
        
            
                
            
        

    


Duty before pride.

After  saving  the  prince  from  certain  death  and  convincing  the  sun priests that he’s not dead but in magical stasis, a high priest of the Lord of Night should have time to relax and enjoy his tryst with the captain of the palace guard. Between the nobles blackmailing him over his past and the sun priests intent on staking and beheading the prince (to save his soul), Rak’s  in  deeper  trouble  than  ever.  And  to  make  matters  worse,  the captain doesn’t even remember their tryst.

The  unauthorized  reproduction  or  distribution  of  this  copyrighted work  is  illegal.  Criminal  copyright  infringement,  including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is  punishable  by  up  to  5  years  in  federal  prison  and  a  fine  of $250,000. 

 

Please  purchase  only  authorized  electronic  editions,  and  do  not participate  in  or  encourage  the  electronic  piracy  of  copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated. 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance  to  actual  events  or  locales  or  persons,  living  or  dead,  is entirely coincidental.

The Great Rabbit Hunt

Copyright © 2012 AC Elas

ISBN: 978-1-77111-357-1

Cover art by Angela Waters

Al  rights  reserved.  Except  for  use  in  any  review,  the  reproduction  or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical  or  other  means,  now  known  or  hereafter  invented,  is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

Published by eXtasy Books

Look for us online at:

www.eXtasybooks.com

The Great Rabbit Hunt

The Dark Servant Book 3

By

AC Elas

For my parents, who have always encouraged me. 




Chapter One Avtappi Hunting

Firday, the 28th of Evphormon

Murson armed his acolytes with a variety of golden items—staves, chains, nets, al with sun symbols prominently displayed. “Capture those demon horses so they can be dealt with properly.”

“If  there  are  demon  horses,  why  aren’t  there  sun  horses?”  Nithios asked.

“There  are sun horses,” snorted Chand. “Pegasi. And hippocampi, like in the fountain.”

“Then why don’t  we have them?” asked Nithios. “Ain’t fair demons get to ride and we don’t! If we had pegasi to ride, this would be easier.”

“Stop complaining and capture those evil creatures before they eat our parishioners,” snarled Murson, shoving them towards the plaza.

Two of the demon horses, the grey ones, were biting at the streams of water jetting out of the fountain. The black monster was stalking a stray chicken,  head  down  and  menace  writ  large  in  his  posture.  The  acolytes stood shuffling their feet, careful not to look at the senior priest. Murson prayed for patience aloud.

“Why does he always do that? Are his prayers never heard?” Nithios asked. “And how are we supposed to catch those things?”

Murson glared at him. “Do you not have a lick of sense? Use the chains as ropes, the staffs to defend yourselves, and pin them with the nets. Go!”

“You first,” Avontos muttered as an explosion of feathers marked the end  of  the  black  beast’s  hunt.  Their  fear  of  Murson’s  wrath  proved greater than their fear of the demon horses and they trooped out into the plaza glumly.

The  onlookers  greeted  them  with  triumphant  gratidude.  The  acolytes straightened and looked important, clutching their golden weapons.

“You’re the smart one. Go ahead.” Nithios nudged Chard.

Chard  divided  them  into  three  teams,  one  for  each  demon  horse.

“Berly,  you’re  with Avontos  and  Nithios.  Take  the  light  grey  one. You three, take the blue grey, and my team wil take the black one.”

The acolytes chased the avtappi around the plaza. They made a huge commotion,  and  before  long  bets  were  being  placed.  The  two  grey avtappi were clearly enjoying themselves. Each would wait, ears pricked and  tail  swishing,  until  the  acolytes  were  just  within  reach.  Snorting smoke, the avtappi would then bolt away a few paces and stop, starting the cycle al over again.

Vyld trotted merrily in circles, lapping his chasers and nipping the backs of their robes. Every time he succeeded, he made a noise that sounded like  a  squeal  of  laughter  and  trotted  off  in  a  different  direction.  He  hurt only the acolytes’ egos, and the crowd laughed each time he jerked them back by their robes, making their limbs flail.

From his vantage point by the doors, Murson watched the ruckus with his arms crossed over his chest, an expression of sheer disgust on his face.

He could see that the acolytes were getting nowhere, and making fools of themselves  in  the  process.  Their  inability  to  catch  the  demon  horses reflected poorly upon the Sun Temple, so Murson took further action.

He  produced  a  chicken,  and  holding  it  in  the  crook  of  his  arm,  he waved  his  free  hand  over  it  and  murmured  quietly.  He  then  tossed  it flapping  and  squawking  down  the  steps.  The  chicken  scuttled  off, attracting the attention of al three avtappi. Vrema, the closest, began to stalk the bird.



   


Rak stepped out of the temple, his hood up to shade his eyes from the bright  sun.  He  hated  to  leave  the  sleeping  captain,  but  Vyld’s  images concerned him. He glared at Murson and said, “You again. What are your people doing to my avtappi?” In the plaza, Vrema caught the chicken with her climbing claws and ate it in typical messy fashion.

“Filthy  demon  and  your  filthy  monsters!  Begone  from  here!”  Murson spat.

“Surprisingly enough, your attempt to banish me has failed,” said Rak cooly.

“And  you’l  pay,  fiend! You   and your creatures!” Murson waved his staff.

Rak looked bored. “No doubt. In the meantime, you should take your baby sun priests back into your nice sunny temple and beseech your sun lord for some brains.”

Murson  shook  his  staff  at  Rak  and  proclaimed,  “By  this  time tomorrow, one of you wil be dead!”

Vrema  groaned  in  sudden  pain.  Rak’s  attention  switched  to  her immediately.  “Dead?  Poison?”  He  ran  down  the  steps  towards  the stricken beast.

Zala  whinnied  in  distress,  and  Vyld  squealed  in  rage,  pawing  the ground.  He  charged  Murson  in  a  threatening  display,  but  stopped  short when Rak raised a hand. The stalion’s cloven  hooves  raised  sparks  on the  cobblestones,  and  he  tossed  his  long  black  mane  and  blew  a  great gust of steamy smoke. The acolytes swarmed into the Sun Temple, nearly knocking Murson over in their hasty retreat from the monsters.

Rak stroked Vrema’s shoulder. “Sa’sa, girl. Can you throw it up?”

Zala butted her sister’s gut hard, and chicken innards landed atop the remaining blood and feathers.

“Thank  you,  Zala.”  Rak  urged  Vrema  back  to  the  palace  stables.

“Come  on,  girl. You  need  a  cool,  dark  stal  and  water,”  he  murmured.

“You can rest there, not here. Just a little further.”

Zala  stayed  close  to  her  sister,  ready  to  support  the  poisoned  mare.

Vyld  hovered,  guarding  them  al.  His  blazing  eyes  and  flashing  fangs quickly cleared a path through the daytime crowd thronging the road. Rak paid little attention to anything other than Vrema, trusting his alies to know where  to  go.  It  didn’t  take  as  long  as  he  feared  to  walk  from  the  Sun Temple  to  the  palace.  Even  with  Vrema’s  slow,  debilitated  pace,  they made it in less than an hour.

Kennit ran out as soon as Rak and the avtappi entered the stable yard.

“M’lord,  we  was  gettin’  worried,”  he  started,  and  took  a  good  look  at Vrema. “She’s hurt, m’lord!”

“Poison,” said Rak. “I wil need the hose and charcoal.”

Kennit  dashed  inside  as  Rak  led  Vrema  into  the  dim  coolness  of  the stable. Most of the horses were out in the pastures, which suited Rak. He led  Vrema  into  her  stal,  piled  high  with  fresh,  sweet-smeling  straw.

Kennit’s  care  was  evident  everywhere.  The  water  barrel  had  been scrubbed and refiled, the feed bucket was clean, and there was fresh hay in  the  manger.  Kennit  brought  the  supple  leather  hose  and  the  ground charcoal, and Rak made quick work of administering it to Vrema.

While they waited for Vrema to vomit, Rak said, “I am pleased with the condition of their stals. Thank you, Kennit.”

“Aw, t’is nothing but my duty, m’lord,” demurred the boy.

Rak smiled at him and tousled his hair. “I stil appreciate it.”

Vrema began to heave, and soon Rak and Kennit were left to clean up the mess. Once the avtappi had cleared the charcoal, Rak put his hands on  her  sides  and  concentrated,  caling  his  power.  It  flowed  into  Vrema and  neutralized  what  little  poison  remained  in  her  system.  Rak  stepped back,  fighting  his  exhaustion.  When  he  could  do  no  more,  Vrema  lay down  in  the  sweet  straw,  and  Zala  lay  down  beside  her,  sharing  her warmth.




Chapter Two The Price of Freedom

The  promise  Rak  had  made  to  Tebber  outweighed  his  fatigue,  so  he sought  out  Lord  Hasaviz,  Chancelor  Virien’s  assistant  and  the  palace slave trainer. He found the man in his office, surrounded by piles of ledger books and scrols in complete disarray. The assistant looked up at him as he walked in. “High Priest S’Rak, what do you want?”

Rak came to a stop before the desk. “I wish to purchase Tebber.”

Hasaviz  smiled  in  an  oily  sort  of  way.  “I  thought  the  Lord  of  Night didn’t permit slavery. Yet you wish to buy this slave? Why? Planning to indulge yourself now that you’re in a sun land? Planning to inflict the slave fire potions on another and watch them burn?”

“I wil have no servant who is unwiling.” Rak gazed at the man. “It is easier to buy the slave and then free him myself than to convince you to free him.”

“Ahh,  I  see,”  drawled  Hasaviz  as  he  leaned  back  in  his  seat.  “We obtained him as a child. Since then, we have trained and educated him, as we do al palace slaves. His resale value, on the open market, is around fifty royals.”

Rak puled a purse from a pocket and set it on the center of the table.

“Sixty  nomi,  and  you  wil  draw  up  the  transfer  of  property  and  the manumission papers for me. I desire this to be done properly.”

Hasaviz  glanced  at  the  purse  but  did  not  lift  it  from  the  table.  He smirked as he said, “I did not, however, say that Tebber was for sale.”

“What wil it take to convince you? More gold?” Rak’s jaw clenched as he glared at the slave trainer.

Hasaviz tilted his head to one side, regarding the priest with knowing eyes. “No, sixty  nomi wil do, provided that you offer one other thing to me.”

Rak’s brow furrowed. “And what would that be?”

Hasaviz’s eyes gleamed with savage interest. “I want  you.”

For  al  the  noise  about  same-sex  pairings  being  unclean,  Rak  knew them  to  be  common.  It  wasn’t  intercourse  that  the  House  of  Day  ruled against,  but  long-term  relationships  between  those  of  the  same  gender.

The purpose of a long-term partnering was to raise offspring, and same-sex  pairings  were  a  reproductive  dead  end.  When  it  came  to  simple intercourse, the deities of neither House were opposed.

In  human  terms,  however,  such  coupling  decreased  the  honor  of  the one receiving. In the frequent wars of the Riverland Kingdoms, captured soldiers were often put to the pleasure of the victorious. The decrease in the  captive’s  honor  had  a  corresponding  increase  in  the  captor’s.  Sex among men was a game of domination. The bottoms in a long-term same-sex  pairing  were  thought  to  be  no  better  than  sex  slaves.  And  in  this kingdom, the one being used could be legaly enslaved for it.

Rak  balked  at  Hasaviz’s  confidence.  The  dark  priest’s  smile  was  ice cold, but inside he was trembling. “What you ask has been ruled unclean by the House of Day.”

“I’ve named the price, high priest. Palace slaves are not for sale. I was wiling to make an exception for you, but if you’re not interested…” The slave trainer trailed off, watching Rak.

Rak felt the burning in his blood, the fires set in him by the Riverland slavers. He had a physical need for sex that could only be denied for so long.  But  he  was  not  so  desperate  that  he  would  lie  beneath  this  man wilingly. The captain had satisfied him in more ways than just the physical —he  had  treated  him  like  something  special.  “I  think  perhaps  the  king might  be  wiling  to  authorize  the  sale.  He  might  also  be  interested  in knowing about the non-monetary parts of the price you are demanding of me.”

“Perhaps,”  drawled  Hasaviz  with  a  smirk.  “Or  perhaps  he  would  be more interested in learning about your past, pet.”

“You  seem  to  think  I  have  something  to  hide,”  observed  Rak  in  the blandest  possible  tone.  The  nickname  pet  sent  a  cold  shiver  down  his back, causing his wings to tense and tremble.  Narvain, now king of Zoth, had caled him that while he’d held Rak’s leash .  Rak wondered about the extent of Hasaviz’s knowledge. He would deny it for as long as he could, but  where  had  the  slave  trainer  learned  of  his  past?  Was  Tebber’s description of the brands so detailed that Hasaviz was able to recognize them? Or was there another source of information?

Do  you  need  help?   murmured  Scorth  into  his  mind.  The  dragon’s mental presence calmed him and enabled his wings to stop rustling. Rak considered it a moment, but Scorth was unskiled at picking up the subtle nuances of human speech and the expressions used by nobles. He would be more a liability here. Scorth faded into the background of Rak’s mind, becoming a silent observer.

“Seem?  Think?”  Hasaviz  was  saying  as  Rak  finished  his  internal dialogue. “A priest’s tongue is smooth, but a former sex slave’s has been used for much more. Come back here after the nightly entertainment. You wil fulfil the fee if you want Tebber freed.” Hasaviz was taking his victory for granted.

“Why should I? What proof have you of your claims?” said Rak with a huffed laugh of surprise at the blatant order. “You have a high opinion of yourself.”

“Higher than that of Narvain’s pet,” said Hasaviz. “Would you like him to know of your whereabouts? He has agents here in Koilatha. Perhaps a trip back to Zoth can be arranged for you.”

“Narvain?”  Rak  sneered.  “Neither  he  nor  you  can  compete  with  the being  I  serve  now.”  The  mention  of  Narvain  filed  Rak  with  a  sense  of dread. He and Tyl had barely survived their escape from that man.

“There are more Gods than your Dark Lord. More powerful ones.”

“A  God  more  powerful  than  one  of  the  original  four?  That  is impossible. Even your precious Auranz is only Zotien’s equal.”

“More  powerful  here,”  replied  Hasaviz,  “in  a  land  devoted  to  the worship of the House of Day. Tread lightly, dark one, for my point stands, and if you do not please me, you wil regret it.” As Rak stared, Hasaviz added, “I say the word, and you are exposed to your father and the court as  a  sex  slave,  and  your  whereabouts  wil  become  known  to  Narvain.

Isn’t my little price preferable to that? My usage of you wil be discreet.”

“You wil not live long enough to tel anyone about me,” Rak promised, drawing his twin short swords.

“You  would  risk  your  mission  by  committing  murder?”  The  slave trainer’s tone was one of idle curiosity.

“Lord Zotien does not consider kiling slave masters to be murder.”

“But you are not in Zotien’s lands.” Hasaviz stared Rak down, waiting to see if the priest could bring himself to commit a cold-blooded act. “It is considered  murder  here.  My death would be investigated fuly, and you would be uncovered, and then there goes any hope for a trade agreement.

Your mission would fail, and you would face execution yourself.”

The  threat  of  death  didn’t  disturb  Rak,  but  the  thought  of  failing  his mission did. If he kiled this man, the mages would be caled in. The blood tie  between  murderer  and  victim  couldn’t  be  erased.  He  would  be accused  and  tried.  The  Justicers  determined  guilt  by  searching  the memories of the accused. They were never mistaken. So his options were limited. He could kil Hasaviz and face the consequences, or flee. In either case, the prince would die, and with it, the Victory Prophecy. Or he could accept the man’s price for silence.

“I would not use you like Narvain used you, pet,” Hasaviz cajoled.

Rak  scowled.  “Stop  caling  me  that.”  The  swords  found  their scabbards and slid home with little clicks. It realy was a non-choice for him.  His  duty  came  before  his  own  wants  and  needs.  “You  wil  sel Tebber to me, as you said?”

“So we have a deal?” Hasaviz asked. “You wil submit to my usage of you?”

“If  you  sel  Tebber,  ai,”  agreed  Rak,  shifting  his  weight  from  foot  to foot, wings rustling against his back.

“Swear it. Give me your oath that you are wiling to let me colar you and  use  you,  that  you  wil  obey  me  as  your  master  and  submit  to  my discipline fuly.”

“That is a very open-ended oath.”

“I swear that I wil let you go when our training session is over,” said Hasaviz. “Your choice is simple. Submit to me like the slave you are, or be  exposed  to  the  entire  court.  If  you’re  exposed  to  the  court  as  an escaped sex slave, and I know your flight from Zoth wasn’t a legal one, your colar wil never come off.”

Rak hissed out a breath. “The paperwork for Tebber first. Then I wil swear your oath.”

“Very  wel.”  The  slave  trainer  swept  Rak’s  purse  off  the  table  into  a drawer.  He  turned,  puled  out  several  scrols  and  a  ledger  book,  and quickly filed out the forms, referring to the ledger for details. At last he looked  over  his  work  and  nodded.  “Al  you  must  do  is  sign,”  he explained, pointing at the appropriate places.

Rak accepted the offered quil. Not wishing to spend an hour struggling through  the  foreign  text,  he  signed  the  documents  without  reading  them closely  and  pressed  his  nightstone  signet  onto  the  papers.  There  were four  copies  of  the  first  document,  but  five  of  the  second.  Hasaviz  kept three of each, and Rak took the rest.

Hasaviz set his copies aside. “Now, let’s have that oath.”

“First you swear that you wil not permanently colar me, nor injure my wings, nor disfigure me.”

“I so swear.”

Rak tucked his copies away and said, “I swear that I wil submit to you wilingly, that I am wiling to be bound by you, that I wil wear your colar and  obey  you,  that  I  wil  let  you  use  me,  and  that  I  wil  submit  to  your discipline fuly. This oath is only in effect for the duration of our sessions, not to exceed three hours a  mÝra, and wil be completely revoked if you violate your own sworn word to me or if my past becomes known to the Koilathan  court.”  He  knew  he  sounded  stilted  and  formal,  but  great precision  and  careful  wording  was  needed  due  to  the  First  Law  of  his God.

“What is a  mÝra?” Hasaviz asked testily.

“A ful cycle of dusk to dawn to dusk once more.”

“That  is  acceptable,”  said  Hasaviz.  “As  a  demon,  you  know  how  to make a summoning whistle, correct?”

“I cannot create the whistle, but I know how to blood bind it,” replied Rak, furrowing his brow. “What do you want to summon?”

“You,” said Hasaviz. “Unless you would rather I send a page when I wanted  you.  That  makes  it  much  harder  for  your  training  to  remain discreet. I have a whistle here.” He puled a smal, simple, wooden child’s toy whistle from a drawer. “Bind yourself to that.”

Rak picked up the whistle and tucked it into a pocket. “By morning, it wil be done.”

“Good. Now, the training room is through there.” Hasaviz pointed to the door behind him.

Rak looked at the door, then at the slave master.

“Your first session starts now,” said Hasaviz. “Strip. I want to see what I’m getting, what has happened over the years.”

“In here?” An odd dread caused Rak to drag his feet. He’d agreed to this,  but  under  duress.  He  couldn’t  risk  exposure,  nor  the  failure  of  his mission.

“Not in here, in there.” Hasaviz stood and opened the door, motioning for Rak to proceed. “Put your clothes in the cabinet.”




Chapter Three: Training

Rak entered the training room after a moment’s  hesitation  and  knew  he was committed. The room lacked the plaster and paneling of the rest of the  palace  rooms,  and  the  bare  stone  wals  were  unembelished.  There was  a  whipping  post  to  the  right  of  the  entrance  and  an  ornate,  fuly adjustable pleasure rack to the left. Padded beams and a wheel sat in one corner, and an assortment of chains and suspension poles dangled from the  ceiling.  There  was  another  door  opposite  the  one  leading  into Hasaviz’s office, but the rest of the wal space was filed with pegs and shelves.

Rak waited for Hasaviz to close and bar the door before he removed his  clothing.  He  folded  each  garment  and  placed  it  in  a  cabinet  Hasaviz opened.  The  slave  master  waited,  watching,  until  Rak  was  completely naked. Then the man approached and boldly laid his hands on him.

“At least you haven’t gotten fat,” Hasaviz sneered as he stroked Rak’s buttocks.  In  a  trained  reflex,  Rak  pushed  them  back  into  Hasaviz’s groping  hand.  The  slave  master  slapped  each  firm  cheek  with  a  quick stroke before he moved to Rak’s front. A finger traced along the stitched slice in Rak’s thigh before he wrapped his hand around Rak’s limp cock and tugged. “You always were on the smal side.”

Rak refused to look down as he grew erect in the man’s hand. “I am large for a Loftoni.”

“Sure, and that’s why you produced so few winged offspring,” Hasaviz retorted. “You were a failure as a stud.”

“I am not a pure-blood, but a half-blood,” Rak retorted, annoyed into arguing. “Quarter-bloods are almost never winged.”

Hasaviz  backhanded  him.  “Your  mouth  has  gotten  bigger.  You’ve forgotten your place, and that you shouldn’t talk back to your masters.”

“I am free.”

“Not in here, you aren’t.” Hasaviz locked the training colar on Rak’s neck. “Your oath, remember? Quite binding. Your God is so very picky about those oaths.”

Rak’s hand immediately flew up to touch the metal circle. He stared at Hasaviz  with  wide,  startled  eyes.  At  the  moment  Hasaviz  locked  it, something  slid  into  place  around  him  and  blocked  him  from  sensing  his God.

“You thought we couldn’t hold you against your wil?” Hasaviz smirked and  tugged  on  Rak’s  bals.  “Now  you  know.  I  don’t  want  any  stray lightning  bolts  chasing  me  while  I  train  you.  You  may  reflect  on  how powerless  you  are,  and  be  grateful  that  this  colar  isn’t  permanent.”  He tugged again, using his grip to force Rak to folow him.

In  the  center  of  the  room  he  stopped  and  let  go  of  Rak’s  bals.

“Kneel,” he said in the command mode of Zafirin, reserved exclusively for addressing  slaves.  Rak  knelt  gracefuly  at  his  feet,  spreading  his  knees, keeping his back straight and his head bowed. His wings were furled tight to his back, the tips drawn up. Hasaviz walked a slow circle around him, a leather riding crop in his hand. He used it variously to prod and stroke Rak’s body.

Standing before Rak once more, Hasaviz roled Rak’s bals with the flat head of the crop and then slapped them. Rak gasped at the strike, which was folowed by several more, until his scrotum was red and his cock fuly erect.  “Stand,”  commanded  Hasaviz,  the  suffix  indicating  an  inspection.

Rak  stood  up  and  positioned  himself  with  his  feet  shoulder  width  apart and his hands clasped behind his neck.

“Whoever did this atrocious stitching?” Hasaviz asked. “Narvain would order a healer who performed such shoddy work tortured to death.”

“It was field stitching, not a healer.” Rak studied the floor at his feet, not looking up for an instant. He had a good view of his own very erect cock and flushed with shame as the riding crop toyed with it.

“Those  shoddy  stitches  might  ruin  your  brand,”  Hasaviz  scolded.  He grabbed  the  head  of  Rak’s  penis  and  slapped  the  shaft  with  the  crop several times in succession. “Tel me who did it!”

“Captain Jisten,” said Rak after the third strike.

Hasaviz stopped, startled. “Jisten the Pure actualy touched you there?”

The crop almost slipped from his fingers.

“On my thigh?  Ai, he did.” Rak looked confused. “What is the matter with  that?  Soldiers  perform  field  healing  on  each  other  al  the  time.  I stitched his calf wound, too.”

Hasaviz huffed. “The man is not only an utter virgin, he’s under vows of purity.  I  suppose  he’s  too  much  of  a  moron  to  know  what  any  of  your tattoos mean. Stil, I’l have to cal Senior Murson to heal you. I’l not risk King Narvain’s wrath for a scar across that tattoo.”



   


Hasaviz walked back into his office, leaving the training room door ajar. It didn’t bother him to leave Rak colared and exposed while he wrote the note,  summoned  the  page,  and  handed  over  the  instructions.  Once  the message was on its way, the slave master returned to his toy.

Hasaviz ran a hand up the left side of Rak’s bely to his pectoral and pinched  the  ringed  nipple.  “Very  nice,  slave. You  know  what  you  are, even  when  you  pretend  otherwise.  Why  else  would  you  have  these?

Although you used silver, I see.” He tugged on the ring before he turned away to rummage on a shelf. When he returned, he clipped the ends of a short chain to the rings and then hung a gaudy affair of crystal, feathers, and  a  bel  from  each  ring  as  wel.  The  longest  feathers  brushed  against Rak’s bely as he breathed, making his skin quiver in reaction.

The  slave  trainer  stepped  behind  Rak  and  rubbed  the  crop  along  his crack. When Rak pushed back against the supple pole, Hasaviz snapped, “Ankles!”  Rak  immediately  bent  down  and  grabbed  his  own  ankles.

Hasaviz  selected  a  whip.  “You  should  remember  this  one.  I  made  a replica of Prince Narvain’s belt whip, the smal one.” He lashed it across Rak’s  upturned  cheeks,  smiling  in  satisfaction  as  Rak  cried  out  in  pain.

“It’s an exact replica, down to the steel beads,” he continued, lashing Rak again. Rak shuddered and cried out under the blows as they fel like rain, but he didn’t break position.

Hasaviz  tucked  the  whip  away  once  Rak’s  cheeks  were  cherry  red, bruised, and blistered. The slave would have trouble sitting for a while. He worked  a  finger  into  Rak’s  tunnel  and  pumped  it  slowly.  “Did  you  like that, slave?”

“Yes, master,” whispered Rak, responding in the Zafirin lingual mode of  slave  to  master.  Shamelessly,  he  clenched  himself  around  Hasaviz’s finger.

The  slave  master  reached  down  with  his  other  hand  and  squeezed Rak’s bals again. “Like this too, slave?”

“Yes, master.”

Hasaviz  slipped  a  second  finger  into  Rak  and  slid  his  other  hand forward  to  grip  the  slave’s  cock,  mashing  the  sac  between  wrist  and pelvis. He pumped his two fingers vigorously and asked, “What do you want, slave?”

“I want you to use me, master.”



   


Rak’s fires were at a fever pitch, relentless and implacable, and they grew stronger with each wriggle of the digits inside him. Hasaviz added a third finger and stroked Rak’s pole in time with his thrusts. The slave moaned in pleasure, his hips attempting to rol with the action in spite of the doubled-over position he stil held. “Please, master, I beg you to use me,” added Rak boldly, hopeful that Hasaviz wouldn’t take offense at being begged.

Hasaviz puled his hand out and let go of Rak’s cock before the slave could orgasm. “Stand,” he commanded, and Rak straightened, resuming the  inspection  position.  Hasaviz  gripped  the  furled  wings  by  their  bases and  puled.  “Spread,”  he  said.  Rak  swalowed  as  he  spread  his  wings.

The slave master fingered the trailing edges of the sail membranes, finding the  healed-over  pockmarks  where  the  rings  had  once  been.  “Not  one viable piercing hole remains,” he grumbled.

Fear moved Rak to say, “Master swore to not injure the wings.”

Hasaviz yanked sharply on both wings, causing Rak to whimper. “Do not presume to question me, slave! Those piercings didn’t injure them!”

“They disfigured them, and your oath wil be broken,” Rak warned.

   

Hasaviz released Rak’s wings. The colar was in place, but a broken oath made things dicey. Instead he ordered, “To the pleasure rack, then.”

Hasaviz lifted the smal man into the apparatus and made short work of binding him, taking care to place the wrist restraints on top of the salve-covered burns, and then ratcheted his legs apart until the slave was almost doing  the  splits.  He  fondled  Rak’s  erect  cock  again.  “Sex  slave,”  he scoffed,  and  was  rewarded  by  Rak’s  flush.  “You  don’t  have  enough leashing points. Since I can’t put your nose ring back in, or the rings on your wings, I shal have to settle for your scrotum instead.”

The  slave  trainer  was  quick.  The  words  had  hardly  left  his  mouth before the pain of the piercing awl shot through Rak. Hasaviz popped it through  expertly  and  folowed  with  a  steel  ring  that  twisted  shut.  He poured a measure of alcohol over the site, causing Rak to twist against his bonds, scream, and orgasm from the pain.

“I  didn’t  give  you  permission  to  climax,  slave,”  snapped  Hasaviz.  He selected a flogger and punished Rak thoroughly, leaving the slave’s bely and  chest  crisscrossed  with  red  welts.  Rak  was  begging  for  forgiveness before it was half over. Hasaviz let him beg—it was music to his ears, as were  the  cries  of  pain.  He  watched,  smirking,  as  Rak’s  hips  worked, driven by the pleasure of the pain to pump helplessly in midair.

Hasaviz held the whip to Rak’s lips and watched narrowly as the slave kissed  both  the  whip  and  the  hand  that  wielded  it. After  a  moment,  he shifted the whip to his other hand, leaving his dominant hand pressed to Rak’s face. The slave continued to kiss and lick his hand in an effort to appease him. “Good slave,” he purred. “I like that.” He smiled when Rak redoubled his efforts, and laughed when the slave puled his fingers into his mouth to suckle them.

Once  his  hand  was  thoroughly  cleaned,  Hasaviz  stepped  back  and surveyed  his  property.  Rak  folowed  him  with  a  hot  and  lusty  gaze.

Hasaviz  smirked  at  his  erection  and  said,  “Ever  the  sex  slave.  This  is where  you  belong. Your  body  knows  it.”  He  rubbed  his  thumb  across Rak’s hole. “There’s no one here in this land of prudes to satisfy you. I know  what  you  want  and  need.”  He  inserted  two  fingers  and  began pumping them.

Rak  pushed  against  Hasaviz’s  fingers.  “Please  use  me,  master,”  he begged. His fires were raging, and he made no effort to resist and pretend he  didn’t  want  it.  Just  because  he’d  been  blackmailed  into  the  situation didn’t mean he wasn’t excited by it.

“Tsk tsk. You have grown soft.” Hasaviz withdrew his fingers.



   


A  bel  rang  in  Hasaviz’s  office,  and  the  slave  trainer  caled  for  silence before leaving to address it. After a few moments, he returned with Senior Murson.  The  sour  sun  priest  studied  Rak  with  narrowed  eyes,  pausing pointedly at the colar, his nipples, and his genitals.

“He  needs  healing,  Senior,”  said  Hasaviz  politely,  pointing  out  the stitched thigh wound.

“I fail to see why I should heal him, Hasaviz. I don’t heal slaves. It’s a waste  of  the  sun’s  gifts  to  use  them  on  something  so  lowly.”  Murson continued examining Rak’s body. “At least the filth is properly bound. The Storm Lord’s standards are patheticaly low if a subhuman animal like this can rise to power in his service.”

“The  wound  is  too  close  to  the  dancer’s  brand,”  explained  Hasaviz.

“There  is  no  brand  more  shaming  in  al  of Ydron  than  the  brand  of  a Zothian Royal Dancer, and it would be a pity if it were to be damaged.”

“Yes,  you  have  a  point,”  said  Murson  after  inspecting  the  brand closely. “It marks him as a Zothian-trained sex slave for al the world to see. I approve. Subhumans like this should be properly labeled.”

Hasaviz  smirked  down  at  Rak  as  the  slave  flushed  and  strove  not  to look  in  Murson’s  direction.  “Also,  I  would  appreciate  it  if  you  would purify him for us. I’d like to train him without risking contamination from his inherent filthy evilness.”

“I  suppose  I  have  a  soft  spot  for  hopeless  cases.”  Murson  sighed dramaticaly and stepped forward.

“Ix,” said Rak. “Do not touch me.”

Hasaviz slapped him. “I told you, silence! Do not speak again without permission, slave.”

Murson  laid  a  hand  on  Rak’s  thigh,  right  over  the  stitched  wound.

Golden  light  flared  from  the  sun  priest’s  hand  and  Rak  screamed.  His manhood became erect from the pain and Murson’s lip curled in disgust.

As Rak continued to writhe and wail, the stitches fel to the floor one by one, smoldering from the heat.

Murson  lifted  his  hand  from  Rak’s  thigh  and  Hasaviz  crowded  in  to inspect. “You can’t tel it was there,” he said in relief.

“I’m not incompetent,” Murson said in a dangerous voice, causing the slave  trainer  to  pale,  bob  his  head,  and  babble  an  apology.  Murson waved  him  off  and  turned  back  to  Rak.  He  touched  his  index  finger  to Rak’s anus and traced it.

Rak  lifted  himself  to  Murson,  his  body  begging  for  the  use  he  was forbidden to ask for. Murson’s lip curled even more. “I don’t know,” he said  with  feigned  reluctance,  his  fingers  lightly  tracing  a  sun  pattern  on Rak’s bals before tugging on the steel ring. “He might prove impossible to purify.”

“Think of the power this wil give you over him,” cajoled Hasaviz.

With a maddeningly light touch, Murson outlined Rak’s thigh muscles, his  fingers  suffused  in  golden  light.  There  was  no  visible  damage  in  the wake  of  the  sun  priest’s  touch,  but  the  skin  under  the  fingers  quivered.

Rak’s  muscles  spasmed,  causing  him  to  cry  out  in  pain.  Murson  sang  a hymn  of  purification  as  he  caused  every  muscle  in  Rak’s  widely  spread legs to rol up in agonizing cramps.

Not  even  Rak’s  already  bruised  and  blistered  buttocks  were  spared, and Murson spent extra time tracing those muscles before he adjusted his clothing, took out a vial of holy oil, and coated his erect tool with it. The sun priest thrust into Rak, who arched his back and screamed even as he pushed back to envelop the invader more fuly.

Hasaviz offered Murson the replica whip. He accepted it and the flails turned gold with the power that spread from the sun priest’s hand. When he  struck  Rak,  golden  sparks  flared,  and  the  tails  left  bright  red  marks.

Rak screamed again, squirming under the blow. Murson lashed his cock and bals until the abused package was evenly coated with welt burns.

Rak’s screams were a counterpoint to the sun priest’s chant. Murson didn’t stop, but focused on Rak’s penis and abdomen in time with his own thrusts, faster and faster until the golden sparks turned red. Rak screamed himself hoarse.

Murson grabbed Rak with both hands and caled down the light when he climaxed, filing him with molten gold. Rak’s dependent climax was an afterthought in the midst of the convulsions that overtook him. Without a voice  to  scream,  al  he  could  manage  was  a  feeble  whimper.  Murson withdrew and a trace of a satisfied smile appeared on his lips as he looked down at the limp, pale, and sweaty slave strapped in the device.

“He wil clean you,” said Hasaviz, motioning for Murson to approach Rak’s head.

Murson took the appropriate place and gripped Rak’s short hair. “Are you conscious?”

Rak opened his eyes. “Ai,” he croaked.

“Clean me.”

Rak  licked  the  softened  cock  and  bals  as  obediently  as  if  it  were Narvain standing over him.

“I have done al that I can,” Murson said with sour dignity, and closed his  robes.  “You  are  forbidden  to  heal  yourself,  slave.”  The  sun  priest glanced at Hasaviz. “Your master wil tel me if you disobey.”

“You have done al of us a great service,” said Hasaviz, “and you have gained the upper hand in dealing with the dark one.”

Murson  brushed  invisible  specks  from  his  robes.  “You  may  cal  me again, if need arises.”

The slave master bowed. “Many thanks.”

Murson swept out in a wave of cream and gold cloth.



   


“That  is  what  your  fires  needed.  Not  some  virginal  moron  and  field stitching,” Hasaviz told Rak. He shook his head at the stupidity of it and patted Rak’s head. “You may speak, slave.”

“I need,” Rak whispered. “He did nothing for my fires.”

“That’s  too  bad,  because  that’s  al  you’re  getting  from  me  today.”

Hasaviz unchained Rak and removed the training colar. “You may leave, slave. I wil summon you.”

Rak  half  fel  out  of  the  rack  and  glared  at  Hasaviz  with  hatred  in  his eyes.  “Vlakas.  That  sun  priest  was  never  part  of  our  deal.  Nor  was leaving me burning.”

Hasaviz looked back with equal contempt. “Narvain has eyes here. I’l not bear the punishment for his precious pet being marred. You needed that  wound  healed  perfectly  and  I  made  sure  it  was  done  right.”  He reached  out  and  grabbed  Rak  by  the  bals,  squeezing  tightly.  “And  you are a sex slave. Don’t presume to question me. You wil obey me, or you wil find yourself begging the king to use you.”

Rak flushed with shame as his manhood reacted, but his fires left him little choice. He bowed his head and whispered, “I need badly. I beg you to use me.”

Hasaviz released Rak’s privates. “Your disobedience has cost you the honor of my manhood within you. Get out, slave. Find Jisten the Pure and see what  he wil do for you.” The slave master chuckled as he returned to his paperwork.




Chapter Four: Dreams

Wings  surrounded  Jisten,  brushing  against  his  face,  his  chest,  his arms, lower. He ached with the pleasure of stroking those suede-like surfaces.  The  colors  and  pattern  dazzled  his  eyes  as  the  faint sandalwood  odor  of  the  oil  that  Rak  preferred  filled  his  nostrils. 

Pleasure  upon  pleasure  was  his—the  dark  priest’s  sweet  yielding opened  Jisten’s  mind  to  a  world  of  sensation  that  he  had  never before  imagined,  much  less  experienced.  He  pressed  his  tip  to  the priest’s velvety pucker, and the Loftoni pushed and pushed until he was fully enveloped. Jisten overcame the shock and enjoyed the way the lithe body pumped itself onto his cock. Rak pushed back until his entire manhood, which Jisten knew was much larger than average, was  encased,  and  his  balls  slapped  gently  against  Rak’s  body.  The sensation of being fully sheathed inside Rak brought him to climax. 

But the wings stroked him, and the smaller man refused to let him go. Rak started a rhythm, a slow rocking, and the Loftoni’s internal muscles  worked  along  his  shaft,  keeping  him  erect.  Jisten  clasped Rak  to  him  and  gained  confidence.  He  stroked  his  wings  with  one hand and allowed his other to travel over the supple body of the high priest.  Rak  cooperated  in  his  ravaging  and  writhed  in  a  pleasing manner under Jisten’s touch. Jisten drove deeper and faster into the winged body below him, building tension and speed, pushing harder until  there  came  an  even  larger  explosion  of  pleasure.  The  captain stopped  and  studied  the  artful  way  in  which  the  phoenix  tattoo  on Rak’s back interacted with the bases of his wings while his throbbing cock filled the high priest with a massive load of seed. 

Jisten stretched and roled. His hand reached for wing but felt nothing but air. He opened his eyes, surprised that they had been closed. He was alone  on  the  cot  brought  in  for  Rak.  Nauseated,  he  swalowed,  and cautiously  turned  his  head  to  scan  the  room  for  the  high  priest.  He  was rewarded with a wave of dizziness and no sign of Rak. He closed his eyes again  and  waited  for  the  dizziness  to  pass. A  vision  of  the  high  priest, beautifuly  nude  and  wings  waving,  filed  his  mind.  Jisten  indulged  in  the view and the memory of climaxing deep within the man overtook him. He wished  he  could  stay  in  this  dream  world,  making  love  over  and  over again to the Loftoni that he loved.

Love. The word jarred Jisten back to reality.  What  was  he  thinking?

What had he dreamed? Sex? With the decidedly male, decidedly Loftoni, and most decidedly  high priest? Jisten wondered why Zotien hadn’t fried him  with  a  thousand  lightning  bolts  yet.  Dreams  were  the  realm  of  the Lord of Night. Jisten opened his eyes and stared at the golden ceiling. It seemed to accuse him of his rank heresy. He turned his head to view the corpselike  prince.  Even  Jethain  seemed  accusatory  in  his  frozen  state.

Sex. Male sex. With a Loftoni, far above him as a Valer, farther above him as a high priest. And he had exposed the man to colaring! Jisten sat up  and  nearly  retched  with  the  nausea  the  motion  caused.  Fine,  he deserved it. He threw his legs over the edge of the cot and doubled over his knees.   Lightning bolts now, please.  It would feel better than this.

Jisten  raised  his  head  slowly  and  looked  at  the  prince,  his  charge  to guard. He had failed him in the woods and now was failing him here. He rose on shaky legs and his knees buckled. He managed to break his fal enough  to  protect  his  already  spinning  head.  His  eyes  closed  and  the dream began to replay, so he opened his eyes and crawled to the door.

Forbidden sex. He would cure himself of even thinking of it. Jisten lodged his body against the door. If anyone entered, they would hit him, awaken him,  and  he  could  grab  their  ankles.  Not  the  best  plan,  but  the  best  he could manage at the moment. He closed his eyes and the wings lifted him off to sleep and sex.



   


Tebber  was  polishing  the  wooden  furniture  when  Rak  walked  into  the bedchamber.  “Tebber,  I  have  something  for  you.”  He  held  out  the servant’s copy of the manumission and throttled his  fires.  Now  was  not the time.

Tebber unroled the scrol with a furrowed brow. His polishing rag lay forgotten  over  his  arm  as  he  read.  “Your  grace?  I  am  owned  by  the palace. I’m afraid that this document isn’t valid. Someone has tricked you.

Did you pay much for it?”

“It is valid. I took the easiest path to securing your freedom. Coins ring loud and clear where words fal on deaf ears, and Lord Hasaviz is hard of hearing. I purchased you and I have freed you. Does this bother you?”

Tebber bowed. “My lord, please accept my service.”

“Only if you are offering your service wilingly. And this is not slavery, but gainful employment.”

“My  lord,  there’s  no  way  I  can  ever  repay  your  kindness.  The  only skils I possess are those of a body servant. I am freely, wilingly offering those skils to you. I don’t wish to serve another.”

Rak held out his hand and Tebber accepted it. “I accept your service,”

the dark priest said. “Just remember that I am as much a servant as you.

Please stop caling me lord. That title is reserved for another.” He almost broke down and begged then and there, the simple contact with Tebber’s hand proving almost unbearable.

“My  apologies.  I  hadn’t  thought  of  that,  your  grace.  What  should  I address you as?”

“My  formal  title  is  Thezomeh,  or  your  eminence  if  you  realy  prefer that sort of formality, which I do not. Those close to me, such as yourself, can cal me whatever you would like, but I dislike being caled father. It makes me look around for the children every time. I was never a parish priest.” Rak winked. “Only those of the Ekli and the Movai sects ever get labeled father or mother, for they tend the temples and the schools.”

“Do you have children, sir? I thought you and Lord Scorth…”

Rak chuckled. “My wife’s name is Avetina. She is a S’Ane of the Arrai sect.  I  have  five  children.  Scorth  and  I  are  not,  and  never  have  been, lovers.” He handed Tebber a purse. “Here are your wages for this week, plus enough to buy new clothing in my colors. I do not have livery for you.

You can choose the styles for yourself, so long as you are wearing mostly grey and black, with emerald green for accents.”

Tebber gulped as he felt the weight of the purse. “You didn’t have to pay me,” he squeaked.

“Tebber, you are a free man now, not a slave. Free men earn wages for their work.” Rak’s tone mingled patience and kindness. He decided to take Tebber’s mind off his recent shocks, and his own mind off how nice it  would  feel  to  have  Tebber  pumping  into  him.  “What  can  you  tel  me about Captain Jisten?”

“He’s  a  Valer,  the  only  one  to  ever  join  the  guard,  much  less  make captain. And he was the youngest captain ever, not that he’l ever tel you that.”

“Is  his  race  that  important  to  Koilathans?”  mused  Rak.  “It  is  the  first thing people remark upon.”

“They  are  nomadic,  normaly,  and  just  winter  here.  The  only  ones  in Karpos City are those unfortunate enough to be stuck here due to herd losses,”  Tebber  said.  “The  only  thing  rarer  than  a  Valer  in  the  city  is  a Lythadi like me.”

“Then how did Jisten end up in the guard?” asked Rak. “And what can you tel me about the man himself? His personal life.”

“He’s caled Jisten the Pure,” Tebber said proudly. “He’s as good as his  name,  too.  The  palace  guard  is  intensely  loyal  to  him  and  for  good reason.  He  changed  things  for  the  better  when  he  took  command.  I remember  the  first  time  I  saw  him.”  Tebber’s  wide  brown  eyes  grew unfocused as he recaled the memory. “I was so scared, and that man was going  to…But  then  Jisten  came.  He  looked  like  fury  personified.  He skewered that guard and put his arm around me, like I was his own child.”

Tebber  refocused  on  Rak.  “He  spoke  so  kindly  to  me.  Even  though  I didn’t understand him, I knew that he meant me no harm. He even gave me his jacket to keep me warm.”

“How old were you?” asked Rak gently.

“Seven.”

“So young. And your clan?”

“I  understood  the  word  momma  and  I  pointed  her  out.  Jisten  strode over  there,  bloody  sword  in  hand,  and  yeled  at  the  guard  hurting  her.

They got into an awful argument. More guards came, and Jisten drew me to  his  side  and  raised  his  sword  up.  They  pushed  us  away  from  her,”

Tebber  said  with  regret.  “No  owl  came  to  save  us,  although  it  was  our totem. That’s when I lost faith in it. More guards started shouting at Jisten and he took me to his horse. We mounted and started riding in a circle.”

“So the captain saw to it that you ended up here at the palace instead of sold at auction?”

Tebber  nodded.  “He  held  me  that  whole  awful  night,  but  never  did anything to hurt me. We just kept riding and riding in circles, even after al the noise stopped. When the other guards decamped, Jisten kept to the rear. When we entered the city, he set heels to his horse to the palace.

Next thing I know, we’re staring at the prince. I know now that he asked the prince to take me in as palace staff.”

“They both seem like good men,” said Rak thoughtfuly. “I am glad they helped you.” Rak desperately wished for Jisten to help him. The pain of his wounds was but a whisper next to the agony of his fires. Would a pure man take pity on him? He would accept pity sex at this point. Rak forced himself to listen to Tebber.

“I cried when they took me from Jisten, but he hugged me and came to see me the next day. He had a black eye and a split lip, but he was kind to  me.  He  came  almost  every  day  to  see  me,  and  one  day,  after  I  had cried al night, he took me to his mother’s.”

“Why did he do that?” wondered Rak. “Did she tr…teach you?”

“She  helped  me  learn  very  early  Koilathan,  so  that  the  palace  tutors could then teach me better,” Tebber said. “I feel guilty sometimes that I speak Koilathan better than Mamma Despina.”

“When I was a young man, I had to learn Zafirin,” Rak said. “I spoke some uncouth dialect nobody there was familiar with. I know now that I was speaking Koilathan.”

Tebber grinned at Rak’s description. “I learned to like the palace, until I hit puberty.” He scowled at the memory.

Rak winced. “Hasaviz likes boys, does he?”

“No, Lord Virien has the right to take a slave boy’s virginity. Oh, Jisten was  so angry,” Tebber said. “He would have done something foolish, but the prince intervened. Ended up sending him to the border for a month.

Said Virien would do worse than kil Jisten.”

“You are free now. That means nobody can make you submit to that ever again.”

Tebber hugged Rak impulsively. “Thank you.”

Rak accepted the hug, despite what it did to his fires, just so long as the young man didn’t start kissing his hands again. He hated that. “You are welcome. Thank you for teling me your story.”

“You can trust Captain Jisten, sir. Look what he risked for me, and he didn’t  even  know  me!  Jisten  the  Pure  is  known  for  his  honor  and integrity.”

“He takes his purity seriously, then,” said Rak sadly. “He is a good man to defend others. I heard he has taken vows of purity, so perhaps it is his holy duty to defend the innocent.”

“That could be, mast…sir,” Tebber said, flushing at his near error.

“It took me months to stop caling people master,” said Rak in perfect understanding. “Now, I hate to impose on your good nature, but I could realy  use  a  good  screw,  as  the  Koilathans  say.  I  would  be  forever grateful if you would see fit to use me, as hard as you can.”

“Of  course,  sir!”  Tebber  untied  his  simple  pants  and  they  fel  to  the floor, leaving his flaccid member exposed. “Oh,” he said in surprise when the high priest knelt before him and touched his genitals with gentle hands.

“Permit  me  to  prepare  this  for  you,”  Rak  murmured.  When  Tebber gave shy assent, he took the servant’s cock into his mouth and sucked.

Tebber gasped in shocked pleasure, his hands instinctively coming to rest on Rak’s head. The priest tongued the slit, then moved to stroke the large vein, and in no time Tebber’s cock sweled to fil his mouth. Rak came off it, cupped the servant’s sac in his hand, and kissed each testicle.

“Now you are ready to use me,” Rak said. He stood, undoing his own pants. He didn’t disrobe, not wishing Tebber to see his injuries. He turned at the same time and pressed his torso into the bed.



   


Rak’s legs were spread invitingly, giving Tebber ful access to his opening.

Tebber lost no time, resolving to last longer than he had in the bathroom.

He thrust in powerfuly, his freedom and Rak’s submission combining to make him feel bold and even dominating. Rak cried out in pleasure and rocked back against him.

Tebber grabbed Rak’s hips to hold him stil and pounded into the high priest’s body as deep and hard as he could. He grunted with effort, his bals  slapping  against  Rak  in  time  to  his  action,  and  the  priest’s  cries  of pleasure  encouraged  him  to  continue.  He  held  out  as  long  as  he  could, using  Rak  for  a  solid  quarter  hour  before  he  gave  one  last  extra  hard thrust,  cried  out  himself,  and  shot  his  load  into  the  priest.  He  groaned happily  as  Rak’s  tunnel  contracted  around  his  cock  and  the  priest experienced his own orgasm. He waited for it al to pass before he puled out and found his pants again.

Rak stood and stretched. “Thank you, Tebber.” His hands made short work of repairing his clothing. “Now, I must rescue my dragon before the river  priestesses  find  him  on  the  roof  of  their  temple.  They  dislike  fire creatures there.”




Chapter Five: Appeasing the Dragon

Rak dismounted at the foot of the bridge and sent Vyld back to the palace to  guard  his  mares.  He  was  crossing  on  foot,  studying  the  flat-topped grey-blue pyramid where Scorth stil slumbered, when the River Goddess, Revma, appeared to him. He paused and bowed. “Lady of the River, I am honored.”

“Since  when  does  My  temple  become  a  bed  for  your  dragon?”

Revma’s temper was unreadable to mere mortals.

“Forgive our impertinence. My dragon was hurt and confused and did not wish to be far from me.”

Revma  reached  out  a  hand  and  slicked  his  hair  back.  “Your  water nature  shows  through,  although  you  are  high  priest  of  My  grandfather Zotien.”

“We  thought  he  would  be  safe  here,  River  Lady.  Neither  myself  nor Scorth meant to cause your priestesses any distress.”

“He is safe here. Although he is of fire nature, I know he is bonded to you.  When  my  priestesses  prayed  to  Me,  I  directed  them  to  leave  him be.”

“Thank  you,  River  Lady.  I  have  always  remembered  you  in  my devotions.”

“You have, ever since you were a boy,” Revma said. She idly stroked Rak’s now dripping wet hair. “And your half-sister is My priestess. But I should make your dragon swim to the shore for his rank presumption.”

Rak  digested  that  and  then  smiled.  “He  loves  to  swim,  River  Lady.

Almost as much as he loves to dunk me.”

“Tel him to swim then. I have a gift for him.”

Rak  touched  Scorth’s  mind.    Wake  up,  you  big  black  mastigi.  You picked the temple of Revma as your bed. The Goddess wants you to swim to shore. 

Scorth raised his head and saw the Goddess. Rather than rising to his ful height and flapping his wings, he slithered meekly down the side of the pyramid and into the river. The water glowed around him.

Rak bowed his head, “Thank you, Lady of the River.”

“If he nears the Sun Temple again, it wil not attack him or harm him. I have touched him Myself, blessing him in the sight of the House of Day.”

“Again  I  thank  you,  River  Lady.”  Rak  resolved  to  sacrifice  an  ox  to her, Riverlands style. The goddess faded into the river, becoming runnels of water down the sides of the pyramid. Scorth climbed out of the river and Rak climbed onto his back. “Let’s find a lake. You not only need to be healed, but I also need to scrub you.”

If you want help, ask that Loftoni-blooded Valer. 

“He is guarding the prince,” replied Rak. Scorth heaved himself into the air and lumbered across the sky. Rak was worried about his labored flight and started assessing Scorth’s injuries in midair.

Oh, sure.  Now  you care about your poor dragon, Scorth said.

“What? I always take care of you,”  Rak replied.

Only after some sunny prince. 

“I am sorry. You are correct. I should have seen to you first.” Rak’s voice was contrite.

Well,  maybe  after  we  flew  him  out  of  the  combat  zone,  since  he was in stasis,  Scorth  said.  We  should  have  flown  to  neutral  ground, not right to those moronic sunnies. They arrested you! 

“I was not expecting that,” admitted Rak. He stroked Scorth’s neck.

“Land, so I can heal you. I see a lake over there, yes?”

Scorth  dove  right  in,  dunking  Rak  along  with  him.  Rak  came  up sputtering, but not entirely surprised. He swam for shore with a powerful, steady stroke. Stil annoyed, Scorth came up behind him and submerged him again. Rak grabbed his muzzle with both arms. Scorth lifted him out of the water and swam the rest of the way to shore. Rak held on, completely unafraid.

You know you deserved that. Harebrained fool of a rider, gliding straight  down  smack  into  a  Sun  Temple  court  with  a  dead-looking sun prince. 

“In hindsight, that was not my best idea.”

Scorth set Rak onto the shore.  I can’t wait to tell Pikara. I wonder how many hours she will harangue you. The best part will be when she tells Ave. Then the lightning bolts will fly. Remember when she singed your eyebrows off? 

“How could I forget that? Lightning has a distinct odor to it, as does burning  hair.”  Rak  stripped  out  of  his  soaked  garments  as  he  spoke.

Scorth  exhaled  a  gust  of  warm  air.  He  knew  to  blow-dry  his  rider  to prevent hypothermia. It was one of the reasons Rak kept his hair short. It stil stuck up at odd angles, but at least it didn’t tangle.

Comfortable  in  the  nude,  but  feeling  guilty  for  neglecting  his  dragon, Rak sighed and stroked Scorth’s muzzle. “Now to heal and pamper you until you forgive me.” Rak put both his hands flat on Scorth’s body and chanted, summoning his power in fine disregard of the sun shining down on them.

Wing  oiling,  scale  polishing,  claw  filing,  Scorth  said.    Wing-base scratching.   He  stretched  out  to  ful  length.  Rak  found  every  puled muscle, every bruise, every ache and pain, and soothed it away with his power. He let Scorth babble on, too focused on the healing to respond.

Scorth flapped his wings, testing them. The trees bent down.  And I want my fangs cleaned, too, with that shredded tree brush dipped in fang mint paste. 

Rak’s power stuttered to a stop abruptly and the priest sat down hard.

Scorth nuzzled his rider.    You’re  supposed  to  stop  before  you  drain yourself. Again, I will tell Pikara. Another harangue. 

Rak  patted  Scorth  fondly.  “Let  me  nap,  then  I  wil  pamper  you.  I promise.”

Scorth clamped onto a dead bush and dragged it out by its roots. He set it alight.  Sleep by the fire. 

Rak  puled  his  bedrol  off  Scorth’s  harness,  amazed  as  always  at  his dragon’s abilities. The fabric wasn’t even damp. He spread it out by the fire, curled up, and fel asleep in moments.



   


Dreams of flight were among Rak’s favorites. Part of him knew it was just a dream, that he couldn’t actualy fly, but the rest of him didn’t care.

He  wove  between  shafts  of  moonlight  that  slanted  through  the clouds,  reveling  in  the  sense  of  freedom,  in  no  danger  of  crashing into the mountains below. 

The  moonlight  blanked  out  briefly  and  Rak  glanced  up  to  see  a large winged figure in silhouette above him. The shape of the figure was male, and the long mane of night-dark hair flowing back in the wind  gave  hint  to  the  flyer’s  identity.  The  large  wings  were  vivid swirls of black and silver against the soft fleece of the clouds. 

Rak  flew  higher,  closer  to  this  intriguing  man.  A  shaft  of moonlight  broke  through  the  clouds  and  illumined  the  captain’s handsome  features.  His  storm-grey  eyes  regarded  Rak,  laden  with such promise that Rak’s wings skipped a beat along with his heart. 

With  a  sultry  look  and  a  teasing  laugh,  Rak  slipped  sideways  and down, shouting, “Catch me if you can!” 

The  man  dove  in  pursuit  and  matched  his  every  twist  and  turn exactly, seeming to know his moves before he made them. Upstroke, downstroke, their wings were a breath apart as they jinked left, then right, dove down, and curved one way only to climb and circle back. 

Every  time  Rak  glanced  up,  Jisten  was  still  there,  looking  down  at him with a knowing smile and a great deal of interest. 

Rak  tilted,  trying  to  spin  down  and  away.  Jisten  anticipated  the move, sped ahead, and positioned himself so that Rak flew right into him. The bare skin of Jisten’s belly and chest slid down Rak’s bare back  until  the  smaller  man  was  perfectly  positioned  beneath  the larger.  Jisten’s  body  pressed  against  Rak’s  as  their  wings  beat  as one. 

Rak spread his legs as he felt a prodding against his rear entrance. 

His  wings  folded  to  cushion  Jisten’s  sides  as  the  man’s  arms encircled  his  chest.  The  Valer  effortlessly  carried  them  both  on  his black  and  silver  wings.  Rak  felt  himself  being  stretched  by  the massive  head  of  Jisten’s  cock,  and  he  made  an  effort  to  relax.  His legs twined with Jisten’s as the man succeeded in popping his head past the anal ring. 

With  a  moan  of  pleasure,  Rak  pushed  himself  further  onto  the impaling shaft, reveling in the sensation of being stretched and filled by this man. Jisten’s hips thrust in time with the beating of his wings, slowly  working  his  massive  member  into  its  sheath.  Rak  pushed himself  back  into  each  inward  thrust,  fully  cooperating  with  his impalement.  After  what  felt  like  an  eternity,  Rak  felt  the  slap  of Jisten’s  balls,  his  pubic  hair  grinding  against  against  his  skin—the man was fully inside him. 

Jisten’s  wings  beat  powerfully,  carrying  them  higher,  each downstroke  thrusting  into  Rak.  The  Loftoni  writhed  on  the  Valer’s pole,  his  whole  body  cooperating  to  pleasure  the  man  riding  him. 

Jisten’s wings spread out in an airstream and they glided effortlessly over the mountains. He turned on the power, his rod sliding in and out like a piston. Rak responded to the assault by redoubling his own efforts. 

Jisten  folded  his  wings  and  they  dove,  freefalling  towards  the mountains below. Rak cried out, not in fear, but in pleasure from the rush  of  the  wind  past  them  and  the  sensation  of  Jisten’s  powerful thrusts inside him. The swirl of mastigi that had accompanied their flight dove with them, the colorful lizards spiraling around the locked pair in a frenzy of reflected passion. 

With a roar, Jisten climaxed, filling Rak’s insides with his hot seed. 

Rak’s cry, as he came in Jisten’s wake, was higher in pitch, but just as  loud.  His  body  arched  in  ecstasy  and  clamped  down  on  Jisten’s cock, keeping it within him. 

Jisten’s  wings  snapped  open  just  before  impact,  turning  their downward  dive  into  a  swift  forward  motion.  Jisten  continued  to pound Rak, each thrust accompanied by another shot of hot seed and another wave of orgasmic pleasure. Rak sang out, unable to contain himself under the relentless waves of ecstasy that Jisten was causing to crash through him. 

Is that realy possible?   Scorth’s black bulk slipped out of the clouds, trailing  streamers  of  mist  off  each  wing.  His  blazing  yellow  eyes stared at the lovers most disconcertingly. 

Shut  up,  Scorth .  Rak  pumped  his  wings,  angling  away  from  the annoying dragon and his stupid reality. To his relief, Jisten kissed his neck  and  angled  his  own  wings  to  stay  with  him.  Scorth  fell  back, then vanished from view. 

They flew up into the clouds together, and as the cool mist slicked over their sweaty bodies, they began anew. Jisten rose up and rested his hands on Rak’s shoulders, his manhood still impaling the smaller man. His long runner’s legs dangled as he assumed the position of a rider. 

Rak  grew  erect  once  more  as  he  felt  a  harness  appear  and  then grow  taut  when  Jisten  grasped  it  for  leverage.  The  man’s  feet  slid into the dangling stirrups and his strong thighs grasped Rak. Jisten hammered into him with twice the force, using the leverage provided by the harness. Rak’s wings worked to keep them aloft, the physical action driving him back against Jisten with every downstroke. 

“Dive,” Jisten ordered. Rak folded his wings and dove, reveling in the  rush  of  air  past  the  sensitive  membranes.  Jisten  crouched,  but continued to pound himself into Rak. “Faster, faster!” 

Jisten tugged on the left shoulder strap, causing Rak to bear right. 

Rak was startled by the novel experience of being steered. Another tug, and Rak bore left. 

“Up, love, up!” 

Rak’s  wings  strained  as  he  turned  their  dive  into  a  climb,  Jisten tugging  upwards  on  both  shoulder  straps.  The  pumping  action stopped. Jisten seated himself inside Rak, clearly enjoying the feel of the  upward  flight.  Rak’s  body  ground  against  Jisten  with  every downbeat, but he accepted and enjoyed Jisten’s stillness within him. 

Jisten  steered  him  around  the  moonbeams  as  the  mastigi continued to swirl about them. He used the shoulder straps as reins, driving Rak left and right at whim, training the Loftoni to respond to his direction, rewarding him with thrusts of his cock when he obeyed. 

The  sensation  of  being  filled  by  Jisten’s  manhood,  even  when  it wasn’t pumping, was enough to keep Rak’s fires at bay, and Jisten used that as he drove his mount across the sky. They practiced and mastered ovals, figure eights, cloverleafs, and even loops. Rak was willing to do anything Jisten wanted for the simple reward of feeling the man thrust in and out of him. 

Three  wyverns  slid  out  of  the  clouds  and  lined  up  alongside  Rak and  Jisten.  A  little  larger  than  horses,  they  more  closely  resembled dragons than mastigi, but indulged in the latter’s bright colors and vivid  patterns.  One  of  the  beasts  trumpeted  a  challenge  that  the other two answered. 

Jisten leaned to Rak’s ear. “Are you ready to race, my love?” 

Rak  felt  a  riding  crop  brush  against  his  thigh.  He  shivered  in delight. “Yes, my master.” 

Jisten  straightened  and  held  his  crop  aloft.  “We  start  at  my signal.”  Rak  sized  up  his  competition  as  the  wyverns  echoed  their agreement. “Begin!” Jisten shouted, and swung the crop downward. 

Rak cried out and lunged forward with a downward sweep of his wings.  The  sting  of  the  crop  and  Jisten’s  hard  inward  thrust combined to give him incentive. The three wyverns paced them, and try as Rak might, he couldn’t seem to pull ahead. Jisten’s manhood within him swelled with the excitement from the race. 

Again Jisten thrust and slapped Rak with the crop, and again Rak surged  forward,  taking  a  brief  lead.  Jisten’s  crop  beat  steadily  on Rak,  accompanied  by  powerful  thrusts  of  his  shaft.  The  wyverns strained  to  catch  up,  but  Jisten’s  urging  gave  Rak  more  and  more speed. The finish line loomed. 

When one of the wyverns drew neck and neck, Jisten shouted and climaxed  deep  within  Rak,  who  cried  out  in  response,  his  own orgasm hitting as they crossed the finish line in front by a head. “Is master pleased?” asked Rak. 

Jisten leaned forward, caught Rak’s chin and gently turned Rak’s head to kiss him. He thrust his tongue into Rak’s mouth. Rak moaned happily and yielded his mouth to Jisten’s tongue, gently stroking the invading  organ  with  his  own.  The  racecourse  faded  away  and  now Rak and Jisten were gliding face-to-face, their legs entwined. 

Please, that was what, twenty climaxes? And you can’t fly, and neither can Jisten. He doesn’t even have wings. And what self-respecting flying creature wears a harness and stirrups and lets himself be whipped? This is wrong on so many levels.   Scorth's presence loomed larger and larger in Rak's mind, shattering the dream. 

Wake up!  Scorth’s black muzzle flipped Rak over.

“But I was not done!” complained Rak, waking up in spite of his strong desire to dream about sucking Jisten’s cock. “I finaly get a dream I like and you have to go and ruin it.”

Ugh, it was worse than day terrors, Scorth complained.  If you were a  dragon,  we  would  all  disown  you  in  some  big,  humiliating ceremony we would invent on the spot. 

Rak sighed and stared at the mess on the sheet. He realy had enjoyed that dream. “I am not a dragon. Now shut up and let me mourn that it was not real.”

Scorth snorted in disgust and changed the subject.   Wing oiling should be last because it gets your hands messy. I want my fangs polished first. 

“Fangs, then talons, then a sand bath to polish your scales, and then the wings.” Rak accepted the subject change and the not-so-subtle hint with aplomb. He took the supply kit from Scorth’s harness, opened it, and laid out everything he’d need. He carried the bucket down to the lake edge and  filed  it  with  water. After  lugging  it  back,  he  wetted  the  brush  and applied the mint paste. “Fangs,” he said.

Scorth laid his muzzle on his legs and opened his mouth. Rak climbed in, sat on Scorth’s tongue, and started with the back teeth. Non-Loftoni freaked out every time they saw this.

The  dragon  rumbled  happily.  Scorth’s  teeth  were  in  good  shape, considering  they  hadn’t  been  brushed  in  four  nights.  Rak  scrubbed  his way  forward  until  he  exited  Scorth’s  mouth  and  started  working  on  the front fangs.

He finished the fangs and stepped back. “Such a lovely smile,” he said.

Scorth’s  draconic  laughter  rumbled.  Rak  cleaned  the  brush  and  put  it away. Then he took out the file. “Now for the talons.”

Scorth  extended  a  forefoot.  Rak  sat  down  and  went  to  work.  It amazed him how quickly the talons tended to get banged up. Fortunately, there  were  no  cracks  that  needed  filing  this  time.  Scorth  kept  his  head down,  relaxed  and  enjoying  the  experience.  Rak  switched  to  the  other forefoot.  “Do  your  hind  claws  need  filing?”  Rak  asked,  then  shook  his head. “Never mind, I am sure they do.”

Even if they didn’t, Scorth said smugly.

Rak chuckled. “Exactly so.” He enjoyed pampering his dragon. Non-riders  often  failed  to  understand  how  much  work  went  into  keeping  a dragon healthy.

Scorth roled onto his side in an indolent manner. Rak hid his grin and continued to work. “Stay that way when I am done with the claws, so I can scrub your undercarriage.”

Scorth let out a breath that blew leaves off the bushes. Once the claws were done, Rak filed the bucket with fine sand until he’d formed a slurry.

He dipped a brush into this mixture and started scrubbing Scorth’s scales.

Scorth thrummed with contentment.

There  was  a  lot  of  dragon  to  scrub,  but  Rak  had  practice  and  was systematic in his approach. Stil, it took wel over an hour to scrub al the slough,  oil,  and  accumulated  dirt  off.  Rak  hadn’t  even  started  on  the wings, although he’d done the bases along with the back.

Are  you  too  tired?  There  were  a  lot  of  orgasms  in  that  dream , Scorth teased.   I lost count at a hundred and three.

Rak  blew  out  an  exasperated  breath.  “There  were  not  that  many.

Twenty at the most. There might have been more, but someone woke me up.” He applied oil to the oiling brush.

You went right back to it,  Scorth retorted.

“I did not.” Rak attacked the left wing.

Oh yes you did. 

“Your first interruption did not wake me. You merely intruded into the dream itself. Why can you not do that for my  bad dreams?”

And even worse, you wore a harness! The shame! You so did not deserve to have flying wings. At least you didn’t dream up a bridle. I would have dumped you in the lake, asleep or not. Even the avtappi don’t wear headgear. 

Rak  blushed.  He  focused  on  his  oiling  and  didn’t  answer  for  several long  minutes.  Finaly  he  said, “I  should  not  be  dreaming  those  sorts  of dreams about that man. I have a husband already.”

But he’s not here, and he doesn’t have Loftoni blood. I approve of Jisten. And you gave him wings. The black and silver was interesting. 

I’m  sure  he’ll  enjoy  seeing  his  wings.  And  knowing  that  he  can climax one hundred and three times. I must tell him of his prowess. 

“Ix!”  Rak  growled.  He  finished  oiling  the  dragon’s  wings  and  took everything down to the lake’s edge in order to clean it. His wings rustled in agitation as he worked.

I won’t tell him, Scorth said meekly, nuzzling his rider’s back.

Rak turned and patted Scorth’s muzzle. “Thank you.” He made short work of repacking the cleaning kit, then squinted out across the lake and said, “I suppose we must return to the palace.”

Not  must,  Scorth said.

“Ai, must. Duty. I swore an oath, remember?”

You must protect the prince. Returning to the palace is optional. 

Rak roled up his sleeping rol and tied it at both ends. He gave Scorth a sour look. “Many of my belongings are in that palace.”

Scorth  bumped  him  affectionately.  Who  cares  about  belongings? 

Your  family  is  in  Okyro.  I’m  here.  Wave  your  wings  and  that attractive Captain Jisten will eventually come running. 

“Jisten  is  stationed  at  the  palace,”  said  Rak  triumphantly.  “Let  us  go there so that I may wave my wings at him.”

And then will you stop letting wingless non-Loftoni-blooded cretins touch you? 

“No promises, Scorth. You know I need. And S’Tyl is not a cretin.”

But wingless, and he has no Loftoni blood. Unlike Jisten. 

Rak scaled Scorth’s shoulder and lashed the bedrol in its usual place.

“On second thought, take me to the Sun Temple, please. I wish to check on the prince.”

He didn’t add “and Jisten,” but Scorth sensed the unvoiced thought and rumbled  with  laughter  as  he  powered  into  the  sky.  One  hundred  and three…




Chapter Six: Stitching Practice

ªnatåra Ligo, Tålyssa Fångari

9th day, 1st week, Telyssa’s moon

Avontos straightened his stole and opened the door to the prince’s healing chamber. Jisten was sleeping across the threshold, but he wasn’t here to play  with  Jethain’s  dog.  Murson  had  ordered  him  to  practice  healing organs after that little incident with the woman last week. It was so unfair.

Was it his fault that she was a liquor lover? He’d caled the light to purge her  of  toxins,  and  bam!  Fried  liver!  Dethrian  had  not  been  amused,  but Murson had been much more understanding.

He  carefuly  stepped  over  Jisten’s  sleeping,  shirtless  form.  Without warning, he was grabbed, tripped, and flipped. He found himself flat on his back and staring into enraged grey eyes. “Hey!” Avontos squeaked.

“Let go of me, mister shirtless the pure! I was ordered to perform some healing on the prince!”

“Healing?  You? ”  Jisten  glared  at  him,  but  let  go  and  stood  back, aligning  himself  between  Avontos  and  Jethain.  “Where’s  Forael,  or Dethrian?”

“The Ylion is exhausted,” said Avontos, “and Iatrion Dethrian is busy. I just do what I’m told.”

“Wel, don’t touch him too much,” Jisten growled. He strode over to the cot and snatched up his shirt.

Avontos sniffed in disdain, not fooled by Jisten’s studied nonchalance.

The man had been doing something on that cot that he didn’t want others knowing about. But he’d cleared the path to the prince in order to retrieve his wayward uniform, so Avontos said nothing. He reached the prince’s bedside and flipped the sheet down.

“Hey!” Jisten protested and puled the sheet back over Jethain’s groin.

“His injuries are in his chest and gut. Concentrate there.”

“What difference does it make if a corpse is covered or not?” asked Avontos. He puled on Jethain’s chest wound with a finger, peering inside.

“He’s  not  dead,”  Jisten  repeated  for  the  hundredth  time.  “He’s  in magical suspension.”

“So I was told,” said the sun priest with disbelief. “I can see his heart.

It’s not beating. Now hover over there so I can work. How you expect me to get anything done with you breathing down my neck is beyond my comprehension.”

Jisten took up residence at Jethain’s feet, where he had a perfect view of everything. Avontos favored him with a dirty look and started to heal Jethain’s  chest  wound.  Golden  light  flared  from  his  hands  and Avontos struggled to direct it and not cause the heart to explode. Although he did wonder if a non-beating heart  could explode.

He found a tear in the aortic arch. It was hidden, almost impossible to see, and he hesitated. Should he get Murson, or Dethrian? Either could do a better job of healing the tear. Stubborn pride filed his heart. He could, no, he  would do this. Tears in this vessel were always fatal, so he wasn’t likely to ever get another chance. He directed his power to the aorta.

“He  doesn’t  look  any  better,”  Jisten  said  with  suspicion  when  he finished.

“That’s right,” snapped Avontos, disgruntled. “He’s stil dead. Surprise, surprise.”



   


“What is this?” asked Rak as he walked in. “Jethain is not dead, and you are not alowed to touch him.” He grabbed Avontos by the back colar of his robes and hauled him off Jethain. “Get out and stay out.” He shoved the  sun  priest  towards  the  door.  The  lack  of  day-night  conflict  crossed Rak’s mind, but the man was obviously too junior to invoke the conflict through the cloth separating them.

“S’Rak!” Jisten said with relief. His shirt was mis-buttoned, his hair was sticking out at al angles, and there were dark circles under his grey eyes.

“Thank the dawn you’re here.”

Avontos  whirled  on  Rak,  a  sun  symbol  in  hand.  “I  banish  you!”  he screamed.

“It wil not work. Go away now. Play with your sun toys.” Rak made a shooing gesture.

“Leave,” said Jisten. “High priest S’Rak doesn’t want you touching the prince  and  neither  do  I.  Tel  Iatrion  Dethrian  that  you’re  off  this assignment.”

“You can’t order me, Captain! Jisten the   Pure, indeed! I saw that bed, I  know better! I’m on to your filthy, perverted ways, Captain!” Avontos ran  out  of  the  room,  leaving  the  door  open.  Jisten’s  face  was  a  deep scarlet.

Rak shot Jisten a look. “Jisten the Pure?” he asked. Tebber hadn’t lied.

The man realy had taken vows of purity, but he wanted to hear it from Jisten himself.

“Stupid nickname,” Jisten muttered. “It’s haunted me al my days in the palace guard.”

“There is no shame in purity,” said Rak, not adding  except when it’s destroyed by drugs and an unthinking envoy. “I have a great deal of respect  for  anyone  who  can  maintain  a  pure  state  of  being,  thus  raising themselves to a higher level of existence.”

Jisten looked at Rak, his grey eyes questioning. “No one has ever put it that way before.”

“Purity is valued by the Gods, Jisten.” Rak shrugged a shoulder. “It has always been thus.” He looked at Jisten closely. “You look awful.”

“I feel awful, but I’m not as important as my prince. Please take a look at Jethain,” Jisten said. “What did that cretin do to him?”

“Jethain is in magical stasis and can wait a few minutes while I take care of you,” said Rak sternly. He set his satchel down and rummaged around until he found a certain ceramic jar. He dropped a generous pinch of the jar’s  contents  into  an  empty  mug  and  then  added  water.  He  stirred  the mixture and brought it to Jisten. “Morphea on an empty stomach is never wise, but this wil help. It is a mint tonic.”

“Thank you.” Jisten sat on the edge of Jethain’s cot and drank it. “This tastes good,” he said in surprise.

“Of course it tastes good. It is supposed to soothe your stomach, not rile it up,” said Rak, smiling. “You were deeply asleep when I was forced to leave. That sour sun priest, Murson, the one who had me arrested, had some of the young priests trying to capture my avtappi. Our young would-be healer was among them.”

“He was leering at Jethain’s privates before I covered him. Avontos fils me with a creeping dread every time he’s near me.” Jisten suppressed a shudder. “I just know he wants to touch me. Even the way he looks at me fils me with disgust.”

Rak  was  careful  to  keep  his  face  expressionless.  Jisten’s  reaction  to Avontos was that of a man who did not want sexual contact with other men.  That  added  more  guilt  to  his  burden,  but  he  wondered  why  Jisten hadn’t said anything. Did the man not remember?

Jisten saw Rak’s reaction and said, “Forgive me. I sound like a moron, and I’m giving you a bad impression of the sun priests. They aren’t al like that,  but  Murson  is  worse.”  His  grey  eyes  fixed  on  Rak.  “I’l  bleed  to death  before  either  Murson  or Avontos  touches  me.  Please  remember that.”

“I hope you never have to make a choice like that. And if I am here, I wil not let you bleed to death,” said Rak after studying Jisten’s face. He glanced  at  Jethain  and  asked,  “Can  I  trouble  you  to  find  me  a  stool, please?”

Jisten went to the door and said something to the guard outside. Soon a three-legged stool of golden oak was produced. Rak set the stool where he wanted it and sat on it. “The temple defenses are not directed by an inteligence.  So  long  as  I  am  not  in  contact  with  the  floor  or  wals,  the temple does not give me pain.” Rak poked around in Jethain’s chest as he spoke.

Jisten’s head was right at Rak’s shoulder, his breath tickling Rak’s ear and stoking his fires. “How does it look? Is it healed completely? Is the lung ful of air again?”

Rak did his best to ignore Jisten’s proximity. “The lung is healed. I am going to close the wound.” The suture supplies were stil laid out where Rak had left them. He threaded the first needle and asked, “What sort of battles have you seen?”

“Skirmishes with the Lythadi, mostly,” Jisten explained. “Occasionaly we trap them and have a ful-out battle. But they tend to strike and fade away.”

“Do  the  Valers  and  the  Lythadi  have  a  blood  feud?”  Rak  started  to suture the innermost layer.

“The  Lythadi  never  strike  the  Vales.  They’re  far  north  of  their  range and al of Koilatha lays between them.” Jisten was attentive and handed over the exact supplies needed, though he did tend to crowd Rak. “They prefer the Koilathans as easier pickings, for the army is spread thin. They watch for the patrols and evade them.”

“The Lythadi field fierce warriors,” said Rak. He worked steadily and didn’t  object  to  the  captain’s  proximity,  though  his  fires  were  mounting.

His smal hands were both delicate and precise in their motions. “Even the Riverlands armies have respect for them as foes. Captured Lythadi males are either kiled outright or sent to the arenas.”

“It’s the same here,” said Jisten. “King Owain and Lord Virien attend regularly, but I’ve only been to the games once, with Jethain. My mother cals them barbaric and cruel.”

“She is correct,” said Rak firmly, closing the subject.

After  a  few  minutes  of  silence  in  which  Rak  changed  needles  and started  to  suture  Jethain’s  skin,  Jisten  asked,  “So  the  Storm  Lord  only permits  you  to  use  your  power  to  heal  animals?  But  this,”  he  indicated Jethain, “is acceptable?”

“My duty is first to the beasts under my care,” said Rak. “If the Storm Lord  alowed  us  Thezi  to  use  our  abilities  on  people,  we  would  not  be able  to  carry  out  our  primary  duty.  The  soldiers  of  the  army  are  not gracious about the Thezi healing animals when they have to wait to see the Therrai. It would be a hundred times worse if the Thezi  could heal them, but did not.”

Jisten looked down at the prince. “Your reception here has been less than stelar. Did your inteligence warn you of this?”

“I was given only general warnings,” said Rak, “that would apply to any sun kingdom.” He finished suturing the skin of the chest and painted it with yelow liquid.

Jisten leaned over and sniffed it. “I’ve smeled this before. On horses?”

“It keeps the skin clean,” said Rak. “Reduces wound rot in horses, and in humans.”

“Only general warnings, yet you felt comfortable enough coming almost alone,” Jisten said, returning to the subject at hand. “No guards, no felow priests,  just  one  assistant. And  you  were  astonished  to  be  declared  the king’s son. I think your countrymen could have done better by you.”

“I  was  supposed  to  have  another  priest  as  an  aide,  as  wel  as  my personal guard,” admitted Rak. “But I have the misfortune of having the prophetic  gift,  and  a  vision  of  the  prince  dying  sent  me  here  ahead  of schedule.”

“Prophecy?”  Jisten  made  an  apparent  effort  to  calm  himself.  “The Koilathans make little of prophecies, but Valers put some store by it.”

“Not a ful prophecy,” corrected Rak. “Just a vision—an averted event, now. One of several, from that poisoned soup on.”

“Averted  temporarily?  Or  permanently?”  Jisten  looked  at  the  prince.

“He is stil gravely injured.”

Rak gave Jisten a thoughtful look. “I had many visions of Jethain dying, in a multitude of manners. Three have already been averted. He may yet die, but I wil do my best to prevent that. I just pray that I have a vision before every attempt on his life.” He almost mentioned the pleading, grey eyes that had accompanied each vision. They were Jisten’s eyes. Those eyes  had  promised  him  something  he  couldn’t  recal.  It  seemed  much more than the aid the captain had offered his first day.

“That  would  be  handy,”  said  Jisten.  Rak  started  to  rol  Jethain  over, hampered by his unwilingness to put his feet on the floor. Jisten shooed Rak back onto his stool. “I can rol him over. What are you looking for?”

“I want to repair his back, where the sword came out.” Rak sat back down.  “That  way  Forael  can  concentrate  on  healing  his  organs.”  Jisten arranged the prince so the wound was visible,  and  his  blank  expression gave way to sorrow. Rak examined the wound and said, “At least it is a clean  cut.  The  enemy  did  not  get  a  chance  to  twist  the  blade  before Jethain kiled him.”

“Are  these  supplies  sufficient?  Or  should  I  send  for  more?”  Jisten indicated the needles and sutures.

“We  wil  need  more  of  the  gut  thread,”  said  Rak.  Jisten  went  to  the door and spoke to the guard there before he returned to hover at the dark priest’s elbow.

“Forael is an honest man. If he cals you cousin, you may be sure that he means it,” Jisten offered.

“Forael is the best of men. I knew him many years ago, when he was young and I was not yet a priest.” Rak started to suture Jethain’s back.

“You did? What was he like then?”

“He  was  an  earnest  young  priest,  hampered  by  a  corrupt  hierarchy.

Has he ever spoken of that?”

“When he first came, he preached fiery sermons against corruption and slavery. Jethain was inspired, then.” Jisten stopped. He straightened a row of  supplies  before  continuing.  “Then  reality  occurred.  Neither  has  the power that they should.”

“He  has  reason  to  be  opposed  to  slavery,  and  it  dates  to  that  time,”

said  Rak.  “The  archpriest  of  that  temple…Auranz  struck  him  down, blasting  him  in  a  column  of  flame  that  could  be  seen  for  miles.  I  am surprised he never mentioned it. Even I thought it was impressive.”

“You were there for that?” Jisten said. “Forael’s imagery was striking when he spoke of it. It intimidated the nobles and certain sun priests for awhile,  but  without  a  similar  display  here,  there  was  no  permanent change.”

“I was there,” said Rak shortly. “But I am not surprised. The display did not even significantly change the temple it occurred in. There is, I am told, a mandate to al Sun Temples, dating from that time, forbidding the specific act that so incensed the Sun Lord.”

“What act was it?” Jisten asked in al innocence.

“The archpriest Xaethien performed a dissection on several living child slaves. He kiled them in the process.”

Jisten stared down for a minute. “Sounds like he was kiled too quickly, then.”

“I  thought  so,”  said  Rak.  “But  the  fact  that Auranz  bestirred  himself testified to the depravity of the deed. Wel, nobody wanted to criticize that He kiled too quickly. Surely the man’s soul is being tortured even now.”

Jisten made a wry face. “Yes, I suppose so.”

The extra gut suture was delivered. Rak threaded it and went back to work.  “The  prince  wil  be  sore,  and  weak,  when  he  wakes  up.  He  wil have to take it easy. Not being able to heal him fuly makes things harder for him.”

“Us,” Jisten said. “I’l be fending off the nobles and courtiers and the king and queen.”

Rak glanced up. “I had not thought of that. But Jethain is an active man, not accustomed to enforced idleness. He wil  not  appreciate how slowly I wil make him go.”

Jisten  snickered.  “Oh,  that.   I  remember  when  he  broke  his  leg  on  a patrol he shouldn’t have attended. The queen’s wailing was heard in Chloi and he badgered Forael to let him go riding the next day. He said it would strengthen the bone.”

“I see,” said Rak with a chuckle. “I even sympathize.”

Jisten grinned at Rak. “Do tel, high priest. A bad patient, are we?”

“The worst, according to the Therrai. I not only broke my leg, I refused to admit that it had been broken.” Rak flashed a wan grin. “I walked on it for nearly a day and came perilously close to damaging it permanently. It stil aches, when the weather changes.”

“A weather-wise ache. So now you can foretel the rain?” Jisten asked.

“Worth walking on a broken leg for a day?”

“Rain? In Okyro?” Rak laughed. “It was worth avoiding the Therrai. I hate it when they confine me to a bed, like I wil be doing to Jethain.”

“Perhaps these Therrai prayed to Zotien for poetic justice,” Jisten said.

Rak had to stop suturing for a moment to laugh. “In al things, balance.

Because I am a bad patient, I shal be inflicted with one myself?”

“It does appear so. But I wil help, so we can spread out the grumbling between the two of us.”

“I wil appreciate that,” said Rak, more cheerful now himself. “Between the  two  of  us,  we  might  prevent  this  boy  from  doing  himself  more damage.”

“With a little help from visions, perhaps damage from others as wel.”

Jisten tucked the corner of Jethain’s shirt farther away from the wound.

“That is the general idea,” agreed Rak. “I am not realy here for a trade agreement. That is just a nice pretext to let me do the real job of keeping this  prince  alive.  If  Okyro  realy  wanted  a  trade  agreement,  we  would have sent a team of skiled diplomats and negotiators,  not  someone  like me.”

Jisten  stopped  fiddling  with  Jethain’s  clothes  to  look  at  Rak.  “Thank you. It took trust to tel me that.”

“You do not strike me as uninteligent,” said Rak wryly. “You are also the prince’s man.”

“Through and through,” Jisten said. “But I’l prove worthy of your trust.

We have a common goal.”

“That we do. I hope you wil come to consider me an aly.” Rak was too  busy  sewing  up  a  muscle  to  offer  a  hand,  but  he  wanted  to.  He wanted to feel Jisten’s hands on him, to feel his manhood filing him again.

Jisten grinned. “As we are stitching up the prince together, I do.”

“Aly status is al sewn up?”

Jisten groaned. “You didn’t warn me about bad puns!”

“I  do  not  indulge  often.  Scorth,  on  the  other  hand,  is  notorious  for such.” Rak finished the muscle layer, changed needles, and went to work on the skin. It didn’t take long to finish closing Jethain’s back. He painted more yelow liquid on it and started to clean up. “Can you flip him back over? It makes no difference to him, of course, but any visitors wil expect him to be face up.”

Jisten was careful in his repositioning of the prince. It bespoke that his relationship  with  his  superior  was  not  merely  duty.  “You  care  for  him,”

said Rak.

“I would not boast and cal him friend, but I don’t serve out of duty,”

Jisten said.

“That is good to hear.” Rak’s trust for Jisten ratcheted up. He finished putting everything away.

“At  least  we  now  have  you  as  an  aly,”  said  Jisten.  He  held  out  his hands, palms up.

Rak  rested  his  now  clean  hands  on  Jisten’s.  Jisten  closed  his  gently, and a tingle rapidly spread from their point of contact, washing over them both but ending as quickly as it started. Rak studied Jisten, who met his gaze  evenly.  “Can  you  recommend  a  good  place  to  find  something  to eat?” asked Rak. “The cheese and crackers wore off some time ago.”

“Yes. I would take you there, but I don’t trust a temple where a priest plunged a dagger into the chest of my prince.” Jisten said. “If you prefer, food can be sent to your suite.”

“That might be best,” said Rak. “It would not do for me to get lost in this  city.”  He  had  no  intention  of  getting  lost.  He  prayed  that  Yonaph would be there three hours after sunset.

“Tel Tebber what you want,” Jisten said. “He can fetch from the best taverns, since the palace kitchens are closed for the night.”

“That is a good idea,” Rak said. “Thank you.” He stood, stretched, and headed for the door. When he glanced over his shoulder, he saw that the captain had a look of regret on his face. It was a regret he shared, but he couldn’t  remain  here,  and  food  wouldn’t  fetch  itself.  He  squared  his shoulders and stepped out the door.



   


“Good evening, Captain. I have your dinner here,” Tebber announced as he  sailed  into  the  room.  He  was  carrying  a  wicker  basket  and  had  a wineskin slung over a shoulder.

“Tebber! Many thanks!” Jisten was bored, tired, and hungry.

“Compliments of the high priest,” continued Tebber. “He also told me to tel you to sleep. He said sun priests wouldn’t touch the prince at night, but come dawn there wil be danger, so you should be rested for that.”

The servant unpacked the meal on the side table.

“Please tel Kordri to report to me for orders,” Jisten said. “I’m staying here until the prince wakes up.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tebber. He headed for the door, but turned back and said, “S’Rak said that the sausage was particularly good.”

Jisten smiled. “Ah, we are sharing a meal by proxy then?”

Tebber grinned and nodded. “He thought you’d forget to eat.”

“Did you tel him that?” Jisten said with mock suspicion.

Tebber shook his head. “No, sir!”

Jisten  looked  at  the  prince.  “I’d  rather  Jethain  was  in  the  palace  and brought here for healing. Would you please ask S’Rak if that would cause him  any  harm?  I  know  that  I  would  have  to  clear  it  with  Forael,  but  if S’Rak said that the transport made no difference, it would strengthen my case.”

“I wil, sir.” Tebber kept looking at the prince. “He realy does look…

uhm…I should go run those errands for you, sir.”

“Thank you, Tebber. Would you care to see  S’Rak’s  suturing  of  the prince’s wounds? Then you can tel others.”

Tebber paled and gulped. “Yes, sir, if you think I should.”

“I won’t cause you distress, Tebber. I’m only looking for support from the gossip chain.”

“I  can  handle  it,”  said  Tebber  after  a  moment.  “There  won’t  be  any parts hanging out, right?”

“No  parts  hanging  out,”  Jisten  said  gravely.  He  pointed  out  the  neat little sutures. “The yelow ointment prevents wound rot.”

“I’ve seen sloppier embroidery work in the palace.”

“Good man!” Jisten clapped him on the shoulder. “Nothing but the best for our prince. And if any sun priests come sniffing around S’Rak, let  me know.  Some  idiot  imprisoned  him  here  in  the  temple  without  Forael’s knowledge.”

“Kordri to report to you, S’Rak to determine if Jethain can stay at the palace,  and  let  you  know  if  sun  priests  sniff  around  S’Rak.  Did  I  miss anything?”

“Not a thing. Your memory is as sharp as ever.”

“I’m off, then.”




Chapter Seven: The Luthier

Rak slipped into the Sunny Boy taproom and cleared the doorway before he  paused,  his  gaze  sweeping  the  room.  He  was  hopeful  that  Yonaph would  be  there.  If  not,  he  would  have  to  find  someone  to  relieve  him despite the risk. Perhaps the innkeeper would help in that respect.

He spotted Yonaph sitting alone at his usual table, drinking quietly. He had a workman’s leather-over-wood-framed tool case with him, tucked under  the  table  out  of  the  way  of  the  serving  wenches.  He  raised  his tankard and the dark priest nodded, walked across the room, and took the seat opposite the man. “Night’s blessing on you, Yonaph.”

Yonaph  raised  one  finger  of  his  opposite  hand  and  a  serving  wench swiftly deposited another tankard. Rak inclined his head and flipped the girl  a  coin.  He  sipped  from  the  tankard  and  smiled  a  little.  “Not  a  bad brew.”

“Perhaps you want a lute?” Yonaph indicated his case. “I’ve just come back from a noble’s house.”

Rak’s eyebrows shot up. “You are a minstrel?”

“I  am  a  luthier,”  Yonaph  said.  “I  enjoy  the  playing  but  dislike  the traveling, and I like the crafting best of al.”

“Interesting.  Perhaps  some  night  you  wil  show  me  your  work.”  Rak took  another  swalow  of  ale.  “But  tonight…I  know  it  is  early,  but  the stress…I need, and badly.”

“Have you eaten?”

“Ai,” said Rak shortly. He drained his tankard.

Yonaph stood and puled Rak to the bar. “The usual room,” he told the innkeeper.

“Room three is open,” said the innkeeper. He set the training colar and leash on the counter.

Rak hesitated at the colar, remembering Hasaviz. “Must I?”

Yonaph  shot  Rak  a  warning  look  as  the  innkeeper  shook  his  head.

There  were  men  staring  at  them.  Rak  looked  at  the  colar,  then  at Yonaph,  then  at  the  customers.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  nodded agreement. Yonaph  locked  the  colar  on  his  neck.  He  clipped  the  leash and  yanked  hard.  Rak  stumbled,  and  the  men  muttered  in  satisfaction.

“Whip the insolent cur!” suggested one.

The innkeeper handed Yonaph a whip and Rak received a sharp crack across his thigh. Rak flinched at the blow and whispered, “Post, master?”

He was so quiet that Yonaph, standing beside him, had to strain his ears.

“To the post!” Yonaph snarled and gave Rak another blow as if he had thought of it. He was certain that nobody else had heard Rak’s question.

It  made  sense  to  publicaly  punish  him  for  his  defiance  over  the  training colar.

Rak  immediately  went  to  the  whipping  post  in  the  corner  of  the taproom.

“Strip him so he realy feels it,” the onlookers advised.

“Strip!” Yonaph folowed with another crack of the whip.

Rak removed his clothing obediently, setting it aside before he raised his wrists to be bound to the top of the post. He had stripped to the skin, leaving nothing, not even his wrap. The customers whistled in appreciation and teased Yonaph for his luck in owning such a slave.

Yonaph squeezed Rak’s ass for al to see. He whirled the whip over his head and smacked him from buttocks to thighs and down to his ankles.

He avoided whipping his back, afraid of hitting the wings. Rak was both crying out in pain and reacting with obvious lust, dry humping the post he was bound to.

Yonaph twisted him around, pushing the bound man’s back to the post, and  whipped  his  chest,  bely,  groin,  and  upper  thighs.  When  he  twisted Rak,  the  onlookers  could  see  the  slave’s  erection,  which  only  grew  as Yonaph whipped it, and they laughed and congratulated the luthier even more.  A  few  boldly  offered  their  assistance,  which  he  declined  with  a smile. He asked the audience, “Ready?”

The customers gave a rousing cheer as if they were at a joust. Yonaph positioned  himself  behind  Rak  so  he  wouldn’t  be  seen.  He  wasn’t  on display here, Rak was. He discretely opened just the crotch of his pants and pushed himself into the slave.

Rak arched his back, pushing himself into Yonaph with a loud moan of pleasure.  Although  they  couldn’t  see  it,  everyone  knew  what  had  just happened.  Yonaph  grasped  Rak’s  waist  and  started  slowly.  Fuly  in, almost  fuly  out.  Stil  bound  to  the  whipping  post,  Rak  nevertheless cooperated, working his body to increase Yonaph’s pleasure. His action was as obvious as his own enjoyment of being used.

The minstrel in the corner plucked a tune and the crowd laughed and clapped along to the tempo. Yonaph obliged and matched it.

Rak writhed on Yonaph’s shaft to the beat, his wings spreading but not flapping.  The  crowd  gasped  in  appreciation  of  the  spread  wings.  The tempo picked up and they clapped in time. Yonaph drove into Rak faster and faster. Rak ground back faster and faster, throwing his head back to rest on Yonaph’s shoulder as the rest of him strained to please, his feet hooking  around  Yonaph’s  calves.  The  minstrel’s  song  wove  to  a  wild conclusion  and  Yonaph  sang  out  in  climax.  The  crowd  roared  in appreciation of Rak’s subsequent climax, his cry lost in their cheers.

Yonaph  panted  a  moment,  then  puled  out  slowly  and  tucked  himself away.  He  unfastened  Rak  from  the  pole.  “More  in  the  room?”  he murmured into Rak’s ear. “Or here?’

“Room, master,” whispered Rak. The point of the exercise had been to publicaly display his submission after balking at the colar—a necessary evil, and one he didn’t wish to prolong.

Yonaph waved to the crowd. He took Rak’s leash and led him away with dignity. Gazes folowed them and hands reached out to touch Rak as he was led past. Yonaph nodded at the tavern patrons like a benevolent king. The hands became bolder, fondling and squeezing.

“Easy  there,”  Yonaph  said.  “Take  care,  take  care.”  He  led  Rak through the crowd and down the stairs. Rak was almost clipping his heels in his eagerness to get away from the crowd. Yonaph opened the door to room three, led Rak in, and then closed it and dropped the privacy bar.

By  the  time  Yonaph  turned  around  again,  Rak  was  kneeling  in  the spread  position  of  a  sex  slave.  “I  need,”  he  whispered.  “It  burns  so badly.”

“You just had it, though,” said Yonaph, startled. He looked closely at Rak, seeing the welts and burns. “Someone’s hurt you. What happened?”

“Sun priest purified me,” said Rak, stil whispering. “Ever since he filed me with his seed, I have burned in terrible need. I pray this wil be enough to satisfy whatever that  vlakas has done to me.”

Yonaph picked him up and pushed him against the wal. Rak brought his legs up to flex his hips into perfect position for his partner. The luthier sighed happily as he pushed into Rak. The tension of his pumping held the smaler  man  against  the  wal.  He  placed  his  arms  against  the  wal  over Rak’s head. Rak cried out in pleasure at his penetration and worked his body to accentuate the powerful thrusts.

Without the crowd, Yonaph felt free to drive in and out of Rak to his own timing. Rak submitted to his rhythm, making no effort to take over the  pace  and  every  effort  to  maximize  Yonaph’s  pleasure.  Yonaph slammed  Rak  into  the  wal  and  roared  with  his  climax.  Rak’s  higher-pitched  cry  joined  his  roar,  the  dependent  orgasm  shooting  seed  up between their bodies.

Yonaph hung his head and panted. The pressure was enough to keep Rak pinned to the wal. “Enough? Or more?”

“More,” Rak moaned in agony as the fires continued to torment him.

Yonaph put his arms around him and carried him to the bed. He sat on the edge. “I need help for more.”

Rak slid down to kneel between his legs. He licked his own seed off Yonaph’s bely before addressing the man’s package.

Yonaph  scooted  back  on  the  bed  and  rested  against  the  headboard.

“Dance.”  Rak  obeyed,  giving  Yonaph  a  very  erotic  performance hampered only by the lack of music. His perfectionism didn’t like the lack of  music  at  al,  but  his  expression  didn’t  betray  it. Yonaph’s  manhood grew again. Rak danced harder.

“Now dance on me.”

Rak danced on Yonaph’s lap, kissing and licking the man’s pole when he wasn’t brushing it with his hands or wings.

“Face down,” Yonaph ordered when he was ready.

Rak positioned himself as he’d been trained, pressing his face down to the mattress from an al-fours position, leaving his rear end in the air.

Yonaph again gripped Rak’s hipbones as he bore into him. His pace was slower this time, showing his fatigue. Rak yielded to him fuly, rocking back in a manner that did at least half the work. When Yonaph paused, Rak continued. Yonaph caught his breath and accelerated. Rak moaned in appreciation, his own cooperative action speeding up.

Yonaph climaxed, sweat dripping from his brow. He was quick to sag to the bed. Rak cleaned him gently. At last he felt relief from the fires. He was grateful to the man for helping him, and grateful that he hadn’t needed any further help from the wiling patrons in the taproom.




Chapter Eight: The Chaos Priest

Earthday, the 29th of Evphormon

Hasaviz strode into Virien’s office. “You wished to see me?”

“I sent a message across the river,” said Virien, waving him to a seat.

“About our new problem.”

“What  problem  is  that?”  Hasaviz  took  the  offered  seat  and  helped himself to café.

The  room  grew  dim  and  cold  and  damp,  as  if  a  wet  blanket  had smothered  the  sun. An  acrid  tang  flavored  the  air  and  the  senior  chaos priest stood before them. He did not look happy. Both Virien and Hasaviz went utterly stil at the new presence.

“Your  attack  failed,”  the  chaos  priest  said.  “But  that  pales  in significance next to the fact that there is a dark servant here.”

Virien quailed at the cold words, but Hasaviz frowned. “So?”

“The  dark  servant  is  just  an  escaped  sex  slave,”  Virien  soothed.

“Nothing compared to your power.”

“We’ve already taken steps to bring him under control,” said Hasaviz.

“He’s no danger to us, or to you.”

The  priest’s  features  flushed  with  fury.  “Owain’s  true  heir,  who happens  to  be  a  dark  servant,  has  arrived,  and  you  did  not  see  fit  to inform me at once?” The chaos priest hit Virien’s desk with his fist, and the wood beneath his hand dried and cracked. “Time is short. He must be here  to  defend  the  prophecy.  The  mule  must  die  before  an  heir  of  his blood is arranged.”

“The mule is sterile,” Hasaviz said, trying to reassure the chaos priest.

The look he got in return made him shrink back in his chair.

“Is  the  dark  priest  sterile?”  asked  the  priest.  “Kil  him  at  once.  Then you can kil the prince.”

Hasaviz  made  a  noise  of  protest  and  Virien  cursed.  “You’d  risk bringing  down  the  wrath  of  his  God?  I  thought  your  temple  needed  to remain secret until you had enough power.”

The  chaos  priest’s  fist  struck  one  of  the  tapestries  on  the  wal.  It crumbled into dust. “Kil the mule. I wil see to the dark priest myself.” He departed  as  silently  and  suddenly  as  he’d  arrived  and  the  two  men slumped in relief.



   



Lacking windows, the cave-dark bedchamber was shielded from the late-afternoon sunlight. Rak stil slept, so Tebber made every effort at silence as  he  searched  for  the  book  Scorth  had  asked  for.  His  efforts  were  in vain. Rak sat up, yawning as his wings stretched wide. The priest’s head swiveled around and he stared at the servant with a puzzled expression.

After a moment, Rak asked, “What time is it?”

“Sir, the sun stands in the second half of the tenth hour.” Tebber picked up Scorth’s book.

“Thank you, Tebber.” Rak swung his legs out of bed and stood up, stil stretching. “Anything interesting happen while I slept?”

“No, sir. There’s food in the parlor. Lord Scorth said you’d be waking soon.”

Rak gestured for Tebber to proceed out of the room and then padded into the bathroom. After he was prepared to face the day, he headed for the parlor. Tebber bustled over with a tray, setting it on a table designed to swing over a chair. “Sir, what do you prefer to drink?”

“Café, if possible. Tea, otherwise.” Rak dug into the food as Tebber went  to  the  sideboard,  returning  with  a  large  ceramic  cup  filed  to  the brim.  “Thank  you,”  Rak  murmured  as  Tebber  set  the  mug  down.  “And thank you for the tray as wel.”

Tebber  bobbed  with  an  uncomfortable  smile.  “I’m  stil  not  used  to being  thanked  for  doing  my  duty.  I  hope  the  meal  meets  with  your approval, sir. I wasn’t sure what to bring, what with you keeping hours opposite the norm.”

“This is wonderful,” Rak said with a wry chuckle. “But al it takes to make me happy at this time of day is café.”

Scorth puled his nose out of the book. “He’s  not joking. If there’s no café,  he’l  take  tea.  If  there’s  neither  café  nor  tea,  run  for  your  life, because the last time he had to do without, he started kiling people.”

Tebber paled.

“Scorth, you are scaring Tebber.” With a slight smile, Rak explained, “Scorth  is  fond  of  teasing  people.  He  takes  some  getting  used  to.  It  so happens  that  there  was  a  battle  on  that  particular  night.  The  kiling  had nothing  to  do  with  the  lack  of  café  or  tea,  and  everything  to  do  with protecting a vilage ful of innocents.”

“You take al the fun out of it,” Scorth complained.

Tebber glanced from Rak to Scorth and back before he nodded. He would  stil  do  his  best  to  make  sure  Rak  always  had  café,  just  in  case.

“Have you fought in many battles, sir?”

Rak looked thoughtful as he cradled the mug in his hands. “You could say that.” He explained the war to his servant, fitting in his meal around the words.

After  eating,  Rak  spent  time  in  the  bathroom,  washing  himself  with special soaps and oils. Every tenth night he performed the sacred dance for  his  God,  and  that  required  preparation—spiritual,  mental,  and physical. He regretted that he did not have the time to meditate, but the prince was lying helpless in the Sun Temple, and his duty was clear.




Chapter Nine: Of Rabbits

The building sat supreme at the eastern edge of the plaza. A golden dome reflected the cloud-scattered shafts of afternoon sun in piercing briliance over  the  softer  pale  ochre  of  the  wals.  The Temple of blinding Light, and  within,  those  blinded  by  the  Light.   Rak  gave  Vyld  a  pat  as  he dismounted in a patch of shade, careful not to look directly at the temple.

One set of sunspots wavering in his vision was enough. In order to avoid blinding himself further, he approached the temple like a penitent, hood up and head bowed.

Stubbornness was one of his virtues, and a short eternity later he stood before the open doors of the narthex despite the pain that was becoming al  too  familiar.  He  was  not  going  further  without  an  invitation  this  time.

Unless  he  missed  his  guess,  he  wouldn’t  have  to  wait  long.  Anyone dressed in black here was certain to attract attention.

Two young and stern-looking junior sun priests clad in incense-scented cream and gold robes came out to deal with him. One bore a staff topped with a golden sun disc, the other a censor and a vial of blessed water.

Sweet  night,  do  they  plan  on  trying  to  exorcise  me?   Rak suppressed his urge to laugh in their earnest faces. He remembered them and  gravely  intoned,  “Archpriest  Forael  invited  me  to  speak  with  him when convenient. Can you tel me if he is available?”

Avontos  glanced  at  his  felow  before  replying.  “Evil  is  not  welcome here. Begone.”

Lord,  grant  me  patience.  Was  I  ever  this  young?   Taking  a  deep breath of muggy air, Rak formulated a reply unlikely to spark a holy war.

“Evil  is  not  welcome  anywhere,  young  cousin.  It  is  perhaps  fortunate, therefore, that I am not evil. And from your point of view, it is perhaps un fortunate that I wil not leave until I have spoken with your Ylion.”

Avontos’  grip  on  the  staff  was  so  tight  his  knuckles  were  white.  His partner, Nithios, shook the water vial at him, neglecting to remove the top.

Crossing his arms over his chest, Rak glanced heavenwards in a mute plea for  assistance.  That  was  a  mistake.  He  looked  back  down,  blinking furiously  to  clear  the  new  set  of  dark  spots.  Nithios  swung  his  censor, sending a waft of scented smoke at Rak.

“Mm. Is that frankincense?” Rak grinned at the sun priest’s pole-axed expression. “You did not think that would hurt me, did you?”

“I’d  guess  that  he  did,”  replied  Forael  as  he  strode  through  the doorway. “My junior priests are convinced that, since you are a demon, you have some nefarious plan to do us al in.”

Rak  was  startled  into  laughing.  “But  of  course. You  shal  shortly  be overrun by a plague of,” his voice dropped ominously, “rabbits.”

“Indeed, it is as I thought. You intend to smother us in warm pelts and tasty stews. Come inside, High Priest of Zotien, I invite thee.”

“Thank  you,  Archpriest  of  Auranz.”  The  formalities  done  and  the invitation  properly  given,  Rak’s  pain  faded  to  a  mere  buzz,  an  itch  that could not be scratched.

The sun priest led him to a room that was uncomfortably bright. Large panes of glass overlooked the temple’s private gardens, a park-like area larger  than  the  temple  that  claimed  them. A  desk  was  situated  to  take advantage of the view, if not the light, and bookcases lined the remaining wals.

Rak’s eyes flicked to the door leading out into the gardens before he chose a patch of shade facing the desk. Forael dragged a chair over and then sat in another.

“Let us speak before the invasion of rabbits begins,” Forael said with a twinkle in his eye.

“Indeed,” replied Rak in equal solemnity, “for time is the enemy of us al.”  When  Forael’s  eyebrow  arched,  Rak  explained,  “There  is  never enough of it, in my experience.”

Forael  nodded  his  agreement.  “I  am  delighted  to  meet  with  you,  my cousin, but I must ask, what is the reason for your visit?”

“Your invitation. And my brother is here.”

“To  the  temple,  Thezomeh,”  agreed  Forael  with  an  amused  smile.  “I was asking about your visit to Koilatha, my literal cousin.”

“Ah, wel, that is different indeed. The war has brought me hence, of course. Why else?”

Forael looked unhappy to hear it. An educated priest, he knew about the  ancient  strife  of  the  House  of  Night.  His  questions  were  cautious, almost hesitant. “What about the war? What is the situation there?”

“Things are much the same as they have been for three thousand years —a  stalemate.”  Rak  shrugged.  “The  other  night,  we  started  to  have  a conversation, do you recal?”

“Yes, I remember.”

“Can  you  explain  to  me,  then,  the  rationale  behind  slavery? And,  in addition, how this institution is not evil?”

“You  do speak directly,” Forael observed, his expression glum.

“My apologies,” Rak said. “Shal I waste our time by beating around the bush for an hour first?”

“How about sending in the rabbits?”

“Daxi.” Rak stood, his eyes closing as he concentrated.

“Wait,” exclaimed Forael. “I thought that was a  joke?”

Rak  cracked  an  eye  open.  “I  can  summon  as  many  rabbits  as  you wish.”

“Hmm, generaly it takes two for a decent stew,” said Forael, warming to the idea.

Rak  closed  his  eye  and  continued  to  concentrate.  Forael  crossed  his arms over his chest and waited. A scratching sound at the outside door made Forael twitch. He shot a glance at the dark priest as he opened the door to admit a horde of rabbits that hopped towards Rak.

“I always suspected that our garden was infested,” commented Forael, “but two dozen? That’s a lot of stew.”

“This is a large temple,” said Rak, a slight smile on his lips. At his feet, the  rabbits  clustered,  stil  held  by  the  peculiar  power  of  the  Thezi  over beasts. It was a simple power that the temple defenses made no effort to block, since there was no malice in Rak’s intent.

Forael opened the door leading into the corridor. He spoke briefly to whoever  was  outside  and  then  returned  to  stand  by  the  desk,  his  lips twitching  in  private  amusement.  A  few  moments  later,  Avontos  and Nithios stepped in, their attention split between Forael and the evil demon.

“My young brothers,” said Forael with the most grave of expressions, “I am afraid that the invasion of rabbits has begun.” He gestured subtly to Rak,  who,  taking  the  hint,  released  his  hold  on  the  beasts.  The  rabbits, discovering that they were in a room ful of people, dashed for the only open exit—the corridor leading further into the temple.

The two young sun priests looked dismayed, and their expressions only increased  in  severity  when  Forael  told  them,  “If  you  cannot  trap  those rabbits  by  sundown,  we  are  doomed.  Go,  now,  quickly.”  The  two unhappy sun priests ran after the rabbits. Forael closed the door behind them  and  then  relaxed  in  his  comfortable  chair.  “I  have  always  disliked those two.”

Rak burst out laughing. He’d managed to keep a straight face until the young priests had been tasked with their wild rabbit chase. Forael joined him in laughter. “I do like rabbit stew,” he managed a short time later. “Do you wish to stay for dinner? You did provide it, after al.”

“I wil, after I check on Jethain,” Rak said. “You wil have to eat dinner with us some evening as wel. Scorth makes a very tasty venison roast.”

“I would be delighted,” said Forael immediately. Then he paused, his brow furrowing. “What time is dinner?”

Rak oozed amusement as he replied, “The second hour of night. It is realy breakfast for us.”

“In that case, I wil be most pleased to dine with you and try Scorth’s cooking.”

“How did you end up in this backwards, isolated kingdom? You should have been archpriest over al the Riverlands by now.”

“Having a view of slavery contrary to that of the official stance makes my life interesting, in the worst sense of the word. Think you would be a high priest of Zotien if you supported slavery?” Forael’s gaze was on the peaceful  garden.  “I  successfuly  replaced  al  slaves  in  this  temple,  but when I tried it in Lini, I almost didn’t make it out alive. The irony that I escaped under cover of night is not lost on me, cousin.”

“I see.” Rak managed not to laugh at the idea of a servant of Zotien supporting slavery, or of a sun priest slipping away by night.

“No  one  understands  that  while  the  House  of  Day  doesn’t  object  to slavery, it isn’t mandatory,” Forael said in a tone that sounded as if it had been  shouted  down  decade  after  decade.  “There  is  much  good  in  the House of Day, such beauty in the light, but I suppose it is appreciated only by the free, not the slave.”

“There is beauty in al the world, not just the day, Ylion,” Rak chided gently.

“As I discovered on my lonely exodus out of Lini, traveling by night, the burn on my back festering,” Forael said. “The two moons provided light for me to travel. But I must say, it was Si’Yeni who comforted me on that trip. Perhaps she wished to keep me in the House of Day.” Forael smiled at the memory.

“You remain as good a man as I recaled.”

“Despite  staying  in  the  House  of  Day?”  Forael  asked.  He  observed Rak sharply, but his tone was teasing.

“I have no prejudice where the day is concerned,” Rak replied blandly.

“But I serve and cherish the night.”

“So we wil not try to convert each other,” Forael laughed. “Shal I see you at dinner—or rather, your breakfast—in a few evenings?”

“You shal, so long as you can tolerate eating with us evil  dhemion.”

“I shal assure my juniors that I wil be safe and that I wil convert you al by dessert,” Forael said with a wink.

Rak chuckled. “You should remind them to uncap the holy water first next time.”

Forael laughed and shook his head. “Not those two. Do you think they have ever listened to a word I’ve said?”

“I think the rabbits are getting the better of them.” Rak smiled droly at the complete lack of fear he sensed from the rabbits scattered al over the temple.

“I  hope  so.  They  could  use  a  little  humbling,  and  I  do  have  more competent  juniors  that  I  shal  set  on  the  rabbits.”  Forael  smiled.

“Eventualy.  We  have  to  have   some  fun.  Despite  what  everybody believes, it doesn’t do us good to spend al of our time in study, prayer, and meditation. But as the archpriest, I don’t officialy recognize that, as I’m sure you understand. We are, of course, always the model of proper decorum and religiosity, yes?”

“Not  my  sect,”  replied  Rak  with  a  snort  of  laughter.  “We  are considered  crazy.  This  gives  us  much  leeway  to  enjoy  life.  If  you  want stuffy decorum, seek the Ekli.”

“Lucky you,” said Forael. When Rak grinned, the sun priest asked, “I wonder if  I could be infected with a bit of craziness?”

“Spend enough time with me,” said Rak, “and you might be.”

“I would enjoy that,” said Forael with a twinkle in his eye that spoke volumes about his need to escape his duties more. “And I think it wil be a good lesson in tolerance for my juniors. If my elder priests don’t lynch or behead me first.”




Chapter Ten: Dealing with the Undead

Dethrian  had  been  caled  out  to  deal  with  an  emergency  involving  an overturned cart, and Murson jumped on the opportunity for mischief. He went to Gaerik and Dulat and said, “Do you want to defend the light or not? The prince wil rise as an undead monster of the night unless we do something  to  prevent  it.  We  might  not  have  another  chance,  the  way Dethrian hovers over his precious infirmary.”

“You’re  right.  Let’s  get  this  over  with,”  said  Gaerik.  “I  want  to  get back to my book.” He hefted an axe nearly as big as he was.

“We al wish to resume our study of our glorious Sun Lord Auranz,”

said Murson, “but I cannot rest with the knowledge of the great evil the dark one is trying to force upon us.”

Dulat took a stake of golden oak out of his closet. “I sharpened this last night,” he admitted, “and blessed it this morning. If you say now is the time to strike, then let’s go.” He picked up a large hammer.

The three sour old senior priests marched through the temple. “Forael’s busy  talking  to  the  demon,”  said  Murson.  “I  pray  he’s  performing  an exorcism.” They reached the infirmary, which was as empty as he’d said it would be, and headed for Jethain’s room.



   


Murson  threw  open  the  door,  took  one  look  at  Jisten,  and  thundered, “Leave, you mongrel cur!”

“Get out!” shouted Gaerik. “We have holy work to do here!”

“What  are  you  doing?  What  are  you  carrying?”  Jisten  backed  up against  the  bed,  keeping  himself  between  the  three  old  men  and  the prince. His mind was at war. How could he draw on  sun priests?  Then again, how could he not?

Gaerik brandished the huge axe and nearly overbalanced himself. Jisten kicked out, hit the axe handle, and the blade thunked into the floorboards.

“Come, Captain, move out of the way,” crooned Dulat. “Just give us a few  minutes  to  save  the  prince’s  soul. You  want  that,  yes? You  don’t want the prince damned to wander as a ghost, do you?”

Gaerik was trying to pry his axe out of the floor.

“He’s  not  dead!”  Jisten  shouted.  “He’s  frozen  with  magic!  Forael  is healing him in stages!”

“We don’t want an undead prince!” said Murson. “We must save him before it’s too late for Auranz to take him into his blessed hands.”

A  rabbit  shot  into  the  room  and  raced  between  Dulat’s  feet.  The startled  sun  priest  threw  up  his  hands  and  the  hammer  set  sail  for  the window. Jisten spread himself over the prince as the glass pane shattered.



   


“What in the blasted abyss is going on here?” roared Rak from behind the old  men.  “Out!  Al  of  you,  out!”  He  sounded  even  more  commanding than Forael in a rage.

Jisten stood and turned so he was once again facing the old sun priests, stil between them and the prince.

“We do not leave  our Sun Temple!” Murson shouted back.

Gaerik whipped out his flask of holy water and doused Rak with it. The dark  priest  didn’t  even  pause  as  he  stalked  fuly  into  the  room,  a  black staff topped with blazing green fire in one hand and a sabre in the other.

“Leave this room now!” roared Rak.

“You dare to command us in Auranz’s temple?” Murson sneered. He held his golden staff, topped with a shining sun, in front of him.

Rak  raised  his  staff  and  started  to  chant.  The  room  plunged immediately into darkness. Caling darkness was something even a novice could  manage,  and  it  was  harmless,  so  the  temple  defenses  weren’t activated. But sun priests couldn’t see in the dark.

Dulat’s  fearful  shrieks  were  folowed  by  a  series  of  loud  thumps.

Panicked, Gaerik freed his axe and flailed about blindly, a hazard to both friend and foe. Rak ducked the wild swing of the axe and cracked his staff on Gaerik’s wrist. Briliant golden fire flared around Rak’s staff where it contacted Gaerik, who screamed in pain, the axe faling from his numbed hand.  Now  the  temple  alarms  activated,  the  brass  carilons  shockingly loud.

Murson  clapped  his  staff  on  the  floor  and  the  sun  began  to  shine, piercing the darkness. The golden light slowly gained ascendency over the darkness. The border between the two was a chaotic display of flowing streamers of dark shadow and golden fingers of fiery energy.

A smal lizard flew at Murson and beat at his face with translucent blue wings.  The  mastigi  spat  but  Murson  spoke  a  word  and  a  painful  arc  of light  shielded  his  face  from  the  poison.  The  alarm  sequence  of  the  bels rang out again.

The lizard flitted back towards Rak, who advanced on Murson with his staff. “Shal we dance?” The mastigi ducked into the folded hood of Rak’s robe.

“I’m a sun priest, not a lowly dancer,” snarled Murson. “Kneel before your betters!” The golden light battered the darkness back now.

“He’s a high priest!” Jisten shouted. “Above your rank!”

Murson shot a blast at Jisten. “Mongrel!”

Rak  blocked  the  blast  and  the  magical  alarms  ratcheted  up,  adding cymbals  to  the  brass  bels  and  trumpets.  The  temple  defenses  activated and surrounded Murson with golden light. Murson’s glowing staff swung at Rak, who barely managed to block the blow. Murson advanced and Rak  retreated  as  the  Sun  Temple  gave  its  chosen  defender  more  than enough  power  to  subdue  the  invader.  Rak  wasn’t  able  to  block  every blow, and he was in peril of becoming trapped in a corner.

Half  of  the  sun  guard  pounded  into  the  room,  led  by  Commander Teok. Jisten desperately parried the man’s blade. “Teok! What’s wrong with you? Stand down! This is a huge misunderstanding!”

“I’l  not  permit  a  demon  to  attack  my  priests!”  Teok  swung  again, trying to force Jisten away from Rak.

Forael strode in, a glowing sun of fury. He was taler and his white hair floated around his head. Al the magical alarms silenced. One word, one sweep  of  his  hand,  and  al  the  stray  energy  in  the  room,  light  and  dark alike, infused the window shards, which flew back  into  place  and  fused into an idylic scene of flying pegasi. “What  is  going  on?” His eyes were no longer blue, but blazed gold. “Teok! Stop!”

“The filth is not content with murdering the prince but has corrupted the mongrel  further,”  Murson  said,  his  staff  in  lethal  counterpoint  to  Rak’s, mirroring Teok’s and Jisten’s standoff.

“The  prince  is  not  dead  and  I  see  no  mongrel,”  Forael  said,  his precision underscoring his fury.

Rak said, “They are trying to kil the prince.”

“I believe my cousin,” Forael finished.

Murson raised his staff over his head and the sun guard drew back.

Rak wondered if the senior priest would dare to strike his superior. He moved into a defensive position, holding his staff to cover Forael at need.

“Thank you, Murson. You should rest.” Forael plucked the staff from the sour sun priest’s hand, as if the man meant to offer it to him.

Murson glared daggers at Rak and Jisten. “Of course, your holiness,”

he grated.

“Your holiness is beautiful,” Dulat sighed, looking up at Forael from the floor. “Is everything saved?”

“Yes, Dulat, everything is saved.” Forael’s eyes faded to blue. Murson stomped out.

Rak  glanced  at  the  captain.  “We  would  like  to  move  Jethain  to  the palace,” he said to Forael. “He wil be safer from stakes there.”

“Agreed,”  Forael  said,  staring  at  Commander  Teok.  “Captain  Jisten, wil you please take charge of relocating the prince? You should use the palace guard. My sun guard needs to take care of Dulat and make sure Murson is escorted safely back to his quarters.”

Teok  gazed  back  fearlessly.  “I  don’t  think  that’s  wise,  sir.  The  dark one is a dangerous creature and should be watched closely. Letting him take the prince is foolhardy. There’s no way we can be sure he won’t do evil, profane things to him.”

“That shattered window and the captain’s wounds testify that mischief found him here,” Forael said.

“I  swear  that  the  prince  wil  not  be  harmed  by  me,”  said  Rak.  He crossed his arms over his chest and looked at Teok impassively.

Forael passed a golden hand over Jisten’s face.  “These  are  not  dark wounds.”

Rak  scowled,  his  jealousy  flaring.  Teok  noticed  the  scowl  and  the Commander’s  eyes  narrowed.  Forael  passed  a  hand  over  Jethain  next.

“No dark mischief here.”

Jisten  hefted  the  axe  out  of  the  floorboards.  “Commander,  Dulat planned to behead the prince with this.”

Rak toed one of the oaken stakes out from under the bed. “After they hammered this through his heart,” he added.

“Commander Teok, now do you see the wisdom of moving the prince to the palace?” Forael asked gently.

Teok  glowered.  “I  don’t  trust  the  dark  one,  but  I  can  see  that  the prince is in danger here. Too many good, holy priests don’t trust his dark magic any more than I, and wil seek to save the prince’s soul, if not his life.”

“I see. We’l speak further of this. Now, Captain, quickly rouse your men  and  move  the  prince.  Commander,  you’re  with  me.  Let  us  take senior priest Dulat to the infirmary.”

“I  think…  I  need  to  read  a  book?”  Dulat  asked  a  sun  guard,  who nodded somberly.

Once al of the sun guard had gone, Rak asked Jisten, “Did you know that there is a rabbit hiding behind your foot?”

“I owe this rabbit,” Jisten said. “He disarmed one of the priests.” He picked it up and stroked its long ears. It twitched its nose at Rak.

“Ah,  then  we  shal  spare  him  from  the  temple-wide  hunt  for  Forael’s dinner.” Rak touched its fuzzy head. “You have been spared, o despoiler of  Forael’s  herb  garden.”  He  told  Jisten  about  the  rabbit  hunt  and impending  stew,  provided  that  the  sun  priests  managed  to  round  up  the invaders.

“S’Rak, wil you please take this message to Sergeant Sedrael, in the palace? While I dislike demoting you to messenger, your avtappi alies are the fastest way to alert my men that we need to move the prince. We both want Jethain out of here as quickly as possible. Please?” Jisten held out both  hands,  his  palms  up  and  his  grey  eyes  pleading,  just  as  in  Rak’s visions.

Rak  took  the  note  and  said,  “Symeos.”  A  blue  lizard  immediately crawled out of his hood, clicking and spreading its translucent blue wings.

“Trelo  is  faster  than  an  avtappi,”  he  explained,  and  offered  the  tightly roled scrol to the lizard. Trelo took to the air and snatched the scrol with al four feet before whirring out the window.

“Or that. How wil Trelo know who Sedrael is?”

“Sedrael is the al-too-handsome blond, is he not?”

Now it was Jisten’s turn to flare with jealousy. “I hadn’t thought of him that way.”

“That is whom I pictured when I told Trelo where to go,” said Rak.

Jisten turned to the prince to cover his emotions. The captain tugged on Jethain’s rumpled clothing and covers.

“You are hurt,” said Rak, seeing blood.

“Am I?” Jisten said with disinterest. “Unless it’s bleeding, don’t worry about it.”

Ignoring  his  own  bruises,  Rak  touched  Jisten’s  shield  arm  where  the fabric was soaked through. “You  are bleeding,” he said.

“Dawn  take  it!”  Jisten  cursed.  He  fumbled  in  his  pocket  for  a  blood amulet.

Rak raised an eyebrow at the oath, but persisted in his efforts to assess the wound. “Please stop skittering like a nervous colt.”

“Can  you  stitch  it  and  then  slap  some  wound  rot  ointment  and  a bandage  on  it,  please,  S’Rak?”  Jisten’s  grey  gaze  sharpened  on  Rak, looking for injuries on the dark priest.

“I would be happy to,” said Rak. “Just sit stil.”

Jisten  saw  an  area  of  sweling  and  discoloration  on  Rak’s  right  wing where the staff had clipped it. He jumped up. “Your wing!”

Rak looked mildly exasperated. He was beginning to sympathize with the Therrai. He extended the wing carefuly, studying it with al his senses, and shrugged. “Just a bruise.”

“This should take the sweling poultice first,” Jisten said, his large hands gentle as they brushed the area. “Folowed by an oil infused with wilow.”

Rak  focused  on  Jisten  again  with  sharpening  interest.  “Captain,  I appreciate your ideas, but they wil have to wait. You are bleeding. Let us deal with that while we wait for the litter.”

“Yes, the flies,” Jisten agreed, and sat reluctantly. He spared the cut the barest of glances before he resumed gazing at Rak’s wing, as if by mere intensity he could cure the injury. Rak picked up one of the suture needles left over from stitching Jethain and set to work. Jisten barely noticed.

Rak  hummed  to  himself  as  he  closed  up  the  wound,  and  his  wings remained  partialy  spread  to  distract  Jisten.  Rak  closed  the  wound, painted  the  yelow  ointment  on  it,  and  wrapped  the  arm  in  a  soft  white bandage.  He  caled  a  night  flame,  carefuly  shielding  it  from  the  sunlight streaming in the window, and set it on the bloodstain on the jacket. The flame danced and the stain vanished.

There was a knock on the door. Jisten jumped up and opened it.

“Gots  lil  lizards  onna  me,”  Sed  greeted  them.  Rak  grinned.  Trelo clicked twice and flew back to his master. “Litter, Largo, and cart,” Sed added  cheerfuly  as  Largo  walked  in  with  the  canvas  and  wood contraption.

They moved the prince over to the litter with care and Jisten tucked the rabbit next to the flaccid arm. The odd procession of palace guard, prone prince,  rabbit,  and  dark  servant  made  its  way  out  of  the  temple.  Rak fussed at the guards until they moved Jethain to the back of the cart and arranged  it  to  his  satisfaction.  The  rabbit  dashed  for  safety,  and  Jisten watched it with a smal grin. He climbed into the back with the prince and rearranged the myriad of pilows around him, cushioning his elbows and heels and stabilizing his head. Morth eyed him and gave a rumbling growl.

Rak  reached  in  and  gave  the  hound  a  thump.  “Morth,  down.  You remember Jisten. He is a friend.” Morth settled and resumed guarding the prince as Rak had told him.

Rak  mounted  Vyld  and  filed  the  time  with  talk  of  hounds.  Jisten received  a  thorough  education  on  the  beasts.  The  high  sides  of  the  cart prevented the citizenry from seeing within, so they made it to the palace without incident, but Rak didn’t relax until the palace gates were closed behind them.




Chapter Eleven: The Names of Swords

Jisten stepped out of the cart and supervised the transfer of the prince. His second in command, Kordri, fel into step beside the litter opposite Jisten.

“The prince is healed, right?” the lieutenant asked.

Rak slid off Vyld. “Not entirely. He wil awaken tomorrow night, at the second hour past midnight. If he is not healed by then…” He trailed off, leaving the thought unspoken.

“Wanna  be  there,”  Sed  answered.  Several  guards  chimed  their agreement.

“Everyone  is  welcome  to  attend,”  said  Rak.  “I  wil  move  him  to  the Great  Hal  just  prior  to  the  event.  Until  then,  take  him  to  my  suite,”  he ordered.  “Forael  wil  look  for  him  there.”  Morth  waited  patiently  at  his side, occasionaly turning his milky eyes on the others.

“No sun priest except Forael is to be admitted to S’Rak’s suite,” Jisten said. “And none but the king, queen, Forael, S’Rak, Tebber, and myself are  permitted  in  his  bedroom.  I  want  two  guards  at  each  end  of  the corridor and two outside the suite door.”

Kordri  glanced  at  S’Rak’s  back  and  asked,  “Is  this  a  good  idea?

Leaving our prince in the hands of a dark priest?”

“The dark priest who saved his life, you mean?” Jisten countered. “Not just in the attack, but with the draught of sleep and now with the stitching of  his  wounds?  That dark priest?” When the lieutenant looked down in acquiescence, Jisten continued. “Be sure to tel everyone that I wil be in personal attendance on the prince at al times.”

“Yes, sir,” said Kordri. “I wil pass that along. Al of it.”



   


Morth’s presence helped keep any audience at bay. Rak had timed things carefuly, but there were enough people running late for the court dinner that the hound’s halway-clearing ability proved useful.

Jisten nodded to the two guards outside the suite door. “I wil be inside at al times. Never hesitate to cal for me,” he said loudly and clearly for idle noble ears.

The guards saluted. “Yes,  sir!”

Rak  led  the  smal  procession  into  the  suite’s  second,  and  currently unused,  bedroom.  Scorth  took  one  look  at  al  the  activity  and  fled, claiming he’d left something in the library. Once Jethain was arranged on the bed, Morth curled up at his feet.

When the helpers had departed, Jisten relaxed and looked at Rak with amusement. “Did I put on a good show?”

“A very good show,” said Rak. “Very convincing.”

“Excelent,” Jisten said. He walked over to the bed and smoothed the covers. He looked the prince over and laid his arms on top of the covers.

Then  he  smoothed  the  covers  again.  He  stared  at  the  prince,  lifted  one arm, and tugged down the sleeve. He set down the arm and smoothed the covers a third time.

Rak observed the fussing. “Do you realy think that anyone wil dare to come in here?” There were more than a half-dozen hounds lounging in the suite.

Jisten shook his head. As they retired to the parlor, he counted. “Six in the bedroom with the prince and two out here. Eight. Al yours?”

“Al death hounds can be said to be mine,” said Rak. “But these are my personal pack.”

“Impressive  pack.”  Jisten  didn’t  seem  to  mind  their  presence.  “How discerning are they?” He sat next to one on the couch, a heavily scarred and heavily pregnant female. Her milky eyes watched and her tail thumped in greeting.

“They see souls and scent auras. They are discerning in ways a normal dog is not, and yet they can barely sense the physical world.”

“Then how do they keep from coliding with things?” wondered Jisten.

“They do not. They simply walk through them. Rocks, wals, doors— these are no barriers to a  thansymi.  That bitch is only on that couch with you because she chooses to be.”

“How wil they know whom to attack?”

“By intent. Or by my order.”

“I have good intentions.” Jisten was half serious, half teasing. He held out  a  hand  to  the  scarred  hound  in  an  old  habit.  The  hound  sniffed  it, sampling Jisten’s aura again.

“I have ordered the hounds to permit certain people they know. You, Forael, Tebber. They never forget a soul,” Rak added. “Once they know you, they need no reminder.”

Jisten patted the hound and scratched behind her ears. Most dogs liked that. “I’l sleep easier knowing they are here.” The death hound melted on him and made like a lap dog despite its enormous size. Rak hid his grin at the sight of the pony-sized hound trying to lie on the Valer’s lap. “Ahh, good  girl,”  Jisten  said.  “And  the  food  is  better  here  than  in  the  Sun Temple,  S’Rak. Although  I  think  we  merit  some  special  food  from  my mother.” Jisten thumped the dog’s chest in a way big dogs adored.

“You did not like the sausage?” Rak asked. “Tebber recommended the Golden Bel’s food.”

The  hound  started  slobbering  Jisten’s  face  with  her  washcloth-sized tongue.  Her  wagging  tail  swept  a  vase  off  the  table  at  the  end  of  the couch. “That was good. What do I owe you? I didn’t give Tebber money for my dinner,” Jisten said in between licks.

Rak  watched  the  vase  bounce.  He  wasn’t  a  fan  of  cream-and-gold ceramics. “Do not worry about it. My treat.”

“My  double  thanks,  then.  I’l  repay  with  Mother’s  food,”  Jisten  said.

“Just ask Tebber about it. He’l tel you it’s a fair deal.” He scratched the dog’s bely. An enormous hind leg began kicking.

Rak  chuckled.  “I  wil  hold  you  to  that.”  The  dog  raised  her  head  to Jisten’s face and moaned in happiness. “She wil deliver her pups soon,”

said Rak, eyeing the hound’s bely.

Jisten  chuckled.  “Neither  Jethain  nor  I  wil  mind  her  whelping  in  the palace.  A  nursing  bitch  is  a  formidable  defense.  The  queen  wil  have hysterics, of course, which wil cheer Jethain to no end.”

Rak grinned boyishly. “Good. I have been waiting for this litter since I bred her to Morth.”

“Your personal pet is the stud?” Jisten stopped scratching and the bitch nosed his hand. “Always a good time for a houndsman or horseman. I’l have a supply of rags and a large whelping box delivered. Although the prince wil need to commission one large enough.”

“Thank you. That would be appreciated.”

Jisten gently lifted the giant dog’s head from his lap, stood up, checked on  Jethain,  and  returned  to  find  Rak  cleaning  his  sword.  “Impressive saber.”

“I am fond of it,” said Rak. He held it out, hilt first.

Jisten accepted it with care and inspected it. He hefted it, felt its weight and balance, and then studied the markings and the nightstone set in the pommel. “What do these mean?” He pointed to the engraved glyphs on the hilt.

“A simple prayer,” said Rak.

“For victory?”

“Not for victory. Just for aid.”

Jisten handed it back. “Mine is functional only.”

“I prefer a functional sword to one that is overly ornate, and heavens forbid  named.”

Jisten laughed out loud. “Those are the worst! Usualy so overwrought with gems that they are out of balance and the blade so poorly forged that it would snap in a real skirmish.”

“But they look so fine,” said Rak with a snort. “Clearly, the more gems a sword has stuck in its hilt, the better the quality must be.”

“And  the  better  the  name  must  be.  Let’s  see,  the  best  I  heard  was Thunderfist Kiler. You?”

“That  would  have  to  be  the  Great  Uludrang,  Slayer  of  Wyrms.  The name was longer than its wielder was tal, and he died most horrificaly the first  time  he  met  a  wyrm.”  Rak  shrugged  a  shoulder.  “Fool  thought  the sword realy could stand against a wyrm. The mild steel could not even dent the armor plates.”

“Should have gone in between the plates.” Jisten looked at the couch and the death hound sat up in clear invitation for him to sit back down.

When he did, he patted his thigh and she laid her head back on his lap.

Rak was astonished Jisten knew this. “That is correct. Have you wyrms here?”

Jisten rubbed the pregnant bely, earning the undying love of the bitch.

“No, but the Valers run across them when they gather every three years for the horse trading. Al the Valers migrate from every vale to meet. It’s said it’s as much to trade marriage partners as horses.” He smiled fondly at his people’s ways.

“I have heard of this big meeting. Up in Ippos, is it not? I have always wanted to attend, but have never had the time.”

“Nor I, but perhaps that’s for the best. I’d simply be more fodder for the marriage mil.” Jisten moved to the base-of-the-tail scratch, his secret weapon.

Rak chuckled. “Family pressure can be intense.”

Jisten slid his gaze sideways. “And you?”

“I have a wife. A dynastic marriage. We are friends.”

“So,  a  marriage  obligation,  but  nothing  else?  Royals  often  have  their lineage marriage, then their lover on the side.”

“The marriage is not entirely without love,” Rak  finaly  said.  “But  she understands  me,  and  my  particular  needs,  and  turns  a  blind  eye  to  any lovers  I  might  have.”  Rak  continued  to  oil  the  already  perfectly  clean sabre.

“That’s an understanding wife to have!” Jisten said. “How many men would love to have their wives  understand their need for a mistress!”

Rak barked a laugh. “She would  not understand  that. If she caught me in bed with another woman…Captain, she is a mage!”

“Oh! I’m an idiot!” Jisten flushed red. “Forgive me.”

Rak looked at Jisten and wondered. “Does this bother you?” It hadn’t bothered  the  captain  yesterday,  before  or  after  the  morphea.  But  there had  been  those  comments  about  Avontos,  and  Rak  feared  doing permanent damage to his growing friendship with the man.

“Not  at  al,”  Jisten  said.  “I’m  just  dense. And  you  said  that  you  only received the vaguest of information about Koilatha. I’l  tel  you  more.  If you  want  a  male  lover,  come  to  me.”  Jisten’s  ears  turned  red.  “I   mean that I can take you somewhere safe.” His breathing became labored. “I mean that I can take you to a tavern where you wil be safe!” He started to  hyperventilate,  his  grey  eyes  growing  large  and  distressed.  “It’s…it’s not safe in Koilatha.” He put his head down and the bitch began to wash his face with her huge tongue.

Rak’s eyebrows twitched further and further aloft with each of Jisten’s embarrassed statements.

From the safety of the bitch’s body, Jisten’s muffled voice said, “A man can be colared for that type of thing.”

The man was so embarrassed by sex that Rak wondered aloud, “You have never…Have you?”

Jisten  shook  his  head,  his  face  stil  buried  in  the  death  hound,  who looked  at  Rak  and  whined  in  concern.  Rak  scratched  behind  her  ears.

Jisten’s denial told him that the man didn’t remember their tryst. “Thank you, Captain. It was kind of you to warn me. Once Jethain is awake, I would like to see this tavern you mentioned.” His guilt lay heavy on him, for  he  remembered  their  lovemaking  clearly.  He  had  seduced  the  pure captain, a virgin drunk on morphea who didn’t remember their tryst. And yet, was the man suggesting more to him? Were his slips of the tongue a clue as to what he wanted?

“I need to take you there. That way, the men there wil know you can be trusted. They are always concerned about slavers trying to trick them.

It also serves as the main tavern for the army and the palace guard, and we protect our own.” Jisten raised his head and controled his breathing.

“Taverns that cater to needs like mine must hide themselves in most sun kingdoms,”  Rak  said.  “Koilatha  is  worse  than  the  norm,  I  have  heard.

Automatic colaring?”

Jisten’s grey gaze bore into Rak, and his muscular chest sweled as he took a deep breath. “As a recruit, I saw guards colared and sold to the profit  of  the  old  captain.  I  made  it  extremely  clear  that  things  were different  when  I  was  promoted.  More  than  that  one  thing  changed,  but with  the  help  of  the  prince  and  the  protection  of  a  few  key  guards,  I survived.”

“I  would  think  that  if  the  old  captain  was  profiting  off  the  sale  of  his own men, you would have had more than a few supporters. I hope the man met a justly horrible end.”

“I kiled him in a duel. I was promised the same end, but that has been averted for now. Those men entered the private guard of the nobles. You met  one  noble—Lord  Virien.”  Jisten’s  words  were  clear  warning  for  a man that needed it.

Rak inclined his head. “I remember Lord Virien. What know you of his assistant Hasaviz?”

“I pray that you’l know nothing of him,” Jisten said. “Zothian trained, and Virien is very proud of him. The king doesn’t realy care, just wants the job done. Practical, see?” He played with the bitch’s ears idly.

“We had words yesterday.” Rak shrugged a shoulder.

“The man holds a powerful grudge. You have no reason to deal with him, so I advise avoidance. Run, if need be. Wil your pride permit that?”

“I have no pride where survival is at stake, so I wil keep that in mind.”

Rak stretched his wings, and once more Jisten’s gaze focused on the large bruise, now swolen even larger than it had been in the Sun Temple.

“It’s past time I took care of that.”

Rak  had  a  generous  supply  of  herbs,  but  they  were  al  labeled  in Okyran. He helpfuly provided the translations, and some of the common herbs Jisten recognized by sight or scent.

Jisten  took  the  poultice  ingredients  and  combined  them  carefuly, singing in a clear mid-range baritone voice. Rak watched intently, taking notes  on  which  herbs  Jisten  used,  how  much,  and  in  what  order.  He would add this to his recipe book later. He wished Tyl were here to listen to the song and memorize it. Although he didn’t understand it, he would bet it was a Valer song of healing.

The poultice emerged and Jisten asked, “Ready?”

Rak nodded and spread his injured wing. His interest was obvious, and so was his trust. Jisten filed his hand with poultice and cupped it over the injured  area  of  the  wing.  He  sang  again  and  stumbled  over  the  word Loftoni, obviously replacing it for another word. Rak craned his neck to watch, remaining silent so as not to disrupt the chant.

When  Jisten  removed  his  hand,  the  poultice  was  gone  and  the  wing looked  perfect.  He  sighed  and  his  shoulders  sagged  in  relief.  “Thank Si’Yeni. A layperson substituting words is tricky, but I felt confident since you are a high priest and a Loftoni.”

“Thank you, Captain. That was wel done.” Rak flexed the wing, testing it. “As good as new.”

“Are you sure? It’s not been tested in flight.” Jisten’s grey eyes were worried.

Rak flapped both his wings. “They feel the same.”

You should carry him in a test glide,  Scorth offered.   That’s a real test. 

“I hear Scorth in the other room,” Jisten said. He opened the door and looked out, but the parlor was empty except for the sleeping hounds.

“Interesting,”  said  Rak.  “I  believe  he  is  in  the  library,  terrifying  the servants.”

Jisten grinned. “Can I watch a test glide? Just to make sure, of course.”

Rak cocked his head. “I would be delighted, but I do not want to leave the prince unattended.”

“Agreed. Perhaps once the danger is past,” Jisten said.




Chapter Twelve: Rabbit Stew

Dåktåra Ligo, Tålyssa Fångari

10th day, 1st week, Telyssa’s moon

Tebber came into the parlor escorting a young, terrified-looking sun priest acolyte. Both carried heavy baskets that they set on the table. Tebber’s basket contained nested bowls and a pot. The other held fresh, aromatic bread and freshly churned butter.

“The Ylion’s compliments,” squeaked the acolyte. “He bids you enjoy this feast of victory.”

“Thank  you,”  said  Rak  as  he  lifted  the  lid  of  the  pot  and  inhaled  the scented waft of steam.

“See? Your soul is safe,” Jisten told the acolyte.

“Yes, sir,” squeaked the acolyte.

Rak snorted. “I only eat souls with rabbit stew. Hmm. What have we here?” He eyed the ful pot. “It appears to be rabbit stew.”

“Go on, shoo,” Jisten said to the acolyte. “The high priest has a sense of humor. Listen to Forael’s lessons more carefuly from now on.”

The acolyte looked only too happy to depart and let the captain deal with the crazy high priest.

Tebber ladled stew into the three bowls. “There is bread in the other basket, sirs, fresh out of the ovens.”

There was enough for al of them. Again, Rak had mixed feelings. He wanted dinner alone with the captain, but Tebber deserved a good meal with friends and not to be dismissed as a mere servant.

Jisten sniffed it in appreciation. “Sunbread! A rare treat.” He paused.

“Do you want something other than sunbread? My mother makes a dark bread worthy of Si’Yeni’s highest heaven.”

“Sunbread  is  fine.  I  am  not  picky  about  my  bread,”  said  Rak  with  a smile. He took a bottle of wine off the rack and popped the cork.

Certain  that  the  novice  was  gone,  Jisten  said,  “Tebber  has  unhappy memories  of  both  Virien  and  Hasaviz.  He  wil  tel  you  that  I  speak  the truth.”

“Hasaviz is a snake,” said Tebber. “Virien is worse.” He laid out the utensils on cloth napkins.

Jisten’s  look  at  Tebber  was  ful  of  sorrow.  “I’m  so  sorry,  Tebber.”

Tebber actualy grinned, which roused Jisten’s interest. “What?”

Rak offered Jisten a bowl of stew. Jisten took it but stared at Tebber, who was entirely too happy. Tebber handed over the scrol Rak had given him.  Jisten  read  it,  his  expression  changing  to  astonishment.  “Tebber!

Your fondest wish! And it’s genuine!” Jisten inspected the manumission.

“But how? Palace slaves aren’t sold.”

Tebber bounced. Rak handed Tebber a bowl next, timing the bounce so the bowl and hand met.

Jisten  looked  at  Rak.  “Hence  your  words  with  Hasaviz.  Thank  you, S’Rak. Tebber, have you told Mother yet?”

“Not yet,” said Tebber. “I got this yesterday, but I haven’t told anyone yet, except you. It stil doesn’t seem real.”

Jisten  handed  Tebber  back  the  manumission.  Tebber  made  it  vanish into his belt pouch.

“S’Rak’s made a powerful enemy, Tebber. Help him avoid the snakes in the palace, yes?”

“Of course! I’m his servant now!” Tebber leaned  close  to  Jisten  and whispered loudly, “He  paid  me  wages.”

Rak  somehow  managed  not  to  rol  his  eyes.  Jisten  laughed.  “Don’t spend it al at the tavern!”

Tebber looked thunderstruck. “I can spend it?”

Jisten looked at Rak so the two could share their amusement. Rak was having a hard time containing his laughter. Jisten’s eyes meeting his undid him and the laughter bubbled out. Tebber looked affronted for a moment and then started to giggle.

“Tebber, you can spend every last clipped penny!” Jisten said. “Didn’t you always want your own clothes?”

“I want to get something for your mother,” said Tebber. “She’s always been so sweet to me.”

“Buy her a new dress,” Jisten said. “She won’t accept one from me. I’l help you buy it.”

Tebber  beamed.  “Thank  you!  You’l  know  best  what  your  mother likes.”

Rak  handed  goblets  of  wine  to  Tebber  and  then  Jisten  before  he  sat down  on  the  couch,  tucking  his  bare  feet  beneath  him  like  a  cat.  Jisten passed  out  the  warm  rols,  glistening  with  baked  honey  glaze  on  top.

Before anyone could start to eat, Rak murmured, “We give thanks to al the Gods for the bounty of their creation, most especialy do we thank the Lord of Night for the freedom and prosperity He has granted us. We beg that this repast be nourishing and free of taint.”

“Is there such a thing as nightbread?” Jisten asked, waiting for Rak to take the first bite.

Once Rak had dealt with his first piping hot mouthful of stew, he said, “There is. It is a dark rye, sweetened with molasses.”

“Oh! Mother makes that once a year for winter solstice. I’l bring some to you, if you’re stil here.” Jisten scooped a mouthful of the stew. After he swalowed, he said, “The Valers would be overjoyed if you presided over our little ceremony.”

“Winter  solstice  is  the  longest  night  of  the  year,  and  Zotien’s  most sacred  night.  We  can  only  erect  a  ful  temple  of  night  on  the  winter solstice,”  said  Rak.  “And  I  would  be  honored.”  He  blew  on  the  next spoonful.

“It’s  a  smal  ceremony,”  Jisten  said  with  apology.  “Not  what  you’re used to.”

“There is nothing wrong with that,” Rak reproved. “It is not the size or the grandeur that matters.” He was making his stew and bread disappear apace. “What matters is the intent of those who gather.”

Jisten took another bite and made an appreciative noise. “Are blessed bunnies especialy tasty?”

“Al rabbits are blessed,” said Rak with a grin. “By Evphora. Why do you think there are so many?”

Jisten laughed, fortunately before he put the spoon in his mouth. After that bite, he went into the bedroom to check on the prince again.

Rak was getting used to Jisten popping up so often. “That man is going to wear out his boots before the night is over.”

“He cares for the prince more than he wil admit,” Tebber said.

“That much even I could tel.”

“He has no other friends and shuns al relationships, male or female.”

“I  see.”  Rak  cast  a  thoughtful  glance  at  Jethain’s  door.  Had  fate  not interfered, he would have been the crown prince. Would Jisten have been his man and he Jisten’s only friend, his only relationship? Would they have been lovers had Rak never received the potions?

“That  nickname,  Jisten  the  Pure,”  Tebber  said.  “It’s  more  than  just because he is a good and moral man, like I told you yesterday. He is also pure as in virginal. Never a man nor a woman in his bed.”

“Purity  is  important.”  Rak’s  fear  was  confirmed.  Jisten  had  been  not just a virgin, but famously a virgin.

“It’s overrated.” Tebber again studied his scuffed slippers.

Rak’s eyebrows shot up. “You are free to be as pure or as   un pure as you wish.”

“I…I am free now, aren’t I?”

“Yes. You  are  free.”  Rak  knew  it  would  take  time.  Repetition.  The only reason he hadn’t taken more convincing himself was a fear of arguing with the sixty-foot dragon.

Jisten walked out and regarded them. “What?”

“We were discussing freedom,” said Rak easily. “And placing a wager on how quickly your boots would wear out.”

Jisten  picked  up  a  boot  and  looked  at  the  extra-thick  sole.  “They’re made for the chronicaly jumpy.”

“Ah,  I  fear  I  have  lost  the  wager,  then.”  Rak  handed  Tebber  a  gold nomi. Jisten quickly masked his surprise at the gold but Tebber gaped at it.  Rak  gave  them  both  an  amused  look.  “Let  me  tel  you  about  the impossibility of Okyro.”

“It is a plateau that rises three hundred feet above the rest of the land.

Yet there is more water on and in the plateau than there is at its base. That is  impossible,  of  course.  The  soil  of A’filozenoi  is  sandy  and  rocky,  a desert. But on the plateau, grass can grow. Also impossible.”

“Miraculous,” Jisten admitted.

“Every sort of mineral or stone men have a use for is found in the rocks below. Again, impossible.”

“More miracles,” Jisten agreed.

“Gold  and  silver  and iron, out of the same mine. Our legends say the plateau is where Zotien stood when he battled Katzrevia.”

“Three thousand years ago?” Jisten asked.

“Yes.  Three  thousand  two  hundred  and  seventy-nine  years  ago,”

added Rak. “Not that we are counting.”

“Oh, not at al.” Jisten was al agreeableness. Tebber snickered.

“But  as  a  result  of  the  miracle  that  is  Okyro,”  continued  Rak  after  a suspicious look at Jisten, “we have plenty of gold.”

“Katzrevia  defaulted  on  her  responsibilities  and  Si’Yeni  took  them over. Katzrevia took it badly, and so the two Goddesses hate each other with the hatred of immortal females,” Jisten added.

“Their hatred predates that,” said Rak. “They have been at odds since the  creation,  when  Katzrevia  seduced  Auranz.  In  revenge,  Si’Yeni alowed Zotien to seduce Her.”

Jisten looked surprised. “No one taught me about  that.” He sounded betrayed. “No one ever tels me the good stuff.”

Rak burst out laughing. “The sun priests wil not talk about it. It reflects poorly on our dear Sun Lord.”

“I  should  have  words  with  Forael,”  Jisten  said,  but  his  manner  was light.

“Did  you  not  notice  the  elemental  deities  have  mixed  parentage?”

wondered Rak.

“Uhm, I fel asleep in that class,” Jisten admitted. “Up late with sword practice.”

Rak looked at Tebber in mock exasperation.

Tebber  giggled.  “The  Lythadi  don’t  debate  parentage  of  elemental deities!”

Jisten grinned at Tebber. “Excuse me, but did you know that the Fire Lord  was  Zotien’s  and  Si’Yeni’s  child?  Whack!”  He  mimed  a  sword swing.

“They debate? I can imagine—shal we rape, then pilage? Or pilage, then rape?” Tebber seemed to have no problem mocking his own race.

Rak laughed.

“You certainly are an open and good-natured high priest,” Jisten said.

He picked up two rols from the basket. “Why don’t you come with me and check on the prince, too?” Jisten stood up and looked at Rak with supplication in his grey eyes. Rak drank in the expression for a moment before standing as wel. They walked into the prince’s bedroom and Rak noted the crisp edges on the sheets and covers of the bed, the prince’s flawlessly arranged clothing, his hair combed neatly out of his face.

“Are  you  going  to  attend  Forael’s  healing  session  tomorrow?”  Jisten asked. “I realize that it would be the same as the middle of the night for us.”

“I was not planning on it,” Rak admitted. “Are you asking for me to be there?”

“I  wouldn’t  presume,”  Jisten  said,  fiddling  with  Jethain’s  covers.  “It’s just  that  Forael  colapsed  with  the  last  healing.  I’m  worried  that  he  wil again. What if he can’t heal the rest of the wound before the spel wears off?”

“I did not know he had colapsed,” said Rak. “I wil be there.”

“You must think me a fool, to be jumping up to check on him every few minutes,” said Jisten.

“It  is  understandable,”  said  Rak.  “You  are  not  used  to  the  potion’s effects,  and  he  is  your  friend.  I  would  be  doing  the  same  thing  in  your position.”

Jisten  gave  him  a  look  of  gratitude  and  smoothed  out  an  invisible wrinkle in the prince’s covers.

“When they used the potion on my first spouse,” said Rak, “I was even worse. The Therrai threatened to ban me from their hal.”

“Your  first  spouse?  How?  When?  Why?  A  first  spouse  means  a second! The first one didn’t survive? Even with the draught of sleep? Or because  of  it?”  Jisten  gripped  Rak’s  shoulders,  and  his  closeness  and emotions stirred Rak’s fires.

“Sa’sa, Tyl survived. He involved himself in a battle where he should not have been,” said Rak. “Tyl had been visiting me at the time. An al-hands defense realy does mean everybody present. He was hit by several arrows.” Rak patted the taler man’s chest and looked into the grey eyes from his dreams.

Jisten  let  go  of  Rak.  “And  he  was  saved  by  this  draught? And  these Therrai?”

“Ai.  He was given the draught and taken up to the Therrai hal. Three days  later,  the  healing  was  done  and  he  awoke.  Our  wife  was  most annoyed that he had risked himself so foolishly.”

“Two spouses? One of each sex alowed?” Jisten handed Rak one of the two rols he’d brought with him.

“There is nothing written about how many spouses one can have.” Rak shrugged.  “And  the  genders  of  those  involved  do  not  matter.  Al  that matters is that both parties are wiling to be bound.”

“Do your two spouses get along?”

“They do,” said Rak. He nibbled on the tasty bread, pleased at Jisten’s forethought.  Quickly,  he  mixed  morphea  into  the  wine  and  offered  the goblet  to  Jisten.  “You  are  exhausted  and  in  pain.  Drink  this,  please.”

When Jisten accepted the goblet, Rak added, “You should sleep.”

“How can I?” Jisten fretted between sips. “The prince was nearly kiled on my watch.”

“I am sorry.”

“For what?” Jisten’s grey gaze turned to Rak. “For saving his life?”

“I regret al this fuss and bother,” said Rak. “And that you are taking the blame when I am the one who alowed Jethain to get spitted in the first place.”

“We  were  horribly  outnumbered!”  Jisten  protested.  “No  one  faults you.” He looked guilty as he realized that this was untrue. “No one with clear reasoning, that is. But those who blame you are also those caling for my commission.” He set the empty goblet aside.

“There  is  also  a  large,  very  vocal  group  caling  for  my  execution  as Jethain’s  murderer,”  said  Rak.  He  shrugged.  “It  matters  not.  I  was charged with keeping the prince from harm. I failed.”

“He  is  alive,  correct?”  Jisten  looked  at  the  static  prince.  “You  saved him from considerable harm. And he wil need both of us in the days to come. That is why some are trying to strip him of our protection, such as it is.” He gave a sour smile. “Welcome to Koilathan politics.”

“He  lives.  Politics  aside,  you  cannot  help  him  if  you  colapse  from exhaustion.” Rak offered a brief smile. “Do I need to sing a lulaby?” He refrained from adding,  With your head in my lap.

“That would be nice,” Jisten said. He dragged an overstuffed chair over and flopped into it. He looked up at Rak with a chalenging grin, his eyes slightly unfocused.

Rak  decided  he  was  making  progress.  The  captain  was  now  sitting down—the morphea was working on him. Rak began to sing a popular Okyran lulaby.

“I thought you were joking,” Jisten said, but his voice was low, sleepy.

Rak’s  clear  tenor  didn’t  waver  from  the  song.  He  was  a  skiled  singer, and the lulaby suited his range rather wel. Jisten’s eyelids sagged and his head nodded forward.

Rak  kept  singing  until  the  captain  was  asleep.  Then  he  arranged  a pilow under Jisten’s head and threw a blanket over him. He watched for a long moment, both lusting after and loving the man who had shown him respect and tenderness, who had given up his vow of purity for him. Then Rak  remembered  the  morphea  and  his  gut  twisted.  Would  the  captain have done so if not giddy with the drug?

Shaking  his  head,  Rak  went  to  bathe  again.  Once  he  was  clean,  he planned  to  spend  the  remainder  of  the  time  before  the  sacred  dance  in meditation.



   


Jisten  dreamed  of  wings  again.  Scarlet  wings  with  cobalt  and  violet diamonds,  set  in  golden  spars.  The  Loftoni’s  lithe,  naked  body  danced before him, his yelow-green beryl eyes flashing in invitation. Jisten sank into  guilty  pleasure  and  sank  into  the  priest’s  body  as  the  wings surrounded  him.  Once  more  the  sensation  of  being  enveloped  in  Rak consumed  him  and  he  thrust  powerfuly,  the  repetition  boosting  his confidence.




Chapter Thirteen: The Sacred Dance

The  eighth  hour  of  night  approached.  Scorth  was  playing  on  the  night wind, hunting far afield in his natural form, his wyvern flitting about him in joyous flight. Tebber was in bed, for he had yet to fuly adjust to sleeping by  day.  The  captain  slumbered  in  the  other  bedroom,  guarding  the prince’s body.

Rak stood in the suite’s reception hal. He’d been summoned there, as he  was  summoned  every  week.  He  stood  in  the  center  of  the  empty chamber, his wings relaxed and partialy spread. He listened to the silence, savoring  the  quality  of  it,  the  absolute  stilness  as  if  the  world  held  its breath in anticipation. The hal, unlit, was pitch black, though Rak could see perfectly. The depth of the darkness was another thing to enjoy. The marble floor was cold under his bare feet.

He  had  been  a  Royal  Dancer  before  Scorth  had  rescued  him  from bondage.  He  remained  a  dancer,  but  he  no  longer  danced  for  kings.

Hearing  the  celestial  music  in  his  mind,  Rak  began  to  dance.  His  hands and  feet  swept  through  the  stil  air  as  his  wings  spread  and  dipped  in counterpoint. As  he  tread  the  opening  measures  of  a  dance  that  would have stunned the Zothian dance masters, he could feel the power already whispering  down  his  limbs.  Dark  sparks  of  night  flame  gathered  in  his wake,  shooting  out  with  every  light  step  and  whirl  of  a  dance  that  was older than time.

Zotien,  Lord  of  Night,  came  down  to  earth,  and  lightning  crackled along the wals as the God began to dance, or perhaps He had already been  dancing,  imperceptibly  to  mortal  eyes.  Rak  flowed  through  the measures  opposite  the  God  in  perfect  symmetry,  and  the  power  built around them. The room faded until the two dancers, one mortal, one not, promenaded down a cloud of glowing dust surrounding by stars.

The tempo quickened, the stars spinning as they journeyed on, colorful orbs whirling about them in glorious display. Onward they went, together with the stars in their majesty swirling about a bright center so ful of stars and light it hurt to look upon. The dance of the stars and the orbs was the same as the dance of the God and His priest.

The  power  raised  by  the  dance  rippled  through  Rak  and  then  out, spinning into the intricate pattern of al that was, that is, that could be. It was  the  Dance  of  the  Spheres,  the  underpinnings  of  creation  itself,  and like al things it had to be renewed. Rak was no longer a Royal Dancer, but a Sacred Dancer. He felt no exhaustion as he whirled in counterpoint to the Lord of Night, taking the place of the Goddess of Destruction, who had long since abandoned the dance, threatening ruin to the entire pattern of creation.

Power  filed  him,  sustained  him,  carried  him.  God  and  priest  twirled together, every motion precise, fluid, and synchronized, as close as a pair of  lovers.  How  long  they  danced  Rak  did  not  know,  for  the  power skewed his sense of time. The passage of time that a man might measure was  less  than  the  blink  of  an  eye  to  a  star  or  a  God.  The  Dances  of Creation  were  eternal,  and  Rak  a  barely  acceptable  substitute  for  the defected Goddess, for he was stil mortal.

The  dancers  continued  until  the  God  consummated  the  union,  as  He must  for  the  power  raised  to  hold  in  the  pattern. As  Zotien  penetrated, Rak screamed, but not in pain. He screamed in ecstasy as a pleasure a hair’s breadth from unendurable coursed through him. Each silky smooth thrust, perfectly executed, engendered a shockwave of orgasmic pleasure, quickly  building  to  a  level  that  was  unbearable.  Pleasure  became indistinguishable  from  pain—pleasure  was  pain,  and  pain  was  pleasure.

The sensations continued to course through his battered mortal frame until he reached a point past al endurance.

When  the  God  reached  completion,  the  world  came  to  standstil.

Something  hovered  above  him,  like  a  cresting  tsunami,  held  for  that perfect, eternal moment in time. Rak stood, unable to breathe, between one beat of his heart and the next, wondering if this would be the time that he died, unable to bear the ending of the dance. Every dancer died during the  dance  when  they  grew  too  old,  unless  the  war  kiled  them  first,  but which dance would be a dancer’s last was unknown to even the Lord of Night.

Time restarted and Rak drew in a deep breath, his heart thundering in his  chest.  The  wave  crashed  down  upon  him,  a  wave  of  unfathomably intense climatic pleasure so powerful that Rak’s conscious mind shattered and spun off into the void between the stars. His body was left to fend for itself, and as the God released him, he measured his length on the floor, flattened against the cool tiles. He closed his eyes, surrendering himself to his trance.

An  eternity  later,  he  felt  hands  upon  his  body.  Mortal  hands.  Human hands.  He  forced  his  eyes  open  to  meet  Jisten’s  gaze.  Now  he  felt  the sharp ache in his muscles, screaming for the air he drew in as quickly and as deeply as he could. He was drenched in sweat and trembling like a leaf in a gale, chiled to the bone, though he knew himself overheated.



   


Jisten  didn’t  know  what  woke  him,  but  once  he  was  awake,  he  felt  a powerful pul towards the front room of the suite. He wasn’t sure why he was  responding  to  that  inner  cal,  so  unlike  anything  he’d  experienced before. Then he saw the high priest.

Rak was dancing, alone at first glance, but Jisten perceived a shadow dancing  with  the  priest  and  the  power  crackling  about  the  figures.  Rak was  glowing  from  within,  a  deep  green  laced  with  black.  There  was  a sacred quality about the dance. Rak’s wings drew Jisten’s attention, and he  found  himself  unable  to  look  away.  What  he  would  remember  most about this night would be the glowing stars and the dancing wings.

As  the  dancers  moved,  Jisten  could  see  pure  energy  transform  in  a twinkling to night flames. The flames spread across the floor in an intricate pattern. The longer Jisten watched, the more he could see, as if eyes he didn’t know he had were opening for the first time.

The  priest  and  the  God  were  dancing  amongst  the  stars,  and  Jisten stood  witness  to  the  entirety  of  the  dance  and  the  pattern  it  helped complete. When the God consummated the dance, Jisten knew what was happening and why. It came to him as if he’d always known. Then it was over, and Rak was lying limp as a heap of noodles on the floor, and Jisten was able to move once more.

Jisten took a hesitant step forward but stopped as he realized that the God was stil there. For a moment, Zotien looked directly at him, into him.

Then the Lord of Night vanished from view, departing in singular silence.

Rak lay stil on the floor, his wings flattened out to alow the tiles to pul the heat from him.

Sweat trickled down Rak’s skin as the night flames flickered across his body. Jisten reached out, laying his hands on a sweaty shoulder. The high priest’s eyes opened and he smiled with heart-melting warmth. A moment later they were kissing, sharing in the lingering effects of the ecstasy of the God.

Jisten puled back with a gasp, understanding somehow that the dancer in this state would not, or perhaps could not, refuse. That was a line that thus far he had not crossed other than in his dreams, and he would not take  advantage  of  his  aly.  That  he  continued  to  dream  of  violating  his superior troubled Jisten greatly, but at the same time he didn’t want those dreams to stop. The high priest couldn’t be colared for his dreams. After he gained control of himself, Jisten helped Rak to stand, and he led the naked priest one exhausted, trembling step at a time towards the back of the suite.

“Are you chiled or overheated?” Jisten asked to distract himself away from the kiss that had swept ecstasy through him.

“Hot.” Rak leaned against Jisten as if he’d forgotten how to walk.

Jisten took off his shirt and tied it around Rak’s waist, as if by covering Rak’s package he could hide his own erection. “A bath to disperse the heat?” he asked, gladly supporting the light weight of the high priest.

“Thirsty,” Rak mumbled. His wings, stil unfurled, draped about Jisten as  he  hoisted  Rak  into  his  arms  and  carried  him  into  the  parlor.  He snatched the water pitcher with one hand and held the spout to Rak’s lips as he drank deeply.

Jisten puled the pitcher away to keep the priest from drinking too much too fast. Rak’s wing tried to draw the water back and Jisten poured half of  the  pitcher  over  his  smal  frame.  Rak  blinked  as  the  water  fel  and looked at Jisten.

“You’re  overheated  and  dehydrated,”  Jisten  explained.  He  didn’t  put Rak down, although the water soaked into his clothing.

Rak reached for the water again. “Thirsty.”

Jisten offered the spout to Rak’s lips again, barely noticing the power that  crackled  between  them.  It  held  Jisten  prisoner,  but  he  didn’t complain. Rak’s wings brushed against Jisten’s thighs with every breath. It completed  the  spel,  and  once  Rak  finished  the  pitcher,  he  gazed  into Jisten’s grey eyes.

   

“Thank you,” Rak offered, not looking away. He tried to pack his desire into that gaze, craving human contact more than ever. Sex with the God, so  far  removed  from  the  mortal,  was  mystical  and  overwhelming,  and above  al  alien.  He  craved  sex  with  the  mortal  now.  Without  thinking about  it,  he  puled  Jisten’s  head  down  and  kissed  him  again.  “Night,  I want you,” he said, and there was no teasing in his eyes.

“S’Rak, come back to the mortal realm. I’m just a man, not Zotien,”

Jisten whispered, their lips barely apart.

Rak focused on him. “Thank the night for that. I could not bear another God. But a man? That I want. You. I want you.”

Jisten slid his hands under Rak’s head and kissed him. Rak’s hands slid up Jisten’s back as he deepened and prolonged the kiss.

Jisten  broke  off  with  a  wrench  of  his  head.  “S’Rak!  I’m  sorry!  This must be a side effect of the dance. And if it’s not, this is stil Koilatha. You could  stil  be  colared. And  you  have  many,  many  enemies  who  desire that. Haven’t you been told that the wals here have ears?”

“We are safe, here and now,” Rak told him. “Nothing can intrude on us without my knowing it. Please, Jisten, I need you.”

“A high priest Loftoni doesn’t need someone like me,” Jisten scoffed.

Rak puled Jisten’s head down, kissed him again, and breathed in his ear. “I want you in me. Please.”



   


Jisten turned his face into Rak’s lips. He looked at Rak’s body, glistening with sweat and water, and the gorgeous wings that cupped the air about them like an encircling veil. The silver nipple rings bothered him, and the steel  scrotum  ring  even  more.  It  seemed  wrong  that  a  free  man  would alow such a thing, and he had heard that slaves were ringed, but he had never verified it for himself.

“You truly wish this? Freely? Not entranced by the dance?”

Rak traced his fingers down Jisten’s bare chest. “Ai, I want you. Why would I not? You are very handsome, and kind.”

“Sedrael  is  handsome,”  Jisten  replied,  unsure  enough  of  himself  to repeat Rak’s comment.

“So he is,” said Rak. “But I am not attracted to him. You, on the other hand…” He kissed Jisten’s stubbly jaw. “You drive me wild with lust,” he whispered. “Just standing there, looking at me.”

Jisten unfastened his pants and let them fal. “Is that al I have to do?

Seems  unfair  when  you’ve  done  al  that  magnificent  dancing.”  Jisten looked  down  at  him  with  a  smal,  lopsided  grin  and  stepped  out  of  his pants. He carried Rak into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed.

   

Rak  brought  Jisten’s  head  down  for  another  kiss.  He  seemed  perfectly happy to cuddle wet and naked, his erection obvious even with Jisten’s shirt  covering  him.  Jisten  held  him  close  with  one  hand  and  stroked  his wings  with  the  other.  Rak  shifted  on  Jisten’s  lap  and  rested  his  head against his chest. While the stroking was incredibly stimulating, he wished the captain would stroke lower.

Rak caressed Jisten’s skin. “Many bruises,” he said,  as  if  he  weren’t sore himself. “Morphea?”

“Only if you do as wel.” Jisten outlined a few choice bruises on Rak.

“Beaten by an old man with a staff,” sighed Rak. “I am ashamed.”

“Murson is more than an old man with a staff,” Jisten said. “He’s one of the reasons Forael has less power than he should. Owain favors him.”

Rak shook his head. “I do not like him. And he clearly does not like me.”  He  slid  off  Jisten’s  lap  and  padded  over  to  the  dresser  and  the carafe  of  wine  atop  it.  He  measured  out  the  morphea  into  two  goblets, added  the  wine,  stirred,  and  then  carried  the  goblets  back  to  the  bed.

Jisten’s  shirt  came  undone  and  fel  to  the  floor,  but  Rak  didn’t  seem  to notice.



   



Jisten  drank  in  the  sight  of  the  naked  man  and  accepted  the  offered goblet. He hoped Rak would sit on his lap again, and when Rak obliged, he sighed happily. Rak leaned against the captain as he drank his wine.

“Are  you  stil  overheated?”  Jisten  asked.  “I  can  pour  water  on  your wings  to  dissipate  the  heat.”  He  grinned  a  little  loopily  as  the  doctored wine hit his empty stomach. “Or we can take a bath.”

Rak’s wings spread, appearing dry. “We should bathe,” he murmured.

When the two goblets were empty, Jisten stood up, stil holding on to Rak. Mischievously, he bobbed the smaler man to watch his wings. The wings lifted quickly and came down slowly.

Jisten carried him into the bathroom and set him gently in the tub. He started the water and cupped it over the Loftoni, admiring the effect of the water on his lean muscle. “S’Rak, are you sure?” His hands were on his shorts and he hesitated.

In lieu of an answer, the priest reached up and tried to pul the captain in. Jisten stepped into the tub, his shorts stil on. “Last chance, high priest, to come to your senses.”

Rak rose to his knees. His hands puled the shorts down and his mouth found  Jisten’s  manhood.  The  captain  was  so  startled  that  he  froze, engulfed in sheer sensation as the high priest’s lips and tongue played over him.  His  shorts  floated  around  his  calves  on  the  surface  of  the  water, slowly darkening as they waterlogged.

Rak paused for a moment to admire the ful magnificence of the erect cock,  then  wrapped  his  lips  around  the  head  and  tongued  it  while  he sucked.  The  captain  gasped  softly,  but  instead  of  stroking  the  Loftoni’s hair  akin  to  every  other  user,  he  played  with  the  leading  edges  of  his wings.  Rak  took  more  of  the  Valer  into  his  mouth,  humming  softly  and bobbing his head to further stimulate the shaft.

Jisten muffled his moans of pleasure as his hands stroked and caressed the Loftoni’s wings. The wings lifted up, curving into his hands, caressing him, surrounding him.

The priest deep-throated the captain, his delicate hands massaging the man’s heavy sac.

A  slight  stiffening  gave  Rak  warning  and  he  backed  off  until  only Jisten’s  head  remained  in  his  mouth.  On  that  he  sucked,  his  fingers stroking the now exposed shaft. The captain took his hands from Rak’s wings and clasped his shoulders as he climaxed, unable to muffle his gasps of ecstasy as he pumped his seed into the Loftoni’s mouth.

Rak swalowed every drop of the captain’s offering, permitting none of it  to  escape.  He  continued  to  suck  on  the  Valer  even  after  the  orgasm passed to make certain he’d gotten it al, and then he slowly puled off and gently kissed the man’s bals. Jisten’s hands fluttered on his shoulders as the man tried to cope with the glorious sensations Rak had just given him.

Stil on his knees, the priest looked up. “Did you like that?”

Jisten  knelt  down.  “Very  much.  Your  turn?”  He  kissed  the  priest’s neck and shoulders.

Rak stroked his face. “Once you are recuperated, I want you in me.”

Jisten’s  hands  traveled  down  Rak’s  body  to  his  rear,  and  he  began kneading  and  massaging  the  Loftoni’s  cheeks.  Inadvertently,  his  thumbs brushed  against  the  opening.  The  priest  moaned,  pushed  back  into  the captain’s  hands  eagerly,  and  puled  his  head  down  for  a  kiss.  The morphea  flowing  freely  in  Jisten’s  blood,  he  pushed  boldly  into  the Loftoni’s  mouth.  Rak  moaned  happily  in  response  to  this  invasion,  his tongue writhing pleasingly against the captain’s. The priest stroked Jisten’s cock, causing the captain to slide into the tub and pul the smaler man into his  lap.  One  hand  reached  down,  snagged  the  waterlogged  shorts  that were  hobbling  his  ankles,  and  tossed  them  out  of  the  tub  to  slap  wetly onto  the  floor.  The  priest  drifted  between  Jisten’s  newly  freed  legs,  his body rubbing against the captain’s hardening pole. The friction felt very, very good as Jisten bent his head for another kiss.

Once Rak was certain the Valer was aroused, he turned on al fours to present himself, spreading his wings open in clear invitation.

Jisten’s courage failed him. “Uhm…”

Rak  shot  him  a  look  over  his  shoulder.  “Please,”  he  moaned,  and backed into him before the captain could escape. He expertly caught the tip  of  Jisten’s  penis  at  the  perfect  angle,  and  with  the  slightest  grunt  of effort  he  popped  the  head  through  his  anal  ring  and  slid  back  onto  the shaft,  impaling  himself  with  a  groan  of  pleasure.  At  the  same  time,  his wings  enfolded  around  the  captain  and  the  man  was  happily  and  utterly caught.

   

Remembering his dreams and drawing strength from the wings, Jisten set a strong  rhythm.  He  clasped  the  Loftoni  to  him,  desiring  ful  skin-on-skin contact.  Rak  pressed  against  him,  acceding  to  his  demand,  his  wings flapping over the man in time to their action.

Rak  pumped  his  hips  in  synch  with  the  captain,  working  his  body  to deepen the action and increase the pleasure. His internal muscles flexed in a controled rhythm around the enormous cock until with one final, deep thrust, Jisten exploded inside him, cutting short his shout of pleasure.



   


Rak cried out, making no effort to silence himself, and clenched around the  Valer’s  shaft  to  prevent  its  escape.  He  wondered  if  the  real  captain was as virile as the dream version. Not that he expected a hundred and three orgasms, but three or four would do quite nicely.

Jisten kissed his shoulder and moved up his neck to his ear. “Again?”

he half asked, half begged.

“Ooohh, yes, please,” moaned Rak, and he used his internal muscles to massage  Jisten’s  manhood.  Tyl  had  told  him  that  only  trained  and magicaly altered sex slaves like himself could control these muscles, and Rak never hesitated to demonstrate the talent.

   

“Mmm,  wings,”  Jisten  murmured  as  he  stroked.  They  felt  dry,  and  he could see the flakes and slough built up along the wing bases. On instinct, he scratched at the flakes and buildup. The Loftoni moaned and squirmed, transferring his pleasure to the Valer, who was stil encased.

To Jisten’s surprise, the vanity table by the bathtub held a vial of oil. He reached  out  and  snagged  it  as  the  priest’s  hips  started  to  pump  against him.  With  a  free  hand,  he  popped  the  vial  open  and  tipped  it  onto  his fingers. Then he oiled Rak’s wings, fuly able to rol his hips in time with the smaler man’s action.

Rak kept his balance as he worked himself on the Valer. It felt good, but Jisten was focused on his need to oil the wings. As a result, he was nowhere near orgasm, and the pleasure of rubbing together continued. He worked  both  wings  from  the  bases,  which  had  suffered  the  most  from flakes and buildup, and then spread out symmetricaly.

Rak’s  noises  of  pleasure  kept  the  captain  happy  and  confident.  The more Jisten caressed and cared for the wings, the more connected he felt to the Loftoni. The more the priest ground against him, the more dominant he felt, until he looked down at the colorful backside and felt a swel of possessiveness.

When he finished the tips of both wings, he said, “Now we’re ready.”

Rak redoubled his efforts to please him.



   


 All you need now is a harness,  grumped Scorth. Rak ignored him, but indeed, he started imagining harnesses. Black leather ones.

“Did I hear Scorth?” Startled, the captain looked around in confusion and began puling out of Rak. “Is he in the outer room?”

“Ix, he is not here,” soothed the Loftoni, clamping down and pushing back to keep Jisten inside him. “Sa’sa, al is wel.”

Did  he  hear  me?  Scorth  asked.  Now  that   is  interesting!  And  stop imagining harnesses, or I will come in there. 

Rak  commanded  the  dragon  to  silence.  They  would  discuss  it  later.

“Jisten,” he said, in an effort to distract, “I want you to pound me now, hard and fast.”

Jisten grinned his loopy grin at him. His large hands, now oily, gripped Rak’s  hipbones.  The  Loftoni  shivered  in  anticipation,  but  his  wait  was brief.  The  Valer  pounded  as  hard  and  fast  as  Rak  dreamed  of,  and  he cried out in pleasure over and over, nearly singing his ecstasy. The captain puled  the  priest  against  him,  hard,  when  he  orgasmed.  Rak  shuddered with  the  force  of  their  combined  climaxes,  crying  out  wildly,  his  wings thrashing against the man who’d given it to him.

“Easy, easy,” Jisten crooned, his hands gently containing the wings.

It seemed odd to Rak, once he could again think clearly, that the climax Jisten  had  given  him  was  so  much  more  than  what  he’d  gotten  from Yonaph.  There  had  been  no  equipment,  no  whips,  no  pain—and  yet,  it had been very, very good.
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