The Battle for E’hbel

By DamiJon

Chapter Four.

Drew has been captured after the fall of Varn Ra in a village taken over by the Cruiberg, where one of the Cruiberg kings, Rakshahas, has his base settled. Later, we return to young Alex, and explore his newfound journey as a Cruiberg.


When Drew awakens, he finds his arms and legs chained down to small boulders worth the weight of ten tons each. He pulls and tries to escape. Hay glues to his naked body as he squirms around and curses. “Fuck! Fuck you! Fuck you fuck you fuck you! Dark mage pieces of shit.” Voices from both sides of him scream out in cries of insanity. He looks around and notices that he's been locked into a simple horse stall. Further away, he hears the clutter of wood against steel bars.


The younger Dark Mage enters the stall. He looks at Drew. “Well, you're finally awake, lazy bones. I trust you've had a restful sleep.” He moves closer to Drew, examining his body. “The stones, as I'm sure you realize, are enchanted. For me, a mere human, they weigh five or six pounds. But for a demon? Their weight is incalculable. Several tons at the least. The chains are also enchanted to suit you. Try as you might, there's no breaking free.” He pauses and stands facing Drew. “I am the Dark Mage Epirael, apprentice to the Dark Maestro Raethum. What shall we call you, demon?”


“You know who I am already.” He grunts, leaning himself up against the wall. “I take it I'm in some village that your people have ravaged? Must be eight stalls, thirty or more prisoners. Why am I separate from them?”


The young man seems surprised. “Because you're you, obviously. The experiments we conduct of the others are mundane. Ordinary.” His eyes sparkles and he smiles as he continues. “But you! Your experiments shall take us beyond the limits of the Dark Arts as practiced today. Your experiments shall be grand, in every sense of the word. With your innate abilities and our magic, you can't die! We can do anything to you. Anything. And you won't die. So, we can do it again.”


Footsteps and voices approach Drew's stall. The young man lowers his voice. “Try to be courteous. The time between experiments can be as easy or as hard as you make it, Drew.”


A small group of men enter the stall, led by Dark Maester Raethum. The Dark Maester smiles broadly. “Ah, good! You're awake. Tell us, Drew, how do you feel?”


“Feel like killing all of you as soon as I find a way out of these chains or either of you give me the chance to snap your necks.” He spits high up and into Raethum's face. “You ate that girl too, didn't you? I'll make sure to eat you too for that.”


Epirael licks his licks and kneels down across from Drew. “How cute of you. We saved parts of her. Demons love raw meat, right?” Without waiting for the boy to nod he claps his hands. “Good! Then we have dinner for you whenever you get hungry. Oh, oh Drew... Such a handsome young boy you are.” He fixes his clothes and coughs. “You're in Zahantha. Know of it?”


Drew nods. “It's where one of the ancient fire dragons had come to die centuries ago.”


“Ahh, yes! So you know of how the homes have been built around the bones and other remains left behind by the beast?” He waits for him to nod this time. “Great! Then I won't have to explain too much. Such an educated child. Care to go on, Raethum?”


Raethum nods to one of the other men. “By your leave, Highness.” The man, old and scarred, nods. “The dragon's petrified bones became central to the village. People prayed at them, prayed to them. They believed the bones could grant miracles. Heal people. Make barren women fertile.” He scoffs. “Foolishness, of course. Unless! Unless one can perform the proper rituals and enchantments. Then, miracles are possible using the bones. Simply put, as you are not a mage and the subtleties would be lost upon you. But, simply put. Well will use your body, restored to life by magic from the gods themselves, and merge it with the petrified remains of the dragon. Thus, creating a demon dragon. While we work on the physical transformation, we will remove your personality and replace it with one obedient to me and to King Rakshahas here.” He gestures to the older man. “Thus, we will have a fire dragon of immense power to counter Aigua's water dragon. Ours will be immortal, or partially so, thanks you're blood.”


“Nonsense...” Drew quietly responds, confused by what they're trying to explain to him. “Use me as a weapon? You really think it'll be that easy?” He grunts, trying to raise himself off of the boulders. His body flexes and burns. To their amazement, he's able to move them by a few centimeters before falling back in exhaustion. Tears well in his eyes. “No... No no no no no! Let me go! Why? Your people have ruined my life enough as it is. Why won't you people leave me the fuck alone?”


Raethum looks closely at Drew. “Because you can do that. He points to the stones. You shouldn't have been able to move one of them at all. But you moved all of them. That's why we want you. Why you are valuable to us. Your life is irrelevant beyond the usefulness it provides to us. You are the means to an end. The end being the extermination of demonkind upon this continent and then this world. It's nothing personal.”


“All is personal!” He screams back. “Your people forcing that ghost into me! Forcing me to kill my mother, to drive me to evil and have me killed! You turned my own people against me...”


Raethum looks at Drew, his face calm and expressionless. “Yes, and? I see no reason to get hysterical about it all. Now we're going to transform you into a dragon! Once we've proven it works, we'll call it the Drew Process. Your name will be immortal. What more could anyone want?” He turns and ushers the others out of the stall. “Time to let our subject rest. He's still tired, as evidenced by his crankiness.” He turns to his apprentice as the others file out of the stall. “Feed him. Clean him a little. Get him a boy or girl if he wants one. Then let him rest. Tomorrow morning, we begin!”


The dark mages chuckle and grasp each other as they walk away, listening to Drew's screams. And then it is the slam of the door followed by the pitch black that conceals the prisoners.


Across from the so-called prison that was once a barn for horses and sheep Raethum walks into a grand cabin where two Kings reside. They sit across from one another at a kitchen table, speaking to one another over ales and fried vegetables. King Rakshahas Cane slumps back in his seat and ties his pony tail as he gazes at the dark mage with his good eye, the other missing and scarred. Raethum whispers some words into the mans ear that has the king chuckle to himself before the sadist trails back out.


“Ah, the day just gets better and better.” He falls back on the chair, sits back on it and chugs down the ale. “Varn Ra is taken, you're here with me and now we have what we need to finally get this damned dragon issue resolved. I have to say that I'm a bit jealous, you know... Rhys wants you to be the one that defeats Deklan and his men while he wants me to stay here and keep this land secure. It's as if he says that I've already done my part! Does he not remember what kind of man I am?” He beats the table with one fist, but then laughs. “It will be quite a battle, won't it? And your boy is with Jeremy and helping him with the Harathi situation by Varn Ra, yes? Tell you what... If they succeed in that battle nobody will ever question your boy Alex's legitimacy ever again, but if he loses... I'm sure he won't. He's a smart kid.”


King Markus Yorem chews a stalk of fried asparagus. “What is it that we needed for the dragon? What's been found? As for Alexander, most of those who still doubt him do so out of enmity towards me. He's proven himself. And he's not in command. If they are defeated, that should fall on Jeremy. Deklan is a test for me, set by Rhys. He has his reasons for everything. It's why he's still High King.”


“Yes, but Rhys is a fool if he thinks he can keep me here for the rest of the war. Let alone a month. I should at least be helping you in the upcoming battles.” He looks out of the window at his men cleaning their gear, a feeling of worry settling in. “My men fight for me in hope that they will kill every single day. I'm afraid of them becoming lazy and worrying too much about women.” He looks back at his friend and talks while examining letters from other commanders. “The dark mages have been using regular demon folks from this village for their experiments in hope that their powers will fuse will with the DNA of the fire dragon that died here long ago. None that have been put through the tests have survived, although their pain was of great use and studies for them. Now they've found a particular demon who they say has died once before and come back to life. An immortal perhaps? I'll have to see him for myself at some point... After all, he could be our greatest ally if the tests work and he becomes the key to killing the Aiguan dragon.”


“Died and came back to life?” Markus scoffs. “Myth. Why do the Dark Mages believe that he came back to life? I'm not sure how wise it is for us to trust in the Dark Mages. They were supposed to win this war for us before it even started. He looks at Rakshahas. He's here in the village? I'd like to see this "immortal".”


“Go ahead... Raethum said the boy has a scar around his neck as proof.” There's a prolonged silence as the warrior taps his finger in deep thought. “About your Alex... Have you ever thought about how some of the strongest warriors out there seem to be children these days? Think about it... That demon boy in Harath that apparently has enough power to blow up the entire planet. Then your boy who escaped from a prison that nobody has ever escaped from before and has already had great successes in the war. Now there's a boy dragon in Aigua. Even the great Crayus and his companions were defeated by mere children! One must wonder what their secrets lie.”


“You place too much stock in tales and stories.” Markus stands and stares out the window. Outside, men sharpen their weapons and repair their gear. Others rest and relax. A few stand guard or attend to other duties. “If the Harathi demon boy was so powerful, they'd be using him to fight us. Alex may be the first who escaped, or he may not. Think of it. If someone had escaped, would the Harathi announce it? Would the prisoner? As for Crayus, he was getting old. Wasn't there a dryad, the keeper of their shrine and another mage present? An adult mage? No, don't be too impressed. I'd take my sword over any of them.”


“Sure, sure. It's just something I like the think about. The stories of new enemies excites me. All of this new blood that I'll have the delight to kill. Mark my words. I'll find that damn Aldan and be the one to kill him. Nothing would please me more.” He grins and finishes his food. “I must be alone now. There's a spitgirl in the bedroom tied up and waiting for me to mount her with my throbbing prick.”


Markus continues to stare out the window, He rolls his eyes at Rakshahas' last comment. “While you entertain your guest, I might take a peek at our demon.” He turns back to his companion and grins. “Try not to make too much of a mess. Markus takes his sword, wraps his cloak around his shoulders and heads for the makeshift prison. As he crosses the village, he wonders what he would do if he ended up face to face with Aldan Jaeger, Alexander's other love.


Prisoners shriek and hold each other with their bodies chained down as the King enters. He leaves the doorway open, lighting a torch on the wall and moves to Drew's cell. The boy notices him staring, but says nothing.


Markus watches the young demon for a few minutes without speaking to him. He moves closer, entering the cell. “Do you know who I am, demon? And what should I call you?”


“Some sort of noble of high regard from Cruiberg.” Drew sits up against the wall and hides his privates by having his legs pressed to his chest. “What does it matter if I tell you my name?”


“If you're fine with me calling you "demon" I suppose I am as well. It is somewhat. . .dehumanizing.” Markus shrugs. “But, as you wish. I am Markus Yorem, Blood King of the Cruiberg.” He sees a low stool and sits, facing and watching Drew. “You needn't be so shy. I've seen pricks before.”


“Stop talking to me like you're my friend.” He spits at Markus. “Killing my people because you're too afraid to understand us. You're not even afraid, are you? It's just our land that you want. Mine all of the richest and most magical material from it and you'll be the strongest kingdom on the planet. Isn't that right?”


“Actually, that's not right.” Markus leans back, resting his back against the wall. “I'm not afraid, that's true. But I don't want your land. I have all the land I need. More than I can use with the number of subjects I have, actually. I have no animus, personally, with you or any demon.”


“Well, do you speak for all of the kings in Cruiberg? What kind of king are you?” Drew questions. His face is still hidden in his knees, revealing only his eyes, long brown hair and horns.


“I speak only for myself. Rakshahas hates and fears you. Rhys hates you. Jeremy and Klaus don’t fear your kind, but I think enjoy the sport of killing you.” Markus watches the boy demon with curiosity. “I'd like to think I'm a good king. I try to be fair. My people know my word is law, they know what I expect of them. They know the penalty for misbehavior. A good day is a day where I don't have to deal with my people. Where I can read the reports and work on larger issues without having to punish or judge. I've really only met one other demon, a slave chained to a coffee maker. I enjoyed his coffee.”


“Good for you. I don't care.” Drew turns away from him and lays on his side, exposing the scar on his neck. “So that's what you want me to do? Stay chained up here and make you coffee? Subject myself to torture so that I can become some sort of weapon for you?”


Markus leans forward. “I hadn't considered having you make coffee. Do you know how? The plan to weaponize you is Raethum and the Dark Mage's plan. I trust my blade. Their plans haven't been very helpful of late. It was one of their plans that started this war. Turning a demon by into a weapon in Harath. That failed. Oh, the castle was damaged, but the plot was foiled by a prison guard. A prison guard! As a result, I'm leery of the plans of Dark Mages.” He leans closer, staring at Drew's scar. “So, demon, is it true that you were dead?”


“That prison guard.” He sits up and grins. “Is my husband. He is not just a prison guard. He is Aldan Jaegar. Word will travel that your people have me here and he will find me. After what you've done to his family... None of you will live.”


Markus raises an eyebrow. “Your husband? I had no idea.” Markus stands and approaches Drew. He kneels down and peers closely at the scar. “I did nothing to his family. I did have the assassins murdered, after my own man failed to stop them. Rakshahas would be delighted for your Aldan to learn you're here and come for you. He dreams of killing your man. It fairly gives him a hard-on. I haven't seen your man fight, so I can't say. I'll live, though. But, did you truly die?”


Drew nods. He turns his said and shows him the scar, along with how deep it is. When Markus is close enough he allows him to run his finger against it. “I was beheaded for crimes of murder. But now I live. It doesn't make sense to me either. I don't know why I'm alive.”


“Remarkable.” Markus seems entranced by the scar. “Remarkable. So, is it to remain 'demon' or do I get your name? I want to ask someone about you.”


“The name is Drew. Go ahead and let it travel. You should escape while you can.” He moves back and grunts.


“You've never seen me fight. Why are you so sure Aldan would defeat me?” Markus moves back to his stool.


“Because he's the better man than you.” Drew looks away. “Go. Leave me.”


“Is he? Are you so sure?” Markus stands. He arches his back.  “Would you like to guess which of the two of us has fucked and beheaded more young boys? I'm the kindest king in a cruel land. What is he?” Markus heads for the door. “I'll have some blankets brought for you. It's the best I can do without raising the anger of the Dark Mages and I'm not ready to confront them as yet.”


Markus leaves the prison. He orders a guard to give Drew two warm blankets. For an hour or so, he wanders the encampment, inspecting men and defenses.


Later in the hour he returns to his temporary home and drinks in peace while rereading letters him and his lover have shared since the two of them departed. He's fought many great battles and tests in his life before, but his heart feels as if this one might be the most difficult. As hopeful as he is for Alex he can't help but to sometimes wonder how much pressure is on him. What if he fails? What if blame is put on him? What if he dies in combat? What if his own people betray him? He finishes his glass, moving to the letters Rhys has given him. When he looks up at the ceiling he imagines the clouds and contemplates what the boy is thinking right now.


Nearly a hundred miles away, Alex resides in a tent with his priest, Sargonne, whom has provided advice for him along his test in counseling Jeremy in battle. Their original mission was to capture the villages that Harath had taken back for the demons. At first it was a success, but one week ago they lost their edge and advantage. Another player in the game came in, someone that the boy knew before when living in the kingdom. Reeve Galient, once a lieutenant and now a commander, has taken his men to combat Jeremy's. Alex studied with the man at the age of nine for a period of four months and failed his classes - the stress was too great on his heart at the time and Reeve never cared for royalty either. He might not be their strongest warrior, but he most certainly is one of their wisest in terms of technique and leadership.


Alex sits on his legs, hands on his knees and bows his head to the flame in front of him. His skin is doused in sweat as he prays with his master, sometimes taking breaks to meditate in silence or speak of his worries with his teacher. His armor remains to the right while his sword, bow and arrows lay to the left. “Reeve is a beast. The way he rallies his people is magnificent. He's killed more than anyone else on both sides. We were at a little over two thousand from the start, but now it's twelve hundred. I believe they have two thousand strong.” He looks around the tent. “And we're sitting ducks right here. I can feel it. They'll hit us at any minute. Most likely in the next hour.”


The older man, kneeling beside Alexander, slowly opens his eyes. He runs a hand through his short, salt and pepper hair. “Why do you say that, Alex? And what advice would you give to King Jeremy?” He moves to a low stool, grabbing a jug and pouring cool wine for both of them. He hands a goblet to Alex. “Drink, but not too much. You have to keep your wits about you.”


“Well, I say we shouldn't be sitting here. We should be ready for them to attack! Have archers ready at least. He's making us Cruiberg look stupid.” He speaks loud and bluntly. “Jeremy is ten times as strong as Reeve could ever be, so why doesn't he fight him himself? Why does he hold back in battle? I don't understand...”


“It takes more than strength to win in battle. Our graveyards are filled with strong men. But you have done what you could so far. You have men watching for signs of the enemy.” Sargonne sips his wine. “You have another chance when we go to Jeremy for the mid-day meal. Make your case. Be clear, be calm, but be insistent.” Grunting, he dunks a clean cloth into a bucket of water. “These knees do not care for kneeling in prayer.” he grins. “Now, let's get you cleaned up and into your armor.”


Alex bows his head again and says a quick prayer before standing up. The boy faces a mirror and looks at his master more than himself in it. “A week is too long for a Cruiberg battle. We need to finish this...” He fixes his hair and cracks his knuckles. “I want to pay tribute to Emarak, being that I am new to worshipping him. You said it pleases him greatly and I'll be repaid with great fortune if I prove my bravery to him. I want to fight as hard as I've ever fought before. I want to win this battle and truly feel the pride that I've seen others feel in previous battles won before.”


“He is aware, Alex.” He takes the wet cloth and begins washing Alex's shoulders and back. As he washes the young warrior, he utters prayers to their gods. “As I cleanse the sweat and dirt from your body, I wash also the fear from your soul, the doubt from your mind. As a warrior sharpens and polishes his blade, I cleanse the warrior.” His touch is firm and gentle, not unlike Markus'. Once he's done with Alex's back and shoulders, he orders the boy to turn. “Turn towards me.”


Alex turns. He stands straight and like a gentleman, his fingers pointed and like a true soldier. The boy looks back at his armor, including the helmet that he spent so long cleaning the blood stains from last night.


“You don't have to stand to attention. I'm cleansing you, not inspecting you.” Sargonne chuckles. “You're too serious. You need to relax or you're going to exhaust yourself before the battle even starts. Arms up!” Alex obeys and raises his arms. The priest washes his sides and pits. He takes the chance to dig his fingers into Alex's skin, tickling him mercilessly for a few seconds.  “That's it, laugh. You won't lose the battle if you laugh a little.”


Alex blushes and calms himself down. He focuses on his breathing again, thinking back on the priests words. It's not long before he feels his worries vanish and everything comes clear to him. All that remains is his goal to succeed and return to his love. He imagines that it has already happened and smiles.


“Didn't hurt yourself, did you?” He pauses. “Privates. Some prefer to wash their own privates. Some believe that the ritual and prayers are only effective if the priest does all of the washing. What feels right for you?”


“I guess I'll strip.” Alex pulls down his pants and undergarments as he answers. His pubis is shaved cleanly, making him look younger than his fifteen years of age. The rest of his body remains hairless. The boy looks down, nervously seeing his penis getting erect. “Sorry. I haven't been with Markus in a long time.”


“I know. Nothing to be sorry for. You're young and in love and your love is miles away.” He gently washes Alex. “Have you and King Markus discussed, um, coupling with others while you're apart? My wife used to say that I could fuck anything I could hold down, but I couldn't kiss them.” He chuckles. “And there was a time where I did. She understood. Have you had that discussion?”


“Well, he did write that he only trusts one other man with me.” The boy blushes more, red as an apple. “You in particular. He said you could fuck me.” Alex looks down at his erect five inches as pre-cum drips from the tip.


“Oh.” Sargonne looks up at Alexander. “Well, your cock votes yes. What do you think, Alex?” He takes Alex's hips and turns him around, facing him away. He cleans Alex's rump.


“Well...” Being turned around doesn't make it any easier now that he's facing himself naked in the mirror. The boy notices how embarrassed he is and almost laughs. “I think it would help me kill my nerves make me calm for battle, don't you think?”


“It very well might.” He tosses the rag onto a pile of soiled clothing. “You are cleansed and ready. You must tell me yes or no, Alex. I won't assume with the lover of a King.”


Alex turns around and places one hand on Sargonne's side, the other to his crotch. “My answer is yes. You may... No. I order you to fuck me.”


Sargonne grins at his tent-mate. He winks at him. “As you command, Sir Alexander.” He leans forward and takes Alex's cock in his mouth all the way, his nose pressed into Alex's pubis. He reaches around the boy, squeezing and kneading the cheeks of his ass. He sucks Alex hard, his tongue flailing around the head. He sucks for a minute, then stands. He removes his robes and undergarments.


The priest's body is marked with dozens of small and a pair of larger scars. Short, black and gray hair lightly covers his chest and stomach. He's well-constructed for his age, a slight pot belly speaking to his love of beer and ale and good food. His arms and shoulders are powerful. His cock, nestled in a wild patch of dark pubes, save for a few silver hairs, is thick, and cut. It's also hard, the head a purplish, fleshy tone. A large vein stands out on it's left side, curling onto the top near the head. He's six, maybe six and a half inches, but he's thicker than King Markus.


Gently, he takes Alex's hand and places it on his cock. The priest moans at the boy's touch. “Have you been with a man other than Markus?”


“Almost. There was a guard when I was in prison that I fell for, but I let him use me.” Alex spits into his palm and strokes him. He goes down on one knee and kisses the tip before licking all of the way to his sack. The man’s balls are enormous to him. He takes one into his mouth, then the other, wetting the sack til spit is dripping from it before returning to the head. “You're thicker than both of them. That should make it interesting.” He puts his lips over his teeth, licks his lips and locks them a few inches behind the head before pacing his mouth up and down the shaft. His tongue licks and slides from side to side, but finds that Sargonne likes the pressure on the fat veins on his cock best. Alex remembers this as he stuffs his mouth with the cock and has the black and gray pubes pressing to his lips and nose. His eyes water and he feels his throat burn, but continues sucking him anyway. It tastes too good for him to stop. After an entire fifteen minutes of sucking without ever coming up for air he finally locks off, falls on his back and giggles. “That was fun... Be sure to go slow on me at first. Get my butt nice and relaxed before you start pumping it in me like crazy. I gotta be able to walk and run in the battle too, you know!”


Sargonne picks Alex up and moves him to the small cot.  He looks down on the boy, shaking his head slowly. “I'm not much into boys, but there's something about you. Something. . .alluring.” The older man kneels down. He takes Alex's ankles and rests the on his shoulders. His hands slide over Alex's legs, inside his thighs, up around the pubis, over his stomach and chest. “Your skin is smoother and softer than any I've felt.” He squeezes Alex's pecs and pinches the boy's nipples.


Slowly, Sargonne leans close to Alex, sniffing. His lips brush over the tip of Alex's cock before landing on the boy's stomach. He kisses and licks the smooth abdomen. One hand slides down past the balls into Alex's ass. He gently massages Alex's hole with his thumb. Slowly, he slips his thumb inside the boy, squeezing the balls with his fingers as he does so.


Alex moans, masturbating himself with one hand and rubbing the other through Sargonne's chest hair. Even though he's always had a fixation on boys his age and younger than him he also finds older men just as enticing and beautiful. He kisses some of the scars, licking around them and hoping his touch is soft enough to heal him. A bead of pre-cum forms from the tip of his dick as he feels two fingers fully inside him and rubbing against his prostate.


Pausing to take a drink of wine, Sargonne passes the goblet to Alex. He notices the precum glistening at the tip of Alex's cock. Arching an eyebrow, which for a moment reminds Alex of Aldan, the older man licks his lips. He moves down, gently cradling Alex's cock head in his mouth as his tongue retrieves the clear nectar and tries to explore Alex's pee slit for more. Sargonne moans, a deep, rumbling moan, sounding very much like a bear.


His fingers probe deeply into the young knight laying before him. As he sucks precum from his precious cock, he adds a third finger, pushing slowly and deeply. He pauses his quest for Alex's seed long enough to ask. “Do you have grease? Methinks you're about ready to be mounted.”


“No, I don't.” He answers. “I'll be fine if you use enough spit. I think all of the meditation we do together makes it easier on me.” Alex winks. The boy stops stroking himself when he notices how close he is to his orgasm and puts his hands behind his back, relaxing on them and looking up at Sargonne for instruction. “I'm so fucking hard. I've had to jack off in secret out of respect for you, but now we're about to fuck.”


Sargonne smirks up at Alex, letting his saliva run down Alex's cock, onto and over his balls into his crack. He sucks on the head for a moment, creating more spit which he lets flow down the boy's cock. He lets go of Alex's dick and moves into position, his cock head resting against Alex's hole. The priest leans his forward and lets a large glob of spit fall onto his cock. He has to exaggerate his lean to compensate for his belly, but his aim is true. He looks up at Alex. “Ready, lad? Gods, I see why Markus loves you so.”


When Alex nods, Sargonne grins. He reaches up, pinning Alex's wrists together in the iron grip of one hand. He leans closers, letting the fur of his chest and belly press down onto Alex's slim body. He nibbles Alex's ear, his whiskers tickling the boy's neck and cheeks. “You cum when I allow you to.”


With that, he pushes in hard and fast. His cock is thicker than any Alex has even seen, much less had inside of him. He feels as if he's being split in half. Starting to cry out, Sargonne covers his mouth with his, plunging his tongue into the boy's mouth. Alex cries out his pain into Sargonne's mouth. The priest pushes his cock completely into his partner, pulls out slowly, and pushes in again hard and fast. He repeats the process, even as Alex squirms and writhes beneath him. At first, it's to escape the pain, then, as his ass becomes used to the tree trunk inside of him, it's a reaction to the pleasure of being so filled by a man. Sargonne breaks their kiss, breathing hard as he fucks. He traces Alex's lips with his free hand and Alex bites his hand, hard. Sargonne moans and lets the boy bite him as he fucks him, deep, hard and fast.


Tears of pain and pleasure consume his eyes and wet his cheeks as Alex tries to focus more on the latter. He smiles, assuring him that it's ok for him to continue. He's surprised and relieved when he's finally able to take it all without feeling as if he's going to bleed or tear. The two of them kiss again, but this time it's softer and more personal. The boys cock throbs as its pressured by the hairy belly on top and rubbing against it. “Cum on my body. I want to wear it in battlefield.” He smiles wildly, nibbling on his shoulder.


Sargonne grunts and nods. He pushes his mouth against Alex's, passion driving them both. Releasing Alex's wrists, he runs one hand through the boy's hair as he braces himself for his powerful thrusts with the other. His body slaps against Alex's his belly rubbing and slapping Alex's cock as his own dick is buried again and again in the boy's warm hole. “Gods....GODS!!! It won't be long now.”


A minute later, maybe less, Alex feels the cock inside of him swell. Sargonne stops thrusting, letting his cock rest deep inside the hot, wet hole, his head against Alex's pleasure gland. The priest's eyes close tightly as drops of sweat fall onto Alex's face. Sargonne's cock begins pulsing, fire the first spray of his seed into the boy. Sargonne pulls out quickly. He reaches down, grasping Alex's cock against his own and stroking them both. The older man's load is thick and creamy. His ropes land on Alex's chest at first, then his stomach where the cum pools in his belly button. The last throes of his orgasm ooze from the tip of his cock, slickening his hand and coating Alex's cock as Sargonne strokes them both.


Alex leaves his hands at his sides and watches as his priest uses the pool of cum to lubricate and jack him off. He stares at the mans hand, seeing how it's grown colored from age and how hard his grip is on him. The boy wonders what he must be like with a woman if he's like this with a boy. For him, however, Alex could never see himself attracted to a woman. Moments with men like this remind him of why he remains proud to be gay. Gonna cum! Sargonne puts a thumb over the tip and tries to stop the first shot from spraying out. It leaks aggressively all over the head, creamy and delicious to the eye. Then he lets go and holds the boys cock away from him. Alex sprays four more loads that reach his neck. He pants and relaxes beside his master side by side, letting the cum on him dry off.


The older man lays next to Alex. He looks down at his cum covered charge. He leans close and licks up a bit of Alex's load from the boy's neck. “Mmmm...Never been a fan of seed, but yours. I hope we're neither of us too tired for battle.” He reaches for their wine, taking a sip and handing it off to Alex. “When you win today, you realize we'll have to do this before every battle.”


“If we win this battle, I'll be back with Markus. You'll come along, of course. I'm not sure if he'd continue letting us to do this.” He sits up and finds a pouch of tobacco. The boy lights it in a pipe for Sargonne first, then himself. “Say, help me get dressed now?”


“Of course.” The priest rises, puffing on his pipe. He stands naked, not ashamed of his body. His size, his gray hair, his scars. All worn proudly. He helps Alex into his unders and then begins dressing the boy, the young man, in his armor. “You might not have noticed, but King Markus does have a superstitious bent to him. We take care that it's not obvious. His enemies would use anything they could against him.” He smirks as he secures the straps on the leggings. “You do too well, you'll be back with the King, aye, but you may find yourself having to deal with both of us.”


“Oh, I wouldn't mind that at all!” He laughs crossing his arms and smoking as he watches the priest dress him. “Bet I can kill more Harathi than you today. Well, that's if I can get Jeremy to even listen to me. Maybe he's trying to save his strength for the final battle? I bet it would be quite impressive to see both of the brothers fight alongside...” He pauses, blushing as a fantasy comes to mind. “You've been his royal priest for how long? Did you use to fuck my lover when he was a boy?”


As he attaches Alex's chest pieces, Sargonne smiles. “You will have to ask King Markus that question. It would be a violation of my oaths to him to answer. I have served him as priest for. . .” He pauses, his eyes looking upward as he thinks. “For sixteen years now. I served him before I took religious vows, though.


“But he's not much for a religious man, is he?” He thinks, rubbing his chin. “You know that I have wind mage blood in me, right? Do you think it's wrong for me to use it in battle if I can? It seems that I'm getting more control of it the more that I fight and train with you.”


Sargonnes face goes very serious. “Oh, aye! Very wrong for you to use your wind magic when fighting for your life and King. That's why the Dark Mages all stand at the edge of battle cheering for us, but never using their magic.” He shakes his head and scoffs. “Don't be daft, lad! Use every advantage you can. If your magic can help you, use it. The only concern is, once you use it in battle, folks will know you have power and you won't be able to surprise them in future. So, don't show off, but use it if you have to!”


“Use it when they're least expecting it.” He notes. Alex beats his chest armor for a moment. “Harath's armor isn't as strong as ours nor is it as heavy. I like the aesthetics to ours too. Reeve, the commander out there that's been beating a hammer over our head, he used to have all that trained with him wear the heaviest of armor and work us from morning to night. That's why he's probably one of their fastest.”


“He sounds like a worthy opponent. Turn.” As Alex turns in a circle, Sargonne double checks every buckle, every strap, every tie. Satisfied, when Alex is facing him, he brings his fists down hard on Alex's shoulders. The young man is pushed back a single step, but no more. The priest smiles broadly, He glances down. “I've no doubt they'd be impressed with my cock, but I suppose I should get my armor on as well.” His armor is mostly chain and leather, not quite as sturdy as Alex's pieces of plate, and not nearly as ornate. He's able to, with Alex's help, dress in a few minutes. “Thank you, Sir Alex.”


Sargonne trails behind Alex as they exit the tent.


Daylight brightens the camp outside of a small, captured village. Everyone is on edge and preoccupied with some project at hand, which has Alex feeling guilty for having spent the morning having sex. He notices one of Rhys's grandsons sparring in practice with another man and watches until the boy has won.


“Still humiliating the elders, Florence?” He leaves his hand on the pommel of his sword and raises a brow to the boy. Alex was quick to make friends with the boy when he was first sent to work with Jeremy. When he's not with Sargonne, Alex spends his time drinking, training or playing cards with his friend.


“Aww, only when I can.” He smiles and jogs over to Alex. His eyes are wide and he whistles. “Your battle armor is great! Much nicer than mine, wow! All the woman are going fall in love and all the Harathi are going to piss themselves.” He falls in with Alex, walking beside him. “So, what have you been doing all morning while I've been training to become a better fighter?”


“Uhm...” He looks at Sargonne and spits out a lie. “Meditating. Reading about the Gods. You know, inspirational stuff! You know, if he really pull through today and win this you'll probably get to be with your Dad and Grandfather and I'll get to be back with Markus. I'm sure they're not worried about you though. You're a strong fellow.” Alex side hugs him and puts his forehead against Florence's. He steps back and stands beside his priest. “Do you know where I can find the king?”


Florence looks at the sun, shading his eyes. Mmm...I'd say he's in his tent, finalizing his plans for battle or fucking a prisoner. he grins up at Alex. “Are you joining for planning or lunch? Or the prisoner?” He laughs. “When I'm with a woman the first time, I want it to be because we like each other. Not love, just like is enough. No whore, no prisoner.” He leans close and lowers his voice. “I think Aggrita is sweet on me. Maybe after the battle she and I will bath together. What do you think? Then I can decide which I like better. Cock of cunny.”


Alex laughs and kicks his feet at the ground. “Yeah, she's a nice lady. It's not quite the same when you're having sex with someone you don't know or hates you. Really, if I were a King, I'd make it punishable by death for someone to commit rape in war. That's law outside of it, isn't it? So why is it okay in the battlefield?” He looks around himself, making sure nobody else can hear. “I speak too loud though. Anyway, I must get going.” He raises a hand as he walks away, heading for the cabin that Jeremy resides inside of.


The two of them enter after being approved by a soldier at the door. Jeremy sits at the center of the empty room, his desk tossed over with the sheets of paper in a mess across the floor. He's dressed in all of his gleaming black armor except for the unnerving helmet resting on his right leg. “I had a feeling you'd come and speak counsel after the heavy losses from last night.”


Alex nods. For a moment he thinks of looking up to Sargonne for reassurance but decides not to since he doesn't want to show weakness to the king. The boy paces as he speaks. “We shouldn't be sitting here motionless and waiting for them to attack us while we're still burying the dead. I know that's cruel and blunt, but there won't be anyone to bury the dead if we don't go out there and engage! We could at least have archers set up and ready. All of this waiting and hiding. It's not like you, Jeremy! Why are we giving them the upper hand? And why haven't you fought once at full strength?”


“You're here to observe and learn, perhaps to assist. Not to lecture, little man.” Jeremy stands and stares at Alex. The Harathi are on the march. “My scouts have already reported their numbers and their likely route. Once we've had our mid-day meal, we'll march here.” He stabs a finger into a map. “And deploy our archers and horsed. The woods will guard our flanks. he indicates on the map where the Harathi are marching from. The two forces will meet at small hill, with forested land to the right and left of the proposed Cruiberg positions. The Harathi forces are too rigid, their formations too large and too tight to make good time through the woods. They'll have to come at us head on. We haven't fought at full strength because I didn't want them to know our full strength. We'll have our infantry on the hill. The high ground will favor us. We'll have archers in both woods and our cavalry, which the have not seen yet, will wait here. Once the battle is joined, they'll sweep around and hit the Harathi right. They'll counter with their horsed troops and our will lead them into the woods. Our arches and scouts will pick them off like fruit. If the infantry can hold the hill, we'll win the day. If not. . . Well, that's where you'll be. Right here in the center. Your job is to hold the hilltop.”


Alex grunts, holding in his anger and frustration with Jeremy. “What's the point of showing them our full strength now when we could have shown it long ago?” He continues bickering and arguing to himself. “We could have ended this on the second day. Have we really saved all of this time just to have a good position to attack them from? Is that really the Cruiberg way?” He drowns out the thoughts and nods his head. “Then it'll be done. We'll hold the hilltop and form many more with their bodies... So those men are in my command?”


As expected, it begins to rain. The morning light is quickly blanketed by mournful, depressive clouds that echo with thunder and stream out beams of hateful lightning. “The march will be muddy and the battle itself will be a cruel one in this weather.” Alex continues. “This rain will be coming down like a monsoon in five hours or so. Then the forests and villages will begin to flood. I've always dreamed of fighting in that kind of weather, you know.”


Jeremy smiles. The first real smile Alex has seen on his face. “We call it a Cruiberg rain. And it's what we were waiting for. Our men-“ Alex notices that Jeremy uses "our". Maybe he's thinking of Alex as one them, finally. “-Are used to fighting in the rain, the snow, whatever weather the gods throw at us. The Harathi? Not so much. Their tight, heavy formations will work against them again. The slick hillside will slow them, keep them off balance. So, Alexander Steel…” Jeremy still spits out the last name like a bitter seed. “The terrain is of our choosing and favors us. The weather favors us. The only advantage they have is their superior numbers. Now, do you understand why we waited? Rakshahas would have attacked days ago. Might even have won. But his force would have suffered grievous casualties. Which would make the next battle that much more difficult. Markus is right. Fight when we have advantages to give us victory and preserve our force to fight again.” He walks around the table and claps Alexander on the shoulder. “Ask your priest while we eat. With luck, we'll be able to march again tomorrow and catch the Harathi off guard, still stinging from today.”


The three of them exit the home shortly after their conversation and move to the house next door to have lunch with the lieutenants and highest class knights. They eat privately and speak of matters on how the battle will proceed. With the weather on their side, everyone seems much more alive and at peace now. After the massive and early feast, all of the troops are assembled and the orders are finalized.


After the meal, Jeremy orders the army to muster in preparation to march. Scouts are sent ahead as group of warriors gather around their commanders.


Alexander commands a large force of footman under the banner of The Blood King, Markus. He's more used to the stiff ranks and rigid formations of the Harathi army. The loose knots of men and women that form the Cruiberg army seem strange to him, even though he sees himself as more Cruiberg than Harathi.


His personal guard consists of forty of Markus' most trusted, most skilled warriors. They've sworn loyalty to Markus as their King and to Alex as their commander. Even so, Alex can see in their eyes doubt as to his own loyalty and skill. Watching Sargonne talk with these men and women, Alex understands another reason Markus sent the priest with him. The men trust Sargonne. They know him and some of them have fought beside him. That aura of respect carries over to Alex, at least for now. But today, today Alexander will show them all that he is Cruiberg. He will shed Harathi blood on behalf of his lover and King, and on behalf of his adopted people.


“Alex! Hey, Alex!” Florence rushes up to Alex. He's smiling and excited. His armor isn't as sturdy or decorative as Alex's, but he wear it well. A steel breastplate, blackened with soot and boot black, protects his chest and vitals. A chain skirt hangs at his waist with leather protecting his arms and legs, metal greaves and vambraces covering his forearms and shins. An open helm bounces at his side, secured to his belt by it's chinstrap. His sword pokes out behind his right shoulder, a pair of sharp throwing axes at his waist. He looks the part of an eager veteran, though this is Florence's first major battle. He stops in front of Alex, giving his friend a casual salute. “Alex! I'm to be in the center. Do you think we'll see a lot of action in the center? I know I've only got 20 men under me, but I hope we fight well and make a difference. Where will you be?”


“You’ll be close beside me.” He answers calmly, studying around at the other groups that are in formation. “Our job might be the most important. If they go over the hill and crush us, then there's no stopping them. We're likely to end up face to face with their commander as well. Play your cards right when we're out there. One wrong move or step and it could be your life. You're one of my best friends. I'd like to celebrate with you tonight, okay?” Alex puts a hand on his shoulder and smiles. “March behind me. There should be three other groups coming with us to the hilltop as well.”


“Yes, commander!” Florence smiles broadly and salutes again. With a laugh, he turns and head back to his small cadre of men. He fairly skips as he goes. His men gather around him as he explains what he knows of the battle plan.


It takes the army less than an hour to be ready to move. Jeremy mounts his great black warhorse. His armor is more like Florence's, a mix of materials, although it is more decorative. His sigil is embossed on his breastplate, crossed axes over a horned skull. He wears no helmet, instead preferring a small crown marking him as one of the Five Kings. He rides in fronts of the troops, stopping and shouting to the army. 


“By nightfall, we will be victorious or dead! Our enemy is Harath. They will be victorious or dead! That is all there is in battle - Victory or death!” He stands in his stirrups, drawing his huge sword and holding it above his head. His horse whinnies and stamps at the ground. “Will we have victory or death? I ask you!”


The men and women shout back as one. “VICTORY!”


Jeremy smiles, sheathing his blade. To scattered chants of 'victory' and 'death to Harath' he rides to the vanguard and the army shudders into motion. Jeremy leads the mounted troops first, sending a force of 30 horsed warriors ahead. Following the horsed troops, Alex and the infantry march. Again, Alex is struck at the seeming disorder of the Cruiberg.


When the Harathi forces march, the sound is rhythmic, almost like a pulse. Step. Step. Step. But here? The sound is a cacophony. No ordered lines with men marching in step with one another. The men walk, side by side, talking to each other. Laughing. Some sing. It's almost as if they're heading for a celebration.


Alex speaks with the other commanders who will be on the hilltop with him. Florence's will have the bottom right, another taking the left and the other beside him, mostly archers with the job to use up every last one of their arrows. He's quite curious as to how well they'll be able to pull it off if it rains any harder. How could they hit targets if you can barely see through the rain? The boy sighs, riding his horse next to Sargonne and having small talk with him in some feeble attempt to fit in with the others.


The rain is steady, but mild. The Cruiberg make good time, churning the ground into mud beneath them as they pass. 


“The rain favors us. Keeps the dust down as we march and keeps the men cool.” Sargonne smiles. “It's little things like that which play a role in winning or losing. See how our men all go around that low stretch there?” He points to a low piece of ground, with muddy water pooling and expanding. “The Harathi would just march right through that puddle. Wouldn't even think to go around. Just follow the man in front. May not seem an issue. But you march an hour is soaked boots, your feet get cold. It's like carrying iced weights. Maybe it slows you a half-second, maybe it doesn't. If it does, though, that could be enough to end you. Little things. Always remember, Alex, there are no little things in a battle. Markus understands that. Even Jeremy and Klaus and Raks understand. Does the Harathi general understand? Everything could rest on that.” Sargonne laughs. “And that is your lesson for today.”


Sargonne and Alex ride on in silence. Alex listens to the men around him, watching them and trying to see the little things and pondering how they may alter the battle. Soon, they see the hill and the woods. The archers and horse split off to take their positions. Alex's men ascend the hill and take their position.


Jeremy rides up close to Alex. He surveys the battlefield and his army. He looks at Alex and grins. “Nervous, boy?”


“Not at all. Just focusing on the task at hand.” He jumps down from his horse to find a piece of sweet grass to chew on, then ventures back up and surveys the men around him. “I've given up reading people's futures for the past week in belief that doing so might cause me to worry too much about today or tomorrow or the future of this battle. But there are little things that I can see without even trying. Things I can feel in the breeze of the wind. Such as this: They'll be here within half an hour and they're traveling with more men then they did last time. Reeve didn't want this to be another win on this record. He wants to slaughter us.”


Jeremy looks at Alex without saying anything. His eyes narrow. “You're a strange one, Markus' boy. I was pissing myself my first battle. I'm more used to it now. Maybe even I have a taste for it.” He scans the positioning of his army. “More men against us means more glory when we win. Thank Emarak the rain's picking up. That stands to our advantage.”


A lone rider appears in front of the army. He rides fast and hard for the hill. Alex notices Jeremy tighten his grip on the reins of his horse. As the rider get closer, it turns out to be a Cruiberg scout. He speaks to men at the base of the hill, dismounting and rushing up the hill. He slips in the mud once or twice, but soon stands before Jeremy and Alex. It's a woman. Short dark hair, a round face streaked with mud and rain. With her armor and cloak, it's difficult to see if she would be considered attractive. She offers a quick salute. “My Lords, the Harathi are close behind me. Their first men should be here in a few minutes.”


Jeremy quizzes the scout. She reports that there are more Harathi than expected, almost exclusively as foot troops. The army has its own scouts and pickets, but they're tired and the rain seems to distract them. “They won't have much of a warning that the Cruiberg are ready and waiting.” Jeremy commends the woman, who heads back for her mount and then to join the rest of the horsed troops.


Jeremy looks at Alex and nods. “Good guesses? Or can you really see things?”


“When we get back I can read you if you'd like. It's a wind mage thing.” He shrugs and flaunts, pretending it's no big deal. Alex cracks his knuckles and sighs. “You're right. The rain is refreshing and cleansing. They're going to shit their pants when they find us right here and realize the only way through is to die.”


Jeremy laughs loudly. He reaches over and takes hold of Alex's forearm. “This is your chance, boy. You are the anvil. Get them stuck in fighting you. My horse and the arches will hammer them into their graves. Listen to the old man. Send a runner if you need help or see something that would jeopardize our plans.” He grins. “Can you feel it? The anticipation and excitement. The men can sense that they're close. Do well, boy, and I'll never call you boy again.” With another laugh, Jeremy spurs his horse and rides to rejoin his men.


Alex looks around. Men and women are removing their cloaks and freeing their weapons. The army has gotten quieter. No more laughing and singing. Most everyone is watching ahead and waiting. Alex can feel the tension. 


Sargonne sighs. He dismounts and a boy rushes up to lead his horse away. “I don't like fighting on horse.” He frees his axe and runs a thumb along the edge. He looks up at Alex. “I'll be with you like glue, Alexander. Gods see you through this day.”


A cry goes up from the front ranks as the first Harathi come marching into view. The Harathi lines waver and stop. A knot of horsemen ride to the front. Banners are unfurled. Riders head back, racing at breakneck speed. Alex can make out a figure that must be Reeve.


Alex reaches behind to secure his helmet and unsheathes his blade. He notices the Harathi commander speaking to his men while some of the archers prepare to fire. Reeve rides back to the middle of the crowd and yells out; his men dawn their shields and approach slowly, others making putting theirs up as well as they come forth.


“Prepare the rock cannons.” Alex announces behind him. One of his men runs back and tells the others to do as he says. Suddenly, the forces clash and Cruiberg uses long spears to penetrate the front, tearing apart the wall in front of them. The boy looks back and nods. Gigantic boulders fly into the air and crush dozens of shoulders to death, causing more dysfunction among the Harathi's. Just as it seems that they're being backed into a corner and shot down with arrows a larger set of them emerges and collides with the left and right sides at the bottom of the hill.


The sound is something unlike anything Alex has ever heard. The clash of steel rings out through the rain. The cries and screams of combat rise and fall like waves. Individual screams sometimes rise above the cacophony of the fray. The front ranks of the Harathi and Cruiberg disappear beneath each other, crushed as the armies come to grips with each other.


The Harathi archers fire into the troops higher along the slope of the hill. The Cruiberg raise their shields, absorbing the flights of stinging death seemingly at ease. Some fall, an arrow through the neck or piercing and eye. More are wounded. An arrow in the arm or leg. It is curious to Alex that so many arrows could cause so little damage.


The Cruiberg withdraw back up the hill a few yards. The Harathi struggle to follow. Mud churned with blood slows their advance, leaving them open to the long spears and hurled javelins and axes of their foes. The contours of the battlefield make it impossible for the Harathi to fully employ their numerical advantage.


On his right, Alex sees a group of Cruiberg fall under the combined assault of a group of heavily armored warriors and concentrated arrow fire. A horn sounds and the armored knights regroup, leaving a narrow alley. Along that alley, Harathi cavalry charge. They're able to ride over the first ranks of Cruiberg who try to stop them. Penetrating deeply, the cavalry are followed closely by the armored knights. Alex can see that the Cruiberg positions are at risk.


As he considers how to respond, the hidden Cruiberg archers make themselves known. The fire volley after volley into the Harathi horsemen. The mounted knights and warriors wear heavy armor and the arrows wound more than they kill. But the lightly protected horses...numerous knights are dismounted as their horses fall. Cruiberg foot troops swarm in to the dismounted knights, chopping and hacking before the enemy infantry can save them.


“We still have some leave way.” Alex speaks to Sargonne. “Looks like they're going to fall into the trap, quite possibly on purpose since they have nowhere else to go.” He points his sword to the forested side on his left. “Archers will kill them all. They're going to try charging up hill again and more of them will die. We'll be low on arrows when that's done. After that, I think it'll be time for us to begin our march down hill to finish the rest of them off.” 


Just as expected, more Harathi sprint out, some even falling on their own dead while doing so as they rush to the hill. Right at the same time another group crashes out into the right side and tears through fifty or so Cruiberg's. Alex notices that Reeve commanded the attack from inside of it. “Fuck! They've made an opening.” He calls out to some commanders on the lower right of the hill to strike them. The Cruiberg that were once trying to run uphill now flee as arrows rain down upon them. Florence's group is the first from the top of the hill to begin their march downwards along with one other commander.


Florence leads his men, waving his sword in the air. He keeps his shield up high, protecting his chest and abdomen. They surge down the slope, Florence's men and the other unit, Alex remembers their leader as huge bear of a man, Karl, crashing into Reeve's men. The Harathi are able to withstand the crash and begin to fight back ferociously.


The battle seems to slow for Alex. He can see clearly as the Harathi armor turns aside the axes and spears of the Cruiberg. For a time, the smaller battle within a battle teeters back and forth, neither side able to gain a significant advantage. Alex watches as Reeve strides forward, swinging his weapon, cleaving through the leather and chain mail of the Cruiberg. Florence stabs and thrusts, darting in low, the guard of his foes.


Elsewhere, the mounted and foot knights that had begun to press the Cruiberg, have been beaten back. Jeremy and the Cruiberg cavalry have smashed into the Harathi, driving deep but becoming mired in mud and throngs of spearmen.


Alex can see it all. He even sees the crows and ravens flying overhead. He can almost count their feathers. Everything is so clear to him. Now. Now is the moment that will win or lose the battle.


Florence is still fighting hard. He doesn't realize that most of his men are wounded or dead. Sargonne grasps Alex's arm, pointing at the young commander. He's going to be cut off! Surrounded! He looks at Alex, his eyes are fierce. The priest's teeth are clenched and his jaw works furiously, but he says nothing more.


Alex notices Reeve and his strongest knights approaching Florence's last troops, whom are at the bottom of the hill and fighting for their life at all costs. Without hesitation, he calls out an order. “Fifteen of my men! Follow behind me! We have to support King Rhys's grandson.” He bites his lip and clacks his boots on his horse, racing down hill and swaying his sword into Harathi after another.


The Harathi commander is ruthless and unstoppable. He kills all that come in his way in a single stroke, slashing bodies in half and removing limbs and heads. Three of Florence's men attempt to fight him off, but their attacks are dodged almost as if he can see through all of their moves. Alex recalls of the training and skills that he learned from the man from back when he was a child, including the ones he wasn't able to learn at the time. “Dammit, Florence! Run for your fucking life!” He screams as loud as he can. The boy hears him just his eyes meet the taller man in front of him.


Florence grins at the Harathi giant of a man. He crouches low behind his shield, spinning his sword back and around to rest on the top of his shield, pointing towards Reeve. Reeve looks down on the boy. He bends over, wiping blood and gore from his blade. “Get out of here, boy. You're not old enough to kill. Go home and kiss you mother and tell to thank your gods that I don't kill children.”


Florence lunges at Reeve, who parries his attack. The big man grasps his sword in both hands and faces the boy. “Don't say I didn't warn you.”


“Shut up! I am Florence Edivard Hallewell! My grandfather is the High King, Rhys Hallewell. And I am your death, Harathi scum.” Florence darts in again, attacking low. Again, Reeve easily blocks his attack.


Alex guides his horse to force their way through the crowd of warriors. His sword dances out once or twice, dispatching a Harathi warrior who gets too close. His men, led by Sargonne, follow as closely as they can.


Reeve, swings a massive fist, backhanding Florence. The young Cruiberg flies back landing on his butt. Quickly, he scrambles to his feet, raising his shield. His tongue probes his lip, meeting blood from the blow. He looks around. His men are dead, wounded, or fighting for their lives.


Reeve steps forward swinging his sword. He catches Florence's shield, wrenching it from the boy's grasp and sending it flying. Florence immediately warps both hands around the hilt of his sword. He feints low again, and swings for Reeve's head. Reeve is fast enough, despite his size, to adjust from the decoy attack and block the blow, inches from his face.


A huge gauntleted fist snaps forward, grabbing Florence's collar and pulling the boy forward. Reeve brings a knee up into Florence's midsection. The sound of metal kneecap against metal breastplate echoes in Alex's ears. Florence falls to the ground, his armor dented. Spit drools from his mouth as he struggles to breath, his face turning red. He tries to roll away, but Reeve grabs him with one hand, hold the boy secure by his hair. Florence raises his sword to stab at Reeve, but Reeve punches the boy in the face. The sword falls to the ground. As Reeve raises his sword, still holding Florence by the hair, he mocks. “I'll make sure grandpa gets your head.” His blade falls, severing Florence's head. His body, one moment struggling to break free, falls to the ground, blood spurting from his neck. 


Hearing hoof beats, Reeve turns to face the rider. His eyes widen in recognition. “Alexander Steele? By the gods!” He flings Florence's head at Alex. “Ride away, Alexander, and give that to his grandpa. I've no desire to kill you. I liked you.”


Alex stops his horse and jumps off. Two Harathi's attempt to attack him from behind, but his men kill them without hesitation. The young commander tosses off his helmet and looks at him with eyes of rage, eyes with swelling tears and sadness. “You killed my best friend. Threw his head at me.” He parries to the right, killing a knight to his right as he walks to him. “I've seen your future. You'll die seeing all of your men torn to shreds.” Alex takes Reeve's shield into his right hand. He circles the much larger man, his weapon drawn to block. He strikes low with an attack to throw him off guard, moves to his right and beats his shield against Reeve's side, almost knocking him down. The older man swings his blade upright, providing enough room for Alex to attempt to sever his arm, but his shield is kicked at the same time, knocking Alex into the muddy ground. He uses all his strength to toss the shield out at him before jumping up and clashing blades again with him, although he's nowhere near as strong as the Harathi and can only hold him off for a mere few seconds. Alex kicks him in the chest and picks up a snapped spear, lodging it at him and piercing the mans right shoulder. The wound means nothing to him as he pulls it out and runs to him again. 


The rain becomes torrential. Thunder booms louder than the screams of soldiers fighting as hard as they've ever fought. Some of Reeve's men stand behind and circle the fight, cheering him on.


Reeve presses his hand to his wounded shoulder. He pulls it away, staring at the blood for a moment. He shows it to Alex. “You've studied. Gotten better. Your friend?” He circles Alex, thrusting half-heartedly at the boy, testing his reflexes. “I gave him a chance to escape with his life. Don't cry to me that I killed him. We're at war, Alex. Not in daycare anymore.” Reeve moves in, swinging for Alex's chest.


Alex dodges aside, swinging his fist into Reeve's wounded shoulder. The larger man, screams in pain. Clenching his teeth, he stabs at Alex before dropping low and punching up into Alex's armpit, through the gap in his former student's armor. He grins as Alex winces in pain. “Oh, Melena Rhumstold will be so glad to see you. To what find out what kind of man you almost are.”


“You're fucking dead!” Alex details the movements of Reeve's feet to tell how his next move will happen while he steps into his own motion of attack. Just as expected, he see's him raising his sword low and upright, aiming for Alex's neck, but he's fast enough to disarm him and clash his blade into Reeve's shoulder, denting it, but not breaking through. The tiresome move causes more pressure on his own arm and also gives Reeve the opportunity to strike him with his boots. He kicks Alex down, slams his foot down on his wrist to have him drop his sword, but the young Cruiberg trips him down and quickly lodges himself on top. Alex takes off the commanders helmet and bludgeons his face with it before he's shouldered down beside the man. The two of them squabble in the mood to stand, tripping and trying to grasp the first weapon that comes at hand. 


Alex's mind recalls what the King's daughter, Melena Rhumstold, had done to him as a boy when he was sick, nearly dead and in the arms of the white mages. He remembers how it felt being taken advantage by her, the sick nasty feeling of her skin against his, how she used magic to force his erection to enter her, how she forced him to lick her... He pulls out a sword pierced deep into the mud and attacks Reeve as the commander stands, preparing to block the move, but there's not enough time for his mind to adjust the block for how close the two of them are. The blade pierces his breastplate, inflicting no damage, but then Alex swings right and disarms him again. Reeve's arm is forced out by the weight of the attack, giving the boy just the right vision to bring his blade up and sever his arm midway from the wrist. Alex beats his sword against the Harathi's chest piece again and again until he's knocked him down. He purposefully falls to his knees, holding the handle with both hands and jabs the tip of the blade from under the armor and into Reeve's gut, twisting it all of the way around before pulling out and standing up. 


“It's over.” He looks the Harathi soldiers behind him that were watching who are shocked and dismayed. They seem confused and don't know what to do. Alex walks back a distance until he's reached some of his men. He looks up at the hill and raises his sword to the archers above, then points to the fifty or so men surrounding the dying commander. Arrows rip through those that attempt to run away and some that are frozen in place, too shocked by the fall of their leader to know what to do.


The Harathi forces nearby quaver and hesitate. Alexander's bodyguards surround their leader. Sargonne kneels next to Alex. He looks at their men. “Attack!” he yells, pointing at the nearby Harathi. “For Alexander Yorem and Florence Hallewell, kill them all!”


Alex's guards surge into the Harathi, axes and swords flying as pent up rage is released. A few brave Harathi fight forward, grabbing their stricken commander and pulling him back to their lines. Reeve is bleeding profusely, a wide trail of blood marking his passage. Sargonne holds Alex's shoulders. The old priest points at the blood trail. “You've killed him, Alex. See the black amidst the blood? It's not mud. You've opened his stomach and bowels. If he doesn't bleed to death, he'll die of fouled blood in his veins.” Sargonne looks at Alex, searching over him. “But you, lad, are you hurt? Can you stand?”


“My arm hurts from when it was punched, but it's fine.” Alex answers. The field is quickly cleaned of living Harathi. All that left sprint back to where they came from, lost for how to fight back without their sole commander. Despite the fact that he knows they'll win within the hour, Alex can't help but to feel as if he's done something wrong. “We... We need to carry him uphill.” Alex finds Florence's body, sheathing the deceased boys sword and pulling him up by his armpits. He looks away as he carries him backwards and uphill in the rain, while Sargonne takes the head. Cruiberg soldiers stare at them in shock as they load the body into a cart and place a blanket over Florence. Once it's done, Alex waits upon the hill for his men to return. No losses. When they make it back he carries out the order to all of the other commanders, knights, soldiers and fellow Cruiberg's to assist those in the forest. Their work at the hilltop is done. All that's left is to clean up the mess left behind.


From atop the hill, Alexander surveys the battlefield. Jeremy and his cavalry are mopping up elements of the Harathi infantry, riding down small groups of soldiers as the attempt to flee. Straining his eyes, Alex can make out Jeremy, his sword rising and falling as he hacks at the enemy. There are no Harathi horsemen to be seen, they've either all been killed or fled.


The Harathi center has rallied around Reeve's banner and the banner of their King and is withdrawing in good order. They withdraw slowly, carrying and protecting their wounded, but leaving the Cruiberg in sole possession of the hill and the surrounding forestland. The battle took less than two hours.


The aftermath of the battle fills Alex with joy and disgust. Some Cruiberg soldiers roam the field, killing those Harathi still alive but unconscious or wounded. Only those who may be ransomed are spared and taken prisoner. The Cruiberg wounded are gathered and wagons are brought forward to carry them back to their encampment.


Jeremy rides up to Alex and Sargonne. He slides off his horse, taking a moment to nuzzle the beast. As the horse is led away, munching happily on a bunch of carrots as he goes, Jeremy strides up to Alex.


“Victory! You did well, Alexander, by all accounts. And by what I was able to see with my own eyes.” His smile fades. “Is it true that Florence was killed?” A pot-boy holds a bucket of water out to the King and he washes the blood, sweat, and soot from his face. He takes a wine skin from the boy and drinks deeply, passing the skin to Alex.


“Yes. Reeve ended up in combat with him and his men and killed them all. The rain should be stopping soon. I think we should have him burned as soon as possible once it's gone.” He chugs down most of the wine and hands it back. “After his death, I faced Reeve to avenge my friend and killed him. His men fell apart quickly afterwards and the hilltop was ours by that point. Even though that man might have been a genius commander he was an idiot for not trusting other commanders or lieutenants to work with him in case something like that were to happen... I believe he thought he was too strong to be killed. Worthless ego.”


Jeremy nods. “A shame. I liked little Florence. From what you say, he died bravely. We'll burn him at sunset tonight. His funeral pyre shall light the night as we toast and feast our victory. His spirit will see us.” He whistles and several young soldiers rush up to him, dropping to their knee before their King. He touches one on the head. “You will ride for the High King and inform him that we have defeated the Harathi, killed their commander, Reeve. But, his grandson was slain in  personal combat against Reeve. Go.” The young man bows and sprints down the hill, mounting a light horse, fresh and champing to run, and rides. Jeremy dispatches couriers to his brother, Klaus, and to King Rashahas and King Markus. Before he sends the message to Markus, Jeremy grins at Alex. “Anything you'd like passed on to the Blood King? The boy, maybe fifteen years old with golden hair and green eyes, waits with eyes wide for Alex's response.”


“Yes. Tell him that I'll be back within seven to ten days, that I love him and that I'll need him to save his energy for when he mounts me when I come back.” Alex sticks his tongue out at the boy and walks away with the king. “Looks like you'll be laying low for a while now, I guess? Varn Ra and all of the towns and villages we've seized are under your command now. Do you think Harath will regroup for another attack at some point? I'm guessing it'll take a month for them to even gather the forces and draw out a shitty plan.”


“At some point. I don't expect them to wait too long. We'll take a day or two to assess this area. See where the remnants of Reeve's force go.” Jeremy walks with Alex. He barely acknowledges the men and women who quickly bow as they pass. “We'll burn the Harathi dead separate from our own. If I can, I'll let the army rest for a time. Recover. If, however, there's a target nearby, if Reeve's force sits still to lick their wounds, I'll attack and finish them. If they keep moving away, I'll let them go. I've no desire to try and chase them down.” He stops and looks at Alex. “What would your advice be, commander?” It's a question asked without sarcasm or snark.


“Huh?” He seems caught off guard and surprised, only because he knows exactly what the Harath are thinking. “They won't try to avenge their commanders death, so I wouldn't expect them to try and attack within the week or two at all. If you really wanted to, you could have a small group go out and eliminate the rest of them while they're still weak and preparing to move their camps. But it might also be a waste of time.”


“You say that Reeve was feared and respected by his men and by other high ranking Harathi?” Jeremy pauses at the base of the hill. As he speaks with Alex, a slave brings a tray of cut fruits. Jeremy takes an orange wedge and sucks on it, gesturing for Alex and Sargonne to help themselves.


“Yes, but I think they rely on him too much to really make decisions for themselves in battle. His men are strong when given his command, but without him they're useless. It's a common occurrence with Harath leaders. Not all of them have what it takes to work together or find common ground, simply because these old warriors have egos and stories to live up to.” Alex flaunts. He stands by the doorway to Jeremy's home. “Aigua has much better communication. Much like us. I don't think they're as strong, but that's something to consider in the future when we battle them more often.” The boy follows him inside and quickly finds a towel to clean the mud off of his gear. “I grew up surrounded by those men and trained with most of them. No Cruiberg soldier knows how to get into their head better than I do.”


Jeremy nods. An attendant enters with a tray. Fruit, bread, cheese along with mugs and a pitcher of cold ale are stacked high. The woman bows to Alex and Jeremy as she leaves. A young man, the first whiskers of his beard making their tenuous advance on his cheeks, enters and begins helping Jeremy out of his armor. Other slaves bring in a metal tub and begin filling it with hot water. With a nod from Jeremy, another young man enters, bows to Alex and begins helping him out of his armor.


“Your insight was helpful today, Alexander. That can't be argued. And you fought well and bravely. Almost like a Cruiberg. Very much like a Cruiberg.” He watches as Alex is stripped, sipping ale as he is slowly undressed.


The squires are careful in removing their armor, laying each piece on the ground with care. Once the armor is removed, Jeremy refills his mug and offers one to Alex. The young men begin wiping the worst of the mud, sweat, and blood from their bodies.


“When do you plan to return to Markus?” Jeremy has a nice body. Fit and firm. No paunch or pot belly for him. He's not as defined as Markus, but he's handsome. He eyes Alex approvingly. “You're stronger than one would think at first glance . . .”


Alex blushes, looking at his arms and chest. The boy has always had decent sized muscles for his age ever since he was young. Being that he was trained to be one of Harath's strongest knights, his young body is muscled and tone, smooth, but even more stronger than before after the rigorous training he's now received from various forces in Cruiberg. “Uhm, well, I've worked hard, so I'd hope it would be noticeable. I'm hoping to leave tomorrow night or the day after. However long it takes for me to finish the reports that I need to do about the battle and such. I've learned a lot from working with you and your men.” He keeps his eyes up and away from Jeremy's privates. Even though he does find the King attractive, he knows where his heart lies.


Jeremy smiles. “I'm glad to hear that. I had my doubts about you. So did Klaus. Once I tell him about today, I think he'll agree that you're an asset in this war.” He steps closer to Alex. “Your knowledge will help us destroy your birth country. Whatever vendetta you have against them, we will pay back in blood.”


Alex can feel the warmth of Jeremy's body, even though they do not touch. With a snap of his fingers, the two squires bow and depart. He gestures to the tub, steaming in the cold air. “If I let you go first, promise not to pee?”


“Uh, why would I?” He rolls his eyes. Alex sits down in the tub and sighs, staring up at the ceiling and letting his mind flurry with memories of his lost friend. “I... Florence and I were getting pretty close as friends and I've never really lost anyone in war before. I thought killing Reeve would fix everything. Maybe I didn't kill him violently enough. That's why I'll have to train more with Rakshahas I guess.” He pretends to laugh.


Jeremy stands beside the tub for a moment. Long enough for Alex to view his cock. It's long and thin, with a very large helmet shaped  head and pair of large balls hanging free and easy. His cock bounces as he flexes. When Alex looks away and blushes, the older man grins. He kneels down next to the tub, taking a washing cloth and a bar of soap. He begins washing Alex's back. Firm, powerful hands scrub his back. “You're very tense. You should relax. Rakshahas will certainly teach you to be cruel. But I don't think his brand of cruelty would wear well on you.” He shifts around to the front, facing Alex. He regards him seriously. “No, no. You're not the type for his cruelties, Alex. For all your hatred of the Harathi, you aren't a cruel man. Not until you're forced to be.” Jeremy leans in as his hand, formerly washing Alex's chest, drops below the water line. He grasps Alex cock, stroking it slowly as he moves in, pressing his lips to Alex's.


For a moment, Alex closes his eyes and almost kisses him, but then he pulls back, standing up and falling out of the tub in a wet mess. “What the fuck? You know I'm with Markus.” He takes a towel and quickly begins wiping himself off while eyeing for the clothes left for him by one of the squires. “Look, I'm sorry. You're an attractive man and all, but...”


Jeremy stands and takes Alex's hand firmly in his own. He pulls the boy back to him, wrapping his arms around him and holding him close. Alex can feel Jeremy's cock hardening. “Alex, Alex, Alex. . .I'm as much a king as Markus. What he doesn't know won't hurt him and if you wish to tell him, I don't mind.” He leans in and kisses Alex's neck. “I want you and I know you want me...”


“I'm not some spitboy or prostitute or prisoner you can pick up and fuck whenever you'd like.” He yanks his hand back and pushes him a few feet away, dashing for his clothes as fast as he can. Jeremy stops him again, this time tossing him to the floor. Alex knows exactly what's going on at this point. “What? You're gonna force me? Wouldn't be the first time someone hurt me like that.”


“Oh, I'm sure Markus isn't a gentle flower with you. I bet you've done it with Sargonne. Don't be a tease, Alex. Imagine it...Markus and I doing you at the same time... Kingly cocks filling you every way possible.” He lays on top of Alex, kissing his neck and biting his nipple. HIs cock is fully hard now, grinding against Alex's crotch.


Alex tries to fight back, but his body freezes up and he's unable to do anything. The all too familiar fear and fragility returns to him. He tries to scream, but his mouth won't let him. 'I've fought and killed one of the strongest Harathi warriors' He screams in his mind. 'But I can't fight him when he's doing this? What the fuck is wrong with me?' Suddenly, he feels his arms again and tries to pull himself out of Jeremy's grip, but the man is too strong.


Jeremy easily pins Alex to the floor. He takes Alex's laying still as the boy's surrender. He presses his tongue into Alex's mouth as he frots with him. Both of their cocks harden. “I knew you wanted me as much as I want you.” As he kisses Alex's neck and shoulders, Jeremy grabs Alex's left leg and hikes it over his shoulder. Spitting on his hand, he begins fingering Alex's ass. “I'm going to fuck you long and deep, Alex.”


“You’re dead. Markus will kill you.” He turns his head away each time that Jeremy tries to kiss him. The boys arms are restrained from moving and his other leg is pinned down. Alex hates how this feeling makes him hard when he knows that he doesn't enjoy it. When he closes his eyes he can see the King's daughter on top of him while he's restrained and forcefully taking his virginity. When he opens his eyes he see's Jeremy preparing to rape him, a man he trusted at one point and even looked up to.


Jeremy doesn't seem to notice Alex's hesitation, or doesn't care. His hard cock grinds against Alex's as the King slips a finger into Alex's ass. “Fuck, you are so hot, Alex. No wonder Markus likes you. I bet you're one tight little bitch.” Alex can feel the head of Jeremy's cock against his hole. He feels a little boy again. He remembers the feeling of Melana on top of him, manipulating him. His eyes are closed so tightly that his head begins to ache.


“My lords, I've tended to the wounded and. . . .” Sargonne stops just inside the doorway.


Jeremy turns to him and snarls. “Get out, old man.”


Alex looks at the priest, his eyes open, pleading. As tears slowly travel down his cheeks he tries to speak.


“Please... Help.” Alex pleads out the only words that can come out of his mouth, which exhaust him to the extreme. Just as quickly, Sargonne steps out only to wave down some of his own men.


“You'll let him go right now or else our men will see and what you've done to Markus's lover will become the worst mistake you've ever made.” Just as the old man gets his attention Alex is able to slip out of Jeremy's hands and rush to the chair. He quickly tosses on his clothes, then attaches his sword to his belt. The boy wipes his tears and stares at Sargonne. “We leave tonight. After Florence has been burned.” He looks back one more time at Jeremy. The boys eyes turn to strange glowing jade hue before returning olive green again. He see's the King's future in glimpses. “You'll never see me again, King Jeremy. Goodbye.” Alex slams the door shut and immediately sobs into Sargonne's chest.


The priest scoops Alex up into his arms, carrying him to their quarters. He sets Alex down and brushes his hair, trying to soothe the boy. “You don't have to say anything, Alex. I saw enough to know.” Moving to the hearth, he retrieves a steaming kettle of water, setting it on the table. He goes to his trunk, rummaging through bottles and jars. He takes two jars and returns to the table. He mixes herbs and tea into an infuser and sets it to steep in the hot water. He kneels next to Alex and hugs him tightly. “You're okay, now, lad.”


“I know... My vision told me all that I needed to know.” The boy aggressively drinks down the tea despite its warmth. He grips his fist and beats the table, slightly cracking it. “If I tell Markus what happened he will demand justice, but that could divide Cruiberg and give us a weak spot in the war. We'd have to wait until after we've won if that were to happen. And maybe I am supposed to keep my mouth shut.” He stops for a moment and looks at Sargonne in the eyes. “I had a vision of him, but it was much more abstract than most of them I had. Jeremy seeks gratification through seeing his victories from a distance. He awaits and preserves his strength for the final battle in E'hbel. He will continue conquering, but someone will challenge him. Someone just as corrupt. This person... I saw him dragging him through a river of blood and carnage. The bodies were not of just one army, but everyone from every single side.”


Sargonne nods. “What did this other person look like? Could you tell if he was Harathi? Or Aiguan? Or one of ours?” The priest prepares another cup of the relaxing tea for Alex. He kneels next to his charge. “Drink this. More slowly. Try to relax and clear your mind. Maybe you can get a more clear vision. I'll have our men ready to move tomorrow. I'll also stay here tonight. I'll brain anyone who tries to disturb you, even if he has a crown.”


Alex looks into the tea as if to see what could be inside of it. The vision slowly becomes more clear to him, but not in the way that appeals to Sargonne's question. He sips slowly just as he was told while speaking. “Jeremy wasn't dead when he was being dragged, so it's possible someone had saved him. I don't know. The man holding him seems large and massive. Looks like Harathi armor, but his face is blurred from me. There's so much death that it's hard to see who won.” He stares at the wall, although the screams of demons and charging warriors can still be heard in the back of his head. “Neither of us are there. Either the two of us are dead or we're off battling someone else far away. I could always figure that out by reading you.”


Sargonne digs through one of Alex's chests, pulling out a bottle of green glass. Alex doesn't remember packing it. The priest notices Alex quizzical expression. “Absinthe. King Markus made sure to have it packed, and made sure I knew you had it.” The priest shrugs and begins preparing two glass of the liquor for them. “What must I do for you to read me? It's not like the wodes-women who read entrails, I hope. I'd like to keep my entrails, well, inside me.”


“Oh. It's very simple. Sometimes I can do it just by being close to someone. It works even better when someone is vulnerable or in an emotional state. You however...” Alex watches as the man pours his drink while he switches from tea and alcohol. He takes the mans palm into both of his hands and grins widely. “This is the best way for it to work.” He closes his eyes, focuses on his breath, then finds his way into the mans soul, which leads him further into glimpses of the mans future. Sargonne is harder to comprehend for him, but bits and pieces come together. “You entered priesthood for answers that you still seek... Over deaths close to you from the great waste. Such sickness and pain has inflicted you, leaving you lonely, desperate for something to hold onto. Markus gave you redemption and a new meaning, but you're still lost. Despite your age, it seems that you find meaning and love again.” Alex opens his eyes. “Well, that was much more pleasant than most visions I have. Most of the time I end up in tears and see something horribly traumatic that invades my dreams.”


Smiling, the older priest raises his glass to Alex. “Well, that was downright pleasant! I'm glad, for both our sakes, that you didn't something horrible. That's a relief.” He sips his drink, staring down at his hands. “Have you . . .decided what you'll tell King Markus? About tonight?”


He looks away, letting the taste of absinthe linger in his mouth. “No... I can't tell if I'll tell him immediately or after the war. I'm afraid it'll start hellfire. We have enough enemies in front of us already.”


Sargonne nods slowly. He leans back in his chair, propping his feet up on one of Alex's luggage trunks. He nurses his absinthe in his hands. “Do you know what makes Markus a good king? Maybe a great king someday.”


“He's methodical and doesn't make irrational decisions. More so, he thinks things over, unlike Rakshahas.” The boy scoots closer and frowns, still uncomfortable after what happened to him.


“That's a big part of it. But he also knows how to read people. Commoners, merchants, even the other kings.” Sargonne sips. “The better he knows someone, the more he can almost see into them. Who does he know better than you? If you try to keep it hidden, he'll know something's wrong. Like you say, he's methodical and doesn't go off half-cocked.” He leans forward, resting a hand on Alex's knee. “Tell him the truth. He'll seethe and be angry, no doubt. He'll ask you about a million questions. But he won't do anything to jeopardize the war. You know that. You love him. Now you have to trust him. Now, finish your drink and get undressed. I've got something in my gear that will help you sleep. A mixture you can drink, or an oil I can massage into your back or feet. You choose.”


Alex downs both of his drinks and beings peeling off his clothes. He stretches out before laying down on his mattress and hugging his pillows. Sargonne feels ashamed of his erection when seeing the boy like that. He imagines how much pain that Alex has gone through in his life - rape, abuse, rejection, self hatred, betrayal and insanity.


“A massage oil sounds fabulous, Sargonne.” He closes his eyes and tries to calm himself down, although the anxiety in him is foreboding. Something horrible awaits him. It always has.


Sargonne fetches his oils. “Feet or back, Sir Alex?” He warms the oil in his hands as he watches the boy. “Try and relax. Jeremy can't hurt you. Markus won't hurt you. The demons that tormented you in Harath are back in Harath. Leave them behind. Or tell me about them and we will banish them together.”


“That's not true though.” Alex responds. “Feet, sir. One of the King's sons is out there. And so is one of his daughters, the one that hurt me. I don't know where she is, but I'll find her and kill her.”


“There are many Harathi out there.” He begins carefully massaging Alex's feet, trying not to tickle the boy as he rubs and flexes Alex's feet and toes. “I can see why you hate the daughter. Has the son done something to you as well?”


“Not that one in particular.” He smirks. “But the others have. It was all covered up by the King's family and my own as well. My father is somewhere as well. I imagine we're both bloodthirsty for each other.”


“You'll have your revenge, Alex. When we win the war, and Markus is selected to oversee conquered Harath, you'll be able to go back at the head of his army.” Sargonne flexes and manipulates the boy's feet expertly. He does his best to ignore his own erection. “If you should meet your father on the field, will you fight him?”


Alex nods and answers calmly. “Yes. And I'll kill him as well. It wouldn't be too hard. He was better as a leader than he ever was as a fighter. And I'm not so sure how good he is at either with the stress of having one son dead and the other on the opposite side out to kill him.”


“Hmmm. You know, hatred is a horrible guide. No matter it claims to want to take you, it always takes you somewhere darker. You're Cruiberg now. Some of us fight because we love the feeling of battle. The fear and anticipation before and during a fight. The exhilaration of being alive and victorious.” He continues massaging Alex's feet. “Some love the violence and blood, like Raks. But the ones what fight because they hate. . . Those are the ones who make the rest of us uneasy. Sargonne chuckles. Imagine! Me, a priest and warrior of a god of warriors from a society of warriors arguing against hatred. I must seem a fool to you.”


Alex sighs and begins to feel the oils take effect. His vision goes blurry and he feels sleep weighing heavy on him. Before the boy falls asleep, he responds. “My love for Markus is stronger than my hatred, but there are enemies that I must defeat regardless of anything else.” The boy nods into rest and leaves the tent silent.


Sargonne watches the boy sleep. He see's him twitch, cry into his pillow, fighting off his demons and scratching at his sheets. The priest imagines what it must be like for Markus to sleep with him. Does he simply take it or does his mere presence provide the boy a sense of calm when he sleeps?


At some point later on in the night he gives out Alex's orders for them to move out. He finishes the writings that are meant to be done ahead of time for the boy and finally sleeps, managing a few hours of rest before having to wake the boy up.


Early in the morning, with the sun creeping up over mist covered fields and woodlands, Sargonne stirs awake. He sits up, groggy and stiff. He slept in his sleeping sack, just in front of the door. Anyone trying to enter would have woken him. Glancing at Alex, he's relieved to see the boy's chest rise and fall slowly. He mutters to himself as he climbs to his feet. “Why is the ground so hard? Why am I so old?”


His joints crack and pop as he stretches. He move to the fireplace, stirring the embers, adding kindling and more logs. The fire is reborn and the priest takes a minute to warm his hands and his backside. He puts water on to heat for tea and washing. Sitting near the fire, he quietly prepares the mixture of teas and herbs for he and Alex. With two cups ready, awaiting hot water, he moves over to Alex.


The boy sleeps on his stomach. His blanket is halfway down his back. Alex's skin is so inviting. With a sigh, Sargonne pulls the blanket up and gently shakes the boy's shoulder. “Time to start waking up, Alexander. We have much to do before we march, little lord.”


Alex slowly lifts himself out of bed, standing naked as he rubs his eyes and slips on a tunic. He sits down beside the fire to sip his tea and contemplate his dream. “I was with Florence in my dream. We were exploring the forests together and free from anyone else. It's strange that he's gone. Did they already burn him last night?” He sighs, remembering what had happened between him and Jeremy. How could he ever forget? Alex knows that at some point he will be forced to see him at least one more time before he must leave.


Sargonne sips his tea. “No, they didn't. When I told the men we were marching today, I instructed that Florence be prepared but that we would send him on to the next world this morning.” He looks at Alex through the steam of his tea. “Did you sleep well?”


There's a knock at the door. One of their men pokes his head in. Arnulf, a middle aged red-haired man with a crooked nose and a braided red beard. “Sorry to disturb you, but did you want food? When should we be ready to move, Cap'n Steele?”


“Food would be great.” He stands up again, half-naked from the waist down and walks over to put the rest of his clothes on - black undergarments, auburn pants, black socks and black boots, then finally his belt for his sword. “We leave after we pay our respects to Florence. Send a raven to Markus as an update on the matter.”


“Aye, Cap'n.” Arnulf nods and retreats, pulling the door closed.


Sargonne prepares a second cup of tea for each of them. He begins dressing, washing his face and rinsing his mouth. Dark pants and tunic, fur lined cloak, heavy boots. He makes a few final adjustments to his trunk, securing some of his more fragile components and items.


“I slept well enough. This is war and I knew that I'd lose people close to me. I'm prepared to lose you, Markus, even my own life.” He answers clearly. “My last name is Steele for a reason. I know what it's like to be consumed by fear and sickness, only to die, come back to life and wake up in a world just as fucked up as you had imagined. As for Jeremy... I haven't decided how to act yet. All I know is that there will be justice at some point.”


“He's a King. If your visions are true, he'll have his justice. You have to remember who and where you are. You can't pursue justice on your own. For many reasons.” Sargonne goes to the door, opening it and calling for bearers.


A pair of burly slaves enter, their collars black with red markings denoting them as property of Markus, King of Blood. They take Sargonne's trunks and return for Alex's luggage. They avoid looking at Alex or Sargonne and work silently.


As the slaves take away the luggage, one of the potboys enters with a tray of breakfast. Hot oatmeal, fried eggs, sausages, biscuits, butter, honey, berry jams, and dried fruit are arrayed for both Alex and Sargonne. The servant pours strong, black coffee for both of them and stands nearby, waiting to see to Captain Steele's needs.


Alex and his priest eat in silence. They pray and clean up afterwards, making the servants work more simple. They even help him take apart their tent before the two of them follow some of the other men to wear Florence is to be buried. The boy turns to his teacher. “You're the only priest here... Maybe you should be the one to carry it out?”


“There’s not much to do, Alex. I've already blessed the grave. I'll say some words for him, then you should. Most of Florence's men died yesterday with him. There's no one left who knew him better than you.” Sargonne takes Alex's shoulder, squeezing firmly.


The priest moves next to Florence's body. Someone has roughly sewn his head back on to his body. He's dressed in clean shirt and pants, wearing the colors and symbols of his grandfather, High King Rhys. His dagger rests at his side and an axe is clasped in his hands, the axehead over his chest.


Sargonne lays a hand on Florence's forehead as he bows his head. After a few moments, he looks up and out over the men and women. He keeps his hand on Florence as he speaks, loudly and clearly. “Florence Hallelwell was young. But he was brave. He charged into the enemy commander without fear or flinching. Some might call that foolish. Perhaps it was. But it was also brave and courageous. Florence didn't flee when he found himself out numbered. He fought. With all of his skill and courage. He fought like a Cruiberg.”


Many of those listening nod and mumble their agreement at that. Sargonne continues. “His soul now moves on from this body. To the next world? Perhaps. Perhaps as a babe, back home. Born this morning. Perhaps Florence begged the gods to come back to Cruiberg. His love for his family, for his people, for his friends was strong enough. I could see him arguing with the gods. Trying to explain why their plans wouldn't work and they should send him back. Sargonne smiles and some of the soldiers chuckles. He was our friend. He was our comrade in arms. He fought bravely and died at the hands of their best warrior. Florence died a good death. We will toast him tonight in our own camp. And we will tell our children that we saw Florence Hallelwell, the smiling prince, at his best. Rest well, lad. We will call your name when next we fight in hopes of matching your bravery. For Markus! For Cruiberg! For Florence!”


The soldiers and servants, even the slaves, call out. “For Markus! For Cruiberg! For Florence!”


Alex smiles mournfully, looking at his friends lifeless body. The feeling haunts him more than he thought it would. He listens along to the priests words and falls into a trance before he's tapped on the shoulder and given a chance to speak as well. The boy paces for a moment before facing the men in front of him and giving his speech. “Not only did Florence die bravely against a powerful foe in battle, but almost all of his men did as well. Please, allow silence for their loss.” They bow their head; some pray and some meditate. “And to the others we loss in battle, think of them and what you learned from your fellow friends and warriors. Carry them with you into the next battle and to your last.” They pray again. This time Alex joins them, memorizing poetry about the Cruiberg Gods that he's studied about from Markus's castle to Sargonne's books. 


“Rest in peace, Florence.” Alex kisses his friends forehead before taking one step away. The sole survivor of his men comes forth with two lit torches. He hands one to Alex and takes the other to the other end. They ignite the branches beneath and step away, watching as the fire rises and consumes the fallen soldier. Not a single warrior leaves until they know that Florence's body is gone and that he has ascended from his life to whatever awaits him next. Afterwards, Alex darts back to his part of the camp where horses have already been prepared.


As Alex and Sargonne mount their horse and their soldiers fall into place, the sound of hoofbeats draws Alex's attention. He turns towards them. Jeremy approaches, riding his favored horse and dressed in his light armor.


He rides up to the pair, his horse snorting and stamping as he stops. “Still determined to part, eh, Alexander?” He smiles at the boy. “A shame. If we kept our forces together, I'm sure I could teach you a thing or two.” He reaches out and grabs the reins to Alex's horse. “I don't care what you tell Markus. I thought you wanted to have some fun. I thought you had a taste for Kings. I was mistaken. Last night. But if you choose to make more of it than what it was, I'm happy to respond in kind. You may be a King's bedpartner today, but I am a King. You would do well to remember that.” His hand moves from the reins to Alex's chin lightning fast. He shakes his head and sighs. “You have the most fantastic pout, Alexander.” He lets go and moves his mount back a few steps. “Never loose that pout, my boy.”


Alexander looks away, the disgust and anger fueling in his eyes. The grudge is noticeable in his voice as he grunts. “I wish you good luck in the coming battles. I'm sure you'll need it if my visions are correct. Things didn't look so bright when I saw your future.” He brushes his soft brown hair away from his eyes and smiles to his priest. “Come along. To Zahantha.”


Jeremy smiles and laughs. “The last fortuneteller who told me something like that wept as I ate her eyes for lunch. And here I am. Still alive. Still King.”


As they ride away, Sargonne tells Alex. “Pay him no mind, Alex. He has to have the last word. He's always been like that, as long I've been with King Markus.” He glances back at Jeremy. “Oh, he's staring at you. I wouldn't be surprised if he's trying to figure if he could buy you from Markus.”


Alex doesn't respond to his priest. Instead, his eyes only look forth at the path in front of him that leads to his love. It'll be an entire week before they arrive at Rakshahas 'village'.


...And only twenty miles out from the said village where two Cruiberg Kings currently stay, Aldan and his group of men are encamped at one much like it, although no demons live there. Whoever had taken it had decided to leave no hostages and to kill everyone that inhabited it. They buried the men, cleaned the homes, moved in and decided to remain low while processing their next attack - Zahantha, as ordered by the Harathi Prince himself. 

