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Chapter Five.


Drew is quiet for another moment before he begins speaking again. “I thought I was prepared, but now I don't know. It feels like all of that mental contemplation and acceptance is fading now. I don't know how to get back. Not after seeing them cry.”

Aldan nods. “That's the risk with life. Love hurts. Caring hurts. They care for you, and as much as they can in so short a time, they love you. For whom you are and for the happiness you give them, that you give me.” He sighs. “I wouldn't trade any of this. If I had to relive it exactly the same, I would. Because the joy and love far, FAR outweigh the sorrow. You're my Drew. If I could trade places with you and give you more time, I would. But I'll cherish every moment we've had. So will they.”

Drew takes his hand as they walk down the streets at night. They're not vacant, but much less busy than they were before. After a while, he's able to finally give him a simple, “Thank you”, and then the unconscious response his heart throws out to his husband, “I love you. I always will. This life and the next.” He stands up closer to him but let’s go when he sees the prison come into view. “Home, sweet, home... How are you feeling?”

Aldan stops and faces Drew. Like I'm on the last page of the book of my life. He cups Drew's face in his hands and leans to kiss him. There, in front of the prison, as men and women pass them by, Aldan locks his lips with Drew's and kisses him. Hard and long, heedless of any who may see. He pours everything into this kiss. Everything that he's ever felt for Drew, ever will. He breaks the kiss after a few minutes, smiling at Drew.

He whispers, “I am going to fuck you tonight so well, so deep, so passionately that stone of your cell walls and the iron of your cell door will cum as well.”

Drew blushes, licks his lips, and tightens the grip on his hand. “You're going to get all of the other criminals yelling and pleasing themselves to us. We have to careful, you know.” Under his fundoshi his erection tries to fight through the fabric but fails to do so. “I'm so hard now.”

Aldan grins wickedly. “Shall I fuck you here and now? In the middle of the street?” He's standing so close to Drew. The young demon can smell him. Sweat and desire, a residual scent from the morning's after shaving balm. Aldan warmth radiates to Drew, his breath, hot and smelling of the best of tobacco and coffee, washed over Drew's face. He reaches around, squeezing Drew's ass cheek. “I want you.”

Drew humps him in the middle of the street, breathing heavily to his neck, then kisses him lightly. Their cocks are grinding into each other. “As soon at that cell door is closed, I want you pulling my clothes off. Understand?” His left-hand slides down from his chest to his pants, squeezing his cock. “Yes?”

Aldan nods. “Perfectly, my love. It shall be done.” He kisses Drew again, a little more roughly than earlier. When they break, he winks, pulling a small phial from his pouch. He swallows the contents in one gulp. “Let's get into that cell.”

Drew takes the phial from his hands, taking a big gulp from it before he hands it back. As they continue to walk closer up to the front of the prison, he adjusts his hair and clothes, trying to fake a depressing look on his face in case the other guards get any ideas.

As they approach the main entrance, one of the two guards on duty outside the doorway smirks as the two pass them by. He says nothing. Aldan guides Drew through the maze of corridors. It all seems so unfamiliar to Drew until the reach the guardroom. None of the guards on duty in the morning are here upon their return. There's some low murmuring as Drew and Aldan enter.

Drew is asked to stand near the door into the cell block as Aldan speaks with the watch commander. “No problems, Markys. He was a model prisoner. Gerard told you about the arrangement for tonight?”

The commander nods. “Aye, it's been made clear. You must be calling in every favor you've earned over your whole career, Aldan. To get a four-timer out for an entire day and then tonight's arrangement? Incredible. Everything's ready as you requested.” The commander looks at Drew. “I don't pretend to understand, but I know your work, Aldan. Have a good night, you two.”

Aldan guides Drew into the cell block, past other cells. The prisoners whistle and call out, jeering and propositioning, offering to join in. Aldan ignores them and leads Drew to his cell. Entering, it's clear that it's been cleaned. Fresh linens cover the bed. Cut flowers sit on the table, driving away the smells of the prison with their aroma. A covered bucket splashes below the table. Candles dot almost every flat surface, most of them unlit. Aldan pauses once inside, locking the door as usual.

“Huh... Holy moly.” He spins around as takes in the entire room. “How did you arrange this? You're crazy... This is just crazy.” He touches the flower petals to make sure that it's real, then he feels at the sheets. “Aldan...”

Aldan unhooks his sword belt, hanging it over one of the chairs. He grabs Drew, pulling him close. He holds Drew against him, his hands roaming over Drew's hips and buttocks. “Yes?” He kisses Drew's neck, biting and sucking. He tugs at Drew's tunic.

“You're all I need.” He kisses him back, raising his arms up as Aldan takes off his tunic. They continue kissing as they fall back onto the bed. He helps Aldan strip off his heavy gear quickly, throwing it to the cold ground, then tanks down his pants, leaving him in his fundoshi. In an instant all of the candles across the cell are lit.

Aldan pushes Drew onto his back on the bed. Wearing only his pants, he straddles him, kneeling over his thigh and pulling and tugging at the fundoshi. He doesn't seem to be trying to untie it so much as to rip it from Drew's body. As he strains against the cloth, he's careful not to accidentally hurt Drew, and his arms and chest ripple with his muscles. He's not built to impress the onlooker. Aldan's build comes from years of blade work and practice.

Drew reaches up, feeling at the three most prominent scars on Aldan's chest, then he sits up to kiss them, helping Aldan untie his fundoshi. His six-inch erection drizzles with pre-cum without having even been touched. “Want to get naked for me, babe?”

Aldan leans down, kissing Drew, driving his tongue into Drew's mouth. He slides it along Drew's teeth, cutting himself and bleeding into the demon's mouth as they kiss. With a grunt, he pulls away and stands at the side of the bed. Slowly, teasingly he unbuttons his trousers. He stops. Grinning at Drew, he grabs his cock through the fabric, showing Drew his erection. Drew sits on his knees, pulling down the fabric of his underwear as Aldan strokes himself. He looks up to him, then puts his lips to his husbands sack, kissing and licking as his hands stay at the side. “Let me.” Aldan moves his hand away, running his hands through the demon boys light brown hair, avoiding his horns as he does so. Drew takes the thick erect member into his mouth, sucking passionately and slowly. There are loud slurping sounds as he pops it out of his mouth, returning to it with more spit and suction. The taste is sweaty, purely masculine, the smell strong from walking around all day. Drew loves him like that. Having clean completely clean would be fine too, but he likes him worked up and dirty. He strokes him with two fists as he reaches up for another kiss, which turns into a long mouth to mouth session. When they break, Drew takes him by the neck and guides him down to his own cock.

Aldan kneels next to the bed. He grabs Drew and pulls him to his mouth, kissing his stomach, swirling his tongue around. Suddenly, he darts down and flicks his tongue over the mushroom head of Drew's cock. “Mmmmm...I love your taste.” Instead of returning to the dick, he resumes kissing and licking his belly. Angling down one side, he bites at Drew's hip bone, licking along his thigh and waist. Darting in to take the mushroom into his mouth, sucking it hard and lashing it with tongue at the same time. Then quickly moving to kiss and lick the other hip. He does this for several minutes. Sucking and licking Drew's thighs, stomach, pubic area with a few seconds devoted to Drew's head or shaft or balls. Teasing Drew's dick. Building both of their desires, their hunger. 

Drew's hands mess around with his husbands hair, following his movements as he moans, drifting in and out consciousness as the ecstasy overtakes him. He repeats his lovers name like a broken record in between gasps of pleasure. “Please. Suck me.”

Aldan pushes Drew onto his back. He grabs Drew's ankles and pulls him towards himself, raising the boy's legs and laying them over his shoulders. He bites his way, not soft playful bites, hard bites that don't draw blood but do leave marks. Aldan bites his way down Drew's legs. Ankles, calves, back of the knee, inside of the thigh. He takes Drew's sack into his mouth, almost juggling his balls in his mouth. As he suckles on Drew's nuts, he spreads the young demon's cheeks with his thumbs. Never removing his mouth from Drew's skin, he leaves the balls, wet and slick, tonguing his way down to Drew's hole. Aldan moans as he kisses Drew's asshole. His tongue darts over the sensitive hole, then presses against it. He rims and tongues Drew's hole madly, opening the boy wider so he can lick deeper. Drew's moans and cries egg Aldan on. It's not long until Drew feels spit sliding and dripping from his hole, along his butt. He grabs Aldan's hair, trying to pull that mouth, that mouth that is eating Drew from inside his ass, up to his cock. Aldan won't be moved. Drew's tail sways and slaps at Aldan, reacting to the desire and lust driving Drew.

Suddenly, Aldan abandons Drew's ass and engulfs his cock with his mouth. In an instant, the demon cock is surrounded by the warmth and wetness of his husband's mouth. Aldan doesn't rise and fall over the shaft. Instead, he twists his head and mouth around and over Drew's shaft and head. All the while he sucks as hard and he can, pausing only to take one or two deep breaths before returning to suck the demon meat he loves so well.

“Ahhhh.... Fuck, Aldan. You sure know how to tease and drive a demon wild.” He grins widely, devilishly, as he squeezes one of Aldan's ear, then rubs along his shoulder, exploring different parts of his skin. “I want to make sure that I've touched every part of you tonight.” His hands continue to explore as his head bends and forth. His desire to be sucked is thrown away when he realizes how good his husband is at rimming him. By the time he gets to his dick he doesn't care what is done to him. He will lose control anyway. His body shivers and explodes with emotions as his fists squeeze at the soft, lush bedsheets that were once rough and uncomfortable. All that he feels now is love. All of his worries, gone. All of the pain swept aside at least just for this moment as the candles fluctuate their flames based on how much pleasure he receives. Most of the time he would be able to control his tail, but not now. “How do you want me? More than one way I hope.”

Aldan pauses his sucking. He looks up at Drew, his mouth against Drew's balls, the demon boy's cock against his face. “Every way. I will taste every bit of you. The tincture we drank will keep us hard as long as we wish to be. It will allow us to cum over and over. I plan to make full use of those benefits.” He takes Drew's cock into his mouth, at the same time sliding a finger into his well-lubed hole. He stops. “Right now, I want your seed filling my mouth and slaking my thirst. I want you to wash it down my throat with your piss. Then you can suck me for a time before I fuck you so well that your cries of pleasure will be heard by our future selves. Or we can play cards. Your choice, husband.”

Drew looks at him, confused and baffled for a second, then grabs him behind his neck and pulls him up to him for a kiss. “Let's see how many loads we can produce.” He strokes him and Aldan off as they continue their kissing. “Finger me. Fuck me. Cum inside of me. Make me cum. And then I'll fuck you. And we'll do it all over again for however long we can.”

Aldan kisses Drew with fire in his heart. It's a passion that almost has physical form. His tongue makes love to Drew's mouth for a time, then almost fucks Drew's mouth. He kisses his way down Drew's chest, biting his nipples and along his ribs. He fingers his lover as he sucks him deeply into his mouth, letting Drew's head massage against the back of his throat. As he's sucking and finger, his free hand traces up to Drew's collarbone. His caresses change as the starts to dig his nails into Drew's skin. He looks up to see his husband's reaction, rising and falling oh his cock, waiting for the go ahead or the wave off.

Drew loses himself in the feeling of having Aldan's fingers enter and fuck him, his touch and desire noticeable from the scratches over his body. “You can scratch harder if you want. It won't take any effort from me to scar you.” He tongues at his cheeks, opens his mouth, arcing his back up as he continues to moan. “Go ahead and fuck me whenever you want.”

“I will. When I want.” Aldan smiles, He sucks Drew fast and deep and hard, fingering him the same way. Dragging his nails down Drew's chest, he leaves deep, red scratches the fill with blood. Instead of scratching again, he squeezes Drew's balls, eager to milk his cum and taste his spunk.

Drew can feel that he's getting close. He moves his ass up and down as he's being sucked, takes Aldan's head and fucks it roughly. “Ahhh!! Fuck! I'm gonna fucking cum!” Before he can mutter the word 'cum' he fires six shots of semen down Aldan's mouth, falling back on the bed and pillows. He's not exhausted though. If anything, he's just getting started. “How much is left in that phial?”

Aldan swallows Drew's load, smacking his lips happily at his lover's salty, sweet seed. He stands and stretches, rubbing his tummy with one hand. In that moment, he reminds Drew of Milliken. Aldan moves over to the table and pours wine for them both, grabbing the phial as he returns. He holds it near a candle. His cock is hard and wet with precum, bouncing slightly as he walks. “Enough for another full swallow for each of us.”

Drew sits up, stroking himself as he opens his mouth. Aldan pops the cork on the phial. He holds it near the head of his cock, giving Drew a choice. He steps off of the bed, crawling on the ground over to Aldan and licks up from the bottom of Drew's shaft, his eyes pinned to him as he sucks, then holds his mouth out and open again right over the head of his dick.

Aldan dribbles a dose of the tincture, it's cooling, thick mint flavor dripping into Drew's mouth. “Get me hard and wet. I want to ride your ass like you rode Whirlwind earlier.”

“Yes sir.” He deep throats him, locking his hands to Aldan's kneecaps as he sucks on him fast without any gag reflex.

Aldan's eyes close and turns his face towards the ceiling. He moans softly, “No one's ever sucked like you do, Drew.” He let's Drew suck and work, lowering his gaze and watching his cock disappear into Drew's mouth. After a few moments, he gently strokes Drew's hair. “I'm going to fuck you now, Drew. On your back.” He points at the bed.

Drew walks back to the bed, laying on his back. “You want me to pull my legs up?”

Aldan grins, grabbing Drew's ankles again. He lays them over his shoulders, kneeling down with his cock poised to enter Drew. He adjusts himself so that he's over Drew, his fists on the bed just above Drew's shoulders. “Ready?” He pushes into Drew, sliding his entire length into his husband watching Drew's face and he presses deeper into him. He slow fucks Drew for a few moments, letting his ass get used to Aldan's length and girth.

“Ohhhhh.... Fuck yeah, Aldan. Fuck, feels so big inside of me.” His face is complex, that of pleasure that continues to transcend everything. It's not like it's his first time being fucked by him, but right now it's on a completely different level to him. “Allllldaan...” He softly holds to his shoulders, rubbing his horns to his chest unconsciously. “Fuck me, babe. Harder.”

Aldan leans down, kissing Drew hard, biting his lip and pulling it. He let's go and shakes his head, spraying sweat over them both. He begins driving himself into Drew, letting gravity and his own body weight add to his thrusts. His entire body weight rests inside Drew's ass for a second before he begins to withdraw. He pumps into Drew, his body slapping loudly against his lover's. He's fucking Drew hard and deep. Both of them grunt with each thrust, Aldan's face is wet with sweat, his cock thick and hard deep inside Drew. Drew finds himself rolled almost into a jack-knife. Aldan is pumping him hard, harder than he has before. The love is there, but there's also an animal passion, a primitive lust that's helping drive their actions. Aldan adjusts himself again, only his fists and the tips of his toes touching the bed or floor. Everything else is focused and channeled through his cock into Drew. “Oh, fuck, Drew!”

As he's being power fucked by him, he leans his head forward to bite into Aldan's left shoulder, sucking blood like the vampires that he despises, hugging him from under his armpits. Blood trickles down his chin as he lets go. It flickers onto the clean bedsheets, which are already messy from all of their sweat, and then it falls onto his skin. He rubs it over his nipples, then all over Aldan's chest before letting him taste it. “FUCK! Fuck yeah! Fuck me like an animal!” His entire body is overloaded with lust as he feels the much longer, thicker, monstrous cock pound him like he's never been fucked before. Every thrust feels like he's ejaculating like he did before, which makes it hard for him to focus. His entire body is a sweaty mess and he's becoming delirious, lost in it all. “Ahhh, oh Gods. Harder! Harder! Don't stop!” He holds him tighter, smirking widely and even laughing into him, completely overtaken by the feeling of being fucked this hard. Without even touching his own cock he ends up having another orgasm. Eight shots of thick, white cum that splatter up to his chin. He's never came this much before, nor has his cum been this thick and colorful.

Aldan leans down, licking up blood and cum that he can reach. He kisses Drew again, pressing his mouth so hard against his husband's that their teeth click against each other. He stops fucking him for a moment, wiping the sweat from his face and onto Drew's. He scoops Drew's cum off of his chest with his fingers and eats it. He spreads his legs, giving himself a more stable base. Lifting himself on his toes and fists, he starts fucking Drew again. Somehow, he fucks him harder. The sounds of their moans and their bodies smashing together in rapid rhythm fill the cell block. Neither of them hear the catcalls or cries of the other inmates as the strokes themselves and cum to the symphony of Aldan and Drew. Spit dribbles and sprays from Aldan's mouth as he fucks Drew. Sweat drips down, landing on Drew and pooling at the nape of his neck where Aldan dives down and licks it up before biting his collarbone. He draws blood, smiling with a hiss and licks and sucks it, gathering enough to share in a blood drenched kiss with demon-boy love. He's pounding Drew now, the entire bed clattering against the wall, Drew's cries echo, leading the chorus of the condemned.

Aldan arches his head back and screams, “DREWWWW! MY HUSBAND,” As his cock swells and spits the contents of Aldan's balls deep inside Drew. Neither of them count the streams of cum that are injected into Drew, and for a moment Aldan doesn't even slow as he fuck cums inside his lover. But then his pace slows, as do the jets of cum, until finally, Aldan collapses on top of Drew. His cock still lodged inside his boy. He breathes hard and fast, his heart pounding in his chest. He nuzzles Drew's neck and licks. Sweat, blood, cum. Fluids returning to their place inside the lovers. He weakly raises his face and lets his mouth fall onto Drew's mouth. Kissing him. Desperately kissing him.

Their kissing continues for a few moments as Aldan begins to fuck him again, this time slow and softly without moving much. It still has an effect on him, since his ass is so sensitive to it all now. “...More... I want you. It's my turn now.”

Aldan nods. “And how do you want me?”

“On your stomach.” He moves up forward, moaning loudly as Aldan's cock slips out of his ass. Semen drools out of him, which he uses to jack himself off. Aldan takes his position, but then Drew directs with authority. Hands and knees. I want that ass of yours in my face. He steps off of the bed, then back on and onto his knees, his face right in front of Drew's ass. It's hairy, but not like a beast. Just the right amount. Of course, it's also sweaty and a bit putrid, which is exactly what he wants. Without waiting, he puts his mouth between Aldan's cheeks, opening them wide as he squeezes them. He forms enough spit into his mouth to make sloppy kisses over Aldan's pink hole, kissing it before he begins to push his tongue into it and slide around it. Sweat trickles from his horns and hair as he closes his eyes, fingers stroking at Aldan's thighs and lower legs. His tail moves upwards, dancing as he tastes him, getting him loose in ready. One finger, two fingers, then back to rimming him. It's not until he has the third finger in knuckle deep that he finds the small bottle of lubricant, which he uses with a nice glob of spit on his dick to stroke and ready himself. “Ready, babe? I'm gonna fuck you now.” He slaps both cheeks as hard as he can, points the head straight to Aldan's hole, then thrusts inside right to his pubis. Aldan moans out loud and he pulls out, leaving just the head in, then driving it in again once his one comes to an end. 'Perfect,' he thinks. 'I won't let him go a second without making a sound.' He pushes in again, beginning his rhythm that never breaks. Nails scratch up his ass cheeks, over his back, drawing bits of blood here and there. The scars from the previous days are already mostly healed, but they will most likely scar. That's fine by him. He still has one or two more to leave before the night is done. “Feels good? Want it harder?”

Aldan is in ecstasy. Pleasure is wonderful, but pleasure with pain will endure as a memory. He looks back at Drew. Trying and failing to hide how much he's enjoying this. “Oh. ungh. You started. ungh. I hadn't notice... ungh. Harder, lest I fall asleep. Oh! Ungh.” He smiles between groans, sticking his out at Drew. He turns back, clenching the sheets tightly in both fists. He buries the top of his head into a pillow, grunting and moaning as he is now the one being ridden. “Fuck me, Drew, so that I never forget even a single stroke. Ungh.”

Drew begins pounding into him, leveling both of his hands up on Aldan's ass as he does so. His eyes are closed and so focused on the rhythm, fucking him faster and faster as his balls slap against Aldan's. “Fuck yeah. You feel so fucking good. So warm and tight around my dick.” He reaches one hand down, over his right leg and strokes Aldan's erect cock, still continuing to fuck him at the same furious pace. His thumb slides over the head, rubbing the pre-cum drizzle all around as he strokes faster and faster. “Fucking take that dick. Just like that, baby. Just like that.” He lets go, situated his own legs behind his lovers, gripping his hands under to his chest, roughly pinching his nipples and caressing his skin as he fucks him like a mad dog. His tongue breezes over Aldan's side, tickling and messing with his mind in ways no other human could understand without having been fucking by a demon or anthro. “Oh Gods. Goddess of love, hear us cry out to you in love! I love you, Aldan! I fucking love you!” He pounds him so hard that the flames from the candles rise up to the ceiling. They stay at a medium height before fluctuating back down as he focuses back on the song he tries to write by pounding at his husband.

Aldan steadies himself on one arm, reaching behind himself with the other. He searches for some part of Drew to hold onto, eventually settling on one of his hands as it ravishes his chest. His eyes go wide as the candles flare. “YES. Fuck me, Drew. . .ungh. . .make me yours.” He spreads his knees, trying to give Drew more room to go deeper into him. Drew is pounding him hard and Aldan savors every sensation. He groans and grunts, the instrument being played by Drew. His mouth is open as he tries to breathe and moan and cry out Drew's name. His eyes are shut, as Drew drives him into the pillow. His hand joins Drew's in stroking himself. The heat from Drew's body rises, and combined with the exertions undertaken, Aldan is sweating profusely. The sensations of being pounded and bitten and caressed threatens to overwhelm him. He concentrates the feeling of Drew's cock entering him again and again. Every breath becomes a vocalized plea for Drew to go deeper, to fuck him harder.

He warns, “Almost there, babe. Bout to get that big reward you've been waiting for.” Drew fucks him as hard as he possibly can. The slapping sound is so incredibly loud that it hurts his balls as they slap against Aldan's. The whistles and cheering come back again, one of them yelling, 'Give it to him, fuck his ass!' “Fuuuuuck! Gonna cum!” He stops deep into him, gripping the ass cheeks again as he fires his load. Oddly enough, it's just about the same size. His harms warm up, almost scolding hot as he squeezes the cheeks. Red marks are obvious and pronounced as he pulls out and slaps each cheek again. Drew licks up the cum that comes out of his hole, turning him over on the bed and spitting it into his mouth before tongue kissing him again. Their tongues trade the semen and spit, swallowing it with ease. The two lovers lay on top of each other, Drew humping into him, their warm cocks into each other. Drew goes down to his upper right arm and bites without warning, digging right to the muscle before he pulls out and lets go. After capturing the taste of blood in his mouth he falls over to the left side of the bed, his heart beating like crazy as he tries to catch his breath.

Aldan lies on his side, facing Drew. He licks blood from his arm. Draping himself partly over Drew he slides his face close to Drew's, kissing him gently over his cheeks and face. He holds his hand over Drew's heart. He smiles, tired and exhausted. “I love you, Drew.” Gentle kisses continues. “Let's have some wine. And then try that again. If you want.”

“Can you bring a glass to me?” He situates himself against the wall in bed, spreading his legs out as his cock being to soften.

Aldan sighs. “I've fought vampires.” He stands up slowly I've fought Daemon Princes and their Golden Gaurds. He moves to the table, grabbing a bottle and two glasses. “I've marched and fought and marched some more. I've never felt like this.” He comes back to the bed and lies next to Drew, pouring them each a glass of wine. He holds Drew closely. “That was incredible.”

Drew takes one sip before kisses Aldan. “Yeah... That was the most insane feeling ever. Good, though. Just crazy.” He laughs. “My love...” He looks under the table, noticing a bucket, “What is that under the table? Did you bring a fish or something?”

Aldan laughs, “Live eels. I thought you might need a snack and it seemed the fresher, the better.” He snuggles against Drew's neck, sliding his hand up and down over his stomach. “I wanted to make sure you kept your strength up.”

“Nobody could ever love like you do.” He kisses him again, then stands up, walking over the table naked, and sips down most of his wine. “I should eat then if we're going to fuck more.”

Aldan snorts, “If?” He stands and takes a seat at the table, opening a small basket. He pulls some fruit and nuts. “I think we both want to do that again. There's still parts of you that I haven't licked yet tonight.”

Drew lifts up the bucket of eels, sitting on his knees to look up into it. “Woah! Haven't seen something like the last time I was back home. When I mean home, I mean far away.” He reaches down quickly, grabbing one and chewing it down. It makes a nasty sound when he bites into it and some of the guts stick out on his bottom lip, but he licks it up quickly and wishes it down with some wine. “Ahhhh... Nothing like a living, squishy, slimy raw fish.”

Aldan laughs. “Well, that's sexy as all fuck.” His cock is still half hard; the tincture obviously having its effect. “I'm glad you enjoy them.” He takes a bite of an apple, savoring in every bit as much Drew does his eels. “For the next round, same thing? Or do you have something else in mind?”

“One second.” He lifts out another one, which is much larger than the baby sized one. It's half the size of his hand! He blushes, “Don't look at me for a second. I have to get this poor fellow in my belly.”

Aldan nods and turns his chair away, chomping on a handful of nuts. “Go ahead, love.” He calls out over his shoulder, crunching loudly on his own snack.

As soon as Aldan looks away, he throws the creature into his mouth, chomping and chewing hard on it. Humans will never understand how delicious these are raw. He pats his stomach after chewing it down, finishing his glass of wine. Before Aldan looks away, he takes the glass under the table, sitting up close on the edge of his seat, and pisses into it until it's at the very tip. “Thirsty, hun?” He puts down the glass in front of him.

“Parched! Um, are you finished?”

“Yes!”

Aldan peeks over his shoulder. “Okay...” He turns back around. “How was it? The thing about eels, is they have tons of tiny little bones that we can't digest. So we have to prepare them somehow.” He takes his glass of wine. “Thanks.” He takes a sip. A quick look of confusion passes over his face, then a look of recognition. “Aha! My favorite vintage.” He throws his head back, tilting the glass and swallowing most of its contents in one gulp. Some of the 'wine' spills, running down his face and neck onto his chest. He smacks his lips loudly, setting the glass down. “Love that.” He lowers himself to his knees, takes a bite of apple. “Is there more? I'm still thirst.” He looks at Drew, opening his mouth wide and wiggling his tongue in the air.


“Was hoping you'd say that. I can't hold it any longer.” Drew walks over to him, aiming his now half-erect dick up to Aldan's mouth and accurately pissing right into it. He fills him with a mouthful and the rest spills down onto the tiles of the ground. “I'm feeling a bit dehydrated myself. You might need to help me quench my thirst.” He sits down on the floor with his legs spread wide out.

Aldan stands. He rubs his hands through and spray or splatter on his face or neck, spreading it over his chest. As he does so, his erection returns. He spreads his legs just slightly wider than his shoulders. Grabbing his cock around the base, he bounces it up and down. “You want some of this, husband? Come and get some.” He waits for Drew to scoot closer.

Drew crawls close enough that his kneecaps are touching the legs of the chair. He looks up like a dog with his tongue sticking out happily.

Aldan runs a hand through Drew's hair and gently along one cheek. He holds his dick, with the head resting on Drew's tongue. He pees for a couple of seconds, into Drew's mouth, and stops. He pulls his dick away and then slaps it against Drew's face. Moaning, Aldan slaps Drew's face with his hardening cock a few more times, then rubs it over his face. Finally, he pushed the head against Drew's lips, peeing in short bursts of five or six second, a pause for Drew to swallow, another short bursts. “You've drained me, Drew.”

“That tasted wonderful.” He stands up, kissing him again. Drew fills their glasses of wine again, which empties the bottle. He takes it back to the bed, stroking himself with one hand as he holds the glass and sips from it every now and then. “Come here. There's something I want to ask you.”

Aldan gives a slight bow, holds his apple in his mouth and brings his glass and a clay bottle of water. He settles in next to Drew, pulling him close. “Ask me anything.”

Drew takes from the water, sipping it before finishing his glass of wine. He sits it above by window-seal of the gated window. “I want to know about your life. Before war. Your parents, when you were born, growing up, everything. You don't have to tell me it all right now, maybe half now, half after sex, but I want to know. You're my husband, my everything.”

“And you mine.” He kisses the side of Drew's head. Even gently kissing one of his horns. “What's to tell? I don't remember much. I was a baby.” He laughs and shakes his head. “That's always been a bad joke. I was born on the coast, Selintan to be exact. The gateway to the Sea of Teeth. When I was a child, it was always assumed I'd be a sailor. My father was an architect. He worked for the crown until his retirement a couple of years back. His specialty was lighthouses and beacons. Hasn't been a lighthouse built or rebuilt in the last 40 years that he hasn't had a hand in. My mother was a poet, but made money teaching letters to the daughters of the wealthy. They're still married, still living by the sea. I've an older brother, younger brother, and younger sister.” He takes a drink of wine and munches on his apple, given Drew a chance to comment or ask for details.

“By the sea? That must have been exciting. How did you end up serving the king here then if you were so far away?” He cuddles in closer We didn't have an ocean where I was born, but there were massive lakes throughout all of the mountains. “Figured I'd tell you anything I've left out of my life to you after you're finished. Is all of your family all across the world?”

“It seems so, but not really. My father served the king well, and when my older brother came of age, he was trained as an officer in the navy. I didn't want to be a tag-along. I could have studied building with father. But I wanted to set my own path. And the rebellions were fresh started. I enlisted. A chance to make my own way on my own merit. The promise of loot and battle was more than I could resist at that age.” He shrugs. “I showed promise, fought bravely and rose through the ranks. Ruby Fords gave me my commission. My brother, Jalen, commands a ship in the king's name. He's married with wife and children of his own. We all try to get together for father's birthday every year. It's a fine time for all. All of the grand children are spoiled during those visits. That's how Bryan got Whirlwind, how Mikey got many of his books. My sister married a glove maker, renowned for the quality of his work. They live near father. My younger brother is partners in a small merchant's concern. Deals in wines, liquors and spirits from around the world. He's not yet married and I think father and mother have given up on that dream for him.” He lowers his voice and whispers, “He prefers men. Well, young men. Very young sometimes. Changes them every two years or so. He treats them well and they've no cause to complain, but he'll never have children of his own. I met Kate before I enlisted. I don't think it was love at first sight, but it was love soon after. She traveled with me until we had Bryan. We needed a stable home for children, so my bonuses and shares from Ruby Fords paid for our home and land. She settled down and cared for the children one after another until I made rank and seniority and transferred to the prisons.”

Drew listens attentively, still awake and feeling the coffee and drink rushing through his body. Every detail opens new doors and reveals such a deeper insight to him that he never imagined. “You said your father had worked in lighthouses all across the world. Have you traveled around it?”

“Throughout the kingdom, not the whole world. I can guide you anywhere along the coast. Jalen and I both accompanied him often. We'd explore the coast near whatever site he was busy with.” He takes a sip of wine. “Jalen's been more places, traveled more miles. But I've seen more of the world. He's seen more water.” Aldan laughs. “I've fought for the King in two rebellions and half dozen wars, large or small. Most of the rest of the world that I've seen has been going to, coming from or in battle. Still, can't complain. I thought I'd seen all the great beauty in the world. Sunset and sunrise in the desert, over snow covered mountains. The dancing girls of Arathi, the elven Sisters of the Moon. Even seeing Bryan and the others born of their mother.” He looks at Drew. “It all fades when compared to you.”

He looks away and at the ceiling, imagining what the moon must look like tonight, then having memories of his childhood home. “Strange... Thinking about what the priestess said about us meeting again in other lives. I want to travel this planet with you. I figure that if I did meet you again in another life, you'd find me in a light house, lost at sea...” He rubs one hand over Aldan's back, then drinks from the mug of water. “Tell me about an encounter that you had at war.” He kisses at his husbands chest hairs, then licks at each nipple with love and grace.

Aldan furrows his brow. “An encounter? What sort of encounter? Battle? What sticks most in my mind?”

“Sexual. You said you had lay with many beauties while at war.” He kisses down to his stomach, then leans his arm over Aldan's legs to support him as he looks into his eyes.

He thinks for a moment or two. A wistful smile crosses his face. The smile disappears and his countenance grows sorrowful, he stares into his glass. Thinking. Aldan stares at the ceiling, lost in his thoughts. He absently caresses Drew's neck and shoulder.

Drew looks up at him, kissing around his belly button and settling his chin up to him. “And don't tell me of any girls. That won't turn me on.”

He speaks while frowning, “Love in wartime rarely has a happy ending. There was a boy who I remember well, and fondly.”

“It's okay. I want to know.”

Aldan nods. He refills his wine glass, setting it on the floor next to the bed as he readjusts himself. He stuffs a pillow between his back and the wall as he sits, pulling Drew up to sit against his chest. “It was my first real campaign. I'd been in service two years, just over two years. My squad was part of the secondary force retaking forest land from the Cruiberg. The primary force would fight them, push them back, we'd follow and secure supply lines and offer reinforcements.  My squad was deployed to a small village. It was on a lake, where a major river fed into the lake. They had a water powered saw mill and grist mill. Our mission was to protect the village and make sure the mills operated without interruption, sending planks, beams, flour to the frontal troops. Well, they'd been forced to do the same for the Cruiberg, except all of the non-human residents who were captured had been executed. Brutally. And we had been there for nearly two weeks, using a pair of abandoned houses as our quarters. The owners were dead.”

Aldan takes a sip of wine. He rests one hand on Drew's chest and stomach, making lazy circles.

“Yes, the Cruiberg...” Drew pauses him. “I hadn't gone home for a few years now because of how dangerous it is out there due to them. Anyway, continue, my love.”

“I was standing watch one night, roaming around the village, bored out of my mind. Trying to stay awake any way that I could. I was near the grain mill when I heard someone entering or exiting the mill. I surprised the thief and caught him without a struggle. He shakes his head It was an elf boy, thin as a rail! Disheveled, frightened out of his wits. He was stealing food. I gave him some cheese and jerked meat and let him go, warning him not to break into the meal again. Next night, he's in the shadows, waiting for me. I give him more food. We talk. Turns out, one of the houses was his family's. His parents had been tortured and killed by the Crui's when they occupied his village. He'd been living wild for months. He'd watched the executions...they had been whipped to unconsciousness, then burned alive. And he's seen it. Ended up, we sort of adopted him. He really only trusted me, but he'd fetch water for us, tend the fire, help keep the place clean. But he slept at the foot of my bedroll. At first. One night, my room mates are taking their turn on patrol. I take the opportunity to pleasure myself. As I'm doing that, the boy starts pleasuring himself. I can hear his breathing and he hears mine. He whispers my name and lights a candle. He's looking at me, on his knees, nude. He'd regained some weight and gone from looking like a wild thing to a boy once again. There was a yearning in his eyes, a sort of longing. I smiled and he reached out for me. We ended up pleasuring each other that night. Without hands and our mouths.”

Drew rubs one hand over Aldan's stomach, kissing his chest lightly as he speaks. “One day the Cruiberg people will all need to be wiped out.”

Aldan nods. “Indeed. For the fall and winter, the boy stayed with me. Never more than a few feet from me. When we'd have time alone, we'd couple together. When I fucked him, he would practically howl. He asked to come back with me when the war ended. I told him yes.”

“But that didn't happen, did it?” His eyes depress, remembering the stories he grew up with when the mountains were first attacked.

“No,” he sighs sadly. “It was late winter and the Cruiberg attacked without warning. Our forces were pushed back and we were driven from the village. We fought them in the streets before being compelled to withdraw. I'd fought and killed two of them and we fled back to my quarters to retrieve the rest of my gear before falling back to our rally point. We were running, hand in hand.” Aldan takes a drink. “And he let go. . .I turned to grab his hand and pull him with me. He'd been hit with an arrow. Here.” He leans Drew forward and touches his back, below his left shoulder blade. “It was deep and when I knelt to pick him up, he was already coughing blood. He told me he loved me.” Aldan's voice is heavy with emotion. “He died in my arms, I had to leave his body. Speed was of the essence and I couldn't carry a body. Even that of a boy I love. I kissed him and told him I'd be back for him.” Aldan lays his head against Drew's shoulder and neck. Drew can feel the moistness of tears.

Drew lifts his husbands stronger body to him, hugging him tightly. “I'm sorry that I ever asked. I... Guess I wasn't considering the circumstances of war. Their time will come. Their kingdom is much smaller than ours.” He is silent, holding him tightly. Do you want to bathe me soon?

Aldan nods. “I did go back. We went back. Not even a week later we retook the village. They'd desecrated his body, using him to decorate the village green. Splayed out on a post. Mutilated. Abused.” He looks out of the window of the cell. “I lost my mind. Not raving or screaming. We had captured three of them. I went to where we had them chained together and I beat them to death with their waste bucket and my bare hands. One after the other. Their blood was still warm on my hands when I turned myself in to my commander. I expected to be arrested. He looked at me. Said "Good thing you caught them as they were escaping." Helped me take the boy down. I buried him in the woods, near where the villagers had buried his parents.”

Drew sits up, looking disgusted. He bites his lip, his tail slapping the bed just once. “You did the right thing. I think the Gods would understand. I remember very well the last summer I had at my home village. When my father and I went on our way to return home here we had ran into several Cruiberg warriors. I could have killed them, but he would not let me. He disarmed them and broke their legs so that they wouldn't chase us. We found bodies that had been mutilated on our way home. There was a small village we had to travel through that had been burned down at some point. The images are still in my mind... Eight anthros impaled on stakes, their bodies burned, limbs cut off, bodies torn open. I didn't sleep until we had gotten back home. I'd never seen such brutality in my entire life.” He takes Aldan's glass of wine, sipping half of it down before he continues. “I was six when they attacked, so I don't remember much. We had won. To be honest, there was really no chance of them defeating us. But the lives they did take, they made sure to leave a mess. My best friend who is moving here in the next month or so, his parents were killed in this attack. Famously took down around a hundred humans themselves before succumbing to injuries. Nobody wants to fall victim to them. They're not warriors. They're savages. Monsters unlike any other.” Drew stands up and walks out of the bed, stretching his naked body as he walks to the large bowl of water. He puts one finger into it to warm it up, then looks to Aldan.

Aldan nods and moves to the edge of the bed. He stretches as he sits. “The thing that I've always remembered is how much I loved the boy. How much I wanted to get him home and safe. And how much I enjoyed killing those three. For a long time, I was afraid that killer, who took such joy in bathing my hands in their blood, was who I was at my core.”

“I think I understand what you mean. Except... The people I hurt... If I could go back, I would have done differently, but those kind of thoughts are useless now. Being with you, seeing Bryan and the rest of the kids, the ceremony we took, all of it made me realize that the darkness inside of me isn't all that I am. That I can also love. That I love you. And now my sense of love is stronger than the darkness.”

Aldan walks over to Drew. He kneels down in front of Drew, leaning close so that his breath blows warm and moist on Drew's cock. “I know. I think of the elf-boy almost every day. I couldn't save him.  .  .” He looks up at Drew, in anguish. “And I can't save you.”

“Then do something with that knowledge. Save others like me, like the elf boy.” Drew steps into the bowl, sitting down carefully.

Aldan takes a sponge and wets it. He begins washing Drew, starting with his back. He scrubs firmly, but gently, not just bathing Drew, but caressing him. “I will. Would you like to know anything else? From that time or about the boy?”

“I don't know... If it's all as depressing as that was, then I probably wouldn't want to know.” Drew stays still, his eyes stuck to Aldan. “Scrub well. I still have that urine of yours on me.”

“You say that as if it's a bad thing!” Aldan jokes, smiling. “The life of a soldier is framed in death, Drew. It all comes back to that. Kill or be killed. For your King, for your family, your gods. Maybe for gold and loot. When you're young and you first join up, you think it's all going to be glory and trumpets. You'll be taught to use a sword and let loose on the hordes of enemies.” He washes Drew as he talks, washing his arms and legs, his back and chest and stomach. His butt and privates. “It takes a few days, but you learn quickly that there's so much more to it. Then with your first battle, you find out it's about death. It's all about death. If you're lucky, you fight enemies like the Cruiberg. Enemies so cruel that war and death are the only response. The harder ones are when the foe doesn't torture the living and desecrate the dead.”

“I don't think I want to see Bryan going to war with the Cruibergs. I hope they're all dead before he enlists.” He sits up on his knees to let Aldan get at other spots of him, then stands up, moving his tail in front of his face. Once it's clean he wags it like crazy, sits down and puts out his head to Aldan for him to clean his hair. “Be careful with the horns, remember?” Once his hair is clean he uses a towel to dry the rest of his body.

“You know I'm just going to get you wet and dirty again, don't you?”

Drew shakes his butt as he walks back over to the bed, leaning right over it and standing on his toes. Aldan follows him. He rests his cock in Drew's crack, and leans over him, his chest to Drew's back. He kisses Drew's neck. “Standing like that, I want to fuck you again.” He slides his cock along Drew's butt. Drew feels it hardening.

“Yeah? I was hoping that the drink hadn't worn off so quickly.” Drew leans his head to the side to tongue kiss Aldan. “Get me loose first, babe.” His own erection hardens and presses against the sheet.

Aldan breaks their kiss. He slowly moves down Drew's back, biting and kissing as he goes. He massages Drew's cheeks, sliding his thumbs around Drew's hole. When he reaches Drew's butt, he bites his cheeks before licking from the back, underside, of Drew's balls to his hole and back again. He kisses and swirls his tongue around Drew's hole, after a few moments, he begins sucking tonguing the demon-boys sweet hole. Reaching around, he squeezes Drew's cock, not stroking it, just holding and squeezing it as he delves his tongue into Drew.

Drew moans and purrs. “Allldaann...” He nuzzles into the soft bed sheets. “I'm gonna make you do all of the work for now, but after you're done i'll return the favor.”

Aldan rests his chin on Drew's tailbone, gently sliding a finger or two into the boy, fingering him as he speaks, “I've dug latrines, my love. I've built stockade walls. This isn't work. Fucking you isn't work. It's never been work loving you.” He returns to slurping and eating Drew's ass. He's able to lock his lips at the edges of the hole and drive his tongue into Drew, squeezing the demon-boy's balls as he moans and eats.

“Fuuuuck!!! It's work not letting myself cum too soon when you lick me like that.” Drew pushes his ass further up into Aldan's face, rubbing his nipples as he relaxes in submission.

Aldan pauses. “It's your fault for tasting so good and moaning so hot. If you're going to cum from this, lay on your back then. I don't want to waste it. I want to be able to lick it off of you.”

“Not yet... I want you to fuck me in this position and then I want to ride you on the bed.”

“As you wish.” Aldan pushes his tongue deeply into Drew one more time. He stands, taking the jar and smearing his cock with grease. He takes Drew by the hips, rubbing his slickened cock along Drew's butt-crack. He aims his cock, positioning the head against Drew's hole. He pushes in forcefully, pulling back on Drew's hips until their balls lightly slap together. Aldan moans, “Oh, yeahhh...Still so tight and hot, Drew.”

As soon as Aldan thrusts inside of him he moans out again. It's as if his ass somehow tightened even more in the short time span they had from when they last fucked. Once his prostate is touched he drizzles pre-cum from the tip of his dick. He squeezes the sheets tightly, his mouth open as he moans from each push. “Fuck me, Aldan. Fuck that tight ass.”

Aldan smiles. “Yes, sir.” He brings one foot up to the edge of the bed, leaning forward over Drew. He holds on to Drew's shoulders, again pulling him back onto his cock and he slams his dick deeply into true, brushing roughly against his prostate. He holds himself inside Drew, slightly circling hips, for a moment. He pulls out just past halfway before slamming himself into Drew's ass again. Their balls slap against each other more forcefully, more loudly. Aldan grunts ever time he pushes in, “You're so fucking tight and hot!” As he's fucking Drew, he leans forward and bites Drew's back, drawing blood. He's set up a rhythm for them. Fucking Drew deeply with each stroke before pulling partially out, slamming himself home again. He's picking up speed and both of them moan nearly constantly. Taking hold of Drew's shoulders he pulls the boy up for a moment. Long enough to pull his chin around and kiss him hard, forcing his tongue into Drew's mouth. Drew can taste his ass on Aldan's mouth. As they kiss, Aldan professes his love for Drew once again. “I love you. . .I love fucking you, being inside you.”

“And I love you as well. I love being fucked by you, have you inside of me.” He holds himself up with the palms of his hands, which is now the only part of him other than his dick against the bed. “Fuck yeah, fuck me!” Sweat drips down his hair and horns, trickling from the front, spilling on the back down his spine. He swings his sweaty hair all of the place as the end of his tail touches his belly button, moving itself out of the way for Aldan to pound away at his ass.

Aldan kisses the back of Drew's neck and shoulders. His kisses timed with his thrusting as he pounds Drew's ass. He raises himself on the edge of the bed, using the improved leverage to drive his 8 inch, thick-dick into his lover, gaining a fraction of an inch of depth, a fraction more contact with his prostate. Aldan breathes like a horse after a hard run, spit and sweat fall and drip on Drew. “I'm going to fill your ass.”  Their moans merge into one loud song of animal lust and pleasure, punctuated by their cries of affection. Their bodies slap and smack together loudly, applauding their efforts and passion.

“Go ahead.” Drew gasps and moans softly in pleasure as his mind is completely overtaken with lust.

Aldan's pounding continues. He grabs Drew's hips holding him securely, fucking him roughly, deeply. His breathing becomes more labored and desperate, his orgasm growing. Drew can feel him deep inside, he can tell by Aldan's breathing and moaning that he's close. Suddenly, he cries out, “Unnnggghhh! Drew!” His body shakes as he drives his cock home again and again, shooting his love juices inside his husband. He drapes himself over Drew's back, holding him close and tight as his hips slide his dick in and out of the demon, milking jet after jet and finally dribble after dribble into him. Aldan stops. His cock is still throbbing inside Drew.

“Ahhh... Hahhhh.... Fuck.... That was... A lot more than I thought it would be.” He reaches back to feel Aldan's sweaty body against his. “You think you can stay hard for a little longer?”

Aldan grins. “Oh, yeah. What do you have in mind?” He kisses Drew's back, reaching around to squeeze and pinch his nipples.

“Have you already forgotten? Lay on your back in the bed. I want to put on a show for you.”

Aldan eases himself out of his lover. He takes a drink of wine, offering the glass to Drew. Laying down on his back, he strokes his cock, keeping it hard as it glistens in the candlelight. “A show? I'm looking forward to this.”

As Drew stands up he feels at the cum drooling from his ass hole, which he uses to jack off with. He grabs the bottle of goose oil, masturbating Aldan with it as he positions himself on the bed. “Make yourself comfortable.” Aldan puts the two pillows under his shoulder blades to hold him up. The demon boy then spreads his legs out as he kneels down and sits down right on his husbands thick eight inch cock. As soon as it's completely inside of him he lets out a long moan. His own curved six inches is hard and eager to cum. “Good enough view for you? I'm gonna start moving.” He rises up and down on him slowly at first, trying to figure out how to master this new position. “You have no idea how good this feels.”

“I know how good it feels for me.” He runs his thumbs over his body, slickening them with spit. Grabbing Drew's chest, he swirls one thumb over each of Drew's nipples. “When you can, raise your arms. I want to see your armpits. I haven't licked them yet and I need to before we sleep.”

“Of course.” He raises his arms behind his head, showing off his hairless pits as he rides him. He learns that he can only rise up by five inches or else it becomes easier for his cock to slide out of him. Drew learns quickly, dancing his ass up and down faster on Aldan until the sound of his ass cheeks slapping his balls is prominently loud. “You're so fucking massive. Stroke me, babe. I'm going to cum soon.”

Aldan drags his down, fingernails scratching Drew's skin, from his nipples to his thighs. He takes Drew's dick, six luscious inches in one hand and slowly strokes him. His other hand grabs Drew's sack and squeezes and fondles his balls. He licks his hand, savoring the taste of Drew on it, then returns to squeezing and stroking his lover. “You are incredible...nothing could ever look as good as you do right this moment.”

As Drew feels himself coming closer to the edge he picks up his pace, riding him like a wild horse. “Oh fuck! I'm gonna cum!” Four thin shots of cum spray out onto Aldan's fuzzy chest, the rest dribbling onto his fingers. He pants, feeling at his heart for a moment before he steps off of Aldan's cock, then falls to the left of the bed for the second time of the night. “I think I'm spent for the night, my love. At least for sex.”

Aldan scoops up Drew's cum from his chest and licks it from his fingers. “Are you?” He slides down and licks Drew's cock and balls, slowly licking his way to his chest and nipples, gently pausing there. “It's important after any strenuous exercise to have a cool down period.” He moves to Drew's armpits, lifting the exhausted demon's arms for full access. Licking and kissing Drew's pits, Aldan holds Drew as closely as he can. After several minutes, he pulls back and kisses Drew. He teases Drew's lips with his tongue, finally cuddling next to him and holding the back of his head, massaging his scalp. “What now, then, love?” The young buck yields...over powered by the older male.

“I don't know... Is there anything you'd like to know about me, Aldan? Before I go to sleep?” One of his fingers plays around with the fuzz of Aldan's chest as he pulls the sheets halfway up.

“Yes, there is.” He plays with Drew's hair. “Everything.”

“From the beginning?”

Aldan nods, kissing Drew's head. “Mhm. Everything.”

“Ok... Well, let me think of how to start.” He cuddles up closer to him, feeling his warmth, their love. “My full name is Drew Caphriel Colhan. The first name originates from the demon that lived one hundred thousand years ago. Story says that when he was born he was found outside of an orphanage in a city where demons were only known from stories. None of his kind lived on the island he was found on and yet there he was... So he was adopted and cared for. At his coming of age he left to the sea and was challenged by insanity. Eventually, he found land, but had already lost his mind. A female demon found him on the beach, took him into a cave, and helped him out of it. She and her sister have their own famous backstory, but I digress. Obviously they made love and fell in love and yada yada yada. A war had been going on between all species and it was only a matter of time before they were found. She bound him with magic and hid him in the cave, letting herself be captured knowing that she would eventually be rescued and the information bestowed to her would help end the war. I'm sure you can guess what happened after that. He went after her. Rescued her, but died in the process. That war did come to an end, but as you know there have been millions of others. Caphriel, my middle name, comes from my uncle who died. Committed suicide, actually. He suffered from a very rare disorder in our kind where his horns would cause him extreme pain with just the slightest sense of motion, meaning he could never go outside, could never stand by a door... That isolation of being locked inside forever, never experiencing weather, it had drove him mad. The last part of my name is simply of my mothers origins, as the female always takes the males name if it is a heterosexual marriage. If it's homosexual, the males decide for themselves.”

Aldan whistles. “That's an interesting beginning. But then, your people are lore keepers. Is there more? What of you, Drew. Your life. Your joys. I would know of you happier times, too.” 

“My happier times?” He laughs. “I don't know.... I'm an only child. My mother Serenity was a median and a healer. Never used her magic for violence even though she served with white mages and the like at war. As you said before, she healed you. Her blood connects all of the way down to that very woman that our ancient Drew had saved. Ironic, isn't it? The average life span of a demon is a hundred and fifty years. Our blood has been known to live up for three hundred years. Even with that small amount of life she lived, she still has the record for number of lives saved in the entire kingdom, even though she never lived in it. Mother knew the importance of having our land protected and wanted to make sure that the kingdom would swear to it until the end of times. So it is written. Father is religious, but never became a median because he is selfish and unable to help others. He is so focused on rituals that he's forgotten the basic principles of our religious beliefs. But I do not hate him. I don't know how to feel about him. Maybe he's insane like his brother. That's why I sometimes curse my middle name. As for me... I was born on the ethereal Mooneye Peaks in the E'hbel, where high mountains go on for hundreds of miles. We lived twenty miles high. Our people are scattered all across these mountains and I could point every village out to you if I were there. There is no other place I can imagine as beautiful as E'hbel, especially when the moon is full and red and reflected over the lakes. Everything there is like a dream to me now, some of it more like a nightmare, actually. After the incident with mother, we moved to the kingdom and I was put under extreme care of all of the medians, forced into every ritual you could imagine, into prayer every day. They became afraid of me because I was so much stronger than them, that I could tell them exactly what the shadow was saying to me. It hasn't visited me since I had been imprisoned though. 
Every summer since the age of six I had visited back home to be with friends or other relatives. Most of the time it was quite lonely. I had a few friends that I was close to, my best being the boy I might have told you about that will eventually be living here. Gods... When you find him, you must watch over him. I don't know how he will handle this. Him and I used to meet up with others from different villages, anthros and mages, and we'd study nature, camp out, explore parts of the mountains not even our ancestors had been inside of. Imagine playing hide and seek on mountains as high as 20,000 feet. But as I was saying, the nature that defies anything else besides you was not enough while I was there. I felt like the uncle I'd never met, slowly going insane as well. Every time I came back I'd act out just as much. The past three years have been difficult for anyone from Mooneye to immigrate to the kingdoms over here, because there's more hunters out than before. That never bothered me. I protected my father when we traveled the last few times, but he would never let me kill those that questioned or tried to attack us. I robbed that man because I knew he had tons of money and that I could use it to move away to somewhere better away from all of the people that have hurt me. After the first time I knew I wanted to do it again, but of course that never happened because I had to get angry at those three men by the bar. I was sentenced here. Met you. Fell in love. Our love is bound for eternity. I met your wife and children. And now we're here. But that isn't the end, because it never ends. Not tonight, not tomorrow.” 
Drew sighs and yawns, stretching out his arms as he kisses Aldan softly and sloppily. He's obviously tired.

Aldan holds his husband close. “Sleep, babe. Sleep and rest. I have errands to attend, but I'll be back. I won't leave until you're asleep. I love you, Drew Caphriel Colhan.”

“Alright... I'll uhmmm...” He yawns even deeper, quickly falling into sleep. “...See you in the morning. If I'm not awake, just have me up three hours before. I love you, Aldan. Always and... forever...” 


The demon boy quickly falls asleep, drifting into a deep rest. He dreams of himself as a child, playing among the mountains with others, and other boys and girls that are cubs and jaguars. Someone is taking his hand, leading him into a cave. A light shines. The room is lit by a white flame inside of a cauldron. The younger blonde demon pulls him next to him. They pray and meditate together inside of the cave. Afterwards, they venture further into it and swim in a warm pool. The walls are clear and made of crystals, shiny and sparkling. After they swim, Drew is laying by the fire as his friend practices with a guitar. He's not so good, just learning how to play it. Other friends find them. A boy tags them both and says, 'You're it!' Drew laughs and they wrestle playfully.

