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Chapter Five

We return to Aldan’s Raiders, who are now situated close to Rakshahas base.


Tomas and Ythl, both soldiers from Aigua chosen to fight in Aldan's special raider group, are both seated at a table in Aldan's tiny temporary home. Even though the oldest boy is now sixteen years old, Tomas still appears as young as he always has with his short blonde hair and hairless boy-like body. His boyfriend, Ythl, a fourteen year old wizard and anthro of fox and hawk, remains as the only soldier in Aldan's group with powers of magic other than some demons. The wizard has been using his ability to transform into a hawk as a weapon for spying on Zahantha, getting an idea of how to map the territory and attack them when the time comes.


“Well, I can officially confirm the numbers.” Ythl announces, eyeing his boyfriend and toying with his hand under the table. “There's around fifty men that belong to Rakshahas at their so-called headquarters, a hundred and fifty belonging to the other king Markus and another twenty five to some noble boy prodigy. Dark mages are there as well. Attacking now would be suicide.”


“So you say. But we've taken on bigger armies with just our fifty men and women.” Tomas argues for fun. “Not saying we should do it now, but...”


“No, we shouldn't. We should wait. From what I gather Markus and the other boy are planning to leave at some point. That leaves Rakshahas and his men alone.” He immediately answers, squeezing Tomas's hand. “While I'm out spying daily in my raven form I sometimes sneak into the homes and try to get an idea of what these soldiers are about. I learned that one of Cruiberg's most respected dark mages resides there as well, Raethum. I've been thinking...”


Tomas already has heard this story before, how Raethum has a pet anthro shrunken into a medicine bottle and that Ythl seeks to rescue him. He believes it's too risky and would put them at jepordy. “Not now, babe. You know that's not logical. You've never even attempted a spell to bringing a shrunken person back to normal size.” He turns his head back to an irritated Aldan who has no idea what they're talking about.


Aldan drums his fingers on the table as he listens to Aiguans. His thoughts are dark, but he keeps them to himself. Children they may seem to him, but the boy Ythl has been invaluable in scouting and spying, using his animal forms. Tomas has fought well, but they've been easy fights so far. What happens when it's a tough fight and he's pressed?


Aldan sighs and grabs a silver drinking goblet. He pauses a moment before reaching to fill it. A jug of water sits next to a bottle of wine. The veteran's mouth waters at the thought of wine, one of his favorite varietals. He catches himself. He grabs the water and fills his cup. “It's clear that we wait. Our people can rest and train, and otherwise prepare. Make sure our sentries are well hidden. We can't be discovered. He looks at Ythl. Continue your surveillance of their camps. When Rakshahas and Yorum split their force, we attack that night. What's your goal with this miniaturized mage?”


“Well, I believe it would be wise for me to free him.” Ythl responds with undeniable confidence. “He might know a thing or two about fighting Raethum that we don't. Sure, you've killed a dark mage before and we've killed a dark wizard before, but all of them fight differently and have their own tricks up their sleeve. It would give us the upper hand.” Ythl sips from a warm medicinal tea and shares it with his boyfriend. “I could easily take him within my beak, carry him back here and attempt to free him. It would take no time at all.”


“Sir, I strongly advise you to go against his plan.” Tomas pushes on. “Having one of their prisoners go missing could easily have them send a search party. We're way too close to Zahantha to simply risk it.”


“You both make good points.” Aldan leans back in his chair. “I have to balance whatever intelligence we might gain on this Raethum and Rakshahas' camp versus their increased security and suspicion.” He folds his hands on his chest and closes his eyes. Mentally, he checks through the strengths of their arguments. After a minute or so, his eyes snap open and he leans forward. “The chance to learn more about Raethum is too valuable to pass up. Dark Mages are fearsome. If we can learn his weaknesses, his strategies, we stand a better chance of killing him quickly.” He looks at Ythl. “Do it. I'll leave it to you two to work out any details. Holt and Aizen helped me fight the Dark Mage in Brackenford when we saved Lev.” Aldan looks down at his cup, wishing it was wine. “They may have ideas that can help. Is there anything else?”


“No sir.” Tomas pouts. He stands, then looks to the wine. “Mind if I have a sip of that?”


“I'll do it today, then.” Ythl answers. “And hopefully, by the end of the week I can finish a map of what Zahantha looks like under their control. We'll know exactly how to hit them and end them in the fastest way possible.”


Aldan waves his hand towards the bottle. “Take the bottle. It's a good wine. Enjoy it.” He looks to Ythl. “When you have a plan, report to me. I want to be informed. Keep up the good work.” He eyes the two boys. They're about the same age as Lev. Ythl is adorable. Tomas reminds Aldan of his oldest boy, Bryan. His thoughts turn to his dead wife. . .his dead children. . .his lost husband, Drew. “You may go.” He turns away and when he hears the door close, Aldan buries his head in his hands.


“Don't worry. I wasn't getting the wine to drink it.” He responds, walking with his lover to a campfire where some of their friends are roasting fish. “It was to stop him from drinking.” Tomas sits down next to Aizen. He hands the glass over to the demon, who takes it from him and dumps it in the grass.


“Smart move.” He smiles and nods. “You'll train me some more today, right? Aiguan's have some pretty unique sword techniques.”


Holt moves over on a tree trunk, inviting Ythl to sit beside him; the two of them face opposite of their lovers. The blonde demon dressed only in his fundoshi checks on the skewered fishes that he caught earlier today. Once they're finished he takes them down, skins them and calls out to everyone. :Dinner's ready! Come get it while it's still hot!” Before everyone gathers for their meal, the demon also opens some kettles - baked potatoes with rosemary and wild mushrooms along with a rich black rice unique to the land.


Holt moves around behind Aizen as the demon boy serves the food to their friends. He leans forward, his hands on Aizen's hips, pressing against his husband's back. Gently, he runs the tip of his tongue along the back of Aizen's right ear before kissing the back of his neck. “You know when you dress like that, it fires me. I burn for you.” He switches over and runs his tongue along the back of Aizen's left ear. “I want to take you here and now, in front of everyone. But I can't.”


The elf sighs and pulls back, taking a plate and holding it out, waiting for Aizen to dish up the fish and sides.


Ythl watches the demon and the elf and shakes his head. His penis has hardened watching them flirt so shamelessly. His mind drifts, wondering what it would be like to spend an evening with them, letting them use him as they choose. With Tomas there, too. Ythl shifts uncomfortably, trying to arrange his erection so it doesn't hurt so much. Tomas stands next to him, holding out a plate of steaming food.


“No doubt that the two of you are the finest gay couple I've seen before. We hear the sounds of your pleasure quite often. It inspires us at times.” Tomas answers proudly. He examines the food, which is quite a small and simple meal, but better than mushy slob that most soldiers eat. In fact, Aizen has been an excellent cook for them with his limited resources for ingredients. 


“I'm just hot from cooking is all!” Aizen answers honestly, playing with his tail in one hand while using chopsticks with the other. “Plus, demons prefer to wear as little clothing as possible. Truly, I can be an exception at times, as I do enjoy threading my own clothes. Ah, traditional demon kimonos and robes are just so limiting to me.”


Tomas sits next to Ythl. “Well, I can't complain about the view.” He cranes his head forward, bugging out his eye for a moment as he looks at Aizen. Ythl nudges him in the ribs and they both laugh heartily. As they eat, Tomas pauses between bites. “It's really amazing that you do so much with so little.” He raises his plate. “This is delicious.”


Sitting next to Aizen, Holt eats slowly, as is his habit. “Aizen is an excellent cook. A skilled tailor. But his true talents lie elsewhere.”


“With healing? And love?” Tomas comments. He looks at his boyfriend and kisses Ythl's lips once, then again with more passion. “Without love, I'm not so sure how one survives war. Whether they're with you in battle or at home. You have to be fighting for someone or something.”


Aizen nods, putting his finished plate aside. “Love always triumphs. That's why we'll win the war.”


“I was thinking music, actually.” Holt smiles, his chest swelling with pride. “The music he plays and creates. It's exceptional.” The elf goes on to tell about the musical performance and competition that Aizen was part of some months ago. He tries to explain how the music seemed to enter his body, to tickle and touch him as no music ever had before. Aizen seems uncomfortable as Holt goes on and on, until the elf stops. “It was the most beautiful thing I've ever heard. Except for one.”


“Oh, hush...” Aizen blushes. 


“Well, you son of a bitch!” Tomas spits with laughter. “Why don't you play us a song then? What the hell, man?”


“My guitar broke in the last battle! I had to use it to defend myself.” Everyone bursts out in laughter, but it takes a moment for the demon to join with them.


The young group, along with many other soldiers, gather in their assorted groups to eat, drink and tell jokes to one another. Some go on with training after meals while others work with Evie in practiced meditation. When Ythl and Tomas finish their meal the two of them head to their respected tent to speak of the wizards mission.


“You know I'm worried. I'm sorry, but I can't help it.” Tomas shrugs, sitting down on a blanket over grass. “If Raethum really is as powerful as you say he is... I don't know. Just his name freaks me out.”


Ythl removes his tunic and pants. He runs his hand under his pits and sniffs. Searching through his trunk, he utters a small cry of triumph as he pulls out a fine, short robe. He wraps it around himself and slips out of his undergarments. “Much better. It would help you relax if you changed our of your uniform. We should sit and meditate before we detail my mission. Or should we meditate after we plan?” The young wizard lights several candles in the tent, letting their faint scent fill the space. Their soft light, makes his look even younger. Tomas likes that. Ythl sits, cross-legged with his hands palms-up, resting on his knees. He begins breathing deeply.


“You're right... I don't know why I dress in all of this mail and heavy armor on days I don't need to. Well, I guess I do, but it's out of habit.” He blushes. Piece by piece, he strips down until he's wearing only his white undergarments, which have several holes in them, enough to let Ythl see the overgrown patch of bright blonde pubes he's grown. The boy stands, stretching his muscular arms, bending his back, touching his toes while holding one leg up, cracking as many bones as possible before he sits down beside Ythl with their kneecaps touching.


“I know you worry when I'm scouting. And I know that telling you not to worry would seem silly. You love me, we're in the middle of a war. You're going to worry.” Ythl sighs. He takes Tomas' hand, squeezing and holding on. “Just, you should trust me. I can handle myself. And more importantly, I know when I can't! You'd be surprised how fast I can fly when I need to.” Ythl laughs.


“Trust me, I know all too well.” He half-smiles looking away. “What matters is that you eventually make it back. I have faith in you, babe. I always will.” He shifts forward, bracing his boyfriends lips with his own. The two of them move into a meditation session for around thirty minutes before they lay beside each other on the blanket. Tomas strokes his boyfriends arm while the two of them gently tongue kiss. “I love you so much.”


“I know.” The wizard giggles. “I love you too. I'll be back before you know it. There's not really anything to plan. I'll probably fly a little more slowly when I'm carrying him, but not much.” He kisses Tomas, pushing him onto his back and resting on top of him. Their semi-erect dicks press against each other as they kiss. In between kisses, Ythl runs his hands through Tomas' hair and traces over his lover's jaw and cheeks, along his nose. “You're getting hairy, have you noticed?”


“Am I? About time! I'm sixteen. Doesn't look like mini Tommy is going to get any bigger though.” He grins, grinding himself into his boyfriends thrusts. With one hand he unties the robe and rubs the head of Ythl's cock. “Fuck me in the ass for good luck?” He chuckles.


Ythl laughs. “Is that a new tradition? I've heard of horseshoes bringing luck. Even rabbit's foots, but as an anthro, I don't like that. Four leaf clovers. But never ass-fucking for good luck.” He kisses Tomas on his cheeks and chin, grinding back into his boyfriend. “How do you want it? On all fours? On your back? Riding me?” Ythl crawls over to their shared bunk, retrieving their vial of lubricant. His robe falls open, revealing the slim, smooth body that Tomas loves so much.


“It's been a while since I've rode you, yes... But first, I want that horse-sized cock pumping my throat.” Tomas takes his boyfriend by his hips and urges him to stand. The teenage warrior applies some lubricant to two fingers and begins pressing them into himself while he wastes no time in moving his mouth on the thick, meaty cock in front of him. He's fast, deepthroating him with extreme skill, holding the cock over his face as he goes down to suck his nuts, then back to pumping his sweet red lips on the massive dick. At one point he was embarrassed to finger himself in front of Ythl, but now it's a total turn on for him. Each time he gets knuckle deep inside of himself he pushes his mouth into the boys shaved pubis, pulling back and letting webs of spit and pre-cum lather over his chin. “So fucking hot. Lay down.”


Ythl doesn't lay down so much as he collapses, falling down without hesitation. He lays on his back, folding his hands together behind his head. “What are you going to do with me, Sir Tomas, Captain of the Prince's Personal Guard?” Ythl's body is pale and smooth. His pits are hairless, his nipples are puffy and hard, his stomach ripples with excitement as he tries to control his breath.


“Oh, I'm going to show you what it takes to be a true knight.” He spreads an enormous amount of grease over Ythl's cock, making it shiny in the candlelight. Tomas raises his ass while resting on his legs, positioning the head of the wizards cock to his pink hole. “A knight of love.” He licks his lips and looks behind, watching the boys feet tingle as he slowly takes all of him into his ass. Ythl moans wildly, his erect four inches dancing as he begins to spring himself on his boyfriend. “Gods, you feel so good. There's so much of you inside of me. “He laughs while his entire body flusters with heat.


Ythl moans and pushes up with his hips. He locks his fingers together, to keep himself from grabbing Tomas and guiding their love-making. He wants this to be his lover's ride. Besides, it turns him on to let Tomas be in control. “Ride me, my lovely knight! I wish I could shift into a cock and slide all of me into you. Not just my dick, but all of me inside you...” The wizard trembles and moans. “You feel magnificent!”


“You have no idea.” Tomas chuckles again. Despite the wizards cock only being a bit over six inches long, it's girth is incredible and yet it feels so inviting inside of the tighter boys anal cavity. He begins to pinch and twirl his fingers around Ythl's nipples as he rides him, moving his ass faster to the loud moans. “Fuck yeah, babe. Come inside of me.”


“Keep doing that and I will! I'm already close!” Ythl's hands grab at the blanket beneath them. His feet and toes wiggle and flex as he tries to hold back his orgasm. His head turns from side to side as he moans, groans, and pants. “Ohhh. . .Tomas!!! Ride me...ride me hard...” The wizard's hips buck powerfully up against Tomas' downstrokes, their bodies slapping together loudly. “Ahh. . . .ahh.  . .ahhh!”


Tomas rides faster, his cock bouncing around in the air as he does so. He bites his bottom lip and breaks out in a wild moan. “Ahhh!!! Fuck, babe!” His jizz sprays out all over the blanket and Ythl's chest, but he knows it's not through yet. The best part is yet to come - getting his lover off.


Ythl scoops his fingers through Tomas' cum, bringing the cum laden fingers to his mouth. He moans as he sucks his fingers clean, going back to scrape up more. He grips Tomas' cock, squeezing from the base up through the tip, milking the last bit of cum onto his thumb. He sucks his thumb clean, sliding his fingers around his lips as he watches his lover's face. “Uh. . .uh. . .uh. . .Unngghh!” Tomas feels the cock inside of him swell before strands of cum begin flying against his insides. Ythl's head rocks forward and back as he shoots his load inside of Tomas. His toes curl and his legs tremble. “Aagghh....fuucckk yess.”


Tomas takes all of his boyfriends cock into him as his ass is loaded. Slowly, he moves down until both of their chests are one of other. Ythl's cock pops out and semen dribbles out of the teenagers hole, although most stays inside of him. They kiss again and lay beside each other, softly wanking one another's dicks. Within fifteen minutes the two of them both achieve their second orgasms. Feeling exhausted, the lovers gather their energy beside each other with a short rest.


Ythl smiles and stroke Tomas' hair. “I know your plan, you sneaky wolf. You want me too weak to fly. You're still worried.” He sighs. “That was nice.”


“Actually, I was hoping my cum would give you more energy. Oh well.” They rub noses and kiss again. “Well, we should get dressed. You need to go on your mission soon, I'm sure.”


“Yes.” The wizard disentangles himself from his lover. He wipes himself off with a clean cloth and some water. He drinks down a glass of sweet wine, then begins getting dressed. “I should be back fairly quickly. Less than two hours if all goes well.”


“Two hours?” He jumps, rolling his eyes. This time, he chooses to dress in simple tunic and pants, but still chooses to have his belt and sword at side. “This mage in a jar better not be some weak ass that doesn't even help us.”


“Oh, gods! What if he is?” Ythl rolls his eyes. “That would be shitty beyond belief. What if he likes being in the jar?” The wizard laughs at the thought. “No, he looks too miserable and that would be twisted beyond belief.” Ythl stands and checks himself. “Right. Well, I guess you should brief the commander. It's not a real difficult plan - Fly there, grab mage in a jar, fly back. Do you think he'll be disappointed that we don't have more of a plan? No clever distractions or anything?”


“You can transform into a fucking bird. I don't think you need any clever plans when you can do something as fucking nifty as that.” He rolls his eyes, joking around with Ythl. “Right. I'll speak to Aldan. Good luck, babe.” Once they're dressed the two of them kiss again. Ythl takes one step back, quickly transforming with incredible speed. Some of the others notice and stop in disbelief, even though they've seen it happen many times before. Tomas smiles, raising his hand as he watches his boyfriend fly away into the sky.


Ythl wheels up into the sky, flying around their encampment twice. He scans the ground for enemies, just in case, and satisfied that they are still undiscovered, he flies towards Rakshahas' village. Falcon-Ythl flies a few hundred feet above the ground. His head swivels in short, sharp jerking motions, watching for larger predator birds.


He loves flying. He dips and soars, veering a little to the left, a little to the right. He knows that birds, even homing birds, don't fly in straight lines. He hopes that anyone, or anything, observing him fly overhead will think him a normal falcon, and not an anthro-wizard-superspy. He'd smile at that thought, but beaks don't smile.


In the distance, he sees the smoke that marks his destination. Fires in the occupied houses, fires among the tents set up for the troops. He hears the clang of smiths repairing armor or weapons. He smells their coal and steel, their iron and sweat. The smell of cooking meat. Bread. The smell of dozens of unwashed men, women and horses. Falcon-Ythl dives and lands on a tree branch at the edge of their camp.


He watches Rakshahas' cabin, and Raethum's. The camp is preparing for their evening meal. Lots of activity. Rakshahas and the other King, Markus, will eat at a great table set under a huge tent. Raethum and his apprentice will be with them, as well as most of their officers and men. Ythl bides his time.


Raethum sits across Markus, looking over his writings in his notebook. “Well, the immortal boy sure is living up to the expectations. It takes whatever we throw at him. It truly is a remarkable creature, no matter how much anyone here might despise demons. In a way, I've started to grow a fondness for the boy.”


“A fondness?” A dark mage next to him answers. “You ate out the throat of one of the prisoners in front of him! That's not how you attract someone into shacking with you, Raethum.” The man laughs to his own joke, but others stare at them, disturbed by the cruelty they show. If it were Rakshahas men listening they would most definitely cheer Raethum on, applauding him for such cruel violence.


King Markus looks at the Dark Mages, blandly cutting his meat. “I would urge you two to focus on the goal at hand. He's not a toy or play thing. He's meant to be a weapon. Don't make the same mistakes Yakras made. I would hate to see you follow him into a painful good-bye.” Markus pops a bit of roasted beef into his mouth.


Ythl hops along his branch. His bird head jerks this way and that. When the coast is clear, he drops from the branch and glides to the Dark Mage's home. He lands on the windowsill, near a partially open window. He looks around again, before hopping through the window into the Dark Wizards cabin.


He pushes the open window open wider and hops into the room. The room is cluttered and chaotic. Stacks of books, papers. Bottles, beakers, flask and myriad other pieces of glass equipment. He spies his target - mage in a bottle.


Right upon a stack of books lies the small potion bottle with its wine cap preventing its prisoner from escape. The young adult is merely four inches tall and dressed in a very tiny kimono. His hair is blonde and so long that it stops at his thighs. Inside of his jar are bread crumbs, a dab of cotton that works as a pillow and a small cap used as a toilet. He stands, banging on the glass jar. His silver-gray ears twitch while his tail waves back and forth. He seems to be pointing at something in the room, but there's so much trash and items everywhere that it's hard to tell what it could be.


Ythl cocks head towards the direction the tiny prisoner is pointing. He flaps his wings, lofting himself to a higher vantage point, atop a tall bookshelf. He looks for whatever it may be that has the little man so worked up.


The wizard hears the high pitched yells from the trapped mage as he tries to speak, 'Yes', 'Wait not there you idiot!', 'To the right, under there!' Eventually, Ythl finds what he's looking for - a golden necklace with a scintillating ebony gemstone attached to it. The mage claps his hands in excitement.


Ythl hops over to the necklace and grasps it with one talon. Then he flies over to the bottle. His bird head bobs up and down as he sizes up the bottle.


Ythl hops up on top of the jar. He grips the tops with one talon. He jumps to test his grip. Falcon-Ythl cocks his head to one side. He takes the necklace and, using his beak and talon, lays it out on the cover of a book. He ducks his head under the chain, near the amulet. Turning his body, he crosses the necklace chain creating a loop. He slips his head under the loop. He does this repeatedly, wrapping the chain around his neck and testing to make sure his wings are free. Satisfied he won't lose the chain, he hops atop the bottle again. He grasps the top with one talon and wraps the other as best he can around the neck. Spreading his wings, he leaps into the air towards the window. The bottle is heavy to him, and the poor little mage tumbles to one side, but he's able to fly through the window


Once outside, Falcon-Ythl flaps his wings mightily. Soon, he and his passenger are high above the trees, winging their way back towards his camp. This time, Ythl flies low and straight. The necklace is becoming uncomfortable and he worries that his grip on the bottle may slip at any moment. The smooth, hard glass isn't as easy to grasp as the soft pliable skin of a small animal.


“Oh, you better not drop me! If you do you'll have hell to pay!” The blonde anthro curses, his cat ears still wild in excitement. Each time he looks down he shrieks. “Think I'm gonna be sick. Oh Gods, this is too much!”


Falcythl flies fast, using the speed natural to all falcons. Soon, his camp is visible. He quickly scans the ground. Seeing no enemies, he flies straight for his tent, landing just outside. He lets the jar lie on its side and begins cawing loudly, trying to get Tomas' or someone's attention.


Aizen is the first to notice. He calls out for his friends and companions. Soon enough, more than fifteen men are gathered around them. Tomas arrives, kneels down to peak at the mage in the bottle and taps it. “Heh, he's kind of cute! Are you sure he wasn't just born like that as a small person?”


“Cute? Wait until I punch your face! See how cute that is, dipshit.” The mage pouts, folding his arms and kicking at his cotton pillow. “What is this? A joke? Lemme out of here you assholes!”


“He kind of reminds me of when you get angry.” Aizen jokes, ticking his boyfriend. Holt almost slaps him on the back of the head, but the demon ducks and tickles him again. The two of them break out into a tickle war.


Falcythl flaps his wings, hopping on the ground. He twists his head, tugging at the necklace, and cawing.


“Didn't you say you knew a spell to fix him, babe?” Tomas asks, rubbing the feathers of his boyfriend. “I don't think he can get out without the cap on.” He lifts off the cap and the mage sprints out, darting up his arm, onto his shirt, then trying to hit him on the face. It feels more like a tap. 


“Fucker!” He curses.


Falcythl hops over to Aizen and Holt. He pecks at Holt's shoes until the elf notices. Holt leans down and lets Falcythl climb onto his hand. He holds the bird-wizard at eye level. “What's wrong, Ythl?” Yth flaps his wings and pecks at the necklace. Holt nods. “Oooohhh! He can't change with the chain around him.” Carefully, the elf unwraps the chain from the bird. Falcythl hops down to the ground, transforming as he lands.


“One of you needs to learn falcon speak!” He stretches, squatting down and standing. “My legs are stiff. Holding that jar was a pain in the ass. Well, more a pain in the legs, but still.” He takes the necklace from Holt, thanking his friend, and holds a hand out for the little mage to stop beating on Tomas and come to him. “Um, little mage? That's my boyfriend and since I just rescued you from the Dark Mages, can you stop uh, hitting him? What's your name, little fella?”


Evie looks closely at the miniature mage. “He's cute! Can we keep him?” She laughs


“Alright, alright!” The mage jumps down and lands into the palm of Holt's left hand. The elf holds him out, staring brightly at him. “My name is Milvik Krunzath, and I suspect four years have passed since I was captured, making me twenty four. That means four and a half years away from my home in Aigua. That man, Raethum, took me as a pet! My girlfriend and I left from Aigua to explore the world and learn various forms of magic from sorcerers, but we ran into him close to the vampire kingdom. His men... They raped my girlfriend, tortured her in front of me, mutilated and murdered her before Raethum shrunk me to this size and put me in that fucking jar. There's nothing cute about it. Some of you are still fortunate to have the ones you love beside you today. Those of us who have lost someone close to us in the most horrid and disgusting manners no more of what this world is capable of.”


Evie whispers to Aizen. “Little men are always such buzzkills.”


Ythl clears his throat. “We've all suffered at the hands of the Cruiberg and their Dark Mages.” The soldiers around them nod and murmur their agreement. “I'm sorry for your girlfriend and your imprisonment. But you're free now. And I am hopeful that I can discover the magicks needed to restore you to your rightful size.”


Holt speaks up. “But that's not the only reason we rescued you now. We need to know about the Dark Mages who held you. What they can do. What their habits are. What their weaknesses are.” He brings Milvik to eye level. “You see, we plan to attack their camp and kill them. All of them. And after four and a half years, you must know something that can help us. Will you help us, Milvik Krunzath? To avenge your lost love and all those who have suffered at the hands of those bastards?”


“Well, I can't be much of a help if I can be squashed to death between two fingers, can I?” He answers. “But yes, I'll give you everything I know and I'll assist in battle. But I'll tell you this - I'm the one that puts the killing blow on Raethum. Me and not anyone else!”


“You'll fight just like everyone else.” Tomas says. “I don't think Aldan will want his people to hold back so you can get the killing blow. I know I wouldn't.”


“First things first.” Holt interjects. “Do you need food or drink? Rest? Let's find out what we can while Ythl works on restoring you to your normal size. Don't forget, it might take time for you to get used to being big again. Or to get used to using your magic.”


“I have some ideas.” Ythl holds up the necklace. “What's so important about this, Milvik?”


“You people surely don't know how treat a guest.” Milvik sighs, hopping from Holt to Ythl's shirt and climbing it. “That necklace is what allows me to use my magic just as a staff or slab of wood might work for others.”


Aizen steps back and eyes Aldan, trying to see what he thinks of the matter. Others seem to think of it as a joke, but their leader looks a bit offended by something.


Aldan finally speaks. “Everyone get back to what you were doing Back on duty, or resting. You.” He points at Ythl. “Bring him with you. Holt, Tomas, Aizen, Ythl. With me.”


The men and women break up their gathering, talking excitedly about the 'mini-mage' as they return to their duties. Aldan stalks to his quarters, leaving the door open behind him for the others. He sits at his desk and pulls out a bottle of cheap whiskey and a glass, setting them on the corner of the desk. Ythl, Holt and the others enter with Tomas closing the door behind them. Aldan gestures to the chairs.


Milvik hops off of Ythl, using one finger to taste the whiskey from the glass before resting his back on the jewel of his necklace. With one finger raised, he shoots out a spark of electricity at a picture frame and lets it catch fire.


“What the?” Aizen stands, using his own magic to cast the flame out. 


“Nice, huh? Learned that one from a storm mage on my travels.” The tiny man smiles, braiding his long blonde hair. “So where should we start from? With Rakshahas, Raethum, his men? Most importantly, you shouldn't attack anytime soon. Markus and his men will be gone within two weeks.” 


“Yeah, we know. That's when we have our opening.” Tomas rolls his eyes, already aggravated by the new addition to their party.


Aldan sighs. “You're from Aigua originally? Is that right?” Milvik nods. “Well, this is a Harathi military unit. I'm the commander. I'm sure you've read about the army, so you should know how things work. Still, there's a couple of things you need to get straight. First, Ythl there risked his life to rescue you. Maybe you can quit bitching long enough to thank him. Second, Raethum dies. It doesn't matter who kills him. All that matters is that he dies.” He holds up his hand before Milvik can argue. “I know your reasoning. It doesn't matter. Ask one of these men why your reasoning doesn't matter because I don't want to explain it again.” He looks at the whiskey, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Next, don't start fires or do tricks to try and impress us. I fought a Dark Mage who blew up half of the Royal Castle and surrounding ground in Harath. He's dead. I'm not. You won't impress me. We're going to get you back to your normal size. You're going to help us kill Raethum and any other Dark Mages we find, along with King Rakshahas and as many Cruiberg as we can. After that, you can head back to Aigua if you'd like.” He looks at Milvik. “If, IF, you prove to be competent in battle and an asset to our killing Cruiberg, you can stick with us and try to get revenge. Until then, work with Ythl. And accept the fact that being four inches makes you cute. That's just physics. Every man who's every seen you, Cruiberg, Harathi, or Aiguan has compared you to their cock. That's just psychology. It comes down to this. We rescued you. We all want to kill Cruiberg. End of story.” Aldan leans back. He pours a couple of drops of whiskey on the desk. “Now. Do you have anything to say?”


“Well, only things that my dear friend Ythl would understand.” He winks at the boy, licking his lips. “Too bad you're taken. Bet the two of you make a fine couple. I wonder which one tops! Sorry. I get carried away.” He finishes braiding his hair and sighs. “Magic to magic talk for now. I'm going to summon a storm as soon as I'm big again. It'll take a few days. Maybe a week. I'll time it specifically for our attack. Now I know what you're thinking! 'Ahhh! The Cruiberg's love bad weather to fight in!' Wrong! That's just some bullshit ego garbage. Give me a thunderstorm and I'll light those suckers up. What can be better than having the magic of lightning and fire on our side?”


Aldan nods. “Now that, my diminutive, blood-thirsty friend, sounds like a plan. A storm would cover the sounds of our initial attack and limit their sentries. It might also spook their horses which would be another distraction. Good. You can quarter with Ythl and Tomas.” He looks at the two large Aiguans. “If you do have a threesome, try not to squish him. Or drown him. Dismissed.”


Holt asks Milvik a question as everyone files out. “A week for you to summon a storm? After you've been restored to normal size?”


“Well, we have two weeks. It should be cast by then. I'm sorry if that's not fast enough for you, but I've had my powers locked away for years.” Milvik shrugs and hops onto Ythl again as the two of them stand up. “Take my necklace with, please!”


Ythl grabs the necklace.


Holt walks beside them. “No, it's not that. I just need to know a rough estimate so I can make sure we have food and supplies enough for us over that time. And to arrange the sentries and scouting assignments. Logistics. That's part of what I do. If I can help, let me know, Ythl. Good luck.”


Ythl carries Milvik to his tent. He sets the small wizard down on his makeshift desk - a board laid between two barrels. He begins stacking a few books on the desk. “When I came up with the idea of rescuing you, I started my research. There are fragments in these books that might help. I've marked them for you to look at.” He sits and lowers his head so he and Milvik as more or less at eye level. I know it's a long shot, but if there's anything you can remember about the spell that Raethum used to shrink you, it might help. “We can work tonight, or if you'd rather, you can rest and we can start tomorrow.”


“No, he would never be so dumb to give me a hint of the spell. I was knocked out and woke up in that bottle. A nightmare come to life.” He frowns as his past comes back to haunt him. “Raethum is a master of conjuring and illusion spells among many things. Tell me, do you specialize in either? How would you fight a foe as such?” Milvik jumps on top of books and flips the pages as if he were surfing them. “I can conjure a sword of lightning and a rabid electric beast. It only lives for a brief minute, but it's quite a wild fucker if used at the right moment. Illusions? Not so much for me.”


“Conjuring and illusions? That's helpful. That gives us a heads up as to what he might try.” Ythl thinks, his chin resting on his hand. “I don't really specialize in either one. I tend to use a variety of magicks. More to hamper my enemies and give Tomas and others an opening.”


“We can work with that. If you fight from afar, that will give me and anyone else a bite at him.” The boy stumbles across a page that intrigues him. “What about this? Talks about making small people into normal sized people. Although the items seem kind of obscure...” Melvik sighs and lays down on top of the page, stretching out his legs and flailing his tail around. “Nothing would make Rakshahas more furious than having his favorite sadist of a dark mage fall in front of him. So we have to make sure to take him out fast. Now I'm not sure how strong I can be when manipulating an entire fucking storm to strike down on people and foundations; I might only be able to use combative magic for a short moment before I resort to having to a sword. I'm not the best with a blade either. Of course, you can imagine how long it's been since I've trained if that wasn't obvious already.”


“Once you're back to your normal size, Holt or Tomas can help you knock some of the rust off of your swordsmanship.” He takes the book and read over the page. “Hmmm. This is possible. I don't know if we can get all of these items. We might have to make adjustments based on what we can actually find.” Ythl pauses, pouring himself some tea. “Tea? I don't think you have to worry about us taking Raethum down quickly. Aldan hates Dark Mages more than he hates anyone or anything, with good reason. If we can get Aldan through Raethum's magic, he'll butcher him. I've seen it.”


“Then maybe I'll focus my attention to the soldiers. We'll see. I only just met you all. I'm sure plans change in the nick of time.” The mage rolls over and limbs the cup of tea and licks at it as if he were a dog. He slides back down and waits for Ythl to come up with some sort of solution to the trivial problem at hand.


Ythl leans back, tapping the end of his writing quill against his chin. “It's a powerful enchantment to shrink you like this. I doubt it could be permanent. It would require so much blood and pain . . . He would have had to kill dozens of people, or hundreds of animals. So. . . He must have a way of renewing the change or restrengthening the magic.”


“There's plenty of it from what I've seen. Truly, you have no idea... I know you people might think you have seen the worst kind of torture before, but you'd be wrong.” The small mage looks away. “It could be in the crumbs that he feeds me. I don't know. He said my girlfriend was his favorite fuck of all and he couldn't help simply having me killed; he needed me to stay alive and suffer for his pleasure.”


“Don't be fooled by my youthful appearance. I've fought Dark Mages before. I fought Crayus and won. I've seen horrors.” He shakes his head. Lets concentrate on solving the problem at hand. If we can hasten the decay of the spells keeping you small, you might return to normal size over time.”


Ythl ponders his small friend and refers back to his books. After an hour or so, he sighs and rubs his temples. “I'm just not sure exactly what to do. Do you want to sleep in your bottle? Or should we try to set up a bed for you somehow?”


“Well, I didn't see that one coming from a mile away. No. I'll just rest on my necklace instead.” The small man walks to his emerald and lays down on the jewel, turning his face to Ythl and pondering what goes on in the wizards mind.


Ythl rests his arms on the table and rests his head on his arms, bringing himself down to Milvik's level. He reaches out, turning the jar that was the small mage's home for so long in his fingers. “What was it like? Living in a glass cage? Was he ever kind to you? Did he talk to you?”


“You really want to know, huh?” He sighs, remaining still on his stomach. “Four years I spent living in there eating crumbs and going insane. Oh, he talked to me alright. Sometimes he'd treat me like I was his dog and ask me to do tricks or he would cast mental illusions on my mind. He brought me with him everywhere he went. I watched him torture and experiment on others right in front of me to the point of growing numb to it. Honestly, I'm sure he's beyond enraged that I'm gone right now.”


“Good. Fuck him.” Ythl's eyes flare for a moment. Then he sighs. “Do they have prisoners there now? He frowns. I hope not. He might take his anger out on them. And that would be my fault.” Ythl sniffles and sits up, taking a drink of his tea and yawning. I do want to cast a spell, if you'll allow me.


“Fine by me. I'm sure it won't work but...” Milvik hops up and walks over to sit on a jar of herbs. “There's a farm house that they're using to store prisoners. He's giving them a sort of serum that keeps the demons from using there powers. I'm sure you've heard of it.” He waits for him to nod. “Well, a fire dragon came to Zahantha to die a long time ago. Raethum has been using its bones for an experiment in order to create some sort of ultimate weapon.”


Ythl's eyebrows shoot up for a moment. “I knew he was there for a reason! The dragon bones! That makes sense. Aldan fought one of their ultimate weapons. Aizen and Holt were with him.” He bites on his lower lip. “I'll have to fly back tomorrow to check on the other prisoners. First, though, lets get this done with.” He sits up and breathes deeply. “I'm sure you're familiar with seeing spells? My plan is to observe you and your necklace and see if I can determine the residual magic that keeps you small. Perhaps there's a clue there or I can get an idea of the power of the enchantment. Of course, I could learn nothing. Whenever you're ready.”


“Well, what are you waiting for? Let's get on with it!” He answers. The mage puts both hands on his hips and stands next to his necklace. His eyes stare into Ythl's, allowing him to venture into them as much as he wants to.


Taking his staff, Ythl clears his mind. He chants, summoning the magic within himself and imbued in his staff. He closes his eyes as he chants. As he finishes, he opens his eyes, looking at Milvik. His eyes are dark. Black as night, no iris or pupil visible. He seems to stare at Milvik. The reduced mage finds it mildly disconcerting, but not nearly as bad as some of what he's witnessed. He stares back into Ythl's eye. He can make out small pinpricks of light, reminding him of distant stars on a dark night. Ythl talks softly. “Oh, it's very visible. I can see the red and black. . .Dark Magic, certainly. It swirls around you. The swirls shift and change, sometimes entering you and exiting you elsewhere. It's an active magic that keeps you small. Not a passive spell.” He shifts his gaze to the amulet. “Your amulet...there's a green or blue aura emanating from it. But there's a . . . a lattice of black and red magic surrounding it...like a net.” He blinks and sighs, looking away from the mage and the amulet. My gods! The jar. “Your jar is bathed in dark magic. It looks like . . . the glass is made of it. Except for this. . .” He reaches out toward the glass. Ythil sticks a finger out tentatively, suddenly drawing it back. There's a moment where his fingertip sizzles and Ythl yelps. “Ouch! Fuck! Oh my gods, shit! Shit! Shit! “


Ythl blinks his eyes and the return to normal. He stands and brings his staff down on the jar, shattering it. Milvik feels a sensation through his body, as if he were being squeezed in Raethum's hand. The feeling passes, leaving Milvik out of breath, gasping for air and feeling weak.


Milvik stares back at the shattered glass and see's his reflection in it. He slaps himself to make sure he's not dreaming. The mage has been trapped inside of that prison for far too long. He kicks at a piece of it, then steps back and moves closer to his necklace. The black amulet sparkles more and forms a strange, yet soothing ringing sound before it vanishes. “Huh. That only happens when I've mastered a new spell.”


“Obviously not.” Ythl looks at the broken glass. “Unless you somehow mastered a new spell just now. Did. . . .Did you?”


“Wouldn't know it if I did, would I?” He smiles. The mage hops over the bits of glass and takes the piece of cotton that was inside of it with both hands before dropping it on an open book page. “So is this what you were trying to reach for? My pillow?”


“No! Your jar was imbued with Raethum's magic.” The young mage turns towards the tent flap, running a hand through his hair. “And there was a thread of magic running back towards their camp. A tracking spell. But I don't think it was activated.”


“Oh! So we're still at step one, aren't we? Look. If you don't think you can help me then you might as well just squash me with one finger right now.” He pouts, tearing the page of the book he's sitting on.


“Wow! I hope you never take on an apprentice. You're very impatient.” Ythl shakes his head. There was more than just a tracking enchantment on the jar. “It was somehow connected to your amulet and to you.”


“Yeah? Well you're not breaking the fucking amulet. I'm worthless as a fighter without it. Isn't there some sort of ritual bath we could do to cleanse the dark energy attached to the amulet and I?” He asks sarcastically, swaying and rolling around on the book.


“Well, there is a shrine I know of. Aranathra.” Ythl shakes his head. “But it's weeks from here. I think that the more time you spend outside the jar, the weaker the shrinking spell will be. I can try a direct counterspell, just to try and break the shrinking spell through sheer force of my magic.”


Ythl stands and paces, thoughts of sleep driven from his mind. “Is it possible that he was using the energy from your amulet to power the spell keeping you small?”


“I'm sure I would know if he were doing something like that. It's only activated by my touch. I imagined that the only reason he brought it with him is to show that I'll never have my magic back.” Milvik groans, beyond frustrated with their inability to find a solution.


“But why would he have a spell cast on it? It was as if he had . . .chained and bound it like he would a prisoner... Your amulet, the jar, and you were all connected to his magic.” Ythl throws himself into his chair. “Why would he do that if it weren't part of keeping you as his prisoner?”


“Well, it's possible that he used my amulet to charge the spell that he put onto the jar. But if the jar is destroyed, the only thing that's left is to counteract what's left on my necklace. Without breaking it, of course!” He raises his voice, making sure Ythl hears his last words clearly.


“Yes, you're right. If my theory is correct, you would slowly return to your normal size as his magic in you dissipates over time.” Ythl takes paper and a quill and begins writing, scribbling furiously. “Of course, we don't have time to wait. We have to undo the spell without harming your amulet.” He looks up from his writing at the small wizard. “You truly can't do any magic without the amulet? None at all?”


“Ah, I could do some, but the spells that matter and the ones that I can fight with won't matter at all if this amulet is broken.” He rubs the jewel with both hands and waits for Ythl to proceed with a spell of some sorts.


“Good news, bad news, Milvik.” Ythl sighs. “Which do you want first?”


“Bad news. I mean, could this really get any worse?” Milvik grunts. The mage takes a sliver of broken glass from the jar and uses it to cut the back of his hair down to shoulders length.


“The bad news is that I need to rest before I can restore you.” Ythl holds up one finger. “But, I am confident that I know the ritual that has a very good chance of restoring you to your normal size with minimal side effects. It will take some time to cast, nearly an hour. And you'll have to rest for most of tomorrow.” He gives Milvik a sidelong glance. “I have another ritual which might work, but it would have to wait for the morning and might kill you and leave me helpless if it doesn't work.”


“Oh. Well either works. In fact, the one where you kill me sounds mighty fine.” He smiles. Milvik takes his cotton ball with him as he hops down into the grass and rests his face into it. “Well, I guess I'll leave you to it and have you get your rest.”


“If you'd rather die, just do it. Don't have me waste my time. After four years, one more night doesn't seem unreasonable.” Ythl closes his books and sits on the floor. He begins to meditate. Once he's finally calm, he snuggles up with Tomas and tries to fall asleep. His last thoughts are of tomorrow's ritual.


Ythl's sleep is restless. His dreams are fraught with images of Raethum torturing slaves and tormenting Milvik. In the morning, when he awakens, his dreams fade but he still worries about the collateral damage of his rescue.


Tomas is out, training and standing sentry duty. Ythl prepares tea, a strong black tea, and begins studying the ritual that he hopes will restore Milvik. He understands the mage's frustration, but wishes he wasn't so acerbic. “He's probably going to bitch at me if I have breakfast first...” Once he's finished studying, he gathers together the candles and other items he will need. Chalk, silver dust, pure water.


“Milvik, did you sleep at all? Do you need anything before we start?” Ythl holds his hand out for Milvik to climb on. “We'll have some breakfast and then get to it. I'm very confident that this will work.”


“Fine, fine... Have your breakfast. Go ahead and eat a gigantic meal in front of me. Don't mind, I'll just eat a small bit of rice and get full from it!” Milvik shrugs, hopping off of Ythl's hand and running on his pillow like an angry child.


Within a few minutes Ythl returns with his breakfast - more fish, more rice and potatoes. Aizen promises to have something different tonight, but for now it's leftovers.


“You're welcome to try some of mine, Milvik. You need to relax a bit. If you're upset or disquieted, it makes me nervous and makes things more difficult.” Ythl prepares a mystical circle in chalk on a square piece of canvas. He places the candles, setting the water and silver dust to the side.


He stands at the tent flap, leaning out into the camp, calling for Aizen. The young demon hustles over, carrying the bronze bowl that Ythl had asked for. Inside, Ythl asks Aizen to light the candles. “Can you light these all at once? And please, stay. He might need a healer if this works. We both will if it doesn't.”


“Milvik, you'll need to undress.” Ythl changes into a comfortable robe and stands, holding his staff and breathing deeply.


“Undress? Oh, fine!” He shrugs, disrobing himself as quickly as possible.


Aizen nods. Aizen lights all of the candles at the same time without any hesitation or movement.


Ythl sets the bronze bowl in the center of the circle. “He holds his hand out for Milvik. In some ways, Milvik, you're the smallest and biggest dick I've ever held.” Ythl kneels and sets Milvik down by the bowl. He begins chanting and drops two pinches of silver dust in the bow. He pours in the water and mixes the two with the end of his staff. He holds out his hand again and lets Milvik climb on. He holds him just above the water. “You'll need to submerge yourself in the water.”


“So you took my advice after all!” He chuckles. Milvik free dives off of the staff and falls into the messy, murky water. When his head emerges he winks at Ythl and says, “We'll see who has the smaller dick when I'm my normal size, dick.”


“I hope we shall.” Ythl takes Milvik's amulet, wrapping loosely around the head of his staff. He chants, closing his eyes and concentrating. The amulet glows with a faint green energy. Ythl opens his eyes and carefully drops the amulet into the bowl with Milvik.


Ythl sits, cradling his staff across his legs. He takes the bowl and raises it just to his eye level. He stares at Milvik and chants. His chants go on for several minutes as beads of sweat form on his face and forehead. After a time, his arms begin to tremble, yet he continues to chant.


Suddenly, he grunts and lowers the bowl. His chanting picks up pace and deepens in tone. He lowers the tip of his staff into the bowl. He winds the chain from the amulet around the staff and gestures for Milvik to hold on to the amulet.


When the small mage grabs his amulet, his whole body tingles. Ythl lifts Milvik from the bowl, resting him on the canvas beside the bowl. He stops chanting and slumps, his face covered with sweat and his chest heaving. Aizen steps forward and helps Ythl stand, the wizard pointing at the bowl. Aizen picks it up. Ythl waves his staff over the bowl and issues a short, loud chant, almost shouting a phrase. He knocks the bowl to ground, outside the circle. No water falls or flows from the bowl as it clatters to the ground, empty. Milvik feels his muscles cramp as he hangs on his amulet. The amulet is becoming smaller and smaller...or...Milvik is growing!


“Ahhh!! Mother fucking fuck!” Milvik curses and screams as his entire body begins to transform in front of their eyes. The cracking and naturally organic sound of his body growing is beyond disgusting and causes the two of them to forcefully turn away. “Oh Gods! Holy shit!” Milvik is kneeling, all nude and is now six foot tall. The young adult stands, groaning as he stretches his arms and legs.


“Wait! Let me help you with that.” Aizen rushes forward and helps the mage to the blankets, knocking the unlit candles out of the way. He immediately gets to work and begins massaging him. “Dammit. Stop fidgeting for a moment and let me help you. EVIE! EVIE!! I need your help!” He shouts for the other healer at the top of his lungs. Once she arrives he explains. “We need medicine for Ythl. There's a possibility some dark magic could have attached to him and he's physically exhausted from the ritual. I'll also need some materials for me to make a lotion for Milvik.”


“Got it!” She sprints off. When Evie returns she counsels with Ythl, talking him through his pain and anxiety as he sips from the uniquely crafted tea he's made for her. “Take your time. Close your eyes and focus on the energy it gives you.”


Aizen takes the bowl that Ythl previously used to mix together various enchanted oils with a strange tar-like sludge. He pushes it deep into the mages body and covers his skin with the glossy mess, which slowly sinks into his skin. “You're going to need to rest after I finish. Don't even stand up unless I tell you to, alright? No food either. Not until dusk.”


“Understood.” Milvik grunts. “Oh... Ythl. I'm sorry that I'm such an asshole. Thank you for helping me.”


The blonde demon turns Milvik over and helps him sit up. He continues to apply the material into his skin while eavesdropping on their conversation.


Ythl sits on the foot of the bed. Sipping the tea from Evie, he lets his body relax. He closes his eyes, clearing his mind and searching within himself for any residue from the ritual or from Raethum's magic. He speaks softly. “I'm glad it worked and you can live your life. Free.” He glances over to his newly enlarged friend. “You don't seem any the worse for wear, physically. Nothing broken, at least.” He reaches down, taking Milvik's feet into his lap and massaging them. “I'll have to make notes on this whole affair. I wish I were more creative. It would make a wonderful story. The handsome falcon-mage making the daring rescue. Two wizards trying to unravel the mystery. The risky attempt to break the cruel enchantment.” He lets his chin drop to his chest, sighing heavily. His hands, Milvik notices, are soft but his grip is firm. No one has touched Milvik since it happened.


“You're right. I'll rest.” Milvik sighs. His feline cat tail sways around as he rests nude on his side. Aizen dawns a blanket over him so that he has some sense of privacy, although the two of them blush when they see his size. “But I'm preparing for that ritual as soon as the healers say that I'm ready.”


“Well, I think our work here is done. Do you need help standing, Ythl? We should take you to Tomas. I think he's sparring with some soldiers right now.” Evie speaks, helping Ythl to his feet. Her partner takes the lead as she goes to fetch the wizards boyfriend.


“Well, we have at least until dusk before you can even eat. Perhaps there's a way I can help with your ritual. Some way to hasten the arrival of the storm. I worry that Raethum will notice your absence and as a result, Rakshahas may alter his plan. Holt has already increased our sentries and patrols, just in case. Do you think Raethum will miss you immediately? Or might it be a day or two before he realizes you're gone?”


“Of course he will immediately notice. I'm his fucking pet. His favorite toy of all. But it's fine. He has a new one now.” Milvik replies, covering his face and ears with a pillow. “Now if you don't mind, I'd like to sleep with a pillow and blanket for the first time in over four years.”


Ythl frowns. “We should have had another bunk brought in before I started. I need to rest a while before I do anything else.” He points at a trunk. “Just grab me a blanket and I'll rest here on the ground.” Evie fetches a blanket, which Ythl bundles into a ball and tosses on the ground near his 'desk'. “Thank you, Evie, for your help. You, too, Aizen.” The wizard begins to shrink, changing into his fox form. Fox Ythl scratches at the blanket, turning around three times on the bundle, before settling in. He yawns and lays his down, curled into a tight, furry ball.


Evie shakes her head, leaving the tent with Aizen. “Sometimes, he's too nice. But, I guess being able to sleep as a fox is a plus right now.” She looks at Aizen. “I'll deal with the wounded. Really, just changing bandages and dressings this morning, and I'll check on them in an hour or so. I’ll let you talk to the commander as well.”


“Of course. You know how much I love to talk to him.” Aizen rolls his eyes. He blows air upwards at his hair and walks to the house that Aldan's been staying at. When he enters he finds furniture and chairs tossed around, dishes from the previous owners shattered, relics of their past torn asunder. He walks down a hallway and uses his foot to open a creaking door to find Aldan awake, water dripping from his hair and beard as he stares into his cup of liquor.


“Aldan...” The demon almost thinks about comforting him, sitting down to ask him what had triggered him to go crazy last night, but goes against it, imagining it would only make him even more unstable. Instead, he speaks of what happened. “Ythl was able to heal Milvik, but the spell took incredible strength out of both of them and they're both resting now. I just thought you'd want the update. It sounds as if Milvik wants to help us as soon as he's awake though. That's a plus.”


Aldan nods. “Good. Let me know when they're awake.” He stares at the whiskey in the glass. His voice falls to a whisper. “I wasn't drunk last night when I did this. I just. . . I don't know what else to do. It hurts so bad, Aizen. Not even the drink helps anymore. I'll never know peace again. Not until. . . . “ He sniffles and sits up straight. He pops the cork on the whiskey bottle, and with a steady hand, he pours the whiskey from the glass back into the bottle. “Not a drop is spilled. See? Sober as a rock.”


Aizen walks over to Aldan and sits beside him. He carefully wraps his arms around Aldan and hugs the much larger and stronger man. “It's alright if you're not at your best every day. It's ok to feel like shit, especially after everything you've gone through. But I still believe in us. In you. There's still time for all of us to survive this and heal. And we will. First and foremost, we have to kill that bastard King Rakshahas and find Drew, wherever he is.” The boy stands up and half-smiles before he walks to the door. “I'll be back when he's better.”


“I know.” He splashes water on his face. “Thanks, Aizen.”


After Aizen leaves, Aldan dries himself and dresses. He heads out, with a sigh. “Maybe I can busy myself enough not feel the hurt today.” He decides to check on the wounded first, then eat, then train with sword. “Maybe it will be enough. Please, gods, let it stop hurting for just one day. Please.”


Elsewhere in the camp, Holt and Tomas spar with each other and with their soldiers. Everyone is anxious to make their attack against the Cruiberg and training hard to keep their edge.


Aizen stands with his back against a weeping willow tree and watches as his boyfriend and Tomas charge at each other. Holt typically wins most of these skirmishes, but every once in a while the Aiguan boy sneaks in some surprises that gives him a win. Really, it's not about wins though; it's about figuring out what your fellow warriors need to work on to become better at their jobs. After the finish, he brings over two jugs of water for them and entails them about how Ythl and Milvik is doing.


Tomas drinks deeply. “I'm glad it worked. And I'm glad you told me. I might have gone back to our tent and climbed in to wake Ythl with some afternoon fun.” He chuckles. “That would be awkward.”


Holt laughs as he drinks. “Awkward for you, fatal for me. I guess this means we're on a countdown. Once he's able to cast, Milvik will work on summoning the storm. Seven days he said. It seems forever!”


“Yeah, but he also said it could be two weeks before the other King leaves. That should give us some more time. This is our longest stretch without a battle by far, anyway.” Aizen shrugs, combing his hair with his fingers while avoiding his horns. “I need to fish for dinner. Do you want to come with, babe? I'll carry the spears and basket if you carry the weapons.”


Tomas stretches his back, twisting left and then right. “Do you mean me or Holt? He winks at the elf.”


Holt laughs. “Yeah, babe could be taken a lot of ways. He tickles at Aizen's ribs. I would be delighted to be your luggage bearer, sweet Aizen. Is there anything else, m'lord?” He bows to Aizen. Tomas doubles over laughing.


“Well, do you think you'll be able to carry the load back to the camp?” He asks seriously before catching his joke. “Oh fuck. Stop laughing at me!” Aizen runs off back to his tent to grab two spears, then runs to where he normally cooks the meals for a large basket before returning to the two boys.


“Don't get too bored, Tomas. I'm sure Aldan would love to teach you some things today. He probably needs the company too. Anyway...” He waves his hand as the two boys begin their walk towards the forest. The route that Aizen takes to the pond is normally safe, although he has spotted lost Cruiberg's once or twice traveling through.


Holt is attentive and wary. He speaks softly. “Are we fishing the river or the pond today, babe?” He crinkles his nose at his demon-husband as he says the last word.


Tomas pours cool water over his head. He catches his breath, watching the men and women he serves with practice their weapons play. “Two weeks seems forever.”


“We're going to the pond. There's less activity there, I think.” They continue along the forest quietly for a while before Aizen continues their conversation. “I know what you're thinking - we haven't fought in forever. What if we're rusty? Trust me. The few days before the battle when we know it's going to go down we will be more than ready. Their camp hasn't been doing jack shit according to Ythl. Sure, they might be strong and could probably defeat any other Aiguan, Harath or demon army, but we're not like others, are we?”


“We're not, that's true. But overconfidence is as bad as rust from inaction. We'll be outnumbered and they have a powerful Dark Mage.” He smiles at Aizen. “Besides, it's my job to worry. I think watching you fish will be helpful for me. Relaxing. You're so cute when you're causing chaos and death among the fish populations.” Holt giggles, then sniffs. He raises one arm and sniffs his pit. “Oh. I'll have a swim in the pond while we're there. The way I smell, the fish might jump into your basket to escape my stench!”


“Really? Is it that bad?” Aizen holds up his boyfriend right arm, inhales the hairless pit deeply and proceeds to lick it before continuing to walk. “Oh, I think it's just right, but I won't complain if you do.” He winks.


They find the pond within half an hours walk. The demon leaps up high enough to jump onto a mossy boulder where he decides to fish from. He splits his mind between concentrating on fishing and watching his boyfriend strip.


Holt stretches and surveys the pond's edge. He lays his sword and bow on a rock that overhangs part of the pond. Satisfied there are no threats, he begins to strip. I don't hear anything out of the ordinary. Frogs, birds. He cocks his head. “There's a squirrel with an upset tummy in that tree over there.” He points across the pond, smiling. He pulls off his shirt and sits on the rock. He yanks off his boots and stockings. His toes flex and spread and he flexes his ankles. He stands and unbuttons, facing Aizen. He knows his husband is watching and unfastens each button slowly. After teasing Aizen with a slow reveal, he slides his pants and unders down and off. He stands naked - smooth, pale skin and long, lithe limbs. There are some new scars, small and healed. They add character to his already perfect body. 


The elf drops into a crouch, spreading his knees wide, allowing Aizen to see his cock and balls clearly. He winds some string around his dagger and sheath and hangs it over one shoulder. Smiling at Aizen, he explains. “Just in case.” He moves out onto the rock, pausing to let Aizen savor his bottom. So round and firm. Then, he leans forward and slips into the water, surfacing with laughter. “I'll drive the fish your direction.”


“Ha! Don't let the fish bite your dick off.” As he answers, Aizen throws one spear right through three fish at once. He carefully slides down the rock, lifts the spear out and tosses the fish into the basket before repeating the same strategy over and over again. The process is simple and he remains surprised that the pond continues to give him more fish the next day than the previous did. Of course, he could hunt with a fishing rod or use a net, but catching fish this way has always been his preference. Plus, it's helped him in battle too. There's been several instances where he's picked up weapons of the dead and tossed them straight into someone's forehead, seemingly without any issue at all.


Once the basket is full, the blonde boy strips out of his own clothes and dives into the water, finding Holt and kissing him as the two of them raise their heads back up. His tail splashes water around as the two of them make their way back to the fields. “See? Didn't take long at all.”


“You've caught a basket full already? That is quick.” Holt swims to rock where his clothes rest. He pulls himself up, sitting on the edge of the stone, his feet dangling in the cool water. “So, I guess we should head back so you can cook up your catch.”


“Yeah, we probably should. But...” He kisses Holt again while sitting up on his side. “We're alone. Nobodies here...”


“And we're naked.” The elf stretches his arms into the sky and brushes his long hair back from his face. He move slow, letting Aizen see his smooth chest and pits. He leans back, resting on his elbows. His cock goes from flaccid and soft to semi erect, pulsing and lengthening as Aizen watches. “What should we do, husband?”


“What a fine question to ask. You know, I couldn't stop thinking about that fine pale ass of yours while I was fishing and you were bathing.” He leans closer, tasting each of his boyfriends nipples, then raising his pits to see if the water did him any good. “Maybe I could fuck you for a change? Is that ok? I haven't topped in a while.”


Holt leans his head back when Aizen licks his nipples and pits, moaning and taking a sharp gasp at the first touch of Aizen's tongue. Goose bumps form on the elven boy's skin and he shivers. “You want to ride me?” Holt scoots himself back from the edge of the rock. He lean back, balling his clothes into a makeshift pillow. He grins at his lover as he raises his ankle high into the air, spread his legs at the same time. His cock is hard now, pointing to the sky. “Will this work?”


“Yeah, that's perfect.” Aizen sits on his feet, takes one calf into both of his hands and moves it to his face. He sucks on each toe and licks his sole before putting Aizen's legs back down. How could he possibly just fuck him without getting a taste of his favorite dick? Impossible! Nonsense. The demon scoots closer while Holt spreads his legs. One hand pinches and rubs his left nipple while he goes down, slobbering around the helmet head before taking his shaft and swirling his tongue around it. He moans as he sucks his lovers dick; it's taste, texture, size, everything about it is perfect to him. At one point early on in the war he sucked Holt off three times in one night, drained the elf boy until his load was dry. After a long period of sucking him off, he pushes himself on top of Holt and begins humping him, their dicks pressed against each other. “Oh babe. I think I have to piss. I've had too much to drink. Do you need to pee too?”


“There's no urgency for me, but I could manage a few drops. With the proper encouragement.” Holt grins. “Peeing is like yawning. You see and hear someone else doing it, you feel that warm, wonderful flow on your belly and you can't help but feel the need to pee yourself.”


“Good. I'm about to piss all over you.” He smiles. Aizen kisses him hard and moans into his mouth as he lets himself loose and lets himself freely pee all against his boyfriends stomach and chest with the stream hitting against his neck. When the elf moves his head the stream reaches to his face. “Hell yeah, babe. I want you to soak me too.”


The elf wraps his arms around Aizen and rolls them both. Once Holt is on top, he gets to his knees. Cock in hand, he pees on his husband. His warm, pale golden liqid splashes against the demon boy's stomach and chest. He aims for the mouth, getting most into Aizen' mouth, but some splatters on his face and neck. Once he's finished, Holt dives onto Aizen's nipples and neck. He sucks, bites, and kisses Aizen's neck, leaving marks of their passion. “I thought you were going to fuck me? I'm waiting, babe.”


“Oh, I will. What? Not interested in foreplay anymore?” Aizen licks his lips clean before he quickly tosses Holt back over onto his back, moving the clothes again for him to better angle himself with. “We don't have lubricant, so it's going to be some work anyway. I hope you don't mind having me rim your ass for a while.” He spreads Holt's ass open wide and immediately gets to work while the elf has his legs bent out of the way, holding himself by his ankles. “The water did you good. You taste like honeydew melons, babe.” Aizen continues licking and probing his tongue, spitting on his hole at times to apply one finger, then two. Once he feels he has him ready enough he lets Holt's legs appropriate themselves over his shoulders. “Gonna put it in now.” Aizen thrusts inside of him with one push. He exhales, panting as his breath is taken away by the tight suction around his dick. Slowly, he begins moving. The sound of nature envelopes around them in their lovemaking. “Gods, you're so beautiful. I'm so lucky to have you.”


“Ungghh...You can go harder, babe.” Holt's face twists, etching pleasure and pain over his countenance. He reaches up with one hand, thumbing his lover's nipples. “Ahh! Holt cries out.” His breathing comes fast and shallow as Aizen fucks him. Everty exhalation in punctuated by his soft cry of delight. “ungh. . .ungh. . .ungh.” He opens his eyes to watch his lover mounting him, fucking him. One hand lightly traces over the demons jaw, over his lips, so pink and soft. Tickling his ears gently. Even stroking Aizen's horns, so softly. Even as Aizen pounds his cock into Holt's eager ass, the elf manages tender touches on his lover. “We're both lucky, Aiz. Oh, gods...Yes! Agh. Fuck me, Aizen. Fill me with your cock. Please...I need you...”


Aizen sweats and grows tired from the fast and hard thrusts he performs. It's even more difficult doing it with a three inch pecker since there's more of a chance of sliding out, but his control is perfect and somehow he seems to always avoid letting it pull out all of the way. Even as minutes pass by his pace never slows down. He spits into the palm of his hand and strokes Holt while fucking him, trying to drive him as far into ecstasy when he cums as he possibly can.


The elf groans, sweat rising from his skin, mixing with the drying piss. He looks down, grunting in time with Aizen's thrusts. He flexes his bladder, squeezing out a tiny bit of piss as Aizen strokes him. “Ahhhh...I'm getting close. Oh, gods, you feel so good...” He pinches and twists Aizen's nipples, using both hands. He digs his fingers into Aizen's flesh, holding on for dear life as his orgasm builds. “Unnhh....unnhh....fuck yeah. . .FUCK!” Holt's head jerks forward as he watches his seed spill forth from his cock. The sudden lubrication helps Aizen's hand slide rapidly up and down over the elf's cock, milking even more cum from his balls. Strings of white cum land on Holt's chest, all the way up to his neck and even his chin. He runs a hand through the warm juice and smears it over Aizen's tits, craning his head up enough to lick his own cum from Aizen's nipples as the demon boy milks and fucks him.


Seeing his boyfriend reach his climax is enough for Aizen to hit his own. He lets out one final push and thrust, having a powerful dry orgasm as he hugs Holt close. They tongue kiss and continue to do so long after he pulls out. The two of them cleanup in the pond again, albeit much quicker, than redress before speeding up their trail back home. “Heh. Everyone is going to know what we were doing while their stomachs are growling.”


Holt laughs, taking Aizen's hand into his own as they walk quickly back to camp. His stomach grumbles loudly. “You filled my ass like a king, but my belly's empty and growling.” He laughs again. “It's worth it, though. Sex before dinner, Holt is a winner! Dinner before sex, could make a mess.” Holt squeezes Aizen's hand and pulls him into a run, laughing the light, sweet laughter that he used to. Before the war.


I hope Ythl and Milvik are doing well. They seemed to get off on a bad start. Well, I think everyone did with him.” Aizen speaks as they walk back to the small village, carrying the basket of fish in one hand. “Sure, he's sort of an asshole, but almost in a playful way. I'd be pretty angsty too if I were in a bottle forever. Can you imagine the shit he saw if he had to literally live with Raethum, this so-called big time bad time dark mage? Probably watched him boil a soup of eye balls while cutting people to pieces.”


“Yeah, remind me not to let you do the cooking anymore.” Holt shrugs and shakes his head. “We all understand what Milvik has been through, at least enough to make allowances. I'm sure he and Ythl will be friends. At least friends enough to defeat Raethum. You might want to make extra for Milvik tonight. Real food for the first time in four years? I bet he eats himself sick. He's entitled, though.” He looks at Aizen, his eyes wide, as they reach the village encampment. “You should do him a song tonight. Something joyful to celebrate his freedom.”


“Hard to do that without my guitar, sweetie. I'd have to just sing.” Aizen rolls his eyes. “But I'll see what I can do.”


They make it back a little late, but the soldiers aren't as stressed as the two of them had thought they'd be. Instead, everyone is still active and on duty, either training or studying various battle plans and strategies from books. In Aldan's group, everyone collaborates with each other and tries to learn as much as they can.


While Aizen cooks, preparing the same meal as the night before, he begins figuring out lyrics to a song he could write in his head. He hums a beat and tune to it, which catches the eye of some of the people taking a break near him. They fancy and smile at his tune, admiring his ability to stay so positive in such a stressful situation. But it's not always like that. If anything, the war is the worst kind of nightmare imaginable to him - not only his birth home, but also his entire race is at stake. However, his sense of hope and strength in holding onto what's closest to him keeps him going. He wouldn't be able to lose that power even if he were the last demon standing.


Ythl wakes in his fox form. He stretches and arches his back, opening his muzzle wide as his little fox tongue pokes out of his mouth. He raises his head and sniffs. Fish is cooking. And vegetables. And rice. And there are a lot of men and women who need a bath. He shakes his head, then his whole body ending with his tail. Slowly, the fox shifts back into a boy.


Ythl grabs his robe, wrapping it around himself. Stifling another yawn, he goes to wake Milvik.


“Ehh.... Wahh, leave me alone.” Milvik says as he slowly exits his dreams. The blonde anthro cat hisses before realizing how it is. “Oh... Ythl. How long have we been asleep? Do you have an extra robe that I could use? I'm a bit taller than you of course, so I guess it'll look weird on me though.”


“Ythl yawns again, taking a robe and handing it off to his new friend. Judging from the smells of dinner being cooked and how the sun is sitting, we've slept most of the day.” He pours each of them a cup of tea and sits down. “How do you feel?”


“Strange. Like, I don't feel sick or anything, but I don't remember feeling so large and all. It feels like this body isn't even mine. Your mirror scares me.” Milvik looks at himself closely. “I look like... I'm not a boy anymore? Huh. Well, I guess we should get something to eat. I'm sure the commander is going to want to talk to me too.”


“Well, how old were you when you were captured?” Ythl moves things around in one corner and comes back with a simple wooden walking stick. “Here, use this. It will help steady you until you're used to being a giant.” He grins. “You are tall!”


“Six foot three if I recall.” He laughs, putting the stick back. “Well, I was twenty.”


The wizard and mage exit the tent to find everyone gathering to get their portions. Tomas runs over, handing Ythl his meal with his own in the other hand. “Oh, sorry for forgetting you. I think Aldan wants to speak with you.” He points to an open table by the house the commander has been residing. The beast of a man sits alone, less food on his plate than the others.


“Well, thank you, Tomas, Ythl.” He bows his head to both of them and approaches Aizen. The two of them talk over his health to make sure he's feeling alright. Milvik sits down across from the man and waits for him to speak first.


Aldan eats slowly. He glances up at Milvik. “You've grown.”


The young man laughs. “Yeah, I have. And I cut my hair. See?” He moves his head back and shows off to him. “I won't need much for this ritual other than the right time to perform it and a collection of large stones.” Milvik holds onto the stone on his necklace and studies Aldan only to see how broken he must be.


“What sort of stone? Is there a special type that you need?” Aldan looks Milvik over, up and down. “How does your storm summoning work? Will you be unable to do anything else?”


“Well, the only reason I learned this spell is because it was part of a trial in a training I had with a storm mage. The stones should all be around the same size and somewhere near sixty pounds each. They're arranged in a spiral, where I sit, meditate and pray. It took me a whole week with six hour sessions each day. By then, I will be able to have enough energy harvested within my necklace to call a viscous storm and even control bolts of lightning to strike down on specific homes.” Milvik smirks. “I can already imagine it. They'll be trapped and in total disarray. Well, most of them.”


Aldan nods. “Is there any way that Ythl could assist you to make things move more quickly? Or any of my people?” He looks at Milvik. “We're a little concerned that your absence might spur more active patrols or defensive measures by Rakshahas' men. Anything we can do to push our attack to time with them splitting their forces, let us know.”


“Well, I wouldn't worry about that. Are they to imagine that I've found a way to make myself my normal size again? Also, Raethum will have found a new toy to play with by now. Someone else to perform horrible experiments on.” Milvik shrugs. “Thirteen days now. That's how many we have left before we attack. Any sooner and we're all dead. Any later than that, who knows how many forces might randomly move in. If you want to help, find some men who can gather around thirty stones, I reckon.”


“I'll arrange a briefing after dinner. You can tell the men exactly what you need.” He shakes his head, tapping his fork against his plate. “I can't imagine that it will be fast or easy to find thirty stones of that size. And then to move them back and arrange them as you require. Still, if it can be done, we'll do it. Be assured of that.”


“If you can't carry thirty damn rocks...” Milvik stops himself and almost chuckles. He decides to eat and gaze at the others, who seem to be enjoying their dinner. The blonde kitten sways his tail as he notices a boy from afar eating alone. “Ah, who's that handsome devil over there with the long brown hair?”


“You're asking for boulders, son. Sixty pound boulders, not a handful of rocks. Can't just slip them in a pocket and walk home with them.” Aldan follows Milvik's gaze. “Who? Him? That's Alec, one of our spitboys. Why do you ask?”


“Well, he's quite cute. What's a spitboy do, exactly?” Milvik asks gently.


“All sorts of things. And yes, he is cute. He's a good boy, too. You don't believe in letting the grass grow beneath your feet, do you? I guess you mourned in your bottle and now that you're free, you're feeling your oats. I'd better warn you. I kill rapers. Don't think your magic will protect you, either.” Aldan shrugs. “But if he likes you. . . Spit boys polish and clean armor and weapons. Fetch water and firewood. Empty piss pots. Help when and where their needed. We try to train them with sword or bow.” He nods at Milvik. “Speaking of which, can you fight at all? I want Holt or Tomas to test you. Once they figure out how good, or bad, you are with a blade, we need to train you to be better.”


“I'm not so good with a sword, a bit decent with bow. Not the best, although I can form a sword of lightning that offers quite a heavy strike. I've seen demons form swords out of fire; it's much like that.” The blonde finishes his plate, stands and responds. “Oh, I'm with you there. Trust me, I watched Raethum rape and murder my girlfriend before spending years with him and forced to watch him do the same to others. That's not my style. If he rejects my offer, then I'll let it be at that.”


As Milvik approaches the others, a soldier offers a guitar to Aizen and speaks. “We found this in one of the homes and thought you might be able to produce a nice song with it. Holt mentioned you needed one.”


“Oh, did he?” Aizen looks at his boyfriend and sticks his tongue out. He tunes the guitar while sitting on top of a table, then strums out a few melodic chords and hums. The demon boy begins to play a long instrumental song.


Milvik sits down beside the spitboy and introduces himself. “I saw you from over yonder and couldn't help but to notice how delightful you are. A boy as handsome as you shouldn't be out in war, you know, so I applaud you for being so brave. It's Alec, isn't it? I'm Milvik. Your friends have probably came up with a million jokes about me overnight.”


“Yeah, but they don't mean any harm. They're good folk.” The boy smiles in between bites. “They treat me pretty, even with my past. Milvik, right? So you're gonna be fighting with us from now on? Gettin' revenge for what they done to you and your woman?”


“Fuck yeah I am. They won't stand a chance.” Milvik smirks, then pays attention to the crowd gathered around the table.


Aizen explains how he had been told to write a song for a new friend today and came up with a few lines for it. He practices playing the melody on the guitar as he balances on foot. The boy sings the short tune while others clap along.

“hear me noble lords of fire

i've found love again

i praise thee budding flames

to bolster for as long as they can

once i was chained and jailed

but malice has long failed

now that i'm free, lucia i see

the celestial love unveiled”


The demon jumps off of the table and everyone shouts in praise. They pat his back, hug him, hold him up and yell for an encore. Eventually, he gives in and plays a couple more songs to them.


“Well, I'd like to get to know you a bit better, dear Alec. Tell me more about yourself and I'll promise not to judge.” Milvik almost slips a hand over the boys shoulder, but decides moving his butt up closer to him is good enough of a move.


Alec shrugs. “There's not much worth telling.” He looks at Milvik, his eyes slowly moving over the young man. “I'm a spit-boy 'til Captain decides I can handle myself, then I'll be a soldier.” He brushes his caramel colored hair to one side of his face. His brown eyes are guarded, his mouth pinched closed. As beautiful as he seems, Milvik has to wonder what he'd look like if he smiled. “Is it true you were a prisoner for years?”


“I guess you could say that. Captured sounds more preferable.” Milvik corrects. “Four years I spent trapped in a container. Life is quite surreal right now, although it almost feels just like yesterday that I wondered fields and forests like these with my girlfriend.” He stops him from asking. “She's gone. Passed away. Raethum, the dark mage we'll face soon enough is the one that took her life.”


“I'm sorry.” the boy looks away. “Why did he kill her? Were you enemies?”


“Enemies? Dark mages simply kill. There's no reason to it.” He explains calmly. “We were simply camped out and him and his men said that they were lost and in need of directions, so we guided them until they pulled the surprise out on us. Raethum wanted her for himself, but it wasn't enough, so he... All I can say is there's not a single piece of her left on this planet now.”


Alec looks down at his hands. “I don't know what to say.” He looks at Milvik, half smiling. “You're gonna hear it anyway so I may as well tell you... You might not wanna be friends with me. I'm a murderer.” He shrugs again and looks away. “I'd be dead now if it weren't for the Captain. There's a lot to it, but I understand if you wanna leave.”


“Aren't you all murderers, though? That's what war is about, right? Killin' people?” Milvik looks at him confused. “Unless you mean you killed someone you shouldn't have.”


“Yeah. I killed someone before the war. Maybe more than just him. I don't know for sure.” Alec takes a grape and pushes it around on his plate, focusing his attention there. “I shouldn't have killed him.”


“Well, there must be a reason your commander gave you a second chance. I'm not scared of you. I'm sure there's more to you than those mistakes you've made.” He glares into Alec's eyes, trying to assure him that it doesn't matter to him.


“Aldan doesn't think boys my age should be executed.” He forgets his grape game, looking at Milvik. “Well, it was a year ago so I was even younger. Captain and his sons made the King change the law so as boys like me would get a second chance. We could join the army and avoid getting our head chopped.”


“Well, I'm glad that didn't happen! Damn. What fucking luck.” He chuckles a bit. “Say, do you sleep alone at all?”


“Uh, yeah.” Alec furrows his brow. “I mean, I share a small room in one of the houses with the other spitters. But, we get our own bedrolls.”


“Oh. Well, now that I'll take up too much space in Ythl and Tomas's home I might need a new place to sleep...” He hunches a bit, raising his brows. “Think we could share a room by chance?”


“Wha?” Alec's eyes go wide and his mouth hangs open for a moment. “You're trying to sex me up, aren't you?” He grins and points at Milvik, poking him lightly with each word. “Admit it! You wanna do it with me, don't you?”


Milvik nods, showing no shame. “Yes, I'd fancy that. But if you don't want to, that's fine. We can just sleep in the same bed and not touch each other.”


“I've heard the stories.” he grins again. When he brushes his hair aside, he looks at Milvik. “Guys always say "We don't have to do anything." Then they're on top of you. I was in prison, remember. I'll shank you if you try something I don't want.” He pretends to stab at Milvik with his fork, then laughs. “We can be friends. I'd like that. More than that, I don't know. We'll have to see. I kind of already. . .” He stops and clamps his mouth closed. “Nevermind. So, do you like games?”


“Like magic games? Card games? Or something else?” He asks. Out of nowhere, Milvik tickles Alec's side, then the back of his neck. “Gotcha!”


“Board games or cards. Anything fun.” He giggles as Milvik tickles him, leaning into the young man and tickling him back. “Magic games wouldn't be fair. I can't do magic, so you'd win 'em all.”


“Oh. One of my favorite card games is strip poker. But we can play something different. Maybe you could teach me a game or two!” As Milvik is talking to him, he notices Holt walking by. The anthro stops him in his tracks and asks. “Hey, elf boy. What's your last name?”


Holt stops and turns to Milvik. “"Hey, elf boy?"” Holt walks over to the table. “"Hey, elf boy?" I have a name. I think you know it.” He raises his right boot onto the bench, leaning forward onto his knee. The hilt of the dagger he wears catches the torch light, revealing a stag's head with two crossed arrows. Something similar to another dagger Milvik saw long ago. “My name is Holt. Why do you want to know my last name? I go by Longfire, these days, when I need a last name.”


“You just remind me of someone. The dagger does as well.” Milvik smiles. He examines Holt up and down before continuing on with his suspicion. “Not too long after I left Aigua I had met another elf that had a dagger just like that one as well.” His eyes brighten up as he connects Holt's name to tired stories he was once told years ago. “Ah, yes! It really is you! Holt! Ha. Ha ha. Ha ha ha!”


Alec leans in and whispers to Milvik. “I wouldn't laugh at Holt, he's second in command. I've seen him fight. You don't want to make him or Captain mad.”


Holt pulls his dagger and hands it to Milvik, hilt first. “One like this? When? Where?”


“Well, most likely four and a half years ago, I'd say?” Milvik holds it up and rubs his finger over the etching on the dagger. He hands it back to him and smiles. “Yes. I knew your oldest brother, Kieran, a traveler and wanderer with no path to call home. My girlfriend and I travelled with him for a month or so before he abandoned us.”


Holt resheaths his dagger. “Where was this exactly? How was he? Was he well?”


“Sit down. Do you want me to tell you everything I know?” He rubs his nose and looks at Alec. “Don't mean to bore you, but I think Holt and I might be talking for a bit. Do you think you could bring the three of us some ale to drink?”


Alec sighs loudly, rolling his head from side to side. “Goes from wanting to bed me and fuck me to making me his waiter!” He stands and stamps his foot. “Men!” Alec laughs and bumps his hip into Milvik's back. “I'll be right back.”


Holt leans closer. “Yes, please. Tell me everything you can remember. How did he look? How did he talk? Please.”


“Still as fat as you probably knew. Boy, does he love to eat! But he also travels and he's an extremely hard worker, so it equals out. His hair probably looked like mine does now. Of course, he looked way younger than he really was due to being an elf and all.” Milvik's ears tingle and his tail whips back, observing the soldiers to see that their conversation is private. “My mother specialized in helping people that were possessed with madness, so I think he was able to approach us more easily than others. He was always gentle and nice, sometimes too nice, always apologizing as well. Kieran told me about his home life and how he felt that he had to left so that his family wouldn't have to bare the burden of his madness. He'd hallucinate, hear and see things that weren't there, freak out of nowhere, but we were always there for him.”


Once Alec returns, he thanks the boy and apologizes. “I didn't mean to be rude about it. That's why I told you to get yourself a drink of course!” Milvik takes a large drink from his beer and falls back, relieved. “Ahhh!!! Haven't had a sip of alcohol in forever. Anyway, back on with the story... Kieran came with us when my girlfriend and I were apprenticed by the storm mage. Sure enough, he mastered every lesson twice as fast as us. He'd been offer to train under Garallen, but I'm not sure if that's where he went when he left or not. Garallen was busy with a few other apprentices already, too. You know him, right? I told him about my mother too, so it's quite possible he went to Aigua to seek her help.”


Holt slowly shakes his head. “Wait, wait, wait. . . He was fat and had hair like yours? Describe him to me exactly, please.” Holt sips his drink.


“Well, very plump with a big belly, Blonde hair that stopped a bit below his shoulders, broad and muscled arms, the most innocent smile and heart... About five foot ten, I'd say?” Milvik stands and pretends as if Holt's brother is standing in front of him to measure him. He sits back down and gulps down the rest of his beer.


Holt nods, staring into his mug. “You said he had delusions. Did he ever talk to someone who wasn't there? Like, a whole conversation, but just his side. Alec, we're going to need more beer. Just bring back a pitcher.”


“Sorry, Alec...” He frowns. “Yeah, he spoke to those who were dead in his life and believed they were still there. He said he could also speak to spirits inside of the trees.”


“Do you remember a name of anyone he talked to?” Holt's hands wrap tightly around his mug. His green eyes seem almost to glow as he stares at Milvik. One taps rapidly under the table, the efl's whole body shaking with each motion.


“Ah, there was Simon. Emilia... Shanna? Do those names ring a bell?” Milvik asks, looking around at the others and smiling as he see's Alec returning.


“All three? He mentioned all three? Are you sure?” Holt stands, his hands spread flat on the table. He sits again and takes a long pull on his beer. “But you say he was better when you left him than when you found him?”


“I'm not sure... He was quite lost when we found him. Hurt, crying, alone. I think he was starting to lose it again when he left. We tried looking for him for an entire two weeks and went through all of the villages, but never found him.” Milvik pushes his beer mug away, deciding it's not something he wants to drink to. “I... I'm sorry. I pray that the Gods keep him safe and that he doesn't hurt himself. Hopefully, he’s made his way to my mother.”


“Thank you.” Holt covers his face with his hands. He wipes his eyes with his sleeve. “I make that same prayer every night. It's good to know that he had friends for a time. He was almost always alone when we were children.” Holt's jaw clenches. He stands. “I. . .uh. . .I need to. . .I'll let you get back to what you were doing. We'll talk again, Milvik. Alec.” He nods to both of them and takes his leave.


“That was weird.” Alec watches the elf leave. “He almost never show emotion. Did his brother ever talk about Holt? He didn't even ask that.”


“Very much so... I think that they were extremely close. It probably hurt him when he left.” Milvik answers.


Dusk dawns on them. Everyone seems to be either getting ready to rest or to at least head into their homes for the night. Fires are being put out so that they remain hidden. “So... Card games?” He winks. The boy stands and follows behind Alec.


“We can play cards and see how it goes.” Alec smirks No promises. “After all, you might just be lonely and horny. And I am the best looking spit-boy in camp.”


He leads Milvik to one of the houses. In the large sitting room, a fire burns in the hearth, wood stacked to either side. A large, round table sits in the center of the room, surrounded by chairs. A couple of soldiers are already there, dealing out cards and playing some game. They nod at Alec as he enters.


“Ain't that the Bottle Mage?” One of the soldiers asks. “He bunking with us tonight?”


“Yeah.” Alec anwers. “His name's Milvik and he wants to play some cards before we go to sleep.” He emphasizes the word sleep and looks at Milvik.


The men shake hands with Milvik and are happy to have a hand to play cards with. Alec excuses himself for a few minutes, and he and another boy head out with buckets. They return with water, filling every jug, bottle, skin, and canteen in the house. Both of the boys join in the card games once the water has been gathered.


Everyone is friendly with Milvik. They ask general questions as the play cards, make small talk. None of them pry into Milvik's past, though they listen intently when he describes his time in the bottle and talks about the Dark Mages and Cruiberg.


They play cards for a good few hours. During the time, Milvik explains how he will need a certain amount of stones to perform a ritual and how he might need their assistance. Everyone seems on bored with it and grows undeniably curious if the anthro is truly as powerful as he says he is. Eventually, the two of them head off into Alec's room. The half-cat studies it and notes how this home once belonged to a family of demons that most likely aren't even alive anymore. It's a constant reminder of why this war is happening in the first place. “Your friends are all nice. Hard to believe you're with a brand of hardcore killers. Are you tired?”


Alec moves around a couple of other bedrolls and pulls one from the corner. He rolls it out next to what must be his own, and drops onto his to unlace his boots. 


“I am. We start at sun-up. Gotta empty the night pots.” He wrinkles his nose. “We make sure the men are up in time for breakfast and roll call. Usually we gotta go get food and bring it back, sometimes more than once Then take the dishes back.” He slides his boots off and peels off his socks. He starts to unbutton his tunic and removes it as well. “While the soldiers are out soldiering, we clean the quarters, air out the blankets and all. Make sure there's water and firewood. It's a lot of work.” He smiles up at Milvik. “I'm dirty and stinky. Still want me?” he grins. “But the work is better than getting my head chopped off.”


Milvik doesn't have to do much to undress other than untie the robe around him to reveal his nakedness. He quickly hides his bottom half under a blanket while sitting up and grinning at Alec. “I can tell that you're a hard worker. You're young, but you've got muscles. Bet you could beat me in a sword fight. Hopefully I can learn some stuff. Magic helps and I've got some extremely useful tricks up my sleeve, but it's not always enough.” He pauses, checking out the boys toned, smooth and tan body. “Gods, you're fucking beautiful.”


“Do you really think so?” Alec blushes. “I'm gonna clean up some. Wait here. Alec grabs a towel and heads for the door.” He stops and looks back at Milvik. “You know, there's a guard back in Harath who's in love with me. He might be in the war, I don't know. I don't love him. But I'd be dead if it weren't for him and Aldan. We'll talk, okay? I'll be right back.”


The boy dashes out the door, leaving Milvik alone in the room. He's there for a few moments, less than five minutes, alone. Alec rushes back in, pants in hand and towel wrapped around his waist. He also carries a bottle of wine. He leaves the door open, crossing over to Milvik. He grabs a pair of clean unders and slips them on under the towel. He hangs the towel from a peg and sits in front of Milvik. “Hi!”


“You said there's a guard that loves you? I mean, everyone should love you...” He chuckles. “One of his hands rubs at Alec's palm. Is that okay?” He waits for him to nod and continues touching his hand and arms until the boy pulls away to pour some wine down his throat. “Did you do it with him? Or are you still a virgin?”


“I haven't done it with him. But I'm not a virgin.” He blushes again. “Well, I guess it depends on what you mean by virgin. Do you always sleep naked? Have you been with lots of boys like me?”


“Well, I was born in Aigua, which is already quite a heathen land full of ravenous horny anthro fuckers. The part I lived in was even more so. Nudity was required in my hometown. Milvik pours some wine into his friends mouth and continues. Lost my virginity at six to my teacher at the time. Had many friends later on, but I didn't have my first relationship until I was thirteen. Met a few girls here and there, they broke my heart, fell in love with some boys my age and older men as well... Eventually I found the love of my life, but you know how that story goes... Now there's you.” He pokes Alec's belly button.


“Holy shit!” Alec giggles when poked. He reaches out cautiously to trace his hand over Milvik's more pronounced anthro features. “Coronado said all you Aiguan were horny goat fuckers! We hear Sir Tomas and Ythl going at it all the time. They're worse than Holt and Aizen.” Alec laughs. “Six seems a little young to me. I don't know. When I little I was selling starshatter to my friends' older brothers and sisters. I did things that I still don't know if they're bad or good.”


“Well, I'm guessing you were poverty stricken and believed at the time that it was the only way to make a living. Some would say it's wrong to empathize with that, but I know far too many that were executed for even less.” Milvik smiles, rubbing his hand along Alec's arms and chest. “I'm glad you're alive. That you're here. I'd like to kiss you now. May I?”


Alec grins at Milvik. He runs his hand through his long hair, combing over half of his face. He takes a sip of wine and leans closer. “That depends, Mage Milvik. Where do you want to kiss me?”


“Well, your lips first. Other places as well, depending on if you're interested.” Milvik moves in and brushes his hands on Alec's side.


Alec closes his eyes. “No tongue just yet. I want to see how it feels first, okay?”


Milvik moves in and pecks his lips softly, then again after licking his own lips. “There. How did that feel?”


Alec licks his own lips. His cheeks grow pink and he reaches out, wrapping a hand around the back of Milvik's neck. He pulls the mage into another kiss, this one longer with their tongues brushing each other's lips. When he pulls back, his face and lips are flushed. He takes a deep breath. “I liked it. Was it okay for you?”


“It's even more so now. If you could see how red-faced you get when you're kissed. How cute.” His hand rubs over Alec's side and caresses him gently. He kisses him again, this time with more emphasis. “Should we blow out the light and head to rest?”


“Mhmm.” Alec pulls back, raising his hands above his head and letting loose with an exaggerated yawn. He settles into his bedroll, patting the space next to him, He blows out the light and cuddles up with Milvik. “Remember, the door's open...we can kiss some more if you'd like to. In the dimness,” Alec reaches out, tracing his fingers along Milvik's side and over his chest and tummy. He brushes Milvik's dick once. “Oops. Sorry.”


“It's ok.” He blushes in the darkness, glad that Alec is unable to notice. “Pretty big, huh? Another reason we should take it slow.” Milvik takes one of Alex's hands and brings it to his lips, kissing it and smelling it. He sighs and relaxes with him.


The two soon fall asleep. Alec snuggles himself against Milvik, who wraps his arms protectively around the teen. They both sleep soundly, Milvik sleeping better than he has in years. Though they dream, their nightmares pass them on this night.


They wake early in the morning. One of the other spitboys shakes them both awake. Alec opens his eyes, glaring at his tormentor. “Evan? What the hells?”


Evan shrugs. “Sun's rising, Alec. We got work to do. Sorry.” He exits the room.


Alec looks at Milvik, yawning and stretching, before burying his face against Milvik's chest. “I have to get to work. You can stay and sleep more, if you want. I can bring you breakfast.” He rests his chin on Milvik's nipple, staring up at the mage with puppy dog eyes. His hair is a tousled mess, and he has a little bit of dried sleep-drool on one corner of his mouth.


“Well, I'll have to get to work soon as well. There isn't much time for me to prepare.” Milvik answers. His hands run through the boys hair and he kisses his nose. As he stands, his cat tail rubs against Alec's chest. The younger boy can see his hairless ass in front of his face as he stands, but still has yet to get enough of a glimpse of the cock he had accidentally touched the night before. In the matter of a blink Milvik is dressed in the same robe as before. He ties it tightly and heads out of the house to observe the others.


Holt is the first to greet him. The elf is sweaty and exhausted; he slaps a hard hand on the mage's shoulder and happily speaks. “We've done our part and saved you. Me and six others took the time to wake up early enough to gather some stones on a wagon for you. I think it'll do.” He leads him forth and points to the wagon.


“Holy.... Holy shit man.” Milvik is in awe. He grins back at him and clenches onto his necklace. “I'll get straight to work!” Ythl watches from a distance, standing outside of his tent.


It takes lots of convincing from Aizen and Evie to get Milvik to eat. As soon as he's finished he begins rearranging the stones. Eventually, Ythl helps him out. They work silently and respectively. An hour of heavy lifting eventually leads to the spawn of their creation - a perfect spiral, where Milvik stands at the center of it. He holds one hand out to the sky and says a solemn prayer, in which a sword of lightning appears in his right hand. He strikes it down upon the first stone and the chaotic sparks connect every stone. Slowly, he sits down and closes his eyes. Years have passed since he was last given this test, but somehow he remembers the hundred pages worth of prayers that are meant to be spoken to channel the tremendous power of creating storm. The entire army is intrigued by his magic and is pulled a bit off track. That is until their commander snaps them out of it.


Aldan barks at the soldiers standing and watching Milvik conducting his ritual. “Get back to work! He's doing his job, get on and do yours! There'll be plenty of time to watch. . .he'll be casting for days. Besides, we can't let him win the war by himself, can we?” He claps his hands together, urging his people on with their tasks.


Satisfied that everyone is working, he approaches Holt and one of the sergeants, Anne. The discuss their patrols and sentries and set a pair of men to keep the curious from disturbing Milvik.


As the day passes and Milvik continues summoning the storm, whenever he can, Alec takes a moment or two to watch the mage. He tries to find work that allows him to watch over Milvik, ready to bring him water, or ale, or anything he might need. Alec giggles to himself. “Well, almost anything...” He whispers to himself.


As the storm mage begins to work his magic, another mage too close to them is also preparing his own weapon of mass destruction. Even from here and with the darkness removed from his soul, Milvik can still feel the presence of evil lurking, waiting for his return.

