancient 
magic from a bygone age. She could not help him, only soothe his passing. His final words 
had been for her: “I have always believed in you.” 

Fanatic. 

That's what they called her. She accepted it. That would be her name, her title. 

Her judgment. 

And then some of the champions she knew went missing. The Wraith. The Harpy. Tachyon. Unity. 
There was a larger game at play. She hunted down the likes of Apostate, the Courts of 
Blood, even the Seer. It was the later that had brought her to the damned nation men called
Mordengard and it's thrice-damned ruler, the Baron Blade. 

For seven days and seven nights she investigated the borderlands of this nation, learning 
all she needed to. She was certain of the Baron's guilt. She had everything she needed to 
bring him to justice. She was flying now, flying to the capital of this nation. The castle was in
sight. She would find the mortal man Ivan Ramonat and she would rescue her allies and they
would, all of them, know judgment.  

“Hold, Fanatic!” 

She looked. There. On the parapets, a woman with a sword stood trembling, saluting her. She
flew down to the woman, her own sword in hand, her halo bright as the sun. 

“What would you, mortal?” Fanatic demanded. 

“A duel,” the woman asked. “For my soul, a duel.” 

Fanatic looked into the woman's soul and found her worthy. She looked around and saw 
none of the Baron's tricky technological traps waiting for her. She touched down, saluting 
the woman – her courage, her bravery. 

“How are you called?” Fanatic asked. 

“Wren,” the woman said, eyes wide, hand shaking. She wanted this so badly. “Wren Slayer.” 

“I will pray over you after you have fallen,” Fanatic said, and then she attacked. 

The mortal was good, a fine example of mortal training and skill. She was fast and quick 
and powerful. She knew her sword as an extension of herself and, should she have faced 
another mortal, Fanatic believed she would have won – but she did not face a mortal. She 
stood across and in the way of an Angel of the Lord, and it did not take Fanatic long to 
put the woman in her place, to strike her down to the earth. 

“Yield, worthy adversary, that you might find a better cause to devote yourself to,” Fanatic 
declared. “I would not see you fall forever this day.” 

“I will never yield!” Wren trembled, lifting her chin and exposing her throat. 

“I will pray for you when you are gone,” Fanatic hymned, and thrust forward. 

And stumbled because her sword was gone. 

“Wow, this is so cool!” 

She looked behind her. Another mortal, this one in rumpled finery, held a half-empty bottle 
of soured grapes in one hand and her sword in the other. He was staring at it in wonder. 

“Holy shit!” he said, his eyes going wide. “Are you a real life angel? For serious?” 

“Mortal, I know not how you have done this thing, but you will give me back what is mine,” 
Fanatic threatened. The drunkard held up his hands, struggling to lift her weapon. 

“Yeah, no, come and take it, I'm not a fighter,” the man stammered, taking a step backwards 
and dragging her sword on the ground. She scowled at him, flew to him, snatched it from 
his grasp. 



Was shot in the shoulder. 

“What treachery is this?!” she demanded. She could feel the light and warmth of holy fire 
simmering in her eyes, her halo and wings flaring up and out. An old man was staring down
at her with a large rifle. He fired at her again and she parried it with her blade, parried it 
again and took to the air, flew to him. 

Was caught in a winding mass of obsidian tendrils. 

They slipped under her armor, over her skin, dragging her, pressing her, slithering around 
her. She roared in fury, looking wild for their source. A pool of darkness rippled below 
her, birthing the tendrils, and at its foot was a bound woman, on her knees, invoking some 
profanity. 

“How dare you,” Fanatic seethed. Her holy flame cut through the darkness, giving her back 
control as she flew towards the sacrifice, the magus, her enemy. 

The woman was bound, hands encased in thick gloves, blindfolded, her hands spread and tied
to posts, her legs bound together. She looked like an offering, like she was offering 
herself to dark powers. Her hair and skin were matted with sweat, eyes concealed behind a 
strip of leather, her lips parted, panting and wet. 

“Fanatic,” the woman gasped, and the angel could see the strain of consciouesness and 
control. This woman was a power, perhaps, but she was only mortal. 

“You cannot stop an Angel of the Lord,” Fanatic said. “You cannot stop judgment.” 

The woman smiled. 

Tendrils swarmed forth, wrapping around Fanatic, attempting to wrestle her, bind her. She 
was pulled to the earth, pulled to the side, her sword pulled from her hands. She burned 
them with the power of her faith, cutting through the darkness with holy light and flame, but
still the tendrils came. Still the tendrils were destroyed. 

Her armor was ripped. The cloth beneath it torn. The tendrils slithered around her head, 
down and across her flesh, circling her breasts,  her hips, her belly. They tried to drive the
air from her lungs. They tried to tease her. She was shocked – not that this was happening, 
but that anyone would dare try and do this to her. 

“You will burn in hell for eternity,” Fanatic promised. 

The woman said nothing. 

A surge of holy fire cut through them, freeing Fanatic. A wave and a riptide of darkness 
caught her as she rose into the air, pulled her down, tried to pull her under. She fought 
free. 

There was a brilliant purple-pink light. 

“What is-?” she started to ask. 

She recognized it a moment before it struck her: Baron Blade's orbital laser. She could not
dodge. She could not move. The light enveloped her, and then everything was darkness. 

 

She awoke naked and bound to a wall. 

Her wrists were covered in some kind of metal she did not know, the chains rattling as she 



got to her feet. She could move around a bit. Her legs were free. She pulled at the chains 
and a jolt of electricity shot through her, shocking her until she fell steaming to all 
fours.    

“That will happen whenever the chains are pulled taut.” 

She glared at the speaker, stood on unsteady feet so she could better look him in the eye. 

“Baron Blade,” she hissed. “Ivan Ramonat.” 

“I am he,” Ivan said. He was sitting behind a desk of complex electronics that she did not 
understand. More electronics loomed over her from behind him. The woman who had been 
bound was bound no longer beside him. 

And the swordswoman. 

“Free me,” Fanatic commanded Wren. “This is beneath you.” 

“No, no, no it's not,” said Wren. She started to pace, fidget, nervous. “I'm not sorry. I'm not!
You deserve this!!” 

“Shhhh,” Ivan said, going to Wren and hugging her, soothing her. “It's okay. You're okay.” 

Fanatic stared. The Wren girl was terrified of her but took solace from the villain? Madness.

“This is madness,” Fanatic declared. 

“Is it?” the woman asked, the one who had been bound. “We have shown her and all the 
people of this country only kindness. The people here have the highest standard of living in 
the world. They believe in whatever gods they wish. They are educated, healthy, fulfilled. 
Nowhere else on earth will you find a country so close to heaven, and yet you would 
attack us?” 

“You are villains.” 

“According to who?” Ivan asked, letting Wren sit in his chair and turning to face Fanatic's 
judgment. “Have we attacked anyone? Ever? We have defended ourselves from outside attacks
such as yours.” 

“I know you have the Wraith,” Fanatic challenged. “I know you have the Harpy, and Tachyon, 
and Unity.” 

“They attacked us, like you did,” the woman said, and smiled. “And they found the truth of 
things for themselves. Let us help you, Helena.” 

Fanatic glared at her and seethed, pulling her chains, testing them. She fell as she was 
shocked, wings flaring, twitching as she curled in one herself. 

It hurt. It hurt but she stood anyway. Proud and defiant. 

“Do your worst.” 

The serrated blades cut through her wings and pinned them to the wall. Fanatic screamed, 
tried to flap her wings, pulled to break free. The castle shuddered as the fought and 
pulled. She closed her eyes, focusing her strength, hearing the chains strain to hold her. 

A gentle touch on her cheek.. 

“There is a cluster of nerves,” the Wraith whispered, pressing down just behind Fanatic's jaw,
“right here.” 

Fanatic buckled. She buckled. Pain and pleasure warred within her body, the Wraith haunting 
her with ghostly touches, tracing her musculature, her nervous system, drumming on nerves,
heightening pleasure and pain. She screamed and even she didn't know if it was from agony 
or ecstasy and the Wraith was just getting started. Fanatic gathered her strength, hating the
weakness in her question, her plea: 

“Why are you...?” 



“Shhh.” 

The Wraith touched her lips, kissed her, the hand that was on her lips circling her cheeks. 
She felt cool to Fanatic's fever, a balm to the weight of Fanatic's faith. The Wraith didn't pull, 
or tug, or hurt. Gentle presses with light fingers and Fanatic was panting, whimpering, 
unsure whether she wanted to needed more. 

Fanatic begged the Wraith no to remove her armor but the Wraith did it anyway, one buckle 
and strap at a time, trailing small kisses and smaller touches on each revealed bit of flesh.
Fanatic was not used to this, had never been touched like this, and trapped to endure this 
vicious seduction she did not know what to do. Her skin burned, her skin crawled, she 
wanted the Wraith to stop and pressed her body towards those fingers, those teasing 
fingers, those questing fingers and those wet wet lips... 

“Let there be,” Ivan Ramonat said, and the walls around them sprung to light and life.  

She hadn't even known he was there. Watching. Watching as the Wraith touched her, traced her,
carved rivers of sweltering throbbing desire across her flesh. 

And yet. 

And yet. 

“How do you know how to do this?” asked Fanatic. 

“A good question,” Ivan echoed. 

“She was like this when I got her,” Alissa shrugged. 

Televisions on the wall showed Fanatic visions of herself, captured footage of her 
adventures – facing off against... against... There were villains she had destroyed. There 
were. She could not remember them but there was A world she had saved. Wasn't there? 

All the footage ended up focusing on the ones she failed. 

Bodies in the wreckage. Whole realities torn to nothing. The Countess Elizabeth Bathory 
drinking her blood. Apostate and the Seer slithering doubt into her mind and costing her 
so much, costing her to fail those who would then lose everything. She saw their suffering. 
She saw the pain they endured because she failed. 

The Wraith never stopped touching her, but the scales slipped towards pain over pleasure. 
She shuddered, shook, tried to pull away but was teased back to pleasure, struck down 
with pain, only to be punished with pleasure once more. 

“I wouldn't dream of lying to you,” Ivan said, his tone conversational. “You have done more 
good for this world than harm, but you have done harm. You have been tricked before, and 
in your great struggle you forget the innocent that suffer in your wake.” 

“And... a-and you doooOOooo be... bet.aaaAAAaa..”   

“Yes,” Ivan said, and the screen changed again, showing her the proof. “I do better. I do 
not forget anyone, not one sinle person. I respect that other people choose not to live 
under my protection, but those that choose to be here enjoy a higher quality of life than 
they would anywhere else in the world. Satisfaction. Health. Education. I provide this. I craft
it. You may want to believe otherwise, but facts don't care about your faith.” 

The Wraith was pleasuring her again, riding her to a crescendo as the images around her 
showed the people of Mordengard flourishing – families together and smiling, people being
education from childhood to adulthood, pursuing their passions. They were happy. All of them
were happy. 

Pain flared up again as she saw people left devastated and broken after attacks by Legacy, 
the Freedom Five, Legacy, herself. She whimpered and tried to close her eyes and look way 
but the Wraith and her touches wouldn't let her, forced her eyes open as she moaned and 
cried, shaking, so close, right on the edge, the very verge of 





Broken people being fixed with prostethics they would never have to pay for and being 
taught how to use them. People getting what they needed when they needed it to live their 
best lives, vibrant lives full of culture, music, creativity, love. 

“You deserve this,” Ivan said. “You deserve to be loved.” 

Fanatic whimpered, begged, the Wraith slapping her thighs open, spreading her, embracing her,
driving her mad with need. She needed this. She needed this. 

“Your religion says women and angels are subservient to the sons of Adam,” Ivan said. 
“what are you?” 

“Sub... subservient.” 

“To whom...?” 

“To... t-to...,” she paused, looking at him He was standing on a podium, staring down at her 
while images of her greatest failures washed over them both, blannketed them both. The 
Wraith was still touching her. The Wraith was still touching her and, if she could have, she 
would have pressed her whole being into the Wraith's talented hands. The Wraith met her eyes.

I promise. 

“I am subservient to the sons of Adam,” whimpered Fanatic, finally. “I am...” 

She came. 

She came and she came and she came. 

The Wraith drove Fanatic to blistering high of pleasure, to the vista of heaven itself. 

And, in the end, she stood before the tamed angel, holding the sword Absolution in her 
hand. She saluted Alissa Elhazred and Baron Ivan Ramonat, bowed her head and said, simply: 

“It is done.” 

Next Issue: Missying the Night!!


