
        
            
                
            
        

    


Behold the power of the Lord of Night.

At last the stasis potion is set to wear off, and the prince wil return to the land of the living. But Rak discovers that his brother’s resurrection is the least of his problems. His past is being used against him, and so is his tryst with the handsome captain of the palace guard.

His  options  are  few  and  his  alies  fewer,  and  the  King  has  somehow declared  him  heir  to  the  throne,  an  honor  he  absolutely  does  not  want.

Can Rak steer his way out of the political mess caused by his brother’s near death?
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Resurrection

The Dark Servant Book 4

By

AC Elas

To the three handsome men in my life who keep me going. You know who you are. 




Chapter One: The Sword Dance

Rivday, the 30th of Evphormon

It was dawn. Soon the palace would begin the morning routine, and the courtiers  would  start  their  daily  grind  of  gossip,  backstabbing,  and harassing of the royal family. But none of that would find its way into the guest suite of the dark servants. Or so Rak told himself as he said farewel to the night and greeted the return of the light.

Before long, the palace would be bustling with activity, but to Rak, it was  nearly  time  to  sleep.  Except  that  today,  he  could  not  go  to  bed  as usual.  In  the  spare  bedroom,  the  exhausted  captain  slept  beside  the prince’s body, and Rak would not disturb Jisten’s rest. There was not a soul  in  the  palace  brave  enough  to  barge  into  this  suite  except  the  king himself.

Rak padded into the front hal, a room that a proper envoy would use for receptions and other political functions. Rak shrugged out of his tunic and tossed it on the bench. He also disarmed, laying out his weapons with more care than he’d shown the cloth. He drew his short swords, walked into  the  middle  of  the  room,  and  began  to  dance,  but  this  dance  was nothing like the one of last night.

The Sword Masters had taught him the forms of the four paths in his youth, and he had mastered their lessons. Their style was formal, almost stilted,  nothing  more  than  a  series  of  cuts  and  parries  that  the  student repeated over and over until muscle memory had formed. It had taken the genius of the senior dance master of the Aroz Palace in Zoth to turn the forms into a dance.

The dance master, a Valer named Varkaris, had gone over each step, each motion, and refined it, balanced it, and turned it into art. In the sale, before an audience, Rak had presented the pure forms in the manner of the Sword Masters. Now he danced the forms in the way that Varkaris had taught him. It was both workout and meditation. As he exercised his muscles, his mind was free to drift in esoteric realms of thought.



   


Jisten  stirred,  stretching  to  rol  the  crick  out  of  his  neck.  He  had  slept sitting up, which didn’t seem right to him. He opened gritty eyes, looked around at his surroundings, and realized that he’d falen asleep on watch.

But the prince looked wel, for a corpse. Tonight, he would awaken. On the bed with Jethain was large, charcoal grey hound sprawled bely up in a ridiculous pose.

Jisten stood, stretched again, and walked into the parlor. Scorth was sleeping on a couch, an open book over his face. The captain wondered where  Rak  was.  He  checked  the  closet  that  had  been  converted  into  a chapel,  but  it  was  empty.  Jisten  went  into  the  front  hal  next,  and  was struck stil by the sight.

Rak was practicing the forms, but they looked completely different than they  had  in  the  sale.  Jisten  thought  that  this  dance  was  far  more  sexual than the elegant duet of the sacred dance. He told himself that it was the forms  that  interested  him,  and  not  the  bare,  muscular  torso  and  briliant wings that danced with the graceful motions of the priest.

Jisten  flushed  when  his  interest  made  itself  known,  and  the  flush deepened when Rak stopped dancing and turned towards him. The door from  the  parlor  had  creaked  closed.  Jisten  could  see  the  tension  in  the wings as Rak turned, and the sudden relaxation as the priest saw it was him.

“Dawn  has  come,  Captain,”  said  Rak.  It  had  the  sound  of  ritual greeting.

“A time to greet Si’Yeni, and I slept.” Jisten made a face.

“I stood watch,” replied Rak with a hint of a smile as he walked over.

“And  I  greeted  the  Lady  of  the  Sunrise.  Did  you  realy  expect  that  you could do without sleep entirely?”

“You seem to, but thank you for that,” Jisten said. He hadn’t stopped watching  Rak  for  a  second,  and  his  gaze  was  appreciative.  Sweat delineated  the  priest’s  muscles  and  made  the  lack  of  fat  obvious.  The colorful,  geometric  tattoo  on  Rak’s  abdomen  vanished  into  his  pants.

Jisten was surprised at his sudden desire to see where the tattoo went and more surprised when he saw it in his mind’s eye.

“We  are  alies,”  Rak  reminded  him.  “It  is  our  job,  and  I  wil  do  my share.”

Jisten once again held out his hand, palm up. “Alies.”

Rak slid the short swords into the sash around his waist, set his hand in Jisten’s and smiled warmly. “Friends?”

“That would be a privilege for me,” Jisten said with a sincerity that gave Rak pause.

“And  for  me  also,”  said  Rak.  He  wondered  if  the  man  was remembering,  for  he  kept  gazing  at  him  in  a  thoughtful  way.  Would  he remember?  And  more  importantly,  how  would  he  react  once  he   did remember?  To  provoke  his  memory,  Rak  asked,  gently,  “About  last night… what do you remember?”

Instead of answering, Jisten handed Rak a goblet of cool cider and a towel. Rak’s tattoos were exactly how he had dreamed them. How could he have accurately dreamed what he hadn’t seen? Jisten was horrified as his  imagination  supplied  images  of  the  rest  of  Rak’s  tattoos,  the  ones hidden by the loose silk pants. He wanted this man with an intensity that scared him. At length, he answered, “You were dancing, but more than dancing.”

“I  must  ask  for  your  silence.  That  dance  was  not  meant  to  be observed.”

“I’m  sorry  to  intrude.”  Jisten  concentrated  on  Rak’s  wings  to  avoid looking  elsewhere.  He  knew  that  he  had  seen  something  sacred, something  he  shouldn’t.  He  stammered,  “I’m  a  commoner,  not  a  priest, I’m sorry.”

Rak placed his hand on top of Jisten’s again. “Fear not, Captain. No offense  was  taken,  or  damage  done,  by  your  presence.  I  ask  for  your silence  because  of  the  Enemy.  When  she  defected  from  the  pattern  of creation, mortal dancers were required to take her place. She hunts the dancers, for if they are eliminated, the pattern is weakened.”

“I wil hold my tongue, I promise. Your secrets are safe with me.”

Rak  said,  hesitantly,  almost  an  offer,  “I  am  finding  this  mission  a chalenge.  I  am  supposed  to  be  a  prince  of  this  land,  and  the  king  and Jethain both expect me to behave as such. But my earliest memory, the very first thing I can recal of my life, was inside a slaver’s house, learning how to walk again.”

Jisten looked somber and his hand tightened under Rak’s. “Learning to walk?”

“A wal fel on me. On my head. I am told it was a miracle that I was not instantly kiled, and another miracle that I recovered at al, even with healing.”  Rak  didn’t  mention  the  lasting  effects  of  that  old  injury.  The captain  might  be  an  aly,  and  he  was  certainly  good  in  bed,  but  Rak wasn’t the type to speak of private matters to someone he hardly knew.

Fortunately, Jisten didn’t press for details about the injury.

“Odd of a wal to just fal on you.”

“A carter backed a wagon into it. I do think it odd that the mortar did not hold.”

Jisten  nodded,  ful  of  suspicion.  “No  one  kidnaps  the  crown  prince without inside help.”

“I  do  not  recal  it.”  Rak  sighed.  He  stretched  his  back,  alowing  his wings  to  unfurl  to  their  ful  spread,  drawing  the  captain’s  gaze  to  them.

The  man’s  expression  was  such  that  Rak  wondered  if  the  man  had  a fetish.

“Does the pattern mean anything? Is it familial?”

“The  exact  pattern  is  unique,  but  both  the  type  of  pattern  and  the number of colors are familial.” They walked into  the  now  empty  parlor, and Rak indicated that they should sit down.

“How  many  colors  can  there  be?”  Jisten  asked.  He  sat  down  on  the largest couch, more than enough room for two men. “And what patterns are usual?”

Rak wanted to sit on the handsome captain’s lap, but he refrained and sat  beside  him  instead.  “Four-colored  is  the  most  I  have  ever  heard  of.

That  is  the  mark  of  the  Loftoni  royal  line,  along  with  the  diamond-in-diamond pattern.”

“Of course Owain would marry royalty.” Jisten had almost memorized Rak’s wings, not that he would admit it.

Rak flashed him a grin. “Three-colored wings are the norm, and I have seen  diamonds,  spots,  triangles,  stripes,  and  even  combinations.  Two colors appears to be the absolute minimum, I have never seen or heard of a Loftoni with a solid colored wing.”

“I’m grateful to have seen yours,” Jisten blurted then rushed ahead, “I cannot thank you enough for healing Jethain. It’s strange to have an aly.”

He shifted imperceptibly closer to Rak on the couch.

“That is my duty. I have sacrificed much to come here, and if I am not successful in keeping Jethain alive, it wil al have been for naught.”

Jisten looked up. “Tel me what I can do. What can I expect?”

“I’ve told you the attempts on his life that I’ve dreamt. I don’t know if there are more that I haven’t seen,” Rak said. “Jethain is a minor figure in the prophecy, but if you void any part of it, you void al of it.”

“Then what is the major portion of the prophecy?”

“The defeat of the Enemy. She wil seek to void that prophecy until the night  it  comes  to  pass.  And  right  now,  the  easiest  route  to  that  is  to eliminate Jethain. Do you understand?”

“Perfectly. I plan to dog his steps, and there are a trusted handful that wil always be lurking about.”

“If anything seems amiss, you come to me. Even if you have to wake me up. Even if I am dancing.”

Apprehension  was  writ  large  on  Jisten’s  face.  “I’m  not  the  type  to interrupt a God.” He left unsaid what else was done other than dancing.

“The  God  has  tasked  me  with  keeping  Jethain  alive.  He  would understand.”

“The Storm Lord wouldn’t fry  you with a lightning bolt!”

“Zotien wants the prophecy to be fulfiled. He has worked to that end since  it  was  given.  Over  a  thousand  years  of  work  has  gone  into  this already.”

Jisten’s  apprehension  wasn’t  eased.  “Stil,  to  interrupt  a  God  doing that…” He turned scarlet that he had admitted that he saw more than the dance.

Rak heaved a sigh but seemed neither bothered nor embarrassed. “He would simply finish it later. I am not sure that time has the same meaning to Him as it does to us.” He considered Jisten. “So you saw that. What else  did  you  see?”    …or  remember,   Rak  finished  silently.  Please remember. 

The bright scarlet returned and Jisten picked at the cushion. “Stars. A pattern—realy,  I  am  sorry  to  have  intruded.  It  was  beautiful,  filed  me with awe. I never thought of the Gods like that, of creation like that. I’m too mundane, I suppose.”

“Nor had I, the first time.”

Jisten smiled. “A high priest has to start somewhere?”

“Ai.  And in my case, I was a new novice the first time I danced for the God.”

“Lord Zotien picked a novice?”

“I was a novice to the priesthood, but not to dancing,” Rak admitted. “I was a royal dancer before I went to Okyro.”

“Impressive,”  Jisten  said,  causing  Rak  to  stare  at  him.  “That  was  an unusual  practice  routine,”  Jisten  continued,  rattled  by  the  dark  priest’s stare. “Wil you teach it to me? You said you’d spar with me, remember?”

“I  can,  and  I  do  remember,”  replied  Rak,  answering  both  questions.

“That routine is one I have used for many years. But it wil have to wait, perhaps until tomorrow. I am supposed to address the council today.”

“Tomorrow  it  is,  then. As  for  the  council,”  Jisten  said  gravely,  “your best  chance  is  to  appeal  to  Lords  Peneron  and  Maziel.  Do  not  rise  to Lord Kezil’s taunts. Lord Breavey cares for money more than ethics or politics. If you can find a way to appeal to his greed, do so.”

“Thank you,” said Rak. “Every bit of insight I can gain on the situation here can only help.”

“I wish that I could help you more,” Jisten said earnestly.

Rak  had  a  rueful  smile  on  his  face  as  he  let  go  of  Jisten’s  hand  and stood  up.  “As  do  I,  Captain.  Please  excuse  me,  I  must  prepare  for  the council meeting now.”

Chapter Two: The Council and the Heir The  council  chamber  was  candle  lit  due  to  some  trouble  with  the  gas lights.  Rak  was  grateful  for  the  dimness  of  the  room.  He  set  a  leather folder on the polished oak table and checked the tip of his pen. The king walked in and the councilors stood up. Busy perusing the contents of his folder,  Rak  hardly  noticed  when  Owain  entered,  uncharacteristicaly dressed in ful court regalia.

“Priest,  you  are  arrogant  or  foolish  or  both,”  commented  Lord Breavey.  “As  an  envoy,  you  should  have  enough  understanding  of etiquette to stand up when a king enters a room.”

“As  a  head  of  state  in  my  own  right,  I  do  not  have  to  do  any  such thing,” Rak countered. “Nor do we recognize mortal sovereignty over us.”

“A head of state, are you? Forgive me, I must have missed seeing your crown,” replied Breavey.

“A’filozenoi  is  ruled  by  the  Council  of  the  Brotherhood  of  Dark Servants.  That  council  is  comprised  of  the  twelve  high  priests  and  our God.  The  high  priest  of  each  sect  is  independent  of  the  other  sects, answering  to  only  the  Lord  of  Night.”  The  disbelief  oozing  from  the councilors made Rak want to laugh.

“Then why have a council at al, son?” inquired the king as he sat down, alowing his councilors to folow suit. He approved of his heir showing his power to the council.

“To  address  those  matters  that  affect  al  the  sects  and  to  govern  the land. As envoy, I speak for both the council and my God.” Rak looked up at Owain and wondered at the attire. Was the king going to pronounce judgments directly after the meeting? Or did he always wear ful attire to a council meeting?

“Thank you for clarifying your position, Araken,” said the king, smiling at him. He fel silent and waited until every eye in the room turned towards him. Then he stood up, taking control of the meeting. “Thank you for your prompt  attendance  this  morning,”  he  began,  “I  have  an  important announcement before we turn to more mundane matters.

“My eldest son has been returned to me by none other than the Lord of Night himself, one of the great four. Lord Zotien must have foreseen our blessed  kingdom’s  need.  With  Jethain  dead,  my  eldest  son Araken  wil assume his proper place as the crown prince and heir to the throne.”

The councilors cast uneasy glances at Rak. Many of them weren’t sure that they wanted a dark servant on the throne and many were very sure that  they  didn’t.  Virien’s  mask  slipped  and  his  anger  shone  plainly  for several seconds. Lord Kion scowled, and Breavey shook his head. But the councilors weren’t the only ones upset by the king’s announcement.

Rak glared at the king. “Your Majesty,” he began, but Owain cut him off.

“You  are  my  firstborn,  yes?  Lord  Zotien  sent  you  specificaly  here, yes? He sent a message declaring your lineage, yes?” Owain looked very regal as he stared at Rak, impatiently waiting for his son to acknowledge him and accept his duty.

“I cannot deny any of that,” Rak was forced to admit.

“Why else would He do that, but for you to assume your rightful place as crown prince?”

“My  vows  forbid  me  to  inherit!”  Rak  stood  and  his  wings  rustled  as they shifted against his back

“Ask  your  brotherhood  for  an  exception,”  said  Lord  Peneron.  “I’m sure there’s something in your code that alows for that. There are in the other religious orders.”

“If your God wished for you to merely stay a high priest in His service, He would have kept you at home, fighting His war. Instead, He sent you here,” Owain declared.

“I wil be a high priest until the day I die,” snapped Rak. He ran a hand through his short hair. “Nothing can be alowed to interfere with my duty to my God. Nothing.”

“Why  can’t  you  do  as  Peneron  suggested?”  wondered  Lord  Maziel.

“Ask for an exception. You can rule and stil be high priest. No one would force you to recant.”

Rak felt hunted, like a rabbit in a bowsite, but the stakes of this hunt was more than his life, it was his soul. “Exceptions to vows can only be granted  before they are sworn.”

“Yet  your  God  sent  you  here,”  Owain  pressed.  “He   wants  you  to know your heritage. Why else but to claim it?”

“Perhaps He thought that my heritage would enable us to reach a fair trade  agreement,”  said  Rak.  “Or  perhaps  He  hoped  that  my  presence here would help my brother.”

“Your  brother  is  dead,  despite  your  heroic  efforts. As  crown  prince, your trade agreement wil be most fair. Your God knows this. He wishes to win the war, and with you on the throne, He may feed His army and your kingdom here wil be enriched with Okyran gold, silk and gems. “

“Jethain is  not dead!” protested Rak. “And I can not inherit!”

“Don’t go against the wishes of your God,” Owain said. “He sent you here for this very reason. Otherwise He would have kept you in Okyro.”

Peneron  looked  at  his  felow  councilors.  “I  propose  that  we  accept Araken as the heir, pro-tem, until he has an answer from his brotherhood on the question of an exception.”

“Second!” Maziel said.

Owain beamed at both of them, and then said, “Al in favor?”

Virien, Kion, and Breavey voted against, but Peneron’s popularity won the  undecided  over.  “It  is  done,”  said  Peneron  with  a  vindictive  smile aimed at Virien. “The ayes have it.”

Rak felt like someone had hit him on the head. He was trying to figure out how he’d been outmaneuvered, and at the same time, he was trying to ignore the tug of the summoning whistle that he’d given Hasaviz. Blast the man, he had to know there was a council meeting! Owain took advantage of his silence to set the ceremonial coronet on his head. Rak protested, “I am not your heir!”

“Yes, you are!” said Peneron and Maziel in the same breath.

“My firstborn, returned by Lord Zotien Himself,” Owain proclaimed.

Rak took the coronet off his head and repeated, “Jethain is  not dead.”

“He’s  hardly  alive,  son,  but  I  appreciate  your  loyalty  to  him,”  Owain said. “That is a fine trait for a king.”

“Your  Majesty,  your  son  and  heir  wil  return  to  you  tonight.”  Rak resisted  grinding  his  teeth.  “If  he  does  not  awaken,  then  I  wil  ask  my Lord for that exception, and  not before.”

“But don’t feel obligated to keep any of his folowers,” said Owain as if Rak hadn’t spoken. “Do you wish to appoint a new captain of the guard?

That  Valer  is  adequate,  but  you  need  someone  higher  placed.  I’l  send suitable candidates to your suite and you may pick from them.”

“I think you have a better captain of the guard than you realize,” spat Rak.  He  turned  and  stalked  out  before  he  succumbed  to  the  urge  to punch  the  smug  expression  off  the  king’s  face.  Immediately  half  the tension  fled  his  body  when  the  magic  sensed  he  was  obeying  the summons.

“How  does that Valer inspire such loyalty?” Owain wondered out loud.



   


Tebber popped into the bedroom and looked at Jisten. “Sir, you need a bath,”  he  announced.  He  swept  into  the  bathroom  before  Jisten  could reply. The captain snorted and checked Jethain again. The servant came back into the bedroom. “Captain,” he said, “I wasn’t joking. The prince wil wake up tonight, so you must look presentable for that. Get moving.”

“A bath in the palace is not for the likes of me.” Jisten rubbed his chin stubble. “Although I’m not alowed to grow this.”

Tebber pushed Jisten into the bathroom. It was identical to the one in Rak’s  room,  except  reversed.  “No  one  here  wil  protest,  and  this  a perfect time,” said Tebber. “The prince is stil unconscious, and S’Rak’s busy with the council meeting.”

“And I don’t want to leave the palace,” Jisten added, warming to the idea.

Tebber  had  already  drawn  the  bath.  “Do  I  need  to  undress  you  and scrub you like Lord Kezil likes?”

Jisten looked at Tebber with a mixture of dismay and disbelief. “Kezil likes that?”

Tebber  crossed  his  arms  over  his  chest.  “He  likes  not  having  to  do anything. He’s not the only one. What  is it with titles and forgetting how to bathe and dress oneself?”

“May  I  never  be  titled,  then!”  Jisten  said.  “I  am  quite  self  sufficient, Tebber. Shoo.” He stripped to his shorts quickly.

Tebber  grinned.  “I  have  an  appointment  at  the  tailor  shop.”  He departed with a bounce in his step.

Jisten slid into the bath with a happy sigh. Warm water! A big enough tub  to  stretch  out  in!  His  long  legs  splashed  as  they  straightened.  Oils!

Salts! He proceeded to take the longest bath of his life.




Chapter Three: Training

Hasaviz fingered the whistle Rak had given back to him. He stroked the satiny red wood of the simple toy before he placed it to his lips and blew.

He knew that the council was in session this morning, and that Rak was scheduled  to  present  his  credentials  as  envoy  and  open  the  trade negotiations. It amused him to think of Rak scrambling for an excuse to leave  in  order  to  answer  his  summons.  He  knew  how  the  magic  of  the summoning whistles worked.

As soon as he activated the whistle by blowing on it, an irresistible pul would bring Rak to him, no matter how far away the priest was. It was physicaly  painful  to  ignore  the  summons,  and  while  a  trained  wil  could ignore  the  summons,  and  the  pain,  for  a  time,  the  pain  and  the  intensity grew exponentialy the longer the person resisted. So it was much, much easier to obey.

Hasaviz  slipped  the  whistle  into  a  drawer  and  stood  to  answer  the chiming  of  his  door  bel.  He  opened  the  door  and  studied  Rak,  stil dressed  in  the  finery  one  would  expect  for  a  council  meeting.  “Helo, slave. Kneel.”

Outrage  flashed  across  Rak’s  face  before  vanishing  behind  a  bland mask. “This is a public corridor.”

“I don’t care,” Hasaviz told him. “You wil kneel and crawl inside, or you wil be punished for your insolence.”

“Then punish me.” Rak pushed past the slave trainer and into the office.

“You say it so casualy,” Hasaviz said. “That wil change.” The lack of bluster gave Rak pause. “Into the training room and strip.”

Rak turned to look at Hasaviz. “Wil it? We shal see.” He gracefuly stalked into the training room, stripping as he walked, to save time.

Once  Rak  was  naked,  colared,  and  behind  the  training  room  door, Hasaviz held out a goblet. “Drink this to the dregs.”

“What is it?”

Quick as a snake, the whip bit into Rak. “Slaves don’t question. Slaves obey.”

Rak didn’t flinch. “I am not a slave. What is it?”

“It won’t violate my oath. Not poison. Not another slave fire potion.”

Hasaviz sipped from the goblet and held it out. “Drink.”

Rak took the goblet and drained it.

Hasaviz guided him to the couch and laid him down on it. He strapped Rak’s limbs down with sensual relish, and after al four extremities were restrained,  he  ran  his  hands  down  Rak’s  flat,  muscular  abdomen.  The Loftoni was stil dancing fit, with little fat and wel defined muscles. But the lithe build ensured that he didn’t appear freakishly overbuilt like some of the dray slaves who were fed potions that made their bodies develop to a fantastic level.

He waited until the sedative was at ful effect before he began. Uncle Narvain would have his bals, literaly, if the secrets of the control spel got out. He removed the training colar, to prevent its magic from interfering.

After this, he wouldn’t need its power to keep the slave in his place. He removed  a  carved  wooden  box  from  a  niche  behind  a  false  stone  and took out the tiny golden dagger.

He used this blessed, magical blade to nick his first finger. He pressed the bloodied digit to a specific spot on the tattoo on Rak’s abdomen and murmured, “Earth linked to flesh, the substance of my blood to command the body of this slave.”

When  Hasaviz  lifted  his  finger,  no  trace  of  blood  remained  on  Rak’s skin. He smiled in satisfaction and then cut his second finger, pressing it to the tattoo in a different place. “Fire linked to wil, the heat of my blood to overpower the wil of this slave.”

Again  the  blood  vanished,  the  power  threading  into  the  spel permanently embedded in Rak’s skin. Hasaviz cut his third finger, pressing it to the precise spot the spel required. “Air linked to mind, the strength of my blood to command the mind of this slave.”

The blood was accepted, so he cut his fourth finger and pressed it to the tattoo, saying, “Water linked to heart, the flow of my blood to inflame the passions of this slave.”

The spel was almost complete now, and the lines of the intricate form glowed in the colors of their elements. Hasaviz cut his thumb and pressed it in the center of the spel form. “By earth, fire, air, and water, and by the shedding of blood, I claim this slave.” The glow vanished into Rak’s skin as  Hasaviz  lifted  his  hand.  No  physical  evidence  remained,  but  Hasaviz could sense his power over the sleeping priest. Rak was his now.

Hasaviz unstrapped Rak’s limbs, then held up his head and poured a vial  down  his  throat,  using  his  new  control  to  make  the  man  swalow.

Once that was done, he positioned himself between Rak’s legs, opened his pants, and thrust his hard cock into the waiting hole. He set a slow, languid  pace  for  himself,  savoring  the  velvet  softness  that  enveloped  his shaft.  He  had  given  Rak  the  sleeping  potion’s  antidote,  and  it  was  his intention that the slave would wake up with his master inside him.

He watched Rak’s face closely for signs of consciousness, so he didn’t miss the slight flutter of eyelids that heralded Rak’s awakening. The casual rol of his hips was replaced by several hard, deep thrusts. Rak gasped and  twisted  in  semi-conscious  reaction  to  sensations  that  Hasaviz  was causing.  Hasaviz  stabilized  the  Loftoni  to  keep  him  from  faling  off  the couch. As soon as his hands gripped Rak’s waist, the slave pumped his own hips, a soft moan of pleasure escaping his lips. By this Hasaviz knew that the slave was awake, aware, and burning with need.

Fuly  sheathed  in  Rak’s  body,  Hasaviz  stopped,  his  bals  swinging forward to slap Rak’s ass one last time. Rak opened his eyes. “No straps, slave,” Hasaviz said. He rubbed Rak’s member, watching to see if Rak slapped his hand away.



   


Rak blinked and focused on Hasaviz. He rubbed his wrists, then moved to block the slave trainer’s hand. But he didn’t try to remove the manhood impaling him.

“Hold,  slave,”  Hasaviz  commanded.  He  flicked  Rak’s  cock  in  an insulting way.

Rak  froze,  his  muscles  tensing.  “What  have  you  done?”  he  asked, furious.

“Merely  reinforcing  what  King  Narvain  set  years  ago,”  Hasaviz  said.

“Nothing that broke my vow.”

Rak struggled against the command futilely.

“You’re a high priest now,” Hasaviz taunted, “You serve the Lord of Night, the Storm Lord, do go on.”

Rak caled his power. Lightning crackled along the wals and down his wingspars,  but  stil  he  was  unable  to  move,  held  pinned  in  place  by  the simple command he’d been given.

“Very pretty,” Hasaviz said. “Drain away your power harmlessly.”

The  power  faded,  but  not  before  a  last  spark  arced  from  Rak  to Hasaviz, stinging him. Hasaviz cursed and slapped the spark.

“Does  it  help?”  asked  Rak  curiously  as  Hasaviz  slapped  himself.  He was wel used to the random stings of stray power, a side effect of serving the Storm Lord.

Hasaviz  withdrew  himself.  He  slapped  Rak’s  member.  “As  much  as this helps your slave fires.”

Fear  clawed  at  Rak  when  Hasaviz  withdrew.  “Please,  I  was  not mocking. Sparks like that are common in my service. They sting me al the time.”

“You may move, slave,” Hasaviz said, “But not leave this room.”

Rak was shaking with rebound need from Hasaviz’ abrupt withdrawal.

He sat up on the couch and looked pleadingly at the man. “You know I need. Please use me.” Rak didn’t want to beg.

Rak  found  himself  moving.  The  slave  trainer  had  said  nothing.  Rak immediately  tried  to  stop  himself.  He  went  to  his  knees  anyhow.  With those glittering eyes stil fixed on him, Rak went to al fours and crawled to Hasaviz. He tugged the man’s shoes off without command.

“Stop this!” Rak shouted, furious. “You vlakas! Let me go!”

The corner of Hasaviz’s mouth twitched a tiny bit. Rak’s head bent and he kissed the slave trainer’s foot. Rak tried to bite that foot. He focused himself  on  wrenching  his  jaw  open.  Instead,  his  tongue  came  out  and licked  the  toes,  one  by  one.  Rak  next  focused  on  moving  his  hand.  He wanted  to  bring  his  fist  down  on  Hasaviz’s  other  foot.  He  was  able  to move his hand at first, but then it was taken over. It started to massage the other  foot.  Rak  whimpered,  deep  in  his  throat,  a  combination  of  rage, frustration, and despair.

“You always did hate toe sucking,” Hasaviz said.

Rak promptly began such. He tried not to gag on the taste. His wings, tense as coiled springs, were his next area to concentrate on. He imagined himself  bashing  the  slave  trainer’s  smug  face.  His  wings  never  left  his back.

Once  he  finished  al  ten  toes,  Rak  found  himself  singing  the  most atrocious song. It was the Zothian slave hymn that al slaves were required to  sing  every  morning  upon  arising  and  before  sleeping.  It  praised  their masters  and  rejoiced  that  they  were  slaves.  Rak  did  his  best  to  sing  it badly.  He  did  manage  the  most  atrocious  accent,  and  was  either  flat  or sharp the entire time. Hasaviz hadn’t heard Rak’s trained singing voice, so he  didn’t  know  the  difference.  Rak  imagined  slamming  his  fists  into  the slave trainer’s bely. He kept trying to move his fists in vain.

As he sang, Hasaviz casualy used the whip to stroke Rak’s manhood.

Up and down and up and down. The need in Rak’s eyes grew worse and worse. So did the tremor in his limbs.

Hasaviz flicked the tip of Rak’s cock. “Do you understand now?”

Rak attempted to nod his head.

“I  am  going  to  release  you. Your  oath  is  stil  in  force. And  you  are burning very nicely now, so behave if you want relief.”

Rak succeeded in nodding this time. Discovering that he could move his head, he immediately said, “Please use me.”

“You can beg much prettier than that,” Hasaviz scoffed.

If he hadn’t burned so badly, he might have attacked Hasaviz right then and there. Instead, Rak took a deep breath, dropped his gaze to the floor, and said, “Master, I humbly beg you to use me for your pleasure.”

Hasaviz  sighed.  “You   are  out  of  practice.”  He  fingered  himself.  “I’l give  you  a  hint. You  start  by  complimenting  this.”  He  gave  Rak  a  blow with  his  belt  whip.  “King  Narvain  would  not  be  so  forgiving.  Have  you forgotten al the sweet words you used to tel him? You’d best jog that battered memory of yours.”

Rak flinched under the blow. He grabbed the whip hand and kissed it.

“Forgive  me,  master,  I  meant  no  offense.  I  need  so  badly,  I  can  hardly think. Please use me, master.”

“Do I have to train you al over again?” Hasaviz blew out a breath in impatience. “Realy! King Narvain would hand you over to the torturers!

This,”  he  held  out  his  manhood,  “Is  the  most  magnificent  specimen  you have  ever  seen. You  long  for  it  to  fil  you.  Now  you  say  it!”  He  struck Rak again.

Rak kissed Hasaviz’s shaft. “I beg you to fil me with your magnificent phalus. I want you in me, master, please!”

“Adequate,”  the  slave  trainer  alowed  and  pushed  in.  “Now  what  do you say?”

“Thank  you,  master,  for  honoring  me  with  your  magnificence.”  Rak pushed down on Hasaviz.

Hasaviz grunted with pleasure. Rak picked up steam, thrusting himself against Hasaviz with great urgency, driven by the long delay.

“Now massage me with your tunnel.” Hasaviz whipped Rak lightly as warning.

Rak moaned in appreciation of the whip, his tunnel massaging the man.

“Better, better,” Hasaviz said. “What do you tel your user?

“Please whip me? Use me harder?”

“Yes,  but  there  needs  to  be  continual  thanks  and  expressions  of  the user’s magnificence.” Hasaviz shook his head.

“Thank you for using me, master, can you please thrust harder?”

Hasaviz  struck  Rak.  “Slaves  don’t  make  demands!”  Rak  arched  into the blow. The whip beads bit into Rak’s back.

Rak moaned happily. “More, master, more.”

And  Hasaviz  apparently  figured  it  out—the  slave  was  trying  to  get whipped.  He  wanted  the  pain.  Hasaviz  reached  around  and  crushed Rak’s bals.

Rak cried out in pain and pleasure. “Thank you, master! I love it when you use me, master!”

Next,  the  slave  trainer  gripped  Rak’s  manhood,  almost  completely flattening it. Again Rak thanked him. “Master is so dominant,” he added.

Rak found himself on al fours, removed from Hasaviz. The slave trainer stood over him, smiling. “You don’t trick me, slave. I control you.”

Rak moaned in despair. “Forgive me, master.”

Hasaviz  watched  Rak  writhe  in  agony  for  a  few  minutes.  “On  the pleasure rack with you.” Rak flew to the rack and climbed on, arranging his  limbs  for  easy  restraining.  Hasaviz  retied  Rak  with  excruciating slowness. “Now what do you say, slave?”

“Please honor my body with your magnificent manhood. I want you in me  so  badly,  it  is  al  I  can  think  of.  Please  use  me  for  your  pleasure, master.”

“An improvement,” Hasaviz alowed and pushed in his tip. “Can you do better?”

“Thank you for granting me the immense pleasure of your manhood,”

said Rak immediately.

Hasaviz  pushed  in  the  rest  of  the  way.  He  rocked  back  and  forth sedately. He wasn’t in a hurry.

Rak  pushed  against  him  and  tried  to  increase  the  rate.  “Thank  you, master,”  he  moaned  with  every  few  thrusts.  “Your  manhood  feels  so good.”

“Is  the  service  of  the  Dark  Lord  that  prosaic?”  Hasaviz  complained.

“Have you no better language? And you a priest.”

Rak snorted. “Master,   this is not my language.”

Hasaviz laughed. “Point. But you sang Narvain’s praises for ten years.

Reach back in that damaged brain of yours and dig it out.”

Rak switched to Zafirin. “Master, your cock is of surpassing glory and strength and beauty and I tremble in ecstasy as you fuck me with it.” Then he switched to Okyran and got even more graphic, except that Hasaviz didn’t speak Okyran, so it was wasted on him.

“Ahh,  so  you  do  remember  the  Zafirin,”  Hasaviz  approved.  He rewarded Rak with as hard a rhythm as he could want.

Rak moaned in joy and made a mental note to always use Zafirin with Hasaviz. It was so much more expressive than Koilathan, since it had a whole tense that was specific for the slave speaking to the master. And there was another tense, very commanding, for the master speaking to the slave. Zafirin had over sixty words for sex. Koilathans were such prudes, and their language was reflective of that, although they had quite a range of vocabulary for fresh fruit, and over a dozen words for green. They had many words for most colors, except for white, and black.

Hasaviz  shouted  with  his  climax.  Rak  cried  out  in  pleasure  as  he folowed. His tunnel clenched and milked every drop from Hasaviz. When he  was  done,  Hasaviz  slapped  Rak’s  buttocks  to  signal  to  release  him.

Rak relaxed immediately.

Hasaviz puled out and went to Rak’s head. “Clean me.” Rak opened his  mouth  and  stretched  out  his  tongue.  Once  he  had  Hasaviz  on  his tongue, he drew the member into his mouth for a thorough cleaning. Once cleaned, Hasaviz tucked himself away. He grasped Rak’s chin and gazed into  his  eyes.  “You  understand  now,  don’t  you?  I  have  King  Narvain’s power over you now.”

“I understand,” said Rak quietly.

Hasaviz let go of Rak’s face and then released the straps.

“Are we done?” Rak knew better than to assume.

“You may dress.”

Rak climbed off the rack, bowed to Hasaviz, and walked over to the cabinet  that  held  his  clothes.  Hasaviz  returned  to  his  desk  and  the  giant mound of paperwork. In a short time, Rak was fuly clothed, al traces of their  activity  covered.  “Now  give  me  the  blessing  of  the  night,”  Hasaviz ordered. “And in Zafirin, so I know what you’re saying.”

Rak’s  eyes  widened  in  outrage,  but  he  could  hardly  refuse.  He approached  Hasaviz’s  desk,  touched  his  forehead  lightly,  and  said, “Night’s blessing upon you. For this night, may the stars guide you and the storm  guard  you.”  Rak  left  off  the  every  night  to  come  part  of  the blessing with good conscience.

“Why, thank you,” Hasaviz replied. “You may go.”

Rak spun on a heel and marched out, his wings restling with restrained tension. Hasaviz smirked.




Chapter Four: Cures

“He’s always bringing up those sun scorched vows,” Owain complained to his half brother as he flung himself into his favorite overstuffed chair in fine  disregard  for  his  formal  outfit.  He  helped  himself  to  a  cookie  and placed his crown on the table next to the tray of the sweets.

“As  he  should,”  replied  Virien.  The  very  last  thing  he  wanted  was another claimant for the throne and the chaos priest’s ire. “And it’s just as wel, not only the nobles, but the populace would rise up in revolt before they’d alow a dark servant on the throne.”

Owain grumbled and bit the cookie fiercely.

“He’s  evil,”  said  Virien.  “And  even  if  he  isn’t,  try  convincing  your people of that. Or your backwoods nobles.”

“What’s  the  solution  then?”  Owain  said  with  irritation.  The  cookie suffered another vicious chomp. “Jethain’s a dead end. Everyone knows it.”

“Only  the  nobles  know  that,”  sniffed  Virien.  “The  common  citizen doesn’t know that. They al love your heir, as they should.”

“An heir, that’s it,” Owain said. “A son from Araken! I wil raise him and  avoid  the  mistakes  that  I  made  with  Jethain.  Not  so  much  free thinking, for one.”

Virien  snorted.  “Good  one,  brother.  How  are  you  going  to  manage that miracle? Your dark son prefers men.”

“Find a very pretty slave girl for him so he can try women. That should change his mind. The Okryan woman must be atrocious or too free wiled.

We  can’t  permit  his  perversity  to  continue.”  Owain  pondered.  “Find someone  inteligent  for  him.  Need  that  in  a  king,  and  a  high  priest  wil appreciate it.”

Virien  choked,  and  coughed  to  cover  it.  In  his  experience,  men  with Rak’s  preferences  didn’t  change  their  minds.  “Of  course,”  he  said smoothly. “An excelent idea.”

Owain polished off the cookie and drank a glass of milk. “I’l consider it done.”

Virien wondered who he could order into the dark priest’s bed. It had to be a servant brave enough to get close to the demons, but submissive enough not to cower in abject fear. A tricky balancing act.



   


The first thing Rak did when he returned to the guest suite was check on Jethain.  The  prince  looked  unchanged,  except  that  his  hair  had  been crudely  braided.  He’d  left  Jisten  to  guard  the  prince,  but  the  captain wasn’t anywhere that he could see. He heard faint splashes coming from the  bathroom,  so  the  captain  was  probably  taking  a  bath.  He  roled  his shoulders in a futile effort to relax his back.

Behind him, a set of hinges creaked. Rak's wings flared from tension as he spun, drawing his sabre and assuming a guard position. His lust surged acutely,  fires  transforming  from  a  bare  simmer  to  a  raging  inferno  at  the sight of the captain's naked, gorgeous, body. The wet skin defined each of Jisten's  wel  developed  muscles  and  highlighted  both  the  scars  and  the lack of fat.

As  if  he  could  sense  Rak's  roiling  need,  the  captain  shook  his  head, gaze  fixed  once  more  on  the  spread  display  of  Rak's  wings.  The  plain soldier's sword in his hand went down while something else went up.

Sheathing his sabre, Rak managed to tear his gaze away. “Good day, Captain,” he said as politely as if he wasn’t addressing a very handsome naked man. His interest was obvious even without empathy and Jisten’s interest  was  obvious  to  anyone  with  partial  vision  in  one  eye.  Rak remembered the feel of Jisten, his strength moderated by gentleness and consideration, something he found far more exciting than experience.

“Oh, uh, excuse me!” Jisten dashed into the bathroom. He closed the door enough to cover him modestly and peeked out around the edge. His gaze fixed upon Rak. “My fault realy, stupid of me.”

“Are your clothes out here? I can wait in the parlor.” What Rak realy wanted was for Jisten to come back to the other side of the door just as he was.

Stil staring at Rak, Jisten nodded.

Rak  smiled  and  said,  “Your  enormous…  uhm,  dedication  to  your prince is commendable.”

Apparently struck dumb, Jisten nodded again.

Rak  walked  out  before  he  really  put  his  foot  in  it.  He  had  almost complimented  the  captain’s  manhood!  He  shouldn’t  want  what  he wanted.  He  had  already  taken  what  he  shouldn’t  have.  Twice.  And drugged the man. Twice. Rak half hoped that one of them would err in the upcoming practice session, causing Jisten to be injured  so  that  he  could give him wine and morphea, stitch him, and then have sex with him. Rak sat  down  at  the  desk  and  tried  to  write  a  few  notes  about  the  council meeting to desist from that chain of thoughts.

Jisten’s  gaze  remained  glued  to  Rak  until  the  door  shut.  Then  he changed into the clean uniform Tebber had laid out for him. He went out to the parlor in a remarkably short time.

Dressed, unfortunately,  Rak told Scorth as he surveyed the captain.

The man’s uniform jacket was mis-buttoned, and his long black hair was tied in a crude tail. Rak shook his head. “Sit down, Captain.”

Jisten  looked  a  little  nervous  at  the  idea,  but  calmed  as  he  sat  in  the chair opposite the desk. “What are you writing?”

Rak stood up, came around the desk, and unbuttoned Jisten’s jacket, ignoring  the  sudden  tension  in  Jisten's  frame.  “Nothing  important,  just  a few observations on the councilors.”

Although  tense,  Jisten  stayed  perfectly  stil  as  Rak  re-buttoned  his jacket, but when Rak moved behind him, he twisted around. “What are you doing?”

Unexpectedly, Jisten's lack of trust hurt. He quashed the feeling before it  could  leak  into  his  expression.  “I  wished  to  fix  your  hair,  but  I understand.” He took a deliberate step back.

“Oh!”  Jisten  flipped  his  hair  toward  Rak.  “Sorry,  don’t  trust  anyone behind me. Soldier’s reflex.”

“Must be,” agreed Rak, though he was afraid that the real reason was his admitted preference for men.

Jisten’s shoulders relaxed as Rak braided his wet  hair  in  tight  braids.

“Thank  you,”  he  said.  When  Rak  finished,  Jisten  made  no  move,  stil leaning back slightly into Rak’s hands.

“You are welcome.” For a moment, Rak paused, savoring the contact.

Then he moved away, back to his side of the desk. “Forael wil be here soon.”

“The final healing?”

“Ai,”  said Rak. “This should finish it. And tonight, at two hours past midnight, Jethain wil rejoin us.”

“About  time,”  Jisten  said.  He  watched  as  Rak  sat  down.  The  man’s wings stil hadn’t furled to his back, and as he looked down at his notes, they appeared to spasm. “Your wings are flaring,” Jisten said solicitously.

“What happened?”

“The  king…”  Rak  shook  his  head,  not  sure  how  to  phrase  it.  “He declared me his heir.”

“What?” Jisten asked. His eyes were wide with concern, both for the prince and Rak.

“I protested, of course, but two of the councilors made a motion! Does not the victim get a say?” demanded Rak.

“Lords Peneron and Maziel,” Jisten said. “Am I right?”

“Ai,”  said Rak.

“They are Lord Virien’s enemies, which is a considerable point in their favor,” Jisten said. He stood up and retrieved a bottle of wine and a pair of goblets from a side table. He saw the Okyran label and smiled slightly.

“They supported Owain to tweak Virien?” asked Rak.

“Most likely,” Jisten said. “And you know Virien is a snake. It’s hard to be angry with them, but Jethain isn’t dead.” He set the goblets on the desk and showed Rak the bottle. “Wine?”

“I told them that,” said Rak. “Repeatedly.” He nodded approval of the wine selection.

“The  nobles  developed  noble  hearing  and  couldn’t  hear  what  they didn’t wish to hear,” Jisten said.

“The king certainly has selective hearing,” muttered Rak.

Jisten poured a goblet for Rak and handed it to him. He indicated the large couch. Rak accepted the goblet with a grateful smile and sat down where  Jisten  indicated,  tucking  one  foot  beneath  him.  Rak  smiled  up  at Jisten and said, “Pour for yourself, or I wil not drink.”

Jisten filed the second goblet and sat next to him. “Now, al of this is moot, because Jethain is not dead. And they wil see for themselves.”

“That  is  true,”  said  Rak,  starting  to  relax.  “And  they  wil  learn  that  I support my brother as heir.”

Jisten leaned back on the couch, which shifted him to almost touching Rak’s  side.  One  wing  brushed  against  him,  and  he  stroked  that  wing absently before correcting himself.

“Did you enjoy your bath?” Rak asked.

Jisten looked down at his hands. “I’m very sorry about that.”

“I was not complaining,” said Rak.

Jisten looked at him sideways.

“I rather enjoy being attacked by naked men,” joked Rak with dancing eyes  and  a  mischievous  grin.  “But  realy,  I  would  have  been  far  more upset if you had delayed to dress and Jethain ended up with a stake in his chest because of that.”

“There is that,” Jisten said. He put one of his arms on the couch back behind Rak. “But I shouldn’t have neglected my duty. Tebber was rather insistent about the bath, and he does have a way about him.”

Rak  sipped  his  wine  before  he  said,  “You  did  not  neglect  your  duty.

Had  I  been  an  enemy,  you  were  out  of  the  bathroom  fast  enough  to prevent me from doing anything. Besides, the death hounds were there as wel.”

“I was worried that they were torpid during the day and wouldn’t alert.

And it’s a kindness to others that I bathe,” Jisten said, smal grin on his face.

“They  are  active  during  the  day  at  need,”  replied  Rak.  His  lips twitched. “I certainly appreciated your kindness.”

Jisten made a wry face. “Did I smel that bad?”

“Ix,  not that I had noticed. It was the view I appreciated.” Rak’s grin widened, ever so slightly. “You are a very handsome man, captain.”

Jisten ducked his head. “I’m not beautiful like you.”

“Beautiful? I? As scarred as I am? Surely you jest,” demurred Rak.

“Scars  show  strength,”  Jisten  said.  “That  you’ve  survived  against  the odds.”

“Ix,” said Rak. “Scars only prove that I was too stupid, or too slow, to duck.”

“I doubt that you were too stupid or slow for those whip scars,” Jisten said quietly.

“Those  prove  my  stubborn,  stupid  disobedience,”  replied  Rak,  not quite meeting Jisten’s eye.

“Or that you were too inteligent to behave?” Jisten countered. “Or too moral to comply with a corrupt command?” He traced the grapevine scar on Rak’s cheek. “What about this?”

“That  was  what  I  got  for  teling  my  master  no,”  said  Rak  flatly.

“Something any slave with a lick of sense would know not to say.”

“No to what?” Jisten leaned closer.

“I was ordered to rape a peasant girl.”

Jisten’s  voice  was  low  and  intense,  “This  isn’t  about  me  being  right.

This  is  about  me  teling  the  truth  about  you. You  are  neither  stupid  nor slow. You are beautiful, strong, inteligent—“

The door-bel chimed and they both jumped.

“That should be Forael,” said Rak. He stood and went to admit the sun priest, cursing the timing.




Chapter Five: Murson

The  room  was  entirely  too  crowded  for  a  healing,  but  Jisten  chided himself for being possessive. The king and queen had a right to be there.

Murson was at the king’s elbow, expression bored, but his eyes glittered with  an  intensity  that  worried  Rak  and  Jisten  alike.  Rak  and  the  queen glared at each other but perhaps this was because she had greeted him as the  evil  soul-stealing  demon.  Jisten’s  sympathies  were  firmly  with  Rak.

Photas was there as Forael’s assistant, swalowing nervously, but holding his ground.

The queen turned up her nose at Photas, who edged away from her.

Owain  ignored  the  byplay.  Death  hounds  kept  wary,  milky  eyes  on everyone.

“Get these horrible beasts out of here!” Jezaia demanded. Her hatred of dogs was wel known, and often touted as a reason why she and Lord Virien didn’t get along.

“Yes, do leave,” Rak told her.

Photas caught Rak’s implication that the queen was the horrible beast.

He  smiled  but  quailed  when  she  rounded  on  him.  “You!  Banish  the  evil creatures!”

“My  son’s  hounds  can  stay,”  Owain  demurred.  “They’re  powerful beasts.”

Rak snapped his fingers and sent the hounds out of the room. He didn’t care  a  whit  about  the  queen’s  demands.  However,  he  didn’t  want  his hounds hurt by the golden light. He turned to Forael. “We are ready.”

“Thank you, cousin.” Forael turned to Jethain and laid hands on him.

Golden light flared everywhere. Rak covered his eyes while everyone else watched with interest. As he worked, Forael narrated. “The pancreas is lacerated. Somehow the spleen has been spared.”

“Ah, the aorta has some damage, but I can correct it.” The light flared higher. “Now for the smal bowel,” Forael said, but the light sputtered and died after only a few seconds.

Rak cursed in Okyran when the light cut off. Photas and Jisten eased the  unconscious  old  man  to  the  chair.  Jezaia  threw  herself  on  Jethain, wailing.

“How much time do we have left?” Owain asked clinicaly.

“Your Majesty, get her out of here,” commanded Rak, gesturing to the queen. “I wil bring Jethain to the great hal at the end of midwatch, when it is time for him to awaken. Have the nobles there to stand witness.”

“Sedrael, take the queen to her rooms,” ordered the king. ”Jisten, assist Photas and take Forael back to the Sun Temple.”

A stoic Sedrael let the hysterical queen beat on him as he guided her back to her wing of the palace.

“Your Majesty, I should guard the prince,” Jisten said.

“Are you speaking to me?” Owain glared at the captain. “I gave you an order. Speak again and you’l find yourself in the stockade, Valer. I have not Jethain’s tolerance.”

“Yes,  Your  Majesty,”  replied  Jisten,  without  a  trace  of  anger  or unhappiness in his level voice.

“I  shal  finish  the  healing  of  Prince  Jethain.”  Murson  looked  very  put upon.

Gulping, Photas edged over to Rak. Head bowed, he murmured, “He’s a narrow-minded bigot. There’s no reasoning with him. He knows al that occurs in the Sun Temple. I wish you luck.” When Largo arrived with a litter, Photas motioned to the couch where Forael lay. “Here, please. One of  you  support  the  head  and  shoulders  while  the  other  takes  the  feet, please.” Largo and Jisten smoothly transferred Forael onto the litter.

“Al this fuss has made me hungry,” Owain declared. “Carry on without me, Senior Murson. I leave him in your capable hands.”

Once the room was empty of al but the prince and Murson, Rak caled in his personal pack of death hounds, except for the pregnant bitch, who he ordered to stay far away. Morth stood by his side, lip curled in a silent snarl at Murson.

“Disgusting creatures,” Murson said, starting the verbal voley.

“Is  that  so?”  asked  Rak,  casualy  blocking  access  to  Jethain.  “What, pray tel, disgusts you? Or is it simple bigotry against the House of Night?”

“Those  clouded  eyes,  the  shedding,  the  drooling,  the  chewing,”  said Murson.  He  shrugged.  “Enough  of  that.  Let’s  speak  of  how  you contaminated that Valer.”

One of the death hounds slobbered in the vicinity of Murson’s boots.

Rak  studied  the  tapestry  on  the  wal  behind  the  sun  priest.  A  hunting scene. He tried to remember the name of the breed of hound depicted. “I have done nothing of the sort. You are delusional as wel as bigoted.”

Murson jumped away from the slobber and another hound growled in protest of the sun priest crowding him. “You should have kept your filthy hands off of him,” Murson sneered.

“I  did  nothing.  Go  back  to  your  Sun  Temple  and  contemplate  your narrow, closed, bigoted mind at leisure.”

“Nothing?  Your  tongue  lies  as  easily  as  it  pleasures  men,”  Murson sneered. “You are skiled at both.”

“I did not hear you objecting,” stated Rak flatly, “and I never lie.”

“Your  skiled  tongue  has  caused  the  good  captain  to  break  his  holy vows of purity. Both of you must answer for that.”

Rak  flushed  with  sudden  guilt,  but  tried  to  mask  it.  “What  you  are talking about?”

“Shal  I  restore  your  memory  of  your  session  with  the  captain?”

Murson held out his hands and a bal of light glowed. Within it a scene of Rak and Jisten’s tryst in the Sun Temple replayed. “Now do you know what I am talking about?” Murson mocked.

Rak stared at Murson. “How?” he wondered, then shook his head. Of course a sun mage could see what was going on inside his own temple.

Photas had even warned him. “Why I am not surprised to learn than you not only spied on me, but that you kept watching?”

“I  must  keep  tabs  on  my  enemies,”  Murson  sniffed.  “As  much  as  I enjoy humiliating you, I have work to do. I must finish healing the prince.

First, order your despicable creatures to never attack me. Then send them away. I don’t like the way they stare at me with their evil eyes.”

Rak sent the hounds back out of the room, the great beasts padding on silent paws straight through the wals.

“And now,” said Murson in a tone of extreme satisfaction, “get on your knees and pleasure me while I work.”

Rak stiffened in outrage. “I wil not!”

Murson bounced the glowing bal, the scene replaying endlessly inside it. “I could show this to the Justicers.”

Rak ground his teeth as he looked at the scene, which clearly showed him pushing himself onto Jisten’s enormous cock. He sank to his knees in capitulation.  Murson  promptly  wrapped  a  braided  leather  colar  around Rak’s  neck,  careful  not  to  touch  his  skin  until  the  colar  was  on.  Rak’s powers were cut off by the spels placed on the crystals woven into the braid, enabling the sun priest to touch him without setting off a day-night conflict. Now he had an idea of where people like Hasaviz were getting control colars, which he had always heard were exceedingly rare.

Murson adjusted his robes and said, “Now, slave.”

“I am not a slave,” Rak protested weakly. But he was colared, on his knees, and his tongue darted out to taste Murson’s flaccid member.

“You’re  a  sex  slave.  You  can  do  better  than  that.”  Murson  cast  a sparkling, stinging blast down at Rak’s head.

Rak flinched, but he obeyed. He eased Murson’s shaft into his mouth and stimulated it erect. Then he sucked on it, bobbing his head and using his tongue to further stimulate the man’s cock.

Murson healed Jethain with much flash and sparkle. It was exceedingly painful  to  Rak’s  eyes,  no  matter  how  hard  he  squeezed  them  shut.

Murson cruely thrust randomly in Rak’s mouth, aiming for the back of the throat, which caused his eyes to pop open every time. Otherwise Murson remained stil, forcing Rak to do al the work of pleasuring him.

When Murson neared climax, he grabbed Rak’s head with two hands glowing  with  intense  golden  white  power.  Rak  cried  out  in  pain,  and Murson rammed his pole down Rak’s throat, throwing his head back as his  seed  exploded  out  of  him,  nearly  choking  Rak.  The  molten  seed burned down to Rak’s stomach, but he knew better than to let a single drop spil. He stil bore scars from those rare occasions when he’d failed to folow that rule.

“Now I must determine how to, ah, purify that Valer. Assuming he can be purified.” Murson tucked his manhood away.

“Leave him alone.” Rak didn’t get up, because that would require much more physical contact with Murson than he cared to experience. The sun priest stil loomed over him.

“He is ruined, inside and out.”

“He  is  not,”  insisted  Rak.  “He  was  drunk  on  morphea.  He  did  not consciously violate his vows. It was my fault, and I accept responsibility for my actions.”

“Then I demand retribution from  you for those vows,” Murson said. “I wil accept your argument that he was innocent only if you accede to my punishment.”

“I wil atone for the wrong I have caused the Captain.”

“Daily  purification  for  a  week,”  said  Murson.  “Oral  and  rectal. You used your mouth and your hole on the captain’s purity, so you wil repay with both. Remove your clothing. Be grateful that I wil consider what you just finished as counting for your oral for today. But you stil owe me the other.”

Rak  closed  his  eyes.  This  couldn’t  be  happening.  First  Hasaviz,  now Murson.  Who  next?  Virien?  The  King?  But  this  one  he  had  brought  on himself.  He  had  violated  Jisten’s  vows  of  purity  twice,  and  the  second time, he could not plead ignorance. Both times he had taken the lead, first drugging,  then  seducing,  then  working  himself  on  Jisten’s  magnificent cock. He deserved whatever Murson chose to do to him. Wordlessly, he removed his clothing, setting everything aside, out of Murson’s way.

“First the cleansing holy water,” Murson said.

Rak offered him a smal flask. “This is al I have on me. Shal I bless some more?”

“Not that evil filth,” Murson said. He poured water from the laver and chanted over it, again with much flash and flare.

Rak was quickly growing sick and tired of flash and fire. He closed his eyes and covered them with his arm for good measure, but stil the light magicaly burned through to his eyes. Murson dumped a wineskin out and filed it with the gleaming holy water.

“Hands  and  knees  on  the  bed,”  Murson  ordered.  He  ran  his  fingers around the pouring rim of the wineskin, chanting until it glowed gold.

Rak  looked  at  the  bed,  and  then  at  Murson.  Without  a  word,  he complied, slipping onto the lower left corner. Jethain was laid out in the center of the large bed as if trying to hog it.

Murson rammed the pouring rim of the wineskin into him. Rak hissed in discomfort, his back arching. Murson slapped his butt then squeezed the wineskin. The glowing water turned molten as it entered Rak.

Rak cried out in pain, limbs trembling until he gained control of himself and  shunted  the  pain  away.  He  focused  on  a  piece  of  lint  on  the comforter.  Jisten missed one,  he thought, and for some reason, he found this uproariously funny. Murson mistook the shoulders quaking for muffled sobs, but he stil forced the entire skin of water into Rak’s innards.



   


Murson puled the empty wineskin out and set it aside. Rak remained on his hands and knees, head submissively lowered, his hole clenched tight against the fluid. Murson’s hand glowed golden as he traced Rak’s hole.

The  smaler  man  shuddered,  and  his  skin  first  turned  red,  and  then blistered where Murson’s fingers passed. Murson admired his handiwork.

Sex would be excruciating for the filthy subhuman until the burns healed.

“May  I  please  use  the  bathroom?”  asked  Rak  in  a  smal,  politely pleading voice after several silent, tense minutes had passed.

“You may,” Murson said with dignity. Rak stood up and walked into the  bathroom,  and  not  a  single  drop  spiled.  Murson  was  impressed  in spite of himself. He knew that fluid was molten gold up there. Rak came back out a few minutes after that.

Murson almost complimented him, but he managed to cut the words off before they escaped him. “We are not done,” he said instead. “Resume your position on the bed. Now that your insides are a little less foul, I wil purify that opening as I did your mouth.”

Rak crawled back onto the bed, wings shuddering. Murson pushed his thumbs  into  Rak  and  puled  the  tight  hole  open,  his  fingers  digging  into Rak’s  firm  buttocks.  Without  the  need  to  concern  himself  with  the  anal ring,  Murson’s  cock  bottomed  out  in  Rak  on  the  first  thrust.  Murson stopped once he was fuly sheathed and removed his thumbs. He looked down at Rak and intoned, “In the name of Auranz the Golden, Lord of Light, Giver of Life, God of the Sun, Lord of the Sky, and Supreme God of Day, I purify you.”

Murson  glowed  with  golden  power  as  Auranz  filed  him  with  His blessing. Rak screamed in pain, causing Murson to smile. He could sense his God's approval of the situation. Auranz was pleased at the humiliation of His Opposite's servant.. Gripping the Loftoni by his wingbases, Murson lifted his voice in a hymn of praise to Auranz, the music keeping time with his  savage  thrusts,  drowning  out  Rak’s  cries  of  agony.  Murson  reached the  end  of  his  hymn  and  roared  in  pleasure  as  his  molten  seed  pumped deep into Rak’s body.

Murson  waited,  holding  himself  against  Rak,  until  he  had  completely softened. Then he puled out and yanked Rak back by the leather colar.

“Clean me.” He watched with narrow-eyed satisfaction as Rak thoroughly licked the fluids off his cock. The dark one was trembling, perhaps in awe of his power, but more likely because he burned with need. Murson had taken  care  to  ensure  that  his  purification  did  nothing  to  the  slave  fires except  stimulate  them.  An  easy  spel.  He  didn’t  want  the  dark  one  to receive any satisfaction out of their sessions.

Finished licking Murson’s package clean of al traces of their exertions, Rak settled back and watched Murson expressionlessly as the senior sun priest tucked himself away and adjusted his robes.

“Tomorrow,  you  shal  attend  me  at  the  palace  sun  chapel  during  the second hour of day for further purification and atonement.”

“As you wish,” said Rak.

Murson was pleased by Rak’s subdued, obedient manner. He patted Rak’s  head.  “There  may  be  hope  for  you  after  al,  dark  one.”  He removed the leather colar and hid it in one of his many pockets. “But you have earned yourself an additional punishment. You failed to thank me.”

He swept out, satisfied by the woeful expression on Rak’s face. It was so hard trying to bring the light to stunted, subhuman creatures like the dark one, but it was his sacred duty.




Chapter Six: More than Coins

Jisten  sang  the  fastest  running  chant.  Despite  his  size,  Largo  kept  up.

Photas trailed, trying valiantly to pace the guards and failing miserably. His too large colar was soon askew, his robes were in disarray and his thin blond hair was plastered to his head. Wheezing for air, he was forced to stop, hanging off a statue of Therain the Wise.

The  racing  carriage  was  at  the  palace  doors.  The  two  deep  chested carriage  racers  were  harnessed  to  it.  They  stomped  and  snorted,  their handsome chestnut and white coats gleaming with health.

Jisten  was  pleased.  Bharis  had  outdone  himself  to  get  the  carriage ready  so  quickly.  Jisten  and  Largo  loaded  the  prince  into  the  carriage.

Jisten waved Largo off. “I want speed, and you’re too heavy.”

Largo replied, “Let me bring you the sun priest.” Poor Photas was stil clutching that statue and wheezing. Largo, big as he was, set a fine pace back to Photas. Jisten waved off the carriage driver and climbed into the driver’s box.

Largo  picked  Photas  up  and  carried  him  to  the  carriage.  He  set  the wheezing priest beside Forael and stepped back. “He’s in, sir!”

“Photas,  hold  onto  Forael!”  Jisten  cracked  the  whip  over  the  horses and cried out to them. He knew that he didn’t have to hit them to make them  run.  Photas  held  onto  Forael  and  set  himself  as  best  he  could, considering that he was wheezing and gasping for air. The horses launched themselves  at  Jisten’s  signal,  huge  haunches  heaving  them  forward.  The pair were perfectly matched for length of legs and gaits.

Jisten  caled  out  to  the  guards,  “Escort!  Sun  Temple!”  Four  guards immediately mounted their waiting horses and fel in, two before and two behind. Zala, ears pricked, folowed them with curiosity.

As the carriage horses raced through town, rumors flew and grew. A racing carriage with a guard escort and a demon horse racing to the Sun Temple was grist for the rumor mil. The sky was the limit for the stories.

But the rumors of the little people, the average citizen on the streets, were mostly harmless.

Once they reached the Sun Temple, assistance boiled forth, and Forael and Photas were quickly borne inside. His duty done, Jisten turned back towards the carriage.

“Escort  back!”  he  told  the  guards.  Zala  squealed  and  cut  him  off.

“Easy, Zala,” Jisten addressed the mare as a person.

Zala bobbed her head and pawed the ground. He held out both hands.

“I  need  to  assist  S’Rak.  He’s  facing  a  sun  priest  I  don’t  trust.”  She nudged him towards her saddle. “If you’re offering, I’m taking,” he said.

“This is a desperate time.”

Zala bobbed her head and snorted smoke. He mounted in a flash. Zala whinnied in triumph and launched into a hard run. Buildings blurred. Jisten crouched over her withers like a jockey, wel balanced. His “wwhheeeee “  red-shifted  for  the  escorting  guards,  who  knew  they  had  no  hope  of matching  that  pace.  They  colected  the  carriage  and  set  off  in  Jisten’s wake.

Jisten considered letting Zala charge into the palace. Then he realized that  he  had  no  reins.  Zala’s  head  was  completely  free,  lacking  even  a halter.  He  cursed  himself  for  mounting  a  strange  equine  with  no  bridle.

Zala galoped so fast that Jisten saw stars out of the corner of his eye. He barely  felt  the  shifts  in  position  as  Zala  leapt  over  a  cart.  The  sound  of shouts as people dove out of their way was so faint, almost inaudible.

Zala slowed as they neared the palace. Jisten knew with certainty that nobody had ever ridden between the palace and Sun Temple faster than he  just  had.  Zala  shifted  into  a  rounded  trot  as  they  passed  through  the palace  gates.  He  again  considered  riding  her  up  the  steps  and  into  the palace. Rak might need help with Murson. But as soon as he entered the formal courtyard that fronted the palace steps, he saw there was no need to worry about that any longer.

Murson was walking down the steps. He scowled at the sight of Jisten on Zala. “Get off that demon horse!”

Jisten patted her neck. “Good day, Senior Murson,” he said politely.

Zala bared her fangs and snorted smoke at Murson.

“You  are  in  great  need  of  purification.  Attend  to  me  at  noon tomorrow!”

Jisten’s face locked into stony guard mode. “I’m afraid I can’t do that, Senior Murson. But I wil attend the holy Sunday services with Archpriest Forael and do whatever he requires.” He slid off Zala and took the steps three at a time with his long runner legs. He didn’t care that he was in rank retreat. He needed to see Rak and see him now.

Murson scowled at Zala, who promptly backed off, snorting in alarm.

Vyld  came  into  the  courtyard  and  reared  up  in  a  threat  display  as  Zala galoped  for  safety. As  soon  as  Zala  was  safe,  Vyld  whirled  about  and folowed her. Abruptly, Murson was alone in the courtyard. With a huff, he set off for the Sun Temple.

   

Tebber walked out of the tailor shop wearing a set of his new clothes. He thought  he  cut  a  dashing  figure  in  the  dark  grey  and  black  outfit.  He entered the palace grounds unchalenged by the guards only because they recognized his face. As he made his way back to S’Rak’s suite, he ran into Virien, who paused at the sight of him. “Tebber.”

Tebber stopped as wel. “Lord Virien?” He had fought the urge to cal the man master, and he raised his chin a trifle in his pride.

Virien viewed the servant’s new clothes with an air of amusement. “I see that you are now in the service of the dark one.”

“Yes, sir. The high priest offered me the position after he freed me.”

“Good. I see that we had no cause to doubt his word. I must thank you for  that  excellent  report  you  gave  us  on  him.  I  don’t  think  he  enjoyed your price nearly as much as Hasaviz did, however.”

Tebber’s eyes widened as he grasped Virien’s implication. He had long familiarity with the Chancelor, and knew how the man thought and spoke.

He whispered, “I wasn’t worth that.”

“I  agree,  Tebber,  but  he  paid  it,  and  from  what  Hasaviz  told  me,  he even  enjoyed  it.  There  was,  however,  an  irregularity  with  your manumission.”

“There was not,” said Tebber, outraged.

“According  to  the  registrar  in  the  hal  of  records,  there  was,”  said Virien. “You must come with me so we can get this sorted out.”

Tebber backed up a step, “No, you can’t make me. I’m free.”

“You  won’t  remain  free  if  the  problem  isn’t  fixed,  and  your stubbornness  shal  prove  costly  for  your  new  master.  Even  high  priests must pay me,” purred Virien.

“He  wouldn’t.”  Tebber’s  expression  betrayed  his  uncertainty  even  as he denied the idea.

“He wouldn’t have to, if you would, in his stead. Think of it as payment for your continued freedom. If you please me enough, I might even fix the problem with your manumission.”

“Leave  him  alone,”  said  Scorth,  coming  around  the  corner.  “Shoo, insect, crawl back to your queen.”

“Ah, the black demon has a tongue,” drawled Virien.

“And  a  brain,  and  I’m  not  afraid  to  use  either.”  Scorth  gripped Tebber’s  elbow  and  murmured,  “Let’s  go. You  don’t  have  to  listen  to him.”

“You may use your tongue on me, black one,” said Virien. “But I think little of brains.”

“Much is now explained,” snapped Scorth. “Come, Tebber. S’Rak is waiting for us.”

Before  the  black  man  could  lead  the  servant  off,  Virien  offered  a parting shot. “Think about it, Tebber. The choice is yours to make. We enjoyed  your  virgin  run,  didn’t  we?  Run  along  now,  back  to  your  new master.”



   


When Jisten returned to the suite, he found Rak alone with Jethain. The prince’s bed sheets were neatly folded down, and the sleeping shirt puled up  to  expose  the  bely.  The  high  priest  was  carefuly  running  the  smal bowel through his hands.

“What was healed and what was left unhealed?” Jisten asked, peering over Rak’s shoulder.

“It appears that Forael finished most of it, but I wil check the bowel before I close the wound.”

“How  does  it  look?”  Jisten  studied  the  length  of  gut  in  the  priest’s hands.

“It is a royal mess,” Rak muttered. “Is there a single loop of gut that the sword missed?”

“There,” Jisten pointed to a smal area. “Oh wait, I’m wrong.”

Rak chuckled at the slightly skewed humor more reminiscent of healers than soldiers. He stitched every cut and nick he found, but he worried that he  hadn’t  found  them  al.  Rak’s  worry  transmitted  to  Jisten,  further unnerving the man.

“Need help?” Jisten said. Unfortunately, he didn’t mean the way Rak needed. And after Murson, Rak was nearly desperate, for the sun priest had  made  his  fires  worse  rather  than  relieve  them.  Jisten  laid  out  more suture  material,  just  in  case.  Rak  shook  his  head  and  started  stitching again. Healing concentrated his mind away from the slave fires.

“We wil have to limit his intake until this heals,” Rak fretted.

“We  can  do  that,”  Jisten  said.  “We’l  feed  anything  inappropriate  or excessive to the death hounds, with your permission.”

Rak checked the intestine a second time, finger length by careful finger length.  More  cuts  were  found  and  stitched.  Jisten  laid  out  suture  length after suture length. Rak never had to wait for anything. Finaly he packed the intestine back into the prince and started to close the wound.

Jisten’s sigh of relief tickled Rak’s ear. Rak clamped down on another surge  of  lust.  Despite  his  words  to  Murson,  he  hoped  that  the  captain would  remember,  would  offer.  Perhaps  the  captain  could  renounce  the vows. Not al were permanent. Jisten put a hand on Rak’s shoulder and they both felt more than they should. Rak had to stop suturing as he tried to bring the fires to heel long enough to finish.

When Rak finaly finished, he felt drained. He said, “I need to sleep. I have been awake since yesterday.”

“Perhaps  we  should  both  nap,”  Jisten  said  with  al  innocence.  He looked at the lavish chairs in the room.

Rak wanted to correct him, but he couldn’t.  “Ai.  You nap in here with him.” Death hounds were curled up in various locations around the room now.

Jisten dragged a chair closer and plopped down in it. “You’re going to bed. What time shal I awaken you? Hmm, we better ask Tebber to get us  both  up.”  He  reached  over  from  his  chair  and  smoothed  out  a  smal crinkle in the sheets over Jethain.

“I wil see to it,” said Rak. Then he stalked off, before he lost control completely and started begging that perfect, handsome, and  pure man.



   


Scorth  had  left  Tebber  in  the  suite,  saying  that  he  needed  to  finish something in the Library. Tebber sat down in the empty parlor, his mind racing. Why had the priest alowed Hasaviz to do that to him? Hadn’t he served Rak wel enough? Tebber curled up on the sofa and wept.

Tebber didn’t hear the dark priest enter the room, and he nearly leaped out of his skin when Rak laid a hand on his shoulder. Tebber stared at him with wild, blood-shot eyes, his cheeks stil wet from his tears.

Both of Rak’s eyebrows lifted as his gaze swept over Tebber. “What happened, Tebber?”

“I ran into Lord Virien on the way back here, sir.” Tebber decided to confide in the dark priest. “He mentioned my price, and it was more than coins, sir. Was I so incompetent that you were driven to be used by him?”

“It had nothing to do with you, and everything to do with my past.” Rak sighed  heavily  and  ran  a  hand  through  his  hair.  “Hasaviz  is  from  Zoth, where  I  was  trained  as  a  sex  slave.”  At  Tebber’s  widened  eyes,  he added, “You have seen me. What I once was remains obvious to this day.

Hasaviz remembers me, and he knows enough to have me colared if I do not comply.”

“I’m sorry,” said Tebber, meaning it. Rak flashed him a smal smile.

“Please keep this to yourself,” said Rak.

“I wil, sir, I promise.”

“I  think  that  perhaps  we  must  watch  both  Lord  Virien  and  Hasaviz.

Virien  should  not  have  known  about  Hasaviz’s  demands  in  any  case.  If Hasaviz has broken his word to me, I wil see him die for it.”

“I’ve  spied  before,  for  them.”  It  was  meant  as  an  offering,  to  let  the priest know that he supported him, and Rak seemed to understand that.

“Thank  you,  Tebber,  but   ix,  I  do  not  care  to  risk  you  getting  caught spying on your former masters.”

“What should I do, then, sir?” asked Tebber, deeply frightened.

“Prayer,” suggested Rak, “rarely goes amiss.” The priest was silent for a moment, gaze lost in the middle distance.

“Do you need help now?” asked Tebber, hoping the priest would say yes.

“I  would  like  that,”  said  Rak,  with  a  soft  smile.  Tebber  stood  with Rak’s assistance and tugged the priest into the bedroom. His fears caused him  to  turn  bold,  and  he  puled  Rak’s  clothing  off  as  soon  as  they’d cleared  the  doorway.  He  stroked  the  lithe  body  in  a  firm,  dominant manner,  and  was  pleased  by  Rak’s  submissive  acceptance.  The  priest squirmed in his hands like a woman who wanted to please. It made him hard.

He  pushed  two  fingers  into  Rak  and  worked  the  anal  ring  loose.  He smiled when Rak’s hips rocked against his hand,  proving  that  the  priest realy  did  want  this.  His  fingers  continued  to  pump  as  he  pushed  Rak towards  the  bed.  When  Rak  made  to  lie  down  on  his  bely,  though, Tebber stopped him, turned him around and laid him on his back. Tebber stroked Rak’s erection briefly, then lifted and spread Rak legs, pressing against the muscular limbs which hooked over his shoulders.

He  looked  Rak  in  the  eyes  as  he  puled  his  fingers  out  and  replaced them with the head of his erect cock. Rak licked his lips and gave a soft exclamation of enjoyment, but he cast his gaze down and away, in proper submission. Tebber stroked Rak’s shaft again, a dominant gesture as wel as a pleasant one.

Smoothly  Tebber  thrust  into  Rak’s  velvety  soft  tunnel,  sighing  in pleasure  as  the  body  first  yielded  to  him,  then  tightened  about  him.  He roled his hips slowly, his pace quickening by tiny increments. The entire time,  he  looked  down  on  Rak,  taking  in  every  nuance  of  his  partner’s reactions as they shared pleasure. Tebber enjoyed the way Rak’s body worked in counterpoint to his, increasing the depth of his strokes, and the way Rak’s internal muscles roled against his cock to further pleasure him.

As he pumped, he stroked Rak’s erect member, or roled Rak’s bals in his hand, relishing the feel of the hairless scrotum. He wasn’t trying to make the priest orgasm because he knew that Rak would come when he did. He just wanted to explore his partner more fuly, and indulge this new desire for dominance. Rak didn’t protest his actions, or make many move to remove his hand. In fact, from the soft sounds he made, it was clear to Tebber that the priest liked it.

Tebber  paced  himself,  trying  his  best  to  not  orgasm.  He  would  slow and  rest,  then  speed  up  again  when  he  no  longer  felt  as  if  he  would explode. Beneath him, Rak’s pumping took on a sense of urgency, and he knew that the priest wanted the release. Stil he waited, trying to put it off as long as he could. What he was doing felt so good that he didn’t want it to  end.  He  thought  that  he’d  never  before  encountered  anything  as pleasurable as making love to Rak.

Rak’s legs slid off his shoulders and wrapped around his back. They drove  him  forward,  fuly  into  Rak  and  held  him  there  as  Rak’s  tunnel compressed rhythmicaly around him. It was too much. With a wild cry, Tebber shot spurt after spurt of hot seed into Rak for much longer than he’d ever before managed. Rak cried out also, his own cock throbbing as it spiled seed onto his bely. Tebber cried out again as he felt not only his pleasure, but Rak’s as wel.

The combined orgasm was easily the best of Tebber’s young life and he  colapsed  atop  Rak  in  the  wake  of  it.  Rak  stroked  Tebber’s  sweaty back and murmured, “Thank you. I enjoyed that. Are you feeling better now?”

“I feel better knowing that you don’t have to go to Virien or Hasaviz,”

Tebber said.

“There is a rather nice crafter in town that I can visit as wel. I would not want you to feel that you are obligated to do this for me.”

“Are you sure he’s nice? He might just want to colar you. Tel me his name and I’l find out,” Tebber said, pretending he wasn't as jealous as he suddenly  felt.  “I  have  a  whole  network  of  gossips  not  limited  to  the palace.”

“Yonaph,” said Rak. “A luthier of some skil.”

“I’l look into it, sir.” Tebber slid gently out of Rak and then climbed out of bed. “Do you need anything else right now, sir?”

“Ix,  thank  you.  I  am  exhausted.  Wake  me  an  hour  before  midnight, please.”




Chapter Seven: Oaths and Plots

Tebber’s attention turned towards the chapel, and after a moment he went in and knelt before the altar. He realized that he’d never prayed outside of organized services before.

Rak had suggested that he try praying. Since he had no idea of how to go  about  with  this  praying  business  outside  of  proper  services,  Tebber took a deep breath and burst out, “Lord, help me please. I have no idea what to do.”

Silence answered. The wals didn’t even echo. He sighed, wondering why  he’d  expected  a  response.  The  Gods  didn’t  bow  to  the  whims  of men, or answer prayers directly. But Rak had so strongly implied that the Lord of Night  did respond that Tebber had been convinced, in spite of al the evidence to the contrary. He didn’t feel any different, either. Praying was a waste of time.

He  had  just  stood  to  leave  when  he  saw  it.  There  was  a  darkness hovering  above  the  altar.  Tebber  stepped  back  nervously,  but  nothing happened. It wasn’t moving, and that enabled Tebber to swalow down his  fear  and  approach.  Hesitantly,  ready  to  snatch  back  his  hand  at  an instant’s  notice,  he  reached  out  and  touched,  not  the  darkness,  but  the altar itself, letting his fingers brush one of the silver glyphs inlaid into the translucent black stone.

His fingers tingled, and electricity crackled along the wals as the dim light provided by the vigil candle vanished, plunging the room into absolute darkness. Tebber thought that he cried out, but he couldn’t hear himself over  the  thunderous  silence  that  filed  his  ears.  He  was  alone,  so  very alone. His hands groped for any solid contact but found nothing. The altar, which should have been directly in front of him, inexplicably wasn’t there.

He fel forward, wanting to curl up into a bal on the floor and shake.

He  kept  faling.  There  was  no  floor.  His  eyes  opened  wide  as  he plummeted,  and  he  saw  lights.  Blazing  stars  surrounded  him,  sweeping along in a display of such majestic beauty that he wanted to weep for the joy of it. He settled on black grass, but he was so enthraled by the vault of the heavens that he hardly noticed his landing.

After an immeasurable time, he noticed that he wasn’t alone. Another stood beside him. He turned to consider this other, wondering who it was, and  how  they’d  both  come  to  this  place.  Perhaps  this  other  knew  the answers, and so Tebber opened his mouth to ask.

Zotien’s head turned, and Tebber fel to his knees with a gasp, unable to  tear  his  gaze  from  the  glowing  depth  of  the  God’s  eyes.  For  several moments,  al  he  could  do  was  offer  mute  worship  and  adoration  to  the Lord  of  Night.  Zotien  laughed,  and  Tebber  basked  in  the  warm  and welcoming regard.

“My  blessing  upon  thee,  o  faithful  Tebber.  Long  may  you  serve  and support My beloved servant Rak.”

Tebber  gaped  in  awe  at  the  thought  that  the  Lord  of  Night  knew  his name,  forgetting  that  as  one  of  the  Creator  Gods,  Zotien  would  know every living thing in the world by name. He found his tongue, “Th-thank you, my Lord.” He wished to do nothing more than serve this God and His  priest.  Tebber  took  a  deep  breath,  trying  not  to  lose  himself.  He startled himself by saying, “If you want it, my Lord, I wil swear myself to the service of Your priest.”

The Lord of Night smiled at him, and Tebber thought his heart would burst  in  joy  because  of  that.  “Speak  the  oath  of  your  heart,  o  faithful Tebber. Set yourself free by binding yourself wilingly to serve.”

Tebber wasn’t sure where the words came from, but come they did, and he spoke them with a singing heart, “I swear upon my honor, my life, and my soul, to serve Your Priest S’Rak, to help him and to support him, and to be a true friend to him for as long as he wil have me, or death take me.”

The Lord of Night stooped and kissed him on the forehead. He gasped as  a  bolt  of  ecstasy  shot  through  his  body.  “Your  oath  is  accepted,  o faithful Tebber. Serve him wel, and I wil be most pleased.” The Lord of Night dissolved, fading out of sight. The stars faded away, leaving Tebber in the dimly lit reality of the chapel, his hands resting flat against the altar.

Tebber wondered if he had imagined the whole incredible episode, but then his gaze fel on his hand, and the ring now on his third finger. Like Rak’s ring of office, it was of blackened silver, and a night stone was set in it. But his ring was much smaler than the signet Rak wore, and he knew that  this  ring  marked  him  as  sworn  to  the  Lord  of  Night,  but  not  as  a priest.

When he attempted to stand, he discovered that he was unaccountably weak. His legs, trembling with exhaustion, didn’t want to hold him up. He managed to walk into the parlor, where he fel asleep on the couch.



   


Virien hated the library, so he sent a page to have Essina sent to his office.

Once she stood before his desk, he ran a finger across the back of her neck. “You’re a pretty one.”

“Thank you, Lord Virien.” Her face was carefuly blank.

“The  Librarian  tels  me  that  the  black  demon  is  fond  of  you.”  Virien tugged on the neck of her tunic to improve his view.

“Yes, Lord Virien. We spoke.” Years of practice kept her stil.

Virien undid the roughly woven tunic and hefted her breasts. His hands were neither tender nor cruel, but indifferent. “Very nice. Has the black demon seen these?”

“He had no interest, Lord Virien,” she said. “He is interested in books.”

Essina pictured Scorth’s sharp fangs ripping out Virien’s throat. It made it easier to endure the groping.

“I  see.  What  about  his  lover.  Has  the  dark  priest  spoken  to  you?”

Virien continued to fondle her breasts.

“No, Lord Virien. Lord Scorth offered an introduction,” she said and winced at a particularly hard squeeze.

“Do you want your freedom, Essina?” Virien pinched a nipple between his fingers.

She gasped, but not from the pinch. “Freedom?”

“Yes. Your parents sold you to pay off a gambling debt, didn’t they?”

Virien smiled, roling the nipple. “These things, they do happen. But if you helped  me,  I  would  review  your  file  and  discover  the  ilegality  of  your slavery.”

Essina forgot al about the groping hands. “Just review?”

“Once I discovered that you should never have been enslaved, I would, of  course,  free  you,  and  even  provide  what  you  need  to  establish  your own household.”

Essina bit her lip. The bastard was probably lying, but she had no other chances. “What does my lord wish for this boon?”

“I  want  you  to  seduce  the  dark  priest  and  get  yourself  with  child  by him.” Virien smiled. “His brother is sterile, and the king needs an heir. We would both be very, very pleased with the woman who provided us with one.” Virien gently closed her tunic.

“I wil seduce him.” Essina had seen the dark priest. He was attractive in his own way. “Getting with child is up to the gods. But I shal be most pleasing, so he won’t object to additional seductions.”

“I  like  your  attitude.  With  the  black  demon  on  your  side,  you  wil succeed where any other girl would fail. Do not fail us.”

“I  shal  do  my  best,”  Essina  said  and  her  chin  lifted.  “Lord  Scorth  is friendly. I shal pray, and, of course, I shal seduce.”

“Very good. Once you are with child, report back to me,” said Virien.

“You  wil  live  in  the  lap  of  luxury  until  the  baby  is  born,  and  win  your freedom with the birth of a son.”

“And if the child is female? I’m stil a slave?”

“We need a male,” Virien said flatly. “Women can’t inherit. If you bear a girl, I wil alow you to keep her, provided you try for another.”

“My child wil be free,” Essina said, “After al, I wil have shown that I can succeed.”

“Agreed,” said Virien. “Another royal princess is always a handy thing to have, if only for aliances.”

Essina  curtsied,  “I  shal  do  as  you  wish.”  Although  she  hated  the thought  of  that  dreadful  queen  raising  her  baby,  Prince  Jethain  would make a fine father.




Chapter Eight: Resurrection

Protåra Atålio, Tålyssa Fångari

1st day, 2nd week, Telyssa’s moon

Rak  was  sitting  cross-legged  on  the  chapel  floor,  burning  incense  and chanting quietly, eyes closed. He sensed the captain enter before he heard him. He didn’t react to the captain’s entry, but waited.

The footsteps stopped abruptly. The captain was probably startled by his position on the floor. There was the sound of shifting cloth and Rak thought that the captain was sitting next to him.

This time, Rak opened his eyes, in order to glance at the man. Jisten, who had been watching him, dropped his gaze in respect. Rak brought his chant  to  a  comfortable  stopping  place  and  fel  silent.  He  wafted  some incense contentedly and caught Jisten peeking at his wings.

Rak stretched them, and his arms. “It is almost time,” he said. “I should bathe.”

“Hmmm…what?” Jisten’s gaze was on his wings.

Rak stood, stretched his legs and his wings spread to their ful twelve foot span. Then he turned and offered Jisten a hand up.

Jisten's  gaze  appeared  locked  on  his  wings.  He  made  no  move  to accept  Rak's  hand.  Curious,  Rak  stretched  the  wings  again,  until  the wingtips  quivered.  Jisten's  gaze  tracked  them.  Slowly,  gracefuly,  Rak furled the wings, folding them inwards as the spars closed and the leading edges drew in. Once the wings were furled, Jisten blinked. His expression was sheepish as he took Rak's outstretched hand.

Rak puled him up easily. “Bath and café,” he muttered. “I need café.”

“I’l get them,” Jisten said, then he turned scarlet. “The café I mean. I’l get the café. Sorry!”

Rak bowed to the altar before he said, “Let us prepare for the show.”

“And may it be a very, very good show.” Jisten bowed to the altar as wel.

Rak led the way out of the chapel. Tebber was waiting with a steaming mug  of  café,  which  he  immediately  handed  over.  Rak  smiled  deeply  in gratitude. “Ahh, thank you, Tebber.” He inhaled the café.

Rak headed towards the bathing chamber. “Tebber, the formal robes, please? They are a pain, but we should play this for everything we can.”

When  Rak  came  out  of  the  bathroom  he  found  Jisten  and  Tebber talking. His new servant had al the Koilathan modesty taboos, so he was wearing a wrap, but it covered none of the scars. Nor the tattoos.

“I’l leave you to your dressing. Those robes looks intimidating,” Jisten said.  His  expression  grew  fixed  as  he  kept  his  gaze  from  wandering  al over the priest’s body.

Rak nodded, turned away, and grimaced at the robes. “Are you ready, Tebber? This wil not be easy.”

“Need help?” Jisten asked wistfuly from the doorway. The colors of the phoenix on Rak’s back drew the eye.

“Yes,” said Tebber and Rak in one breath.

Jisten appeared at their side. “The wings have to be smoothed through first, yes?” he said in a breathless voice.

Rak  nodded  and  started  directing  them.  It  was  easier  with  two assistants, and Jisten’s hands instinctively knew what to do with the wings, when to push, when to smooth, when to pul.

“Getting  out  of  them  is  just  as  much  fun  as  getting  in  them,”  Rak quipped once it was over.

“I  would  think  it  would  be  harder  to  get  the  wings  out,”  Jisten  said, missing the tease.

“Hmm,” said Rak, trying not to laugh at the man he already thought of as a friend.

“Time  for  the  prince’s  resurrection,”  Jisten  said,  now  catching  Rak’s humor.

“Ai,   let  us  al  stand  witness  to  the  miracle  of  Jethain’s  resurrection,”

said Rak. “As foretold. By me, three nights ago.”

The  great  hal  was  crowded  with  miling,  sleepy,  and  some  grumpy nobles. Even Owain looked a little haggard. Jezaia  looked  like  a  hawk, both in her sharp eyes raking over the room and her tense posture. Sed and  Kordri  set  Jethain  on  the  padded  table  in  the  center  of  the  room.

Photas  and  Murson  trailed  behind  them  in  a  type  of  cream  and  gold funeral procession. Forael was notable by his absence.

Jisten took a place next to Jethain’s head, since Owain hadn’t claimed the spot. To pass the time, Rak preached about the importance of some obscure  sacred  thing  that  no  Koilathan  had  even  heard  of.  Scorth snickered softly from behind Jisten, who grinned, just a bit.

The nobles looked like they were about to go into comas. Thezi were not known for their stirring sermons. One noble even fel back asleep. His head fel to the side and he snored softly. Photas listened with true interest but Murson had on his usual sour expression, eyebrows knitted together and shoulders hunched.

Finaly, Rak turned to Jethain. ”  Arise!” he said and waved his arms.

Jethain sat straight up and yeled, “Mercs!” 

“Behold  the  power  of  the  Lord  of  Night!”  Rak  clawed  his  hands skyward. Then he leaned toward Jethain. “And brother, we kiled al of the mercs.”

Jisten  hastened  to  reassure  the  prince.  “Sire!  You’re  in  the  palace!

Safe!”

Jethain looked wildly from Rak to Jisten to his own father, who looked vaguely  disappointed.  Rak  understood  the  confused  expression  on  the prince’s face. One moment Jethain had been fighting, and then wounded, and  then  Rak  was  pouring  something  down  his  throat,  and  now  this?

Jethain doubled over his stitched abdomen with a moan of pain.

“Prince! S’Rak!” Jisten said and supported Jethain. Owain perked up.

Rak  was  immediately  at  his  side.  “Forael  couldn’t  heal  everything.

There are stitches, you must take it easy.”

“Aside, dark one,” Murson said. “I wil take care of the prince. Do not make matters worse for yourself.”

“You  both  may  inspect  Jethain,”  Owain  said.  “There  is  no  dispute between the crown and the Sun Temple.”

They laid Jethain back down and Rak scrutinized the wound. “So far, so good.”

“My healing is more than  so far so good,” Murson snapped.

“Forael?  Mercs?  Wait,  I  remember,  oh,”  Jethain  went  quiet  at  the memory of the sword impaling him. He ignored Murson.

“He’s dying again?” a noble asked.

The  queen,  not  to  be  ignored,  wailed  and  threw  herself  on  her wounded son. Jethain gave an involuntary cry of pain. A resigned Owain and Jisten puled her back before Rak could throttle her. Jisten gestured to Sed and Kordri, who carefuly helped Jethain onto the litter.

“Dying? No. But he took a mortal wound and it is only half healed,”

Rak told that noble. “Please take the prince to my quarters.”

Owain came over and laid a heavy hand on Jethain’s shoulder. Jethain flinched  and  looked  up  at  the  king.  “My  son  wil  recover  in  his  own chambers,” Owain pronounced. “He took a mortal wound after al. But his brother, my eldest son and crown prince, is here now.”

Rak  muttered  under  his  breath,  “Where  al  the  curious  visitors  wil make sure that he never heals.” Aloud, Rak said, “Let us put the prince in bed. Where he wil remain until I say otherwise.”

“Or one of the senior sun priests clears him,” Owain corrected mildly.

“Such as myself,” Murson said petulantly.

“Ix.   He  is  my  patient  now.  I  wil  not  let  some  arrogant  sun  priest overrule me. Only Forael, who is the same rank as I, has that right.”

“The  high  priest  would  know  best,  King  Owain,”  Photas  said deferentialy. “Forael placed the prince’s healing in his hands. I witnessed it myself.”

Murson’s  glare  at  the  junior  priest  made  the  younger  man’s  throat apple bob.Rak inclined his head to Photas. “Thank you.”

Photas inclined his head gravely in return.

“Wel, wel, let’s not have a theological squabble over ranks,” Owain said.

“There is no squabble,” Rak assured the king. “Jethain is my brother, my friend, and my patient. Photas, warn your felows to steer clear.”

“Forael’s  orders  were  quite  clear.  Quite,”  Photas  said.  “Since  our Ylion wil recover in a day or so, they remain in effect.”

“With me, Photas, we have much to discuss.” Murson pointed his staff and  the  junior  sun  priest’s  throat  apple  worked  nervously  again  as  he exited.

Rak gestured to Sedrael. “Let us go. This discussion is over.”

Sed and Kordri picked up the litter. Jisten took point. Rak didn’t give a wyvern’s ass what Owain thought of that, either. They walked out on him.

Owain went back to politicking with the sleepy nobles, although most just wanted to go back to bed.

“I might as wel take up residence in Jethain’s quarters,” Rak grumbled as he walked.

“There are spare bedrooms,” Jisten said, “I’l use the lounge chair by the prince’s bed.”

“I  don’t  need  nannies!”  protested  Jethain.  He  tried  to  sit  up.  “Ow.

What did I miss? Ow. What’s going on?”

“Al sorts of things, and I’l only tel you if you lie quietly on your bed like a good patient,” Jisten said.

Rak  resisted  the  urge  to  flop  on  a  chair.  He  hovered  instead,  as  the guards  moved  Jethain  into  his  bed.  He  had  hovering  competition,  for Jisten jockeyed for position as wel. Every time Jisten brushed against him, Rak  shivered  in  delight  fueled  by  slave  fires.  Jethain  protested  al  the while, but his face was pale and his lips bloodless. Healing did  not create extra blood, and the prince had lost a lot.

Once  Jethain  was  in  the  bed,  Jisten  asked  Rak,  “Check  the  wound, please?”

Rak touched Jethain. “Are you ready?” He didn’t wait for an answer, but  bared  the  wound.  The  stitches  were  holding,  so  he  palpated.  The topmost edge of the wound seeped blood, stressed from when the prince had sat up.

“Stop that!”  Jethain gasped and batted at Rak’s hands.

“Blood!” Jisten cursed and dropped a blood amulet on the prince.

Rak ignored the batting hands. At least Jethain wasn’t chewing on his arm like that firemane had. Rak summoned a bal of night flames. When he set  them  on  the  wound,  Jisten  and  Jethain  watched  with  identical expressions  of  surprise  and  interest.  Jisten  pressed  against  Rak,  eyes wide. Rak suppressed his moan of desire and pressed back.

“What  is  that?”  Jethain  asked.  The  flames  danced  along  his  bely, finding the seeping area and healing it.

“Night flames,” said Rak. He shooed them away with a finger before they could heal the cut completely. He worried that wound rot could stil set  in  a  lower  layer  and  need  to  be  drained.  The  flames  danced  across Jethain’s body, healing al sorts of minor scrapes and wounds and bruises.

“How  do  you  feel?”  Jisten  asked  the  prince  once  the  night  flames vanished.

“Better,”  said  Jethain,  sounding  surprised.  He  tried  to  sit  up  but couldn’t balance. He would have falen back, but Jisten caught his upper body.

“Please do not do that again without permission,” said Rak.

Jisten  grinned  at  Rak,  then  the  prince.  “You  heard  the  high  priest.”

While Jethain grumbled, Jisten dragged a giant chair next to the bed. “And I’m here to enforce it.”

“Awake  a  bare  hour,  and  already  he  is  noncompliant,”  said  Rak  to nobody in particular. “And they cal  me a bad patient?”

“You’re  a  prince   and  a  high  priest,”  Jisten  said.  “Double  dose  of stubbornness?”

“That is possible,” agreed Rak gravely, stifling the laughter that wanted to bubble out.

“Yes!  Prince  and  high  priest!”  Owain  entered  the  room  with  royal presence. “Thank Zotien for returning my son to me!”

Jethain  stretched  his  legs  under  the  covers  and  stiffened.  “Where  are my socks?”

Jisten was up in a flash. He rummaged in a drawer, withdrew a black mass,  and  returned  to  the  bed.  “Stay  down,”  Jisten  ordered.  “I’m  sure stretching to put on socks is not what the high priest ordered.”

Rak  watched,  mystified.  “Do  you  have  trouble  keeping  your  feet warm? I have heard of that. And  ix, definitely no stretching like that.”

“A  prince  should  put  on  his  own  socks,”  Owain  muttered,  but  his expression cleared. “Quite a miracle you puled off, Araken.”

Rak  turned  to  Owain  to  block  him  from  Jethain.  “As  I  told  you,  the potion has been used for hundreds of years, and it has always worked in that  exact  manner.  There  was  no  doubt  that  Jethain  would  awaken  on schedule.”

Owain clapped Rak on the shoulder. “Not that the nobles knew that.

But  now  they  are  convinced  of  your  power.  A  prince  should  be powerful.”

Jethain turned his face to the wal. Jisten frowned as he puled on the prince’s socks.

“Jethain is powerful,” replied Rak carefuly. “And now he is even more powerful, because I am his aly.”

Owain sat on the bed and shook Jethain’s shoulder heartily. The prince winced  but  turned  his  head  back  towards  the  king.  Rak  hovered  to prevent Owain from injuring Jethain.

“Now Jethain, you have the rest of the night to sleep, and we’l present you to the council in the morning alongside my son Araken. That wil be a show of power!”

“Yes, Father.”

“Ix. The prince does not leave this bed until I say he can.” Rak’s voice was flat.

“I thought he was healed!” Owain huffed.

“He lost a lot of blood and needs to recover from that. Healing does not fix everything,” said Rak tiredly.

“Jethain,  do  you  want  to  lie  in  this  bed?”  Owain’s  question  was condescending.

“This is not something he has a choice in,” said Rak sharply.

“I’l be strong, Father,” Jethain said, ignoring Rak. “I’l show you and the nobles. Just a little sleep and I’l be there.”

“Ix,”  said Rak. “At least a ful day and night!”

Owain patted Rak. “Son, the animals can rest a day and night. You are a high priest, you understand duty. Us royals can’t take the luxury of such.

Jethain knows this.”

“Please consider postponing the council meeting one day, sire,” Jisten said.  “Half  the  nobles  were  up  for  Jethain’s  awakening.  They’l  want  to sleep late.”

“Jethain’s  imminent  demise  and  miraculous  recovery  was  deemed worthy of a new council meeting.”

Rak sighed and let his shoulders slump. “Very wel. Do as you wil, but do not come crying to me when it goes badly wrong.”

“I think I’l sleep now.” Jethain curled on his side, facing the wal. Jisten watched him with a worried expression.

“Go,” said Rak to Owain. “Let your son sleep.”

“Yes, do get some sleep.” Owain bustled out.

Rak immediately turned to Jisten. “Where can we hide him?”

Jisten’s worried expression lifted. “The west back corridor is lined with doss rooms only used for extra servants during the largest festivals.”

Rak unroled the litter. “Let us go. At this hour of night, not even the servants wil see this.”

“Are you kidnapping me?” Jethain roled back over and looked at the two.

“Ai,  now, gently ease yourself onto this litter.”

Jisten  pointed  to  the  litter.  “There,  my  prince,  or  face  a  council  of sleepy, irritated malcontents.”

“Did I ever mention that my first spouse tried to steal me?” asked Rak to  distract  Jethain  from  the  fact  that  they  were  defying  the  king.  Both prince and captain snapped their attention to Rak.

Rak gave them both an innocent look. “What?”

Jisten and Jethain looked at each other and then said, “Nothing.”

Rak was baffled. They both knew he’d been a slave. “Just get on the litter,” he said.

“Tel us?” Jethain said as he settled on the litter. Jisten and Rak lifted the litter and carried Jethain out of the royal suite.

“It is a long story. His attempt failed.” He told them the short version as they walked. They turned down a narrow halway that ran alongside the great hal. It wasn’t connected to the kitchens at the far end, which limited its usefulness as a thoroughfare.

“But  here  you  are.  How  did  you  escape?”  asked  Jethain.  Jisten indicated a random door, the fourth one down.

Rak  just  smiled  and  said,  “Here  we  are,  your  new  sanctuary.”  They took  Jethain  into  the  plainly  furnished  room.  Rak  glanced  about  and nodded. “This wil do.”

Jethain felt sufficiently embarrassed by the litter ride to stand up. Al the color drained from his face and his blue eyes roled upwards. Rak leapt to catch  him  and  colided  with  Jisten.  The  three  went  down  in  a  heap,  but Jethain landed on top, cushioned by the two men beneath him.

Rak closed his eyes and struggled to deal with surging fires.  Blastedly handsome men!  Rak thought savagely as he controled himself.

“We should get him on the bed,” Rak finaly suggested. He wanted to add  that  then  Jisten  could  get  him  on  a  bed,  too,  but  refrained.  Barely.

Jisten’s  hands  searched  along  their  bodies  and  separated  out  Jethain’s.

Rak almost lost control again when Jisten’s hand ran up his leg.

They  arranged  Jethain  on  the  bed  and  Jisten  asked,  “Please,  S’Rak, check the wound.” He obligingly lifted Jethain’s shirt.

Rak took a deep breath and let his hands slide along Jethain’s muscular abdomen. Nothing felt wrong. “We have been lucky thus far.”

Jisten sat on Jethain’s bed. Rak masked his disappointment. “You need sleep also,” he said instead of what he wanted to say.

Jisten stretched his arms up and then behind him to stretch his chest. He yawned and said, “Have to guard the prince.”

“Guard  him  during  the  day.”  Rak  would  have  said  more,  but  he  was busy ogling Jisten’s chest.

“Night and day,” Jisten yawned again. He unbuttoned his uniform coat.

“But since no one knows that we’re here, I can at least take this off.”

Rak stifled a sigh and found a comfortable place to keep watch from.

“Sleep, captain.”

There  was  a  thin  golden  yelow  shirt  under  the  uniform  coat  that showed  off  the  captain’s  muscular  chest.  Jisten  flopped  onto  a  smal couch. “Are you sure?”

“I am. I wil keep watch.” Rak smiled wryly. “I do not sleep at night as a general rule.”

“But then you must sleep during the day,” Jisten tried to sound stern.

“Only fair.”

“That is customary,” agreed Rak. Under his breath, he added, “If only it were with you.”

“Hmmm?”  Jisten  sprawled  his  legs  over  the  couch.  His  eyelids drooped.

Rak admired the legs. “Ah, nothing. Sleep, captain.”

Eyelids closed al the way and in no time the captain’s chest rose and fel in the steady rhythm of sleep. Rak studied the sleeping captain for a while. Then he was forced to look away. He’d have no choice but to find someone  tomorrow.  Either  Tebber  or  Yonaph  would  do.  He concentrated on the meditations once more. It passed the time.




Chapter Nine: A Charming Kingdom

Musday, the 31st of Evphormon

“My other son has been abed long enough,” Owain said. “He better be dressed and ready to attend the meeting.”

“Other  son,  Your  Majesty?  I  thought  that  we  were  fetching  Prince Jethain?” Lieutenant Kordri’s step faltered, ready to change direction.

“Yes, yes, Jethain.” Owain’s ground eating stride didn’t falter and he swept  into  Jethain’s  suite.  He  surveyed  the  empty  suite.  Not  even  a servant  in  sight.  He  growled  and  his  own  servants  nervously  opened doors.

“He’s not here, Your Majesty.”

“No  matter.  We’l  fetch  my  heir,  at  least,  for  the  meeting.”  Owain swept out in the same royal fashion. He led the way to S’Rak’s suite. “I’m certain  that Araken  is  hiding  Jethain  in  his  empty  bedroom  again.  He  is loyal to his brother. Strong, loyal, inteligent, fertile, yes, we shal have a fine king on the throne.”

“Yes,  Your  Majesty,”  Kordri  agreed.  He  looked  at  the  king  with concern.  The  servants  opened  the  door  for  him  and  he  swept  into  the suite’s  empty  reception  chamber.  He  continued  on  to  the  parlor.  Lord Scorth was coiled on the couch, an open book on his knee.

“Where is Araken?” asked Owain.

“I  haven’t  seen  him  al  night,”  said  the  horned  black  man  without glancing up.

Owain’s  servants  opened  doors  and  peeked  into  the  rooms.  When they opened the door to Rak’s bedroom, they found it empty but for the death hound curled up in a whelping box, nursing her newborn pups. Her deep growl hastened their departure.

“Where is he?” barked the king, his displeasure growing. He snatched the book out of Scorth’s hands.

Scorth  glared  at  him  with  baleful  yelow  eyes.  “He  is  not  here  and  I would  not  tel  you  where  he  was  even  if  I  knew.”  He  stood,  his  black wings spreading. “I do not answer to you, but to S’Rak alone.”

Morth  added  his  deep  growl  from  the  chair  he’d  claimed,  his  milky white  eyes  fixing  on  the  king.  Kordri  took  up  a  defensive  position  but Owain dropped the book onto the floor and strode out. “Find my sons,”

he ordered Kordri.

The lieutenant marshaled the palace guard to sweep of the grounds.

Sedrael told Kordri, “Cap’n’s gone, too, must be in on th’ gag. Hidin’

th’ prince ta protect him an’ I betcha I know where.”

Kordri gave Sed permission to folow his hunch. Sedrael went to the narrow,  often-overlooked  western  halway  beside  the  great  hal  and started  checking  the  doss  rooms  one  by  one.  The  fourth  room  yielded results. “G’morning, Cap’n,” he said cheerfuly. “King has th’ entire guard searchin’ fer ya.”

“I  suppose  it  was  inevitable  that  he  would  cal  out  the  guard,”  Jisten replied glumly.

“Yessir,” said Sedrael. He glanced at Jethain, sleeping in the bed, and Rak, sleeping on the couch. “Wha’dya want me ta do?”

“Bring  the  king  here,”  Jisten  said.  “Slowly.  I’l  not  have  you reprimanded for failing to find the prince.”

Sedrael’s eyebrows went up in surprise, then he nodded. “Woulda lied fer ya, but I’l take my time returnin’ ta his maj’sty’s side.”

“Thank you,” Jisten said. “How much time can you buy us?”

“Hour,” chuckled Sedrael. “I'l mark th’ wal.”

“Thank you. And Sedrael, you’re smart to have found us so quickly,”

Jisten said.

“Thank ya, sir.” Sed gave an exaggerated bow and sauntered off. At the end of the corridor, he chalked a mark on the wal, indicating it had already been searched.

   

Owain  huffed  out  his  kingly  chest,  “Now  Araken,  realy,  hiding  your brother?” He was standing in the parlor outside the royal bedroom where Jethain once more lay. Both the prince and the captain listened to every word.

Rak affected to look innocent. “I wanted him to  rest.” 

“Jethain  is  a  prince.  He  has  duties.  Resting  is  not  one  of  them.  He knows this. You know this.”

“If he does not rest and heal, he wil become an ex-prince,” said Rak firmly. “And he cannot carry out his duties if he dies.”

Owain sniffed. “Weak, yes. He can rest in his rooms until the nobles start howling.”

“He is not weak, he is injured, and I like him where he is.” Rak planned to move Jethain again as soon as he’d gotten rid of the king.

“Son, you need a fuler tour of Koilatha, to see its beauty.” Owain said, changing the subject utterly.

Rak  blinked  at  Owain.  “What?”  Did  the  king  realy  just  say  what  he thought the king had said?

“Rich fields, beautiful mountains to the north that feed our rivers. This kingdom is peaceful, rich and beautiful. You wil love it as much as I do, as you once did when you were a child.”

“I would like to visit Loftos again,” said Rak. “Once we have signed a trade agreement.”

“Loftos?  Oh,  wel,  I  suppose,”  Owain  said  without  enthusiasm.

“Koilatha borders Loftos. When you live here, you wil be close by.”

“I beg your pardon? My home is in Okyro, and when my mission here is done, I wil return there.” Rak didn’t, however, say when that would be.

“Mission? That trade agreement? That wil take time. As crown prince, you  have  considerably  more  power  than  you  did  as  a  foreign  envoy.

Imagine, grain for the Okyrans, son.”

“Crown prince? Your majesty, you   have an heir already, and my vows cannot be set aside.” Rak gave Owain a look.

“No one is asking you set aside your vows,” Owain soothed. “Do al your priestly duties. You could order the entire court to attend! Think of al the converts!”

Rak was taken aback. “You mean, build a ful temple here?”

“As crown prince, you wil,” Owain said with a smile.

Rak shook himself. “Not only would it be wrong of me to do that to my brother,  whom  I  care  about  deeply,  but  my  vows  included  a renouncement of al birth titles, ranks, and lands.” At the time, that part of the vows had amused Rak, the ex-slave, greatly.

“The  title  was  yours  from  birth  and  is  restored  to  you  now,  and  I haven’t  seen  any  lightning  bolts  from  above.”  Owain  put  a  fatherly  arm around  Rak’s  shoulders.  “Let  us  walk  around  the  palace  grounds. You can see al the fruit trees that flourish here. We’l ride out to the nearest fields and you’l see al the grain for the Okyrans.”

“The title is not mine, your majesty. It belongs to Jethain,” said Rak. He let Owain guide him away because it would distract the king from Jethain, and he trusted in Jisten’s good sense to keep Jethain from harm.

“Look how lush the greenery is, son,” Owain said as he walked Rak to the  window.  “Ah,  let’s  go  to  this  part  of  the  garden.”  He  guided  Rak outside. “You loved to play here as a boy. Does it jog any memories?”

Rak looked around, admiring the greenery and inhaling the fragrance of spring  flowers.  “I  wish  it  did.  This  is  lovely. At  home,  plants  like  these have to be carefuly nurtured in protective pots.”

“At your home  here you have them al over, son,” Owain said Rak bent down to study a long, trumpet shaped flower with a delicate ice blue base veined in lilac, the color deepening to deep sea blue veined in violet, but the inner aspect of the petals were flame red.

“Pick  the  flower  and  suck  the  bottom.  It’s  very  sweet. You  adored them as a child.”

“I like it where it is,” demurred Rak. “If I pluck it, it wil die. Let it live that others may enjoy its beauty.”

Owain continued on. “See that fruit hanging? Pluck it and taste it. You once  ate  them  until  you  were  sick.  Then  convinced  Jethain  to  do  the same.”

Rak plucked one of the bright yelow globes. He bit into it and sighed in bliss. “I have not seen these since I left the Riverlands. They need much water and a moderate climate to grow.”

“I’m told that they can be harvested green and transported. Perhaps to Okyro,” Owain said.

Rak  shot  Owain  an  amused  glance.  “I  wil  include  that  in  the  trade agreement. Even jars of preserves would be welcome in Okyro. A soul does grow tired of citrus.” He took another bite of the fruit.

“See  how  much  good  you  wil  accomplish  as  crown  prince?”  Owain said.  He  squeezed  Rak’s  shoulders.  “No  need  to  renounce  any  priestly things.”

“Jethain is your heir. I do not want a crown, your majesty. I do want to support  my  brother.”  Rak  gave  Owain  a  look  that  was  just  short  of pleading.  “Think  about  how  much  more  powerful  Jethain  wil  be considered, once the nobles realize that I am his aly.”

“The  position  was  too  much  for  your  brother.  He  can’t  hold  onto political  aliances,  and  already  he’s  shown  his  weakness.  If  you  have affection for him, you’l remain in your rightful place.”

“I  am  in  my  rightful  place,  as  high  priest.  Not  as  your  heir.  That  is Jethain’s rightful place. You do not give your son enough credit. He is a good man, and wil make a good king.”

Owain demurred and walked on. “How important is it to Okyro that they get that grain?”

Rak paused to admire a stately shade tree. He ate the rest of the yelow globe to gain time to regain his composure. Stil, exasperation tinged his voice, “It is not important enough to leave a high priest here indefinitely.”

The prophecy, however, was that important.

“Wel, wel, we’l work with what time we have,” Owain said. “Perhaps when the Okyrans  see some shipments of grain, they’l see that your status as heir is compatible with being a priest.”

Rak had to laugh. “You do not give up, do you? A trade agreement, and grain shipments, can occur without me usurping Jethain’s place.”

“Perhaps,”  Owain  said.  “You  aren’t  usurping  Jethain’s  place,  merely taking your own. You’l be good to your brother. He’l be better off than if he ascended.”

“You  do  realize  that  I  would  anathematize  slavery  immediately,  and enforce it with the same vigor as if this were Okyro.”

“That vigor would save you,” Owain said. “Surely your God would be pleased.”

“And when Jethain ascends, and outlaws slavery, the Okyran army wil march to support him.” At least, part of it would. Rak hoped a lot of it would.

“You’ve  promised  him  that?”  Owain  asked.  He  stopped  his  strol through the garden.

“Ai,   I  have.”  Rak  offered  Owain  a  pleasant  smile.  “Al  the  aid  I  can command, which includes a ful battle, what you would cal a division, of the army, plus my beasts, including the dragon wings.”

“Excelent, excelent. You are the powerful one. And you can produce sons, where Jethain cannot,” Owain said but he stared past Rak at some distant object, or perhaps imagining the army and the beasts of the night mustering.  Rak  was  pleased  to  note  how  taken  aback  Owain  was.

Aliance was clearly not what the king had expected of the two brothers.




Chapter Ten: Virien

“This must go perfectly,” Virien hissed to Hasaviz. “We don’t want   him on our backs.”

“If it would make  him happy,  he can use the slave, too,” said Hasaviz, extremely unconcerned. He had the whistle in hand.

Virien brushed his spotless velvet clothing. “Not until you show me we have perfect control. Now why do you have a dog whistle?”

“I had the slave make this for me.” Hasaviz blew a bright, happy note.

“Now he wil come to us.”

“And  he  won’t  bring  those  monstrosities  with  him?”  Virien  looked  at the whistle. “It’s a dog whistle and he has demon dogs.”

“He is tied to this whistle. He knows it is mine. He wil come alone, and swiftly.  He  dares  not  disobey,  he  fears  to  be  exposed  to  the  court  and colared.”

“Excelent,” Virien said with rare praise. “Your Zothian training shows.”

Hasaviz smiled. “Thank you.” The bel tinkled as someone puled on the rope outside. “That’s probably him.”

Virien sat on the plush couch and propped his feet up.

Hasaviz  opened  the  door,  saw  the  page,  and  scowled  fiercely.  He snatched the scrol from the quailing boy’s hand. “Scat!” he snarled. The boy scrambled to comply. Virien laughed from the couch.

Hasaviz huffed. “Wel, it hasn’t been long enough. He can’t fly even if he does have wings.”

“Neither of us wil be laughing if this happens when  he is around. You saw what he did to that desk. We’l be next.”

“Obviously, sir, the solution is to summon the slave first, and not have him waiting.”

“Don’t get smart with me, slave trainer,” Virien snapped. “Or you’l be doing al the delivering from now on.”

Hasaviz bowed. “My apologies.”

Virien  stood,  gave  his  package  a  hitch,  and  started  pacing  the  room.

Hasaviz read the scrol, grunted, and set it aside to deal with later. Again the bel tinkled. This time, when Hasaviz answered it, Rak stood on the other side of the door.

Rak entered the office, glanced at Virien, and said, “This violates our agreement,”

“No,  it  doesn’t,”  said  Hasaviz.  “I  agreed  to  keep  your  past  from  the court at large. I never agreed to keep your past from my direct superior.”

“He reports to me,” Virien said. “He cannot keep such important news from his direct superior. I would have him executed.”

“If it becomes common knowledge that you are a sex slave, then you can consider our agreement violated.”

Rak’s expression was not pleased. “You are treading a fine line. The more people who know a secret, the more likely it is to be spiled.”

“Training room,” commanded Hasaviz, pointing.

Virien crossed his arms on his chest, watching and waiting. The sound of Rak’s teeth grinding was audible. But he obeyed. Virien folowed and slouched on the padded viewing chair.

Rak  glared  at  him,  then  turned  his  gaze  on  Hasaviz.  “Why  is  he  stil here?”

“Because your oath is not broken, slave. Strip for inspection.”

Rak glared even more, but the clothes came off.

“Barely obeys,” Virien noted. “Not a good start, slave trainer.”

Rak  finished  undressing  and  assumed  the  inspection  position.  He alowed  Hasaviz  to  lock  the  training  colar  on  his  neck.  Virien  hauled himself to his feet. “Much better.” He ran a single finger down Rak’s chest to his groin. He casualy flipped Rak’s manhood. Rak remained stil but he glared freely. “Smal,” Virien said in response to Rak’s glare.

“Bigger  than  you,”  replied  Rak,  deadpan.  Virien  stroked  himself  out.

He  was  quite  a  bit  larger.  “My  mistake,”  said  Rak  easily.  “It  was  wel hidden by your ale bely.” Rak kept his gaze on Virien.

Hasaviz nearly burst a blood vessel in his  eye  containing  his  laughter.

As it was, he had to turn away and select a whip to hide his face. “Lord Virien, shal I whip the slave for you or do you wish to?” Hasaviz offered the whip. “You cannot damage the wings or cause permanent injury.”

“Oh, only you swore that,” Virien said with silky venom.

“Then I wil not let you touch him,” said Hasaviz. “I like my soul.”

Virien snatched the whip and Rak furled his wings tightly as Virien let fly  with  a  practiced  hand.  He  grunted  with  the  impact.  The  tails  easily missed  the  wings.  It  was  a  five  tailed  whip  that  Hasaviz  had  invented, missing the familiar Zothian whip, but accepting the strange requirements of  his  new  home.  He  used  wooden  beads  instead  of  steel  barbs.  Once sweat  dotted  Virien’s  brow,  he  desisted  and  handed  the  whip  back  to Hasaviz. “Put him through his paces,” Virien said, mood stil foul.

“Let  me  finish  warming  him  up,”  replied  the  slave  trainer.  He  turned Rak  to  face  Virien.  “He  enjoyed  your  efforts.”  Hasaviz  indicated  Rak’s erection,  and  Virien  smirked.  The  slave  trainer  whipped  Rak  with  an expert hand around the thighs, buttocks, bely, and groin.

Rak screamed when the whip lashed across his erection, causing Virien to cheer up. “Nice hitting such a smal target,” Virien said. He idly stroked himself.

Hasaviz put the whip away. “Kneel and give Lord Virien the pleasure of your mouth, slave.”

Rak went to his knees and eyed Virien’s crotch with disfavor. Virien cracked  Rak  across  the  head.  “Do  as  you’re  told,  slave.”  Rak  shuffled forward on his knees until he was positioned directly before Virien. He set his tongue to Virien’s bals first. “Hmm, I expected better from a Zothian trained  sex  slave,”  Virien  said,  “He’s  holding  back.  He  won’t  approve.

Shows lack of control.”

Hasaviz replied, “It’s standard for a sex slave to start that way. He’s Zothian  trained,  so  he’l  give  you  a  Zothian  working.  Licking,  then sucking. The slave’s saliva has magical properties. Let him lick.”

“Magical?” Virien relaxed further in the chair and spread his legs wider.

“Do tel.” Rak sucked Virien’s sac into his mouth and massaged the bals with his tongue.

“It’s from the potions, so this magic is common to al real sex slaves.

The  saliva  heightens  desire,  but  also  staying  power.  In  addition,  it lubricates.”

“I had no idea it was so complicated,” Virien said, his voice lowering as he relaxed further, legs spreading further as wel. “Damn my brother for forbidding it.” He reached out and languidly stroked Rak’s hair.

Hasaviz observed, “The slave is trying to lul you. Make him move on to your manhood.”

With a yank of Rak’s hair, Virien said, “Do as he says.”

“Ow,” said Rak, voice cross. He quickly swalowed Virien’s shaft.

Hasaviz thought Virien was hopeless as a slave master. Not that he’d say  that. A  skiled,  inteligent  slave  like  Rak  was  clearly  more  than  the bastard could handle. But it kept him in a job, and it kept the slave road open. And that kept Uncle Narvain happy.

Virien  straightened  in  the  chair  as  the  stimulation  increased.  Hasaviz could  tel  that  Rak  wasn't  bothering  with  his  very  best  blow  job.  The king’s bastard half brother was very, very happy, judging by the noises he was making. Hasaviz made no move to correct Rak. But he made note of it.  Tricky  slave  hadn’t  been  under  discipline  in  far  too  long.  He  would make  sure  that  he  himself  received  the  very  best  blow  job.  Rak swalowed Virien’s seed and once the climax was over, he settled back on his heels.

“An excelent start,” Virien said.

“The  training  room  is  at  your  disposal,  my  Lord,”  said  Hasaviz.  “Is there any equipment you wish to try today?”

“Do you have anything new?”

“There is a new sling, but that may be too tame for you.”

Virien shrugged with disinterest. “At least show it to me.”

Hasaviz showed him the canvas, leather, and brass contraption. It was remarkably similar to the old one, which had broken recently under odd circumstances.

“Just like the old one,” Virien sighed.

“Yes,” agreed Hasaviz. “And it can’t bear the weight of a horse either.”

“Forget the sling. I’m in the mood for the classics. Strap him down.”

Hasaviz  sighed  a  little  and  led  Rak  to  the  couch.  “Koilathans,”  he muttered very, very quietly in Zafirin. “Even the most perverted of them are prudes by Zothian standards.” He showed Virien a few of the more interesting positions. Virien perused them like a person at the market. The blow  job  had  apparently  left  him  rather  satisfied.  He  made  Hasaviz rearrange Rak several times.

Finaly, Hasaviz said, “In this position, he could give me oral pleasure while you took him. He could probably take us both at once, but I don’t fancy a tight squeeze today.”

Virien stroked his goatee. “Yes, yes, why not.”

Hasaviz moved to Rak’s face. “Open.”

Virien snickered nastily. “It’s a pity you can’t do this at the next council meeting. Perhaps someday.”

“The  king  of  Zoth,  Narvain’s  sire,  used  to  keep  a  slave  under  the council table just to give him oral pleasure during meetings.”

Virien  thrust  in  smoothly.  “Oh,  you  were  right  about  the  lubrication.

And that would make those meetings tolerable.”

“That was his rationale, also.” Hasaviz looked down at Rak. “Enough with my bals, pay attention to my phalus.”

“Did he ever let his nobles have the same service? Or just the ones who voted his way, I wonder?”

“The  ones  he  wanted  to  curry  favor  with  often  received  a  visitor between their legs. It encouraged them to vote his way.”

Virien  sighed  as  he  drove  into  Rak.  “The  drawback  is  that  it encourages one to be neutral. He should reward his folowers with visitors as wel.”

“The loyal ones had their own slaves permanently assigned as a mark of the King’s favor.”

Virien grunted with a particularly hard push. Rak moaned and pushed back. “Amazing that he does that,” Virien said with a shake of his head.

“He likes it, my Lord. He is a real sex slave.”

Virien  withdrew  himself.  Rak  clenched  and  Hasaviz  could  see  his tension and fear. Virien laughed. “By al the gods, he hates me, would cut me in two if he could, yet wants my cock in him.”

“Exactly correct. He needs it, he craves it. And once you start, he has to  have  it.  His  climax  depends  on  pleasing  you  enough  to  climax  inside him. He can’t if you don’t. And if he can’t, the fires wil kil him.”

Virien shoved his tip in and said, “Work yourself onto me, slave.” Rak moaned  around  Hasaviz’s  shaft  and  roled  his  hips  to  push  himself  onto Virien.  “That’s  right,  you’re  the  slave,  you  do  the  work. You  pleasure me,” Virien ordered.

Rak worked his body to comply, aided by Hasaviz loosening several key ropes. Laughing, Virien slapped Rak’s buttocks. Rak’s erection grew harder  with  the  addition  of  pain  and  he  visibly  increased  his  efforts  to please. Virien noted the reaction and slapped Rak’s member next.

Rak cried out around Hasaviz this time. The slave trainer said, “Yes, he likes  it.  Keep  doing  it  and  he’l  be  forced  into  a  false  climax.  He’l  spil seed  and  feel  pleasure,  but  no  relief  of  his  fires  wil  occur.”  Hasaviz climaxed  in  Rak’s  mouth,  and  once  the  slave  had  swalowed  it  al,  he backed off and tucked himself away.

Virien  slapped,  pinched  and  puled  Rak’s  member  until  the  slave orgasmed.  It  looked  exactly  like  a  real  climax,  except  that  Rak  didn’t soften  after,  nor  did  the  slave  stop  working  himself  on  Virien’s  pole.

Virien grunted and changed rhythms, powering into Rak hard and fast. It didn’t  take  but  a  few  thrusts  before  he  climaxed,  deep  and  hard  inside Rak. Rak cried out again, and this time climaxed for no visible reason.

“I felt his climaxes,” Virien half stated, half asked Hasaviz.

“Why shouldn’t you? You caused them. Why should the slave get to keep his pleasure for himself?”

“Yes, why indeed?”

“His body knows who used it,” added Hasaviz. “And the more you use him, the better he knows you, the better he shares his pleasure with you.”

Virien stroked Rak’s exposed genitals with a possessive hand, causing an  immediate  reaction.  “So,  you  hate  me  and  yet  your  body  wants  me.

How the gods must hate you. And you a high priest. Shameful that.”

“The potions are of your precious House of Day,” spat Rak, shifting as the man’s hand continued to move.

“Yet the Lord of Night sent you back to the Lands of Day to be used by me,” Virien said. “He can’t stand you in His sight anymore, can He?”

He fondled Rak’s erect cock, rubbing it with his fingers, then roling the hairless bals in his hand, before caressing the inner thighs. He returned to the cock and started over.

“Apparently  not.”  Rak  shifted  in  his  bonds  again,  the  fires  flaring  up every time Virien touched him, filing him with absolute need.

“High priests can’t be defrocked, correct?”

“That is correct,” gasped Rak. Shamelessly, he rubbed himself against Virien’s hand, expressing his desire for more.

“So the only way the Lord of Night could rid Himself of you would be to send you to the sunlands, correct?” Virien’s finger traced Rak’s hole.

Rak squirmed and pushed against the finger.

“Answer me and I’l honor you with my cock.”

“That is not the only way, but it is effective.” The finger entered Rak to the first knuckle and wiggled. Rak’s back arched. “Please use me, master, I need,” he said, abandoning dignity.

Virien  didn’t  have  the  sophisticated  demands  of  the  slave  trainer.

Hearing Rak humiliate himself and beg to be used was enough for him. He pushed in, and Rak pushed back, crying out in pleasure. “High priest of the  night,  skiled  sex  slave,  sent  to  pleasure  me,”  mused  Virien.  “Thank you, Lord Zotien. I should offer Him a sacrifice.”

Rak worked his hips. “Thank you, master,” he moaned. Virien smiled down at him and used a flogger to thrash Rak’s erect cock and bals in time with his thrusts.

Having already gotten off twice, and recently, it took Virien a long time to reach a third orgasm. Rak had given him two false climaxes from the stimulation of the flogger before he exploded deep inside the slave’s body.

He  ground  to  a  stop,  panting  with  the  exertion,  but  glowing  with  the pleasure of it. He puled out slowly, watching to see his seed drip out of the  slave.  When  nothing  came  out,  he  looked  at  Hasaviz  again,  clearly disappointed. “I put enough seed in him for it to leak, why can’t I see it dripping out of him?”

“Sex slaves absorb it,” said Hasaviz. “The magic uses your essence to attune his body to you. Have him clean you.”

Virien  moved  to  Rak’s  head.  “Clean  me,  slave.”  Then  he  sighed  in appreciation as Rak’s tongue licked the sweat and fluids off his genitals.

He  stepped  away  many  minutes  later,  having  alowed  Rak  to  continue licking  long  after  he  was  actualy  clean.  Finaly  he  had  enough  and  he tucked  himself  away.  “Thank  you,  slave  trainer.  I  wil  want  to  use  him again.”

“At your convenience, my Lord,” said Hasaviz. He stroked Rak’s bare foot. “I am not done with him, so if you don’t mind seeing yourself out?”

Virien laughed, nodded, and headed back to his office.




Chapter Eleven: Rak Punished

The  servants  scattered  from  the  path  of  the  stomping  sun  priest.  The golden staff cracking tiles never meant any good, and usualy meant that a hapless  slave  would  be  left  with  sun  scars.  Then  other  hapless  slaves would  be  set  to  the  painstaking  task  of  replacing  the  broken  tiles  and many  upper  servants  would  be  in  trouble  over  the  damage.  They  were trying to come up with tiles that couldn’t be cracked so easily, but so far to no avail.

Murson  made  his  way  to  Hasaviz’s  office.  He  was  the  palace  slave trainer, and could be counted on to retrieve whomever Murson wanted, slave  or  not.  The  top  of  Murson’s  staff  shone  with  painful  brightness, blinding  whomever  was  unlucky  enough  to  glance  at  it.  He  rapped  on Hasaviz’s door with it. It left a burn mark on the door.

Hasaviz  opened  the  door.  “Senior  Murson,  come  in,”  he  said,  then glanced  at  the  door.  “Please  stop  damaging  the  palace.  It  makes  the castlelain upset.”

“I want that filthy priest of the night,” Murson said without preamble.

“Then  you’ve  come  to  the  right  place.  Chancelor  Virien  has  just finished.”

“Finished?” Murson asked.

“Come and see. I haven’t had more than a blow job yet, but the dark one has been wel exercised.” Hasaviz led Murson into the training room where Rak was strapped to the pleasure couch, his legs strapped down at a painfuly wide angle.

“Where it belongs,” Murson snarled. He outlined Rak’s legs with the glowing  top  of  the  sun  staff.  “It  failed  to  show  for  my  summons  this morning.”  Rak  cried  out  in  pain,  twisting  in  his  bonds  with  obvious desperation.

Hasaviz noted that. Rak hadn’t realy tried to escape him, or Virien, but he  clearly  wanted  nothing  to  do  with  Murson.  The  slave  trainer remembered the whispers of the things Xaethien had done, horrible even by Zothian standards, and wondered if Rak might not have a phobia of sun  priests.  Understandable,  if  so,  but  he  wouldn’t  hesitate  to  use  that against  the  slave.  “Whenever  you  wish  the  slave,  I  can  summon  it,”

Hasaviz said.

“It should have obeyed me!”

“Then punish him.” Hasaviz offered Murson the true Zothian whip. “Do you want him on the post?”

“What  is  this?”  Murson  took  the  whip  and  examined  it  with  interest.

“Yes, yes.”

“That is the Zothian slave whip.” Hasaviz unstrapped Rak and pointed to the whipping post. Rak went without a word of protest.

Murson touched each barb and with a word, each turned gold. When he  finished,  the  whip  hissed  and  flared  with  golden  fire,  dripping  golden sparks to the stone floor in an impressive display.

Hasaviz  fixed  Rak’s  wrists  in  the  manacles  and  strapped  a  leather harness around the slave’s body. Then he encased Rak’s furled wings into a pair of tightly fitting leather pouches that were sewn onto the harness.

“Can’t have your wings damaged,” he explained. He had ordered to have it made quickly, and it had been delivered along with the new sling.

Murson  swung  the  whip  in  circles  over  his  head.  Each  barb  traced  a golden  arc  in  the  air,  until  the  sun  priest  was  nearly  surrounded  by  a golden disc. Hasaviz watched with great interest, and years of observing slaves  alowed  him  to  see  the  hidden  terror  in  Rak's  stony  expression.

Murson  swung  faster  and  faster  until  a  roar  of  power  accompanied  the flare of golden sparks. With a shout, he brought the whip down on Rak’s back ten times in succession. Rak screamed with each lashing as the tails left long lines of blood and burns. The last strike was different.

Each  tail  wrapped  around  a  different  part  of  Rak,  torso,  thighs,  legs.

Murson sang out and golden power flowed from his hand down the whip handle into each tail. The tails tightened instead of loosening. Rak’s body convulsed as each muscle spasmed.

Murson  spoke  a  word  and  the  tails  released.  “Wil  you  disobey  next time we have an appointment, filth of the night?”

“No, master,” Rak moaned, hanging limp against the post as if unable to bear his own weight.

“Tel me the history of this slave,” Murson said, gaze faling on the slave trainer.

“He was acquired when Xaethien’s estate was sold,” Hasaviz said.

“The great Xaethien?” Murson replied.

“Yes,”  said  Hasaviz.  “Xaethien  acquired  him  from  the  estate  of  the Duke of Eidos.”

“I  care  nothing  of  this  Duke,”  Murson  sniffed.  “But  I  wil  acquire Xaethien’s writings.”

“I can have the slave’s entire file copied and sent to you. King Narvain gave me a copy of it, so that I would know him if I chanced across him.”

“Do so,” Murson ordered. He stepped over to Rak, hanging limp from the bonds. “He stil reeks of the night. Put him on the rack.”

Hasaviz bowed, removed the harness, and released the manacles. He said nothing, but Rak crawled over to the rack, climbed on, and alowed Hasaviz  to  strap  him  in.  Hasaviz  stepped  back  once  Rak  was  secured.

“He is yours.” Rak looked at Hasaviz with despair in his eyes.

Murson  checked  the  transformed  whip  and  recharged  several  barbs.

Again Murson swung the whip in a circle until it whined with power. This time he brought it down on Rak’s front. One tail wrapped around Rak’s manhood.  Rak’s  scream  reverberated  in  the  smal  stone  room.  Murson chanted and the tails glowed with white hot power from his hand.

Hasaviz  actualy  felt  pity  for  Rak.  He  would  have  to  ask  Uncle Narvain’s opinion of alowing the slave to be tortured by the sun priest.

Narvain had cultured love from Rak by being a contrast from Xaethien, after al.

“No sun scars, Senior Murson,” Hasaviz said mildly. He was rewarded by  a  blast  of  white  hot  power  that  sealed  his  hatred  of  the  sun  priest.

Murson would be named in his report to King Narvain.

Rak  was  whimpering  at  the  ends  of  the  whip.  He  wasn’t  getting  any pleasure out of this pain.

Murson released the whip, and while the power flow stopped, this time the tails didn’t uncoil. He adjusted his robes, and Rak fought the straps some  more.  He  twisted  away  from  Murson  as  best  he  could,  which accomplished  nothing  as  far  as  actualy  denying  access  went.  Murson coated himself with shimmering oil with flakes of gold in it.

Rak begged Hasaviz with his eyes. He didn’t, however, use his voice, for which the slave trainer was grateful. He didn’t want to have to whip Rak for insolence at this point.

Murson  chanted  and  his  glowing  finger  traced  Rak’s  hole. Again  the skin, which had somehow been healed, blistered. “By the glory of Auranz, I purify you.” He thrust into Rak, protected by the colar holding Rak’s powers at bay.

Rak screamed and twisted, trying futilely to escape. Murson grabbed Rak’s bals with a glowing fist. Rak froze with a gasp, staring at Murson in fear.  Murson  pumped  with  vigor.  Rak’s  hips  started  a  tentative counterpoint.  With  his  free  hand,  Murson  yanked  Rak’s  manhood  with the rhythm.

Rak whimpered. “Forgive,” he whispered.

“You corrupted the mongrel,” Murson said. “You stil must atone for that.” Rak closed his eyes and tried to endure.

“He  did?”  Hasaviz  perked  up.  He  was  highly  amused.  “He  seduced Jisten the Pure? King Narvain was right about him.”

Murson cast a bal of light at Hasaviz. It showed the scene of Rak and Jisten.  Hasaviz’s  delighted  laughter  pealed  off  the  wals.  “What  did Narvain used to cal you, pet? Other than pet, of course.”

Murson’s rhythm continued. Rak shook his head, too lost in pain and sex to think.

“Tel  me,  Hasaviz,”  ordered  Murson  since  it  was  clear  that  Rak couldn’t answer.

“King Narvain told me that this slave was created by the gods as the purest expression of sex.”

“Ah,  then  I  wil  purge  the  elements  of  night  from  him  and  al  that remains wil be the sex.”

“Is  that  possible?”  asked  Hasaviz.  “Don’t  we  al  exist  in  darkness  as wel as light?”

“The dark wil exist,” Murson said. “In its proper place. But not as high priest in this slave. He wil be what he is, our sex toy and nothing else.”

One last hard thrust and he climaxed. “That is why his God sent him here, cast him out of Okyro.”

Rak  screamed  again.  He  had  managed  to  go  several  minutes  without screaming, but Murson’s climax was too much to bear.

“Very  good,  Holiness,”  said  Hasaviz.  He  wondered  how  he  could hurry the man out. He didn’t want Rak overly damaged by the sun priest.

Rak finaly stopped screaming. There were wet tracks down the sides of his face. Murson puled out and positioned himself so that Rak could clean him. “He’s more conscious this time. Perhaps there is hope. Tel me about your master Xaethien.”

Rak cleaned Murson as Hasaviz raised his eyebrows. “You think the slave can tel you about Xaethien?” Hasaviz pointed to the scar on Rak’s head. “His wits are addled, or at least, his memories are.”

“Slaves  sometimes  can  tel  the  most  interesting  things  about  their masters,”  Murson  replied.  He  traced  the  scar  until  it  glowed.  “But  yes, your  point  is  taken.”  Rak  twisted  in  his  bonds  again,  trying  to  escape Murson’s finger.

“Most of the damage is inside,” said Hasaviz. “The healer’s reports in his  file  are  most  instructive.  Perhaps  a  skiled  healer  like  yourself  can reverse some of the damage.”

Murson smiled grimly. “Yes, I would like a chance to purify the dark filth’s head.”

“I  wil  ask  King  Narvain  for  permission  to  proceed,”  replied  Hasaviz easily. “We may be permitted to play with him, but the slave remains the property of the King.”

Murson took his finger off Rak and his smile disappeared. “I shal go now and meditate on the ways of purification.” He waved his hand and the bal playing the scene of Rak and Jisten disappeared.

Hasaviz bowed. “Of course, Holiness. Thank you for your assistance.”

He  waited  for  Murson  to  leave  before  turning  to  Rak.  The  slave  was clearly worn out. He untied Rak and offered a glass of fruit juice. “He’l watch  himself  now  that  I’ve  mentioned  King  Narvain.”  He  stil  liked  his soul.  Rak  accepted  the  juice  with  a  shaking  hand  and  took  a  slow  sip.

Satisfied that Rak wasn’t going to colapse, Hasaviz returned to his desk and paperwork.

Hasaviz  glanced  up  when  Rak  finaly  moved  on  the  bench.  Without asking,  the  slave  stood  and  slowly  dressed.  He  occasionaly  glanced  at Hasaviz during this process, but he offered no obeisance to his master and trainer.  Eventualy,  the  slave  asked,  “Why  did  you  not  use  me?  Have  I displeased?”

“Have  you  asked?  Have  you  begged?  You  dressed  without permission.”

Rak looked down. “You did not stop me. Shal I disrobe, master?”

“Is that what slaves do? Whatever they please until their masters stop them?”

Rak  flushed.  “Ix.”  He  turned  and  started  to  remove  his  so-recently donned clothing with hands that stil shook.

“Stop,” Hasaviz said. “You’ve had quite the workout. Murson wants to be a Xaethien acolyte, it seems. If I had any pity in my heart, it would be for  you.  Go  now.  I’l  summon  you  tomorrow.  I  suggest  you  rest. And leave that Valer alone if you have any pity in   your heart. You do  not want Murson noticing him again.”

Rak  looked  up  at  him.  “Thank  you,”  he  whispered.  He  fled  out  the back door a moment later.




Chapter Twelve: Not a Date

Jisten  gently  roled  back  the  covers  he  had  just  tucked  around  Jethain.

Without asking, he puled up Jethain’s shirt and looked, but didn’t touch.

“And you’re sure it feels fine?”

“Stop that!” said Jethain with sheer exasperation. “This is the tenth time this afternoon that you’ve checked! Of course I’m fine!”

“Rol onto your side facing me and let me see,” Jisten said, ignoring the exasperation. He watched Jethain’s bely closely.

Jethain roled his eyes. “Jiisteeeen,” he whined.

“Go on, prince, if you’re fine.” He watched Jethain like a hawk.

Jethain glared at Jisten ineffectualy. He started to rol, then winced and fel back. Jisten tidily replaced Jethain’s shirt. He smoothed out the covers first, and then drew them up carefuly up to Jethain’s chest.

“But I have to attend the council meeting,” repeated Jethain stubbornly, as if by saying it enough, it would magicaly happen.

“If you want to attend that meeting, then perhaps you had a head injury too,” Jisten said. “Enjoy your bed. Alone, for once.”

“Not  alone,”  corrected  Jethain  with  a  wry  smile,  indicating  the  death hound curled up at the foot of the bed. “I find I prefer this bedmate to my usual ones.” The hound’s tail thumped agreement.

“If we can teach him to eat ruffled shirts, he’l be perfect,” Jisten said as he unnecessarily tucked in an edge of the covers.

“I  would  fear  the  ruffles  would  make  the  hound  il,”  said  Jethain.

“Speaking of my brother, where did he go?”

Jisten took Jethain’s pulse. “With the king, I believe. He’s supposed to meet me for sword practice later.”

“Realy?” Jethain looked jealous. “That is so unfair.”

“You’l get your turn,” Jisten said. “In a month or so.”

Jisten's  guard  shot  up  higher  as  a  crafty  expression  crossed  Jethain's face. “After you two practice, you need to take him to the tavern. Araken needs to know which guards can be trusted.”

Jisten carefuly placed Jethain’s arm back on the bed. Then he changed his mind and tucked Jethain’s hand under the covers. “I hadn’t thought of that,”  Jisten  said.  “I  suppose  the  tavern  would  be  the  best  place.”  It crossed his mind to take Rak somewhere more private. It shocked him so much that he shoved the thought away.

“Araken  told  me  they  didn’t  brew  ale  in  Okyro,”  said  Jethain encouragingly. “But I think he enjoys it.”

“Perhaps in a few days, then,” Jisten demurred, not realy trusting his prince  to  be  sensible.  “You  can’t  be  left  alone.”  He  fluffed  Jethain’s pilow.

“Oh, don’t change your plans because of me,” said Jethain. “I’l be just fine.”

“Until the nobles have at you,” Jisten said.

“No noble is going to get past the death hounds my brother has set to guard  me.  I  swear,  I  have  the  distinct  the  impression  that  he’s  set  on keeping  me  guarded  at  al  times. And Araken’s  done  nothing  but  work since he got here.”

“He should rest,” Jisten agreed readily.

“You  should  take  him  out.  Let  him  enjoy  a  night  in  the  tavern. You could use a night off yourself,” said Jethain shrewdly. “The envoy needs an escort to prevent anything unfortunate from happening.” He worked a hand free to scratch the hound’s massive skul. “You’re practicing sword work  tonight,  so  take  him  out  afterwards.  He  doesn’t  like  the  palace cuisine.”

“I…suppose…” Jisten said.

“I’m  sure  he’l  enjoy  it.  Realy. And  the  two  of  you  seem  to  have  a connection. Just so long as you don’t throw me over for him.”

“Never,  my  prince.”  Jisten  straightened,  convinced  against  his  better judgement. Whether or not the prince would behave in his absence, the envoy did need to get out of the palace, and Jisten did need to introduce him  to  the  safe  tavern  the  guards  caled  theirs.  He  looked  closely  at Jethain. “Do you need anything? I can always send a messenger to cancel the practice.”

“Oh,  no,  no,  no.  I’m  fine.  I’m  just  going  to  lie  here  and  heal,”  said Jethain.

“Wine? Soup?” Jisten asked.

“I’l be fine,” Jethain repeated. “The thought of food doesn’t appeal at the moment.”

“The  summoning  bel  is  right  here,”  Jisten  said.  He  placed  the  ornate bel even closer to the bed.

Jethain puled his other hand out from under the covers and proved he could reach it. “See? Nothing to worry about.”

“I don’t agree with  that, Jisten said, “But…”

Jethain widened his eyes slightly. “You and Araken have fun, okay?

“Sword  practice,  my  prince,”  Jisten  corrected,  “Then  escorting  your brother to where and what he needs.”

“How is that not fun?” wondered Jethain. “I would be delighted to be able to practice with him.”

“You wil. In a month,” Jisten said. “Your work is healing right now.”

“It’s stil fun and you know it,” muttered the prince.

Jisten  smirked,  smoothed  the  covers  again,  double-checked  the placement of the bel and walked to the door. At the door, he turned and said, “Are you quite certain that you need nothing?”

“I’m sure,” Jethain repeated. “If I do need something, help is only a bel ring away.”

Jisten’s face showed concern, and reluctance, but he did finaly leave.



   


Rak  stared  up  at  the  leaden  clouds  with  his  arms  outstretched  as  the downpour  soaked  him,  washing  away  his  tears,  his  humiliation,  and  his shame. He stood in an open square of green grass bordered on two sides by flowerbeds, artfuly manicured trees on the third, and the palace on the fourth.  Happiness  filed  him  as  the  rain  continued  to  wash  over  him  and brought with it a sense of the immense love Zotien bore him.

Rain, Scorth, rain!  he shared his joy with the dragon.

Scorth was watching from the window.  Yes. It’s raining.   You're doing a  most  excellent  job  of  convincing  the  Koilathan  court  that  you're insane.  Even  the  courtiers  have  enough  sense  to  stay  out  of  the deluge, unlike certain Loftoni I could name. 

Like you aren't planning to change form later so you can play in the storm winds,  Rak retorted.

That's different,  Scorth informed him loftily. Lightning flashed nearby, brightening  the  grey  gloom.  For  a  moment,  the  individual  raindrops glowed  like  stars.  Thunder  rumbled  and  Rak’s  laughter  rose  above  the storm. He chanted a hymn of praise to the Storm Lord.

The next lightning bolt struck Rak, but he was prepared. The ecstasy of Zotien’s divine presence filed him. He channeled the power about himself, alowing  the  God  to  surround  him  before  sending  it  back  up  into  the heavens.  The  courtiers  saw  the  lightning  bolt  smash  into  the  dark  priest and flash electric, emerald green. Then it thundered straight back up in a column  of  green  flame  that  swirled  and  wove  into  itself.  The  more perceptive swore that they saw green dragons twisting upwards.

The  power  wisped  into  the  heavy  blanket  of  clouds,  leaving  only  the wet gloom that seemed darker than it had been, and the steady downpour of  the  rain.  Rak,  unharmed  by  the  power  of  the  storm,  was  silent  now, simply enjoying the sensation of the rain beating against his skin and wings.



   


Owain stalked down the corridor, Jisten at his elbow. "I've heard some nonsense about my son, my heir, dancing in the storm."

"I'm sure it's nothing, Your Majesty," said Jisten. He knew the prince was stil abed. They reached a window where a bunch of courtiers stood gawking and peered out into the gloom. It wasn't Jethain standing out in the rain like an idiot, but S'Rak. They arrived in time to see the priest's games with the lightning bolt.

"At least he is  not dancing. Stil, this won’t do." Owain turned and said, “Captain, have my heir come in before he catches his death of cold.”

“Yes,  your  majesty.”  Jisten  nodded  and  marched  out  in  haste  to appease him. Rak seemed perfectly happy, so Jisten wasn’t worried. He knew  that  Zotien  was  the  Storm  Lord,  and  he  was  sure  that  the  God’s high priest would take no harm from the storm. He also figured that Rak, a desert dweler, probably didn’t have many opportunities to play in the rain.

The  rain  soaked  Jisten’s  uniform,  darkening  it  to  forest  green  by  the time he reached Rak’s side. The priest was sodden, but he was grinning ear to ear, and his wings were spread.

“The king thinks that you wil catch cold. He is your father and can’t help but act like one.” Jisten smiled in response to Rak’s huge grin.

Amusement  sparkled  in  Rak’s  eyes.  “Scorth  thinks  I  am  creating  a scandal. Am I?”

“If by scandal you mean that everyone thinks you are daft, then yes.”

“Daft?” Rak laughed. “Is this storm not wonderful?”

Jisten looked up and let the rain spatter his face. Raindrops hung on his dark lashes as he turned his face back to Rak. “It has a certain charm.

Moreso  if  one  can  be  struck  by  lightning  and  send  it  back  as  green dragons without getting hurt.”

“I  am  Thezi,”  Rak  replied  with  contentment,  but  his  answer  didn’t explain anything. “Were you sent out here to fetch me, Captain?”

“If you wish me to stand out here guarding you, I can do that.” Jisten grinned, for Rak’s joy was infectious in more ways than one to the Valer.

“But daddy is worried.”

“I suppose that I have had my fun,” Rak alowed. “Far be it for me to discomfit  the  king…  much.”  He  set  a  hand  on  Jisten’s  arm.  “Lead  the way,  Captain,”  he  said,  as  if  he  wasn’t  perfectly  capable  of  finding  the door himself.

Jisten  looked  very  military  and  proper  marching  back,  despite  the sodden uniform dripping runnels of water. Women and men alike admired the body outlined by the wet cloth, although Jisten was oblivious to their looks. Rak squelched along at his side, the silk clinging tightly to his own physique.  If  anything,  he  was  more  oblivious  than  the  captain  to  the evaluating eyes.

“We stil have a date to practice sword work, yes?” Jisten asked.

“Of course we do. Thank you for the reminder. Alow me to change, first? My clothing seems to have gotten wet.” The mystified tone to Rak’s voice caused Jisten to guffaw.

“Of course. I’l wait for you, and then we can stop by my quarters for my change, for it’s closer to the sale.”

“That is an excelent plan.” They left a trail of water on the floor al the way to Rak’s suite.



   


Jisten’s  practice  armor  had  seen  better  days.  The  leather  was  battered, but wel maintained. Fine lines of stitches closed too many cuts, and the many patches of newer leather sewn on to reinforce it gave the armor a mottled appearance. Jisten’s wooden practice sword was also older, but the finely grained golden oak glowed with the care it was given. Only a few nicks broke up the smooth line of the wood blade.

Rak buckled on his own leather practice armor, the black hide showing little  wear.  He  walked  to  the  other  side  of  the  practice  ring  holding practice wands of dense ironwood. A true swordsman, he had wooden practice wands for both his sabre and the short swords.

Once both men were ready, Hyal signaled the beginning of the bout.

Jisten  attacked  with  a  whirl  of  cuts  delivered  at  high  speed,  and  for  the first  few  moments  it  was  al  Rak  could  do  to  block  him.  Jisten  had  a longer arm, and used a longer blade, and he wasn’t above making ful use of that advantage.

Rak  sidestepped,  changing  the  line  of  attack,  breaking  the  pattern  of cut,  parry,  and  riposte.  Jisten  wrenched  out  of  the  way  right  before  the wooden  wands  passed  through  the  space  his  torso  had  occupied.  The captain lunged to take advantage of an opening in Rak’s guard. The priest brought one of the short swords up in time to deflect Jisten’s longer blade upwards and stepped inside the arc of the captain’s arm.

“Yield!”  Rak  caled,  the  wooden  point  of  the  second  short  sword pressed against Jisten’s abdomen.

Jisten cheerfuly yielded, the two men returned to their ends of the ring, and both looked at Hyal for the signal to resume.

Hyal  waited  until  the  two  men  looked  calm  and  prepared  before  he gave  the  signal.  As  the  practice  session  progressed,  Hyal  caled  out advice  to  the  fighters,  correcting  shoddy  footwork  and  drooping  guard positions. The two kept at it until they were both tired.

At the end of the session, they shook hands and thanked Hyal for his time.  Hyal  left  them  to  whatever  post-practice  rituals  they  had.  It  was getting late and his wife was the type to fret.

Rak sat down on a bench and began to clean his armor. Jisten settled next  to  him  in  companionable  silence.  Rak  enjoyed  the  scent  of  leather soap, and the quiet meditative aspect of tending to the armor, but once he started,  he  would  do  it  al.  He  started  sharpening  his  sabre  next.  The whetstone  was  slicker  than  he  expected,  and  his  hand  slipped.  Rak inspected his bleeding thumb, muttering about careless fools and blades.

Jisten nearly dropped his armor to press a rag to the thumb. “Stop the bleeding, stop the bleeding,” he intoned.

Rak hissed as the mineral oil infused in the rag made the cut burn. He jerked his hand away.

“S’Rak,  the  blood!”  Jisten  dropped  an  amulet  in  Rak’s  lap.  “Quick!

Staunch the blood and cover the wound!”

“What? Why?” Rak looked from his bloody thumb to Jisten. “And why did you drop that thing on me? I can feel the day magic of it.”

“To ward off the flies, S’Rak. Blood cals  them.  Didn’t  anyone  warn you?”

“And they cal  me crazy? It is just a little blood.” Rak roled his eyes.

“Flies, indeed. What is there to fear from flies?”

“I  suppose  the  name  is  misleading.  These  are  no  ordinary  flies,  but carnivorous  insects  that  can  drain  the  body  of  blood  in  a  matter  of seconds,” Jisten said

“Surely  you  jest.  Creatures  like  that  only  live  in  A’filozenoi,  not Koilatha.”

“Perhaps they belong there, but here they are, and here they stay and terrorize the Koilathans. Any Valer who becomes stranded in the city is given a crash course in flies,” Jisten said. “You should have been given the same course.”

“Flies!”  Rak  stil  oozed  with  disbelief.  “Even  night  wasps,  deadly  as they are, do not instil terror in an entire people! Insects are so close to mindless  that  even  I  have  trouble  contacting  them. You  fear  a  mindless creature  that  acts  on  instinct  alone?” A  night  flame  danced  along  Rak’s thumb, consuming the blood and healing the cut.

“One that consumes a deer in under three minutes, yes.” Jisten watched the night flame with interest. “I pray that you never run across them.”

Once his hand was healed, Rak used a silk handkerchief to remove the day magic amulet from his lap.

Jisten took the amulet. “Sorry about that. Reflex.”  He  stuffed  it  back into his pocket. He reached across Rak to put the oil away, and his rough braid  fel  across  Rak.  Irritated,  he  shoved  it  back.  “I  prefer  your  short hair. Much more utilitarian.”

“Practical,  as  wel,  in  a  desert.  But  half  your  problem  is  in  how  you braid it.” Rak fingered the braid. “Loose and coarsely woven, with little care. You appear to pay more attention to polishing your buttons than you do to your hair.”

“The buttons I  care about. They are on my  uniform,” Jisten said, as if that explained everything.

“Your hair is part of you, and you should have a care for it,” said Rak.

“What do your rules say?”

“Just  back,  off  most  of  the  colar.  It’s  not  important.  Not  like  your wings.” Jisten’s eyes gleamed with interest.

“My  wings?”  repeated  Rak  in  surprise.  The  indicated  appendages spread a little as if they knew they were being talked about.

Jisten studied the newly revealed patterns.”Amazing, those colors.” He looked more closely and got too close. The soft suede membrane of the near  wing  brushed  against  his  cheek.  He  leaned  back,  embarrassed.

“Please excuse me. I overstep my bounds.”

“Do not worry about it, captain.” Rak’s wings drew back in. They had spread further while Jisten had been looking.

“You  certainly  are  approachable  for  a  high  priest. Ylion  Forael  is  a good  and  likeable  man,  but  he  is  surrounded  by  acolytes,  junior  and senior priests. Sometimes I think that he doesn’t like it.”

“I managed to leave most of them at home. They were not happy about it, but I needed to travel fast.”

Jisten jumped to a more interesting topic. “That dry patch on your wing needs oiling.” He stroked the spot, expression dreamy. Then heat rushed to his face as he realized that he was touching the envoy. He stood up and started putting things away.

“Aı́,  it does,” replied Rak.  Remember, remember , he silently pleaded with  the  captain.  The  man’s  touch  invoked  the  memory  of  their lovemaking and his fires burned hotter. “They are a hassle to keep oiled.”

“Do you have enough oil? Or did your journey deplete your supply?”

“I would like some more sandalwood infused oil.”

“I’l get it.” Jisten’s eager words cut across Rak’s.

Rak set his cleaned armor on the stand so it could dry. “So, Captain, we discussed taverns earlier, do you remember?” Rak hoped that Jisten remembered a good deal more than the tavern discussion.

“Absolutely.  I  can  take  you  there,”  Jisten  hesitated  and  looked intimidated. “I mean, I could show you where it is. I don’t have to take you, take you.” Tiny beads of sweat reformed on the captain’s brow. “No taking! Sorry! I don’t know what demon sprite has my tongue! We’l go together  and  you  freely  choose  your  companionship!”  Jisten  rubbed  his brow with the oiling rag and left a smear of oil on his forehead.

“That is an easy choice to make,” muttered Rak. He dabbed at Jisten’s oil smear with a damp cloth.

Jisten roled his grey eyes to look up at his forehead. “Thank you. Do you want to go now?”

Rak cleaned the last speck of oil off Jisten and smiled at his sily roled-eye look. “I would not have asked were I not hungry.”

Jisten grinned back, “Yes, that’s true. I’m not thinking clearly. Let’s go.

It’s not a formal place. We’l be fine as we are. Not that you look bad!

No, you’re gorgeous! Wait, I mean you look fine.” Jisten started to sweat again. This time he rubbed his brow with his sleeve. “This way.”

Rak tucked his hand in the crook of Jisten’s elbow without thinking. “I am looking forward to seeing your tavern,” he said.

Once they left the sale, Jisten lowered his arm with a regretful look at Rak. “Not safe here.”

Rak tucked his hand into his sash. “I understand.” But his return look was just as regretful.




Chapter Thirteen: The Ful Pint

Dåftåra Atålio, Tålyssa Fångari

2nd day, 2nd week, Telyssa’s moon

The tavern was wel hidden, even though it was less than ten minutes walk from  the  palace  gates.  It  was  reachable  only  by  traversing  several  side streets  off  the  main  road.  The  traditional  sign  hung  out  front.  It  was supposed to be a graphic representation of the tavern’s name and this one displayed a painted glass of foaming ale.

“The Foaming Tankard?” Rak asked.

“The Ful Pint,” Jisten replied. “Not the half pint.”

Rak groaned at the joke. Jisten grinned at him as he opened the door, spiling  light  and  sound  onto  the  cobblestone  street.  The  common  room was  ful  of  highly  polished  red  oak  furniture  and  soldiers.  The  plastered wals were painted with frescoes of martial scenes. Here, cavalry charging in line. There, the defense of a castle. Men marching through the woods.

A melee of sword and spear. Each painting was done in a different style and Rak guessed that different hands had produced them. Perhaps it was a visual history of the Koilathan army.

The most unusual thing was the lack of smoke in the air. Lighting was provided by gas light, and there was not a single pipe in evidence. Even the  fire  laid  in  the  hearth  was  not  smoking  up  the  common  room.  Rak inhaled the clean odors of beeswax and mineral oil. Many of the off duty soldiers were sharpening their swords as they drank and socialized, and there were several obvious male couples scattered about.

The  soldiers  nearest  the  door  greeted  Jisten  happily  and  pounded  on his back. Jisten took their exuberant greeting in good grace and led Rak over  to  an  empty  table.  They  had  barely  sat  down  when  the  server,  a veteran with a peg leg, set two foaming glasses of ale on the table.

“My men are loyal, and they feel free here,” Jisten said.

“You have good men, but I see two different uniforms.”

“The guard and the army. The palace guard is drawn from the army. I hand pick them as best as possible, but the king’s brother, Virien, feels free to appoint men to my guard without my approval. I’l tel you which ones to be wary of.”

“And the king does nothing about that?” asked Rak. Jisten’s look was answer enough. “That is not good to hear, Captain.”

“I agree, but the king trusts his brother.” Jisten indicated the tavern. “If you are good at remembering faces, al these here are loyal.”

“Thank you,” said Rak as he scanned faces. He doubted he’d be able to  remember  a  single  one.  He  stretched  out  a  leg  so  it  brushed  against Jisten. Men came by their table with regularity and they al checked out Rak,  who  remained  polite  throughout  the  not-so-subtle  exams  and  near interrogations. At last the lieutenant walked over to the table.

“We care deeply for our captain,” said Kordri. “Anyone who thinks of betraying him would regret it.” His gaze on Rak was steady. The threat was implied, but there was no hostility in the officer’s eyes. Several other soldiers watched the exchange like hawks.

Jisten gasped. “Kordri! Please!”

Rak  smiled  at  Jisten’s  slip.  “He  is  a  good  man. You  are  fortunate  to have him.

“We know it. We would not lose him to a colar because someone had indiscreet lips.”

“Kordri! You know that I never…” Jisten’s face was scarlet.

“Yes, he  never.” The officer’s eyes were stone hard on Rak.

“I  am  nothing  if  not  discreet.  My  service  is  one  of  mysteries  and secrets, after al.” Rak met Kordri’s gaze with equanimity. He didn’t fear the wrath of Jisten’s second in command.

“Forgive  him.  He  presumes  too  much.”  Jisten’s  recovered  enough  to give the man his own hard look.

“Just making a point here, Captain. Not to you, to him.” Kordri jerked his head toward Rak.

Rak took pity on both of them. “There is nothing to forgive, Captain.

He is merely trying to protect you.”

“In a very embarrassing way!” Jisten protested, but the officer chuckled and moved on. “Realy, I apologize—”

Rak cut off the unnecessary apology. “You are very handsome. I find it hard to fathom how it is that you have not been snatched up.”

Jisten traced a carving in the table top. “Too many sexual escapades at the palace. Turns my stomach, I have a job and a duty.”

“Cap’n’s a pure sort, an’ we like him just as he is. Unless   he wants ta change,” said Sedrael.

“Honestly,  Sed!”  Jisten  kept  from  gasping,  but  his  tone  was  stil horrified. “Can’t a man get an ale around here?”

The  second  round  of  ale  came  and  Jisten  ordered  bread  and  stew.

Rak’s hand “accidentaly” brushed Jisten’s when the food was served. His sharp eyes noted that Jisten blushed, but he did not jerk away his hand.

He also noticed that the guards were keeping an eye on them. There was no  overt  hostility  but  the  concern  that  the  guards  had  for  Jisten  was palpable.

Rak sampled a spoonful. “A good stew. One of my favorites, and so hard to make in the field.”

Once  the  stew  was  a  memory,  Jisten  stretched  out  in  his  seat, somewhat  slumped  down,  and  one  of  his  legs  twined  with  Rak’s  as  he drank his third ale. Rak, matching him ale for ale, didn’t visibly react, but his hand idly stroked Jisten’s thigh under the table. The guards, ever alert, exchanged  glances  over  the  upswing  of  physical  intimacy.  They  didn’t want their captain taken advantage of if he became drunk. Rak stretched and his wings spread briefly. Jisten sighed in appreciation.

Someone  unknown  came  in  and  al  the  male  pairs  immediately  split apart.  Rak  made  sure  that  both  of  his  hands  were  visible.  One  of  the guards said, “Captain!”

As  if  in  response  to  the  guard,  Jisten  stood  and  walked  over  to  the stranger. “Slavers aren’t welcome here,” he said.

Rak hissed and stood with a hand on his sword hilt.  Slaver?

The stranger said, “Nothing to fear if nothing is going on. Just want an ale. And  a  sword  can’t  stop  a  legitimate  colar.  I  have  the  law  on  my side.”

Rak advanced to stand beside Jisten and drew his sabre. “Leave, now.

Or die for the violation of the Lord of Night’s Laws.”

If  Jisten  was  surprised,  he  hid  it  wel,  and  told  the  slaver,  “He’s  a foreign  emissary.  High  priest  of  Zotien.  He’s  under  my  protection. You are not.” Jisten smiled grimly. “Officialy speaking, that is.”

The slaver raised his hands in defeat. “Now, now.”

“The ale here tastes terrible. I suggest that you leave,” Jisten said. His men nodded agreement. None had drawn swords like Rak, but they were poised.

“No man nor woman shal be bound unwiling, slaver. That is Zotien’s Law,”  Rak  intoned.  When  the  stranger  sized  him  up,  Rak  puled  up  a sleeve and displayed the sword master’s tattoo.

“I suggest that you look at this entire tavern. None wish you here. Your look is most offensive, agreed men?” Jisten asked. A rousing agreement was  given  from  the  soldiers.  The  slaver  looked  at  them  with  narrowed eyes but turned and left.

Jisten commanded Kordri. “Folow him, find where he goes, where he is staying.”

“I should have kiled him,” said Rak as he sheathed his sword. “Had this been my land, I would have.”

“I  doubt  anyone  would  have  seen  anything,”  Jisten  mused  and  there was murmured agreement from the men. “I’l have his picture circulated among the barracks by tomorrow. He’l catch none of mine.”

Rak felt obligated to say, “He was probably hunting me.”

“Why you?” Jisten asked.

“Because of my past,” Rak said.

Jisten  looked  at  his  men  and  several  nodded.  “They’l  provide protection.  My  men  understand,  but  this  does  make  things  a  bit  more difficult for you.” It was a harsh reminder to him what the envoy faced if caught—a colar, and not even the king could or would save him.

Rak  sat  back  down  and  played  with  a  dagger.  He  talked companionably  with  Jisten  while  they  drank.  Jisten  relaxed  again,  letting his leg twine with Rak’s once more.

A  minstrel  started  playing.  Rak,  half  drunk  now,  sang  along,  and proved that he knew the lyrics to almost al the dirty drinking songs, much to the amusement of the guards. He also had an excelent singing voice.

Jisten  listened  to  Rak  sing  and  just  when  his  look  grew  dreamy,  a messenger  came  in,  looked  around  the  tavern  and  made  a  beeline  for Jisten. “It’s the prince, sir.”

Jisten  shot  out  of  his  seat.  “Let’s  go.  Tel  me  on  our  way.”  Jisten bustled  out  with  the  messenger,  and  Rak  considered  folowing.  Jethain was his brother, after al. But he decided to remain, because the number of male couples in this tavern meant that there was a chance that someone here could help him. And he needed help.

“Cap’n’s  free  ta  choose,  but  we  keep  an  eye  out  for  him,”  Sedrael spoke  openly  now  that  Jisten  was  gone.  “An’  he’s  been  recaled.

Somethin’ bout th’ prince. How’re ya?”

“I  can  make  it  back,”  said  Rak,  hoping  that  his  trembling  wasn’t obvious. He didn’t want these men to think him a coward, or weak.

“Ya seem interestin’,” Sedrael’s gaze was appraising and Rak sat up a little straighter, wings refurling restlessly. “I know what you need,” Sedrael told him in perfect, unaccented Zafirin, master to slave tense. “I’ve seen this before.” Rak stared in speechless surprise, and Sedrael shrugged. “I like the Captain and what happens between us stays that way. If he wants more  of  you,  I  won’t  stand  in  the  way.  If  he  doesn’t,  wel,  you  know where this tavern is and I’l meet you here.”

Very quietly, in the same language, but in the slave to master tense, Rak asked, “Are you offering?”

“Seeing  how  you  were  wiling  to  kil  that  slaver,  yes.  Man’s  gotta  be careful. Cap’n protects us best he can.” Sed slipped back into Koilathan before the other guards noticed the lingual shift.

“Ai,  I can see that he does. A good man, your Captain. Where?” Rak trembled in anticipation, his fires surging through him.

“Hidden  bedrooms,”  said  Sedrael.  “No  slaver  ken  find  em.  Not  that they  get  far  past  th’  front  door.  Other  places,  much  danger.  Ya un’erstand?”

“Ahh. What a wonderful tavern. I do understand.”

“These men, trusted.” Sedrael nodded to the other men present, then warned, “Other guards, not.”

“Ai,” whispered Rak, appreciating the man’s rough honesty.

Sedrael puled Rak close, his hand squeezing Rak’s firm buttock. Rak could  feel  his  groin  tightening  as  he  pressed  himself  against  the  guard, enjoying the feel of the large, muscular man. Just what he needed. Sedrael took him to one of the private rooms he’d mentioned, and once the door was latched, he undressed Rak slowly, hands stroking each newly bared section of Rak’s body before moving on.

The  sensation  of  the  guard’s  large  hands  caressing  him  made  Rak shiver with excitement. Sedrael felt Rak al over, and while his touch was gentle, it stil felt like an inspection. The man stroked his wings, caressed his  shoulders,  and  rubbed  his  hardened,  pierced  nipples.  Rak  bit  off  a moan when Sedrael tweaked the nipple rings before caressing his ribs and six-pack abs.

At  last  Sedrael  unfastened  Rak’s  pants,  alowing  them  to  drop.  The wrap folowed a moment later and Rak gasped as the guard fondled his genitals,  first  gripping  his  shaft,  then  cupping  Rak’s  bals  in  his  hands.

Sedrael’s fingers spread out over Rak’s inner thighs and the base of his manhood, and Rak flushed in belated understanding.

“I knew you’d been a slave because I could see your fires,” Sedrael told him, switching back to Zafirin, “but I hadn’t realized that you were a sex slave.”

Most  slaves  were  given  the  slave  fire  potion.  It  made  them  burn  and beg their masters for sex. It was another way to humiliate them and keep them under control. Gladiators received it because the increase in libido also  increased  their  aggression  in  the  arena.  Sex  slaves,  however,  were given additional, much more expensive, potions. Their saliva had magical properties  of  lubrication,  stimulation,  and  gave  staying  power  to  their masters. Their tongues elongated to reach farther inside their masters, and they could control their internal sex tunnel muscles. Sex slaves always had their  body  hair  completely  removed,  and  were  extensively  trained  in  al sexual techniques.

“Does that bother you?” Rak managed between little gasps elicited by the large hand roling his bals about. He widened his stance a little more to give that hand al the access it wanted and was rewarded with a gentle squeeze.

“No, not bother.” Sedrael chuckled. “Far from bother. I’ve never got to have one of you before.” His hand moved back to Rak’s pole and he started to stroke it. His other hand slid down Rak’s back and squeezed the priest’s buttock again. “Do you want me?” he asked and he rubbed a finger across Rak’s opening.

“Ai,” Rak gasped. The finger inserted itself into him and he moaned in response.  The  finger  wiggled  up  past  the  first  knuckle,  then  the  second knuckle.

“Do you like this?” asked Sedrael. When Rak gasped an affirmative, a second finger joined the first. The two fingers twiddled about, stretching and  stimulating  him.  Sedrael  squeezed  Rak’s  bals  again  to  refocus  the priest’s attention on him. The hands withdrew and Rak whimpered.

Sedrael  pushed  on  Rak’s  shoulders.  “Down.  Kneel  before  me,”  he commanded. Rak went to his knees before the guard, his knees spreading out to display himself to the man’s gaze. Sedrael chuckled. “Remove my boots.” He sat down and Rak puled off the left boot. Without being told to do so, Rak began to wash Sedrael’s bared foot with his tongue. Rak sucked on his toes and thoroughly kissed and licked the entire foot until no trace of salt or sweat remained. Then Rak did the same thing to the right foot.

Once Rak was working on his right foot, Sedrael used the left one to play with Rak’s dangling bals and erect shaft. When Rak started rubbing himself  against  Sedrael’s  foot,  though,  the  guard  pressed  Rak’s  shaft  to the  floor  in  gentle  warning.  Sedrael  was  in  charge  here,  not  Rak.  Rak understood this, for he made no effort to free his trapped manhood as he licked  Sedrael’s  other  foot,  peeking  up  at  the  man  in  a  pleasingly submissive manner.

Sedrael  grunted  in  satisfaction  and  reached  down  to  play  with  Rak’s ringed nipples again. He pinched them and twisted  them  until  they  were hardened,  crinkled  knots.  A  droplet  of  white  fluid  appeared  on  each nipple  and  Sedrael  paused  in  surprise.  The  guard  had  heard  that  it  was possible to make a male slave lactate, another expensive potion, but this was the first time he’d seen it. He put the drop on his finger and raised it to his lips, tasting Rak’s sweet milk.

With both feet clean, Rak knelt before Sedrael in stil silence, his widely spread  thighs  forming  footrests  for  the  man.  Sedrael  adjusted  his  pants, freeing his erection and his jewels. “Pleasure me with your mouth,” he said hoarsely. Rak leaned forward and began to kiss and lick Sedrael in a very pleasing  manner.  The  guard  stroked  Rak’s  short  hair,  sighing  in satisfaction. “This is my favorite Riverlands tradition,” he remarked.

Rak  slowly  licked  the  sweat  off  Sedrael’s  bals,  then  took  the  man’s sac  into  his  mouth  and  sucked  gently.  The  guard’s  erection  grew  even larger at that, so Rak switched to it, kissing and licking the shaft’s length before he wrapped his lips around the large head. He sucked and tongued the head until Sedrael’s hips began to thrust, then Rak alowed the entire member into his mouth, deep throating the guard.

Rak’s tongue continued to massage the shaft as he bobbed his head up and down. He sucked the guard’s manhood, trying to keep the man on the  cusp  of  orgasm,  until  Sedrael  gripped  his  head  and  took  control, thrusting  into  Rak’s  mouth  urgently.  Sedrael  abruptly  backed  out  and when Rak opened his mouth wide, he pumped his seed into the priest’s waiting  mouth.  Rak  roled  the  gift  on  his  tongue  before  swalowing,  and then he said, “Thank you.”

Sedrael  was  pleased  that  Rak  thanked  him.  It  meant  the  priest  was deep into his submission now, accepting the lack of control and desiring to be dominated. Many users thought that the slave fires meant the recipient just needed sex, but Sedrael knew better. There was also a deeper, more subtle,  need  to  submit.  A  trained  sex  slave  wanted  to  submit  and  be dominated.

He tugged on Rak’s nipple rings until the priest stood before him, his manhood  stil  erect  and  beautiful.  Sedrael  remained  seated  and  puled Rak’s body closer. He gently bit one of Rak’s nipples before he started sucking on it. Rak’s back arched, causing his wings to spread, as the milk started to flow. The priest gasped when Sedrael swalowed the mouthful and kept sucking.

The guard used the hand that wasn’t holding Rak in place to stroke the smaler man’s manhood, fondle his bals, and finger his opening. Rak was squirming in moments as the tormenting hand seemed to be everywhere down  there,  stimulating  him  further.  Sedrael  puled  off  the  nipple  and ordered, “Stand!”

Rak froze in place, gasping a little, and trembling, but obedient to his user’s wil. Sedrael returned to his tasty treat, his free hand now stroking Rak’s  wings  and  thighs.  When  the  flow  of  milk  faltered,  then  stopped, Sedrael  puled  off  slowly.  He  inserted  his  middle  finger  into  Rak’s  rear and wiggled it. Rak moaned. “Please use me,” said the priest.

“When  I’m  ready,”  replied  Sedrael.  The  guard  fastened  his  lips  on Rak’s other nipple and began to suck again. Meanwhile, that finger was joined by another, and the two fingers began to pump in and out of Rak.

The  priest  moaned  again  as  his  body  responded  to  the  fingers,  his  hips rotating as he ground himself against Sedrael’s hand.

Sedrael picked Rak up and carried him to the bed. He began to stroke and kiss Rak al over, bringing the priest to a fever pitch in a short time.

Then Sedrael climbed onto the bed, kneeling between Rak’s legs, which he  lifted  to  rest  on  his  shoulders.  He  stroked  Rak’s  manhood  as  he pushed himself into Rak ever so slowly.

Rak gasped, and moaned, and tried to push down in an effort to get Sedrael in him faster, but the guard refused to let Rak take control of the pace. He took his time sheathing himself in Rak, enjoying Rak’s squirming body. Sedrael continued to fondle Rak as he penetrated, which was why he’d chosen this position.

Once the priest was fuly impaled on his manhood, Sedrael turned on the power. He rode Rak hard and fast and deep, grunting in time to Rak’s sweet submissive noises. He yanked on Rak’s member with every thrust and  was  rewarded  with  Rak’s  orgasm  long  before  he  was  near completion himself.

Sedrael  wasn’t  bothered.  Sex  slaves  were  reknowned  for  their mutiorgasmic abilities. He puled out and roled Rak over, then drew the priest up to his hands and knees. Sedrael repositioned himself and slowly thrust back into Rak.

He began to pound Rak again, enjoying the way his bals slapped the priest with each thrust. Then there were Rak’s magnificent wings, which spread and then flapped about him in a visual and tactile display that left him  half  stunned.  Sedrael  hoped  that  Jisten  the  Pure  never  hooked  up with the dark priest. He wanted more of this one.

Later, once the dark priest had returned to the palace, Sedrael told his friends about the experience. He meant no malice towards Rak, quite the opposite.  He  told  the  guards  about  Rak’s  tattoos,  and  his  hairlessness, and about the incredible gift of pleasure Rak had granted him.




Chapter Fourteen: Dinner with the Court

Jethain slowly walked down the halway. It had been close enough to the day  and  night  Rak  had  demanded.  He  would  show  his  father  and  the nobles  that  he  was  fine.  He  was  wel  used  to  proving  himself  over  and over. But, his gut realy did hurt. Hadn’t the priests healed him? He kept one hand on the wal.

Marea  squealed  when  he  entered  the  room.  She  rushed  over  to  him and hugged him tightly.

Jethain  didn’t  scream,  but  exclaimed,  “Cousin,  please!”  He  always emphasized their family relationship to decrease her suitability as a consort in the eyes of the nobles. First cousins were closer than they preferred.

Marea  waved  over  her  ladies  to  join  her  in  hugging  the  prince  but Jethain extracted himself and retreated to the high table.

“Realy, Jethain. You shouldn’t be so quick to abandon the attentions of such lovely ladies,” said Owain.

Kazia  waved  excitedly  at  him.  “Oh  Jethain!  I  heard  that  you  were  a walking corpse! Isn’t that sily!”

“I  wouldn’t  know,”  said  Jethain.  “I  don’t  remember  a  thing.  One moment, I was fighting, and then I was waking up in the great hal. It was very  odd.”  He  sat  down  with  her.  She  might  be  a  vapid  twit,  but  she wasn’t malicious and she was Jisten’s friend.

“So you don’t remember walking the spirit path? Or being sucked into the House of Night and tortured? I was realy upset by that one!” Kazia’s big blue eyes filed with tears and her balding husband patted her hand.

“I don’t think my brother would alow that,” said Jethain easily.

“Oh! So he was with you?” Kazia wiped her tears and looked happy again. “What did you do in the House of Night?”

“I slept.”

“If he’s realy Jethain,” Lady Soansa, once pretty but now grown old and bitter, sniffed. “Probably a demon in his body now.”

“Jisten  told  me  that  Araken  hardly  left  my  side,  and  did  half  the healing.”

“Demon heals demon,” Lady Tyona said.

Kazia said haughtily, “He is the same Jethain. I can see his eyes and I know.”

Soansa and Tyona snickered at Kazia.

Jethain  sighed.  Then  he  brightened  and  turned  to  the  two  ladies.  “If Araken is a demon, then by the Gods, he is  my demon.”

Soansa  and  Tyona  stopped  snickering.  They  shrunk  against  their husbands a little. Kazia’s lower lip trembled with worry, so Jethain patted her arm. “Don’t worry. He’s a nice demon.” He got up and returned to the high table.

Kazia laughed happily. “Such a funny prince. I do so like him!” She ate, unperturbed by Soansa’s fierce looks or the fear of the other ladies.

Jethain made it halfway when the pain made him stop.

“Jethain, I know you want to visit with everyone, but come sit down,”

Owain said.

The  prince  straightened  up,  and  that  was  that.  He  went  down  hard.

Kazia flew out of her seat with a wail, fel to her knees with another wail, and  cradled  Jethain’s  head  in  her  lap,  stil  wailing.  Soansa  and  Tyona exchanged triumphant looks. Fentri sent one page for Jisten and another for the dark priest.

Murson  stood,  resplendent  in  his  finest  robes  and  said,  “As  Forael’s representative, I think the prince is in need of purification.”

Owain  walked  over  to  Jethain  and  knelt  down.  He  brushed  back Jethain’s hair and said, “He’s been in bed for three days. Take him back to his rooms. Crown Prince Araken wil be here soon, he wil take charge.

Carry  on,  Senior,  take  Jethain  to  his  rooms  and  see  him  healed,  by  the grace of the light.”

“At once, Your Majesty.” Murson bowed. He turned to the pretty little scene  on  the  floor.  “Do  be  quiet,”  Murson  snapped  at  Kazia.  “You’d awaken a deaf man with that caterwauling.”

Kazia gaped at him, mouth working, but no sound coming out.

“Miraculous,” muttered Lord Kezil.

“The fool had to have dinner, didn’t he?” Murson said. “Wel, someone bring him to his rooms.” He snapped his fingers at the nearby guards.

Owain was reassuring the queen, “It’s nothing, my dear.” He held her back with wel practiced hands.

Hueltar scooped up the prince with no particular care. Thaxor grabbed his dangling feet.

“Extremely minor,” Murson agreed. “Hardly worth the fuss. Continue dinner. I’l have the prince as bright as the sun in no time.”

“See?” said Owain to the queen who was now flailing about. “Senior Murson  knows  what  he’s  about.  You  just  let  him  do  his  duty.”  He beamed at Murson.

Murson inclined his head politely to the king and swept out. Jethain was carried in his wake. Since nobody was about to see them, he put on no kind of show as he led the way to the royal wing and then to the prince’s suite.

“Strip him,” Murson ordered the second the door was closed.

Avontos and Nithios helped the two brutes undress the prince. Thaxor leered down.

“Look at where the dark one left his mark,” Murson said with disdain.

He flicked several sutures loose.

Avontos  used  his  blessed  dagger  to  remove  a  few  that  he  found offensive. “How dare the evil one profane the body of our prince.”

“Yes,  he’s  probably  cursed  him  as  wel.  I’m  sure  he  made  his  poor brother sterile al these years. Do bless his manhood Avontos, you should know  the  proper  hand  motions  by  now.  Nithios,  prepare  the  purging wine. We must cleanse the prince inside and out.”

Avontos nodded. “Yes, sir.” He began to fondle the prince as Nithios concentrated on making the wine, muttering the steps to himself.

“He’l mess up and have ta start over,” Thaxor said to Heultar, pointing at Nithios. “Always does.”

“Are  you  going  to  purify  his  body  with  your  manhood,  sir?”  asked Avontos, wondering if he needed to prepare the prince’s opening.

“No time, unfortunately,” Murson said.

Avontos nodded and continued to jack the prince off. “Do you want his seed added to the medicine?”

“Ya gots plenty o’ time, yer lightness!” Hueltar said. “We ken guard tha door!”

“Absolutely,” Murson said to Avontos. “Nithios, you forgot again!”

“I was busy!” Nithios wailed. “I can’t harvest the seed and mix!”

Avontos carefuly caught Jethain’s ejaculate in a cup and handed it to Nithios. Then he spread oil on Jethain’s rear, just in case. Nithios spiled the cup and Murson sighed heavily.

Avontos started again. “Sir, perhaps you should purify him now. It wil make the harvesting go faster, too.”

“Light  save  me  from  bumbling.  Now  I’l  have  to  enter  the  prince  in order for more,” the senior priest said, greatly put upon.

Thaxor and Hueltar nudged each other. “Gotsta purify both ends, yer lightness,” Thaxor said. He remembered the theology that he wanted.

Murson said, “That is true. Make sure nobody disturbs us.”

Jethain moaned and tried to withdraw when Murson jammed into him.

“Hold him,” Murson ordered.

Avontos  clung  to  Jethain’s  leg,  his  other  hand  stil  busy  stroking  the prince. Hueltar spread tightened buttocks apart. Nithios took the other leg and watched with an open mouth and a stupid expression.

“Don’t spil it this time,” Murson ordered. “Or we’l harvest from  you.”

Murson  chanted  as  he  used  Jethain.  Avontos  started  to  sing  along, rubbing himself on Jethain’s thigh. Nithios was too stupid to be stimulated.

Jethain  writhed  in  pain.  Eyes  closed,  his  head  tossed  side  to  side.  He mumbled Jisten’s name, which made Thaxor and Hueltar smirk.

“Knew he were doin’ tha capt’n,” Thaxor said.

“Yeah, why he’s sterile. Too busy wit’ the capt’n to have anything left over for the ladies,” Hueltar said.

“Purify his body and make him a vessel for Auranz,” crowed Avontos.

Jethain’s thrashes pleased Murson.

“Cast out the demons within him!” cheered Nithios.

Avontos  expertly  caught  Jethain’s  second  load  into  the  cup.  “Shal  I, sir?”

“Yes, finish off the potion. Now to purge him from the other end.”

Avontos  poured  the  seed  into  the  wine  and  mixed  it.  He  brought  it back over to Murson as the priest shuddered in climax. “To the light with you,” Murson said as he puled out.

Hueltar whispered to Thaxor, “I’d give a week’s wages to do that to the prince.”

“I’d rather the capt’n.”

“Flip the prince on his side,” Murson ordered.

“The capt’n’s nothing,” said Hueltar, “just the prince’s dog. But to have his highness spread before me, impaled on my manhood? That’d be worth somethin’ to me.”

The two young sun priests flipped Jethain onto his side.

“But the capt’n’s the one who drummed us out,” Thaxor said. “Gotta payback.”

“The capt’n drummed us out on his orders.” Hueltar said.”And he’s the one who turned the capt’n into a sex hater with his high ‘n lofty talk of slavery bein’ evil!”

The two continued their debate on which man they would rather rape while Murson threw back the prince’s head. Again, Jethain moaned and twisted with the violence done to his wounded stomach. Avontos helped Murson force the leather tube down. Neither seemed to care if it ended up in a lung instead.

Jethain spasmed at the tube, both from the entry and from the pain it caused him. Murson chanted as he poured the liquid down. Nithios found himself between Jethain’s legs. He wondered if he  was  supposed  to  do anything. He played with the prince’s bals as he thought about it. Hueltar snickered,  nudged  Thaxor,  and  pointed  to  Nithios.  They  watched, wondering if Nithios would think of anything. Nithios stopped playing with Jethain to scratch himself.

Avontos  was  holding  the  tube  in  Jethain’s  mouth.  “How  long  until  he vomits, sir?”

“Only a minute or so. Remove the tube and get out of the way. Nithios, get the vomit basin.”

Avontos puled the tube and leapt to the side. Nithios brought the basin over. Bile and blood came up.

Nithios  patted  Jethain’s  bare  shoulder.  “There,  there.  See?  We’re helping you.”

“Avontos, the shielded blessed blood basin,” Murson ordered.

Avontos brought it over. “Are you going to use the sacred dagger, sir?”

“Yes, and watch closely this time. You do not want to sever the artery, only nick it,” Murson said.

Avontos  watched  very  closely.  “I  see,  sir.  Thank  you  for  instructing me.” He held Jethain’s arm as the blood pumped out.

When the prince stopped moaning and twitching, Murson said. “That’s enough for now. See how much better he is?”

“Yes,” said Avontos, smiling. The prince was laying there quietly like a good patient now.

“Pack everything up,” Murson said. “Don’t leave a single thing out of place. That way the king can check on the prince and see what excelent healers he has.”




Chapter Fifteen: Consequences

“Captain  Jisten,”  said  Owain  a  few  minutes  later.  “Took  you  long enough.”

“Sire, I beg your pardon. Please, what’s happened to the prince?”

“He colapsed. Where is Araken? Forael is stil abed, I hear.”

“Your son is also is recuperating from nursing the prince,” Jisten said with al loyalty. “May I go to the prince?”

“First  retrieve Araken.  He  should  be  in  the  palace.  He  should  have attended dinner,” Owain said.

“Yes, Sire,” Jisten said.  One frantic ride back to the tavern. Thank the dawn it’s so close to the palace. 

“The prince wil be in his bed. Where he should have been this morning, but  was  not.”  Owain  smiled  a  little.  “Clever  of  Araken,  realy.  Wel played.”

“He truly deserves his position as high priest,” Jisten said with fervor.

“Inteligent,  devoted,  and  self-sacrificing.”  He  motioned  to  a  guard  and told him to have a fresh horse sent around.

“He  would  make  an  even  better  king,”  said  Owain.  Then  the  king swept off.

Rak was riding up to the stable as Jisten came out. Rak looked a lot perkier and happier than he had earlier. Jisten accosted him. “The prince was at dinner and he colapsed! Please, come with me.”

Rak slid off Vyld. “Show me.” The avtappi ambled into the stable on his own. The squeals of panicking horses marked his passage.

Jisten  ran  and  Rak  tried  to  keep  up.  The  captain  slowed.  “Sorry.  I forget my own speed sometimes.” He matched his pace to Rak’s, only a little  slower  than  he  had  been.  “I  don’t  know  what  to  expect,”  he  told Rak. “The messenger was terse and the king didn’t see fit to tel me what happened.”

“I can guess what happened,” said Rak. “He waited for us to leave and went to dinner. It never occurred to him that I had ordered him to remain in bed for a reason.”

“He’s obsessed with showing strength,” Jisten said.

“Ai,  he is a typical man. Al brawn and less sense in  his head than in his horse’s.”

“He was goaded into this foolish display,” Jisten said. “Can you blame him? After what the king has said to him?”

Rak sighed and looked up at Jisten. “I am a bad patient myself. I even sympathize with his troubles. The king is overbearing at the best of times.

But it annoys me that the moment we let up our watch on him, he does this.”

Jisten frowned at the lack of guards on Jethain’s door. He entered and made  straight  for  Jethain’s  bedroom.  Rak  summoned  a  pair  of  death hounds which padded in his wake.

Rak  flipped  the  sheets  down  and  frowned.  “He  has  puled  half  his sutures with his il-advised expedition.” He palpated Jethain’s gut and the prince made no movement. “There is a hematoma.” He put Jisten’s hand on the hard lump.

Jisten felt the extent of the hard lump carefuly. “Can you heal it? With night flames?”

“Ix.  Night flames cannot heal something that deep.”

“And  Forael  is  stil  abed.”  Jisten  gently  explored  the  limits  of  the  gut while Rak continued his inspection.

“Leeches  can  draw  it  out,”  said  Rak  dubiously.  “Or  we  can  hold pressure on it and hope that his body reabsorbs it.”

“The king said that you would decide what to do with Jethain, and if you  decide  that  he  needs  a  sun  priest,  I  wil  fetch  either  Dethrian  or Photas.”

“Yes,  I  did  decide  that,”  Rak  agreed.  “Wil  you  retrieve  Senior Dethrian? I wil wait here for you both.” He pressed his hand against the lump and leaned into it.



   


“I stil think that the prince should be in the infirmary at the Sun Temple,”

Dethrian was teling the captain as they entered. Jisten had a hunted look about him.

“I cannot guard him half as wel there as I can here,” replied Rak.

Dethrian palpated the hematoma once Rak removed his hands. “Yet he has come to harm here.” His tone was concerned, not condemning.

“An  error  on  my  part  that  wil  not  occur  again,  I  assure  you.”  Rak’s smile was grim.

Dethrian continued his gentle but thorough exam of the prince. “These sutures have puled out and there’s a hematoma.”

“He  is  exactly  as  we  found  him.  When  I  left  this  afternoon,  he  was conscious, dressed, and the sutures were intact.”

“Now, please shield your eyes or perhaps leave the room. I shal heal the hematoma and the wound that caused it.” Dethrian chanted, caling his power.

The  golden  light  stil  blasted  through  Rak’s  eyelids,  as  tight  as  he squeezed  them.  “I  have  finished,”  Dethrian  said.  “Would  you  care  to examine  my  work?”  He  did  just  that  himself,  palpating  the  prince’s abdomen  as  he  nattered  on,  not  waiting  for  reply,  “We  are  unused  to healing  injuries  this  severe.  There  are  no  battles  in  Karpos  City;  and someone  who  is  mortaly  wounded  always  dies  before  they  reach  us.

Even  a  battlefield  healer  couldn’t  heal  injuries  like  Jethain  suffered sufficiently for transport. Wel, there is no more for me to do here. I am less passionate than our Ylion and prefer not to heal until I pass out. I’l check on him tomorrow morning. Keep him safe and calm. Clear broth in the morning after I examine him. Healed guts wake up slowly.”

Rak assessed the prince and said, “I wil repair these sutures.”

Jisten  nodded,  “Yes,  senior  healer.  S’Rak  and  I  wil  both  be  here  to watch over the prince and enforce your recommendations.”

Rak sat on the stool and replaced the broken sutures with Jisten as his able assistant.



   


Harday, the 32nd of Evphormon

The covered wagon creaked as it turned off the clay of the river road onto an overgrown track that wove through dense brush. Trees enveloped the wagon from view and Hasaviz watched the dirt track carefuly, looking for the marker stone. He didn’t want to drive past that marker. He liked living as much as he liked his soul.

As he often did when making this run, Hasaviz reassessed why he was here, why he had agreed to this dark, dangerous plan. From the safety of his  office,  it  made  perfect  sense.  They  were  making  a  lot  of  money snatching pretty young girls and seling them to the Riverlands. Magic saw to it that the girls weren’t missed, clouding the memories of those who’d known them. In exchange, al they had to do was provide a tithe to the chaos temple.

The problem with the plan,   Hasaviz  told  himself,  is  the  delivery  of the  tithe.   That’s  why  he  was  sweating  on  the  hard  wooden  seat  of  a wagon,  creaking  towards  the  last  place  in  the  world  he  wanted  to approach.  He  saw  the  marker  and  the  smal  clear  section  before  it.  He sighed in relief and puled the wagon into its parking place.

Hasaviz wiped his brow with a soft cloth and readjusted his floppy hat.

The chaos priests would arrive when they chose. Once, the slave master had  waited  the  entire  day  before  a  priest  had  shown.  There  wasn’t anything Hasaviz could do in response to that insult. But today, there was no wait at al. He’d barely puled the cart horse up when a chaos priest stepped out of the shadowy trees.

Hasaviz got off the wagon on the side away from the priest and went to the  back.  He  dropped  the  tailgate  to  form  a  ramp  and  climbed  into  the wagon  bed.  He  led  a  short  slave  coffle  out  of  the  wagon.  There  were three older females and a shambling, vacant-eyed eunuch.

The  chaos  priest  inspected  each.  Then  he  turned  to  Hasaviz.  “This offering is an insult.”

Hasaviz swalowed down panic, his heart hammering in his chest. “I am only the messenger, mighty one. Lord Virien makes the decisions on the disposition of the stock.”



   


Virien froze at the ice cold touch on the back of his neck. He was alone in his  office.  Or  he  had  been.  The  normaly  sunny  space  was  dim,  the temperature had plummeted, and there was an acrid flavor to the air. He took a deep, shuddering breath and coughed as it scorched his throat. His expeled breath puffed out, frosty white. “What do you want?” he asked the unseen presence.

“We  are  displeased,”  hissed  a  cold  male  voice.  “The  quality  of  the offerings you have made wil not do. You must do better.”

“Forgive  me,”  said  Virien,  trying  not  to  tremble.  He  knew  the  other could sense his fear. “I wil look into matters. You have my word.”

“You  wil  fix  matters,”  agreed  the  other.  No  threats  were  made  for none were needed. “Tel us what progress has been made in bringing the demon priest to heel.”

Virien’s  brow  sprouted  sweat.  “There’s  a  control  spel.”  The  priest’s gaze bored into him. He mopped his brow and expanded on his answer.

“King Narvain’s control spel has been reactivated via blood magic. I’ve used the dark one myself.”

“Used him?” The chaos priest oozed amusement. “A sex slave, is it?”

“He begs, he licks and sucks. Hasaviz and I have used both his holes.

A trained sex slave.”

“Marvelous. See that the slave doesn’t get above himself.” The other’s voice switched from amused to harsh in an instant. “He and his brethren are our sworn enemies. He wil interfere with our plans if he can. Control him, use him, but do not kil him. We cannot risk alerting his God to our presence. Not yet.”

“Yes, your mightiness.” Virien bobbed a nervous bow. “He wil not get in our way.”

“See that he does not,” the other commanded. The icy touch withdrew, and  warmth  and  light  flooded  the  room.  Virien  sat  there  and  shook  for several minutes. He hated it when the senior chaos priest visited. That man was the only living thing he feared.
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