The Demon War

By DamiJon
Chapter Two

In this chapter, we will return to the kingdom of Harath to see how Aldan’s boys are holding up during the war, and then find ourselves with Aldan’s “raiders” in the thick of the war.


More than a thousand miles away, the kingdom of Harath also feels the strain of war upon them. Crime was already bad enough for them, but with people fearful of the war and less soldiers at home, the rate has risen higher than it has in more than a hundred years. Refugees have been pouring in weekly and most of them have nowhere to stay except by the places where there homes are to be constructed. King Haelex does what he can do, but many criticize that he hasn't done enough - that he sits on more wealth than he admits to, allowing the rates of homelessness to worsen.


On the borders of the kingdom, two young lovers swim in a lake shrouded by tall and monolithic trees. When you're a child and war is going on, one must always find some way to get away from the chaos on the streets. Jay rises from the water and pushes his green hair to the side, excitedly laughing at his boyfriend. The ten year old swims up towards a boulder and holds onto it, moving his feet around to splash water. A few months ago, he had been skinny and frail, but now his body has become pudgy with a noticeable stomach and growing boy-boobs. He's also gained some arm and leg muscle and has trained vigorously and daily with his boyfriend in archery so that they're prepared in case Harath does lose the war.


Milliken trudges out of the lake on to the shore. He sits on a flat rock, covering his privates. He's still shy, even when it's just he and Jay. “Sit with me.” The rock is warm from the sunlight.


Jay sits next to Mikey, who looks at him and smiles shyly. He begins blushing and looks away.


“Hungry at all?” Jay stands, holding a towel over his own privates, although his ass is noticeable. He walks over to a metal box where he stored the food he purchased this morning from a bakery. His body drips with water and glistens as he walks over and sits down next to his boyfriend. Inside of the box are donuts, bagels, and square shaped pieces of cake. “That was fun! We should swim more often.”


Milliken nods. “We should. It is very good exercise and it is fun.” His tongue circles his lips as he examines the baked goods. He takes a donut, covered with maple glaze and stuffed with cream, and smiles as he takes a bite. He looks at his green haired boyfriend. “You always get the good ones.”


“Well, we sure love our sweets, so why not have the stuff that tastes delicious?” He sticks his tongue out, taking a bagel and rubbing his boyfriends tummy. “Do you need me to get your glasses at all?” He reaches back, finding his backpack, which is under two sets of bows and arrows.


“Yes, please.” Mikey nods as he takes another bite. “What should we do now? We finished our school assignments. We don't have to be home for a while.” He looks up at the sky, shading his eyes with one hand. I make it 2 hours before dinner. “Gramma said she was making chicken and dumplings!” He smiles broadly as he takes another bite of his donut.


“Practice more archery?” He questions, handing his boyfriends glasses over to him. “Or we could just lay here in the grass and shade for a while and cuddle.” His hand continues to caress his lovers belly, softly gracing it.


Mikey looks down as he pops the last of his donut into his mouth. He moves his fingers up and down, calculating something. He looks into the box, taking one of the cake pieces. He takes a small bite. “We should stay here and lay together. Perhaps, we could kiss a little bit. Since you have that. . .”


Jay takes the next pastry and chomps it down before moving his hands up to the boys nipples, circling them as he kisses Milliken's shoulders. Before he moves any further to kiss him, he ties the towel around his waist and puts himself over his boyfriend, stomach to stomach. He pulls closer and kisses him on the lips just once. “That's all you wanted?”


“Yes.” Mikey smiles and takes a large bite of cake, frosting sticking to his cheeks and the tip of his nose. “Why?”


“Because I have to do more now, silly.” He licks the frosting off of his boyfriends cheeks and nose, kissing him again with some tongue so that he can taste some of it. “Heh, that was kind of cool. Our kiss tasted like a donut!”


“You always taste good when we kiss.” Milliken shrugs. His brow knits together and he taps his fingers on his leg. He gives an emphatic nod and dips his finger into the frosting turtle on his cake. He carefully smears some of the frosting on his lips, dips his finger again and traces frosting on Jay's lips. He puckers his lips, closes his eyes, and leans forward towards Jay. “You're supposed to kiss me again, Jay.”


He takes one of the blueberry cream filled donuts, kissing Jay on the lips before going down and licking one of his nipples. With one hand extended, he has his boyfriend chew on the pastry while his tongue arouses him. He rises up again and takes a bite out of it as well. “What about that? Makes it even more tasty, huh?”


Mikey cocks his head to one side. “Not more tasty. More enjoyable, very much!” He looks at Jay, gazing at the green haired boy's face. “You like kissing my nipples, don't you?”


“Yeah, I do. I want to be bigger than you, though.” He frowns, looking down as one thumb fingers the other nipple. Jay begins licking it again, switching from one to the other. He feels his boyfriends boner through the towel and against his knee.


“I see. In that case, we should stay here.” Mikey leans back, laying down on the warm rock. He pulls Jay's towel off and uses it as a pillow. He runs his finger through the frosting on his cake, takes a bite, and dots frosting on each of his nipples and his bellybutton. He closes his eyes. His mouth filled with cake, he softly says. “Why would you want to be bigger than me? And what do you mean bigger? Taller? Heavier? Or are you talking about our penises?”


“Heavier, silly.” He laughs, licking the frosting off of his nipples as his hands remain as his sides. Jay looks down at both of their nakedness and erections - both are the same size and shape, hairless three inch cut peckers. “Because I love playing with your tummy and boobies.”


“Then, wouldn't you want me to be bigger? So my boobies are bigger. And my tummy, too.” He watches Jay licking the frosting from his body as he takes another bite. As Jay licks his bellybutton, giving Milliken a furious erection, Mikey dips more frosting and dots his nipples again. “You missed some.” He laughs loudly.


Jay takes some of the frosting as well, putting them over his own tits and his belly button. He sticks out his tongue at him and falls on his back, resting his hands behind his head. “No fair. Your turn!”


Mikey sits up, popping the last of his cake into his mouth. He looks around. “Someone might see!”


“Oh, nobody has came by since we've been out here. The only things that'd see us are the rabbits and deer. And we have our arrows anyway if they get too fussy.” He straightens his wet green hair with his fingers before relaxing again.


Mikey stares at Jay for a moment, then, without a word, he leans down. Opening wide, he surrounds one of Jay's nipples with his mouth. He sucks and licks hard, pressing his lips and tongue hard against Jay's skin. He sucks and licks for several minutes on the same nipple. It's not until Jay coughs and reminds him, that Mikey switches to the other nipple. This times, as he sucks and licks, his fingers tap softly along Jay's ribs.


“They taste good, don't they?” He sits up, pinching both of Milliken's nipples before he looks down and spits into the palm of his hand. “We haven't masturbated each other in a while. Shall we?” He begins stroking the small pecker in his equally small, but meaty hand as he grins devilishly at him. The two of them move closer to the rock and lean their backs against it before Jay continues stroking him. When his hand gets too dry, he holds it out for Mikey to spit in and continues jerking the boys dick.


Mikey looks around anxiously. His fingers dance against each other before he leans down on his side, facing Jay. He licks his hand, carefully getting each finger wet and slippery all the way out to the tips and licking the entire palm. He reaches down, wrapping his hand around Jay's dick. “It's warm!” Slowly, he begins to stroke up and down, using long strokes that take his hand almost off of Jay's dick before sliding back down. He goes slowly, humming to himself. Jay recognizes the tune, grinning as he realizes that as the tune quickens, so will Mikey's strokes. The younger, chubbier boy continues to hum as he leans over Jay and kisses him.


Jay moans, his mouth open until his boyfriend puts his tongue in it. They kiss as they stroke each other, going at different paces and rhythms, but still maintaining the same heightened sense of arousal. Since they've dated, handjobs have been as far as they have gone, but neither of them have any complaints since both of them would rather take things slow. “Ahh, sing to me, babe.”


Mikey hums into Jay's mouth, stopping only to carefully and completely wet his entire hand. After several minutes, he stops kissing and stroking. He looks down at Jay. “Do you remember when we talked about things we could do together? I want to try something. May I?”


“Try what?” He questions, appearing a bit nervous and afraid. Now it's Jay that's looking around for others, although nobody appears in front of them.


Mikey looks around, making sure they're alone. He leans in close and whispers. “Rubbing our dicks together. Yours against mine and mine against yours.  If you'd like to. If not, what we were doing is nice, too.”


He sighs in relief, glad that he didn't mention anything like blowjobs or anal. Jay brightens up and sits up on his knees, looking at his boyfriend. “Yeah. I'd like that. So we just put your dickies together and one person rubs both of them?”


Mikey frowns. “I'm not sure. I wish Bryan was here. He knows all about that stuff.” He looks down at their dicks, tapping his fingers against Jay's chest. “That's one way we could do it. Theoretically, we could move our hips and thrust our penises against each other without using our hands. That would allow us to hold each other or caress other parts of our bodies. Either way has benefits and drawbacks.” He frowns and begins tapping fingers again. Jay notices that Mikey's erection is diminishing.


“Hey! That works.” He raises a finger, sticking out his tongue as he thinks. “Okay. You get on your back and I'll lay on top of you. We'll hump each other and have our dickies and bellies against each other, which means we can still kiss too.”


Mikey nods, clenching his hands and relaxing them. He lays back, spreading his legs and wedging a towel under his head. He holds his arms out to Jay. “I like that we'll be able to kiss and hug.”


“Me too.” He rubs his boner until its fully hard again and slowly descends, propping his dick so that it's against his boyfriends. Once they touch, both of them moan softly. Jay leans forward and hugs him, thrusting his dick against his lovers as if to fuck him. “Oh man. You're a genius! Awesome idea, Milliken!”


“Honestly, it isn't an original idea. I watched Bryan and Lev do this. A few times. A lot, actually. Mmmmm. It feels nice.” He reaches around, holding Jay tightly and kissing his neck and shoulder. “I like having you on top of me. I feel safe.”


“You do?” He continues humping him while thinking of what that could mean. When they finally do have sex, whether it's a year or two from now, does that mean Jay will be the top for their first time? It's never crossed his mind now, but he believes he'd like it that way. He kisses his boyfriend, moving faster and harder. He can feel that he's close to his dry cum.


Milliken holds Jay tightly, kissing him deeply. Jay begins to moan more and more loudly. Mikey can feel himself approaching climax. His own moans are very short and very quiet, almost like yips from a puppy. He spreads his legs wider, giving Jay more access and opportunity for long strokes. “It feels so good, Jay! Faster!”


Jay moves his legs on top of Mikey's, humping harder and faster. At one point he has to readjust his dick once it slips and pokes his boyfriends pubis, but from that point on they're laughing, kissing each others lips and leaving hickies on their necks. Jay squeezes him tight and calls out. “Aaaahhh! Ahhh!” Even though he dry cums, Mikey can feel his dick jolt wildly, knowing his lover has came.


Mikey's own climax is just as intense, though less obvious. His body goes rigid for several seconds, the only motion the rise and fall of his chest as he breathes erratically, and the jumping and twitching of his dick. He lets out one long, low moan followed by a sigh. “Wow! That was nice! He looks at  Jay. Did you enjoy it?”


“Yeah. I really did.” He sits up, patting his butt clean before he reaches behind for his undergarments. Before putting his on, he grabs his boyfriends and puts them to his face, inhaling deeply. “We should make this our special spot. Our hide out of some sorts.” Jay giggles, standing up and putting on his clothes.


Milliken heads back into the lake, rubbing his chest and privates. He climbs out and dries himself, dressing quickly. “How do we do that? Make it our special spot?”


“Huh? You have good memory. We'll just come here when we want to get away from the city.” He puts his backpack and gear on before walking over to his boyfriend and handing him his bows and arrow.


Mikey gathers his gear. “I know I'll remember this spot. But is there something we have to do to make it special?” He takes Jay's hand into his own as they begin walking.


“Yeah.” He takes out a bow and fires it straight up in the air. As they begin to walk back, the arrow pierces the ground right beside the rock. “There's our reminder that we laid there. Every time we come back we'll put down another arrow. And... When arrows surround the entire rock, we'll do something new with each other!”


Mikey looks back at the arrow. “What if someone takes it? His eyes widen. Oh! I have an idea! It's a secret though.”


“You can't tell me?” He pauses for a moment. “Okay...”


“Not yet, no.” He looks at Jay, his eyes searching. “Are you mad?”


“No. Just confused is all.”


“I can tell you. But I wanted to surprise you.”


Jay jumps up and down, pulling on his hair, pretending that he's angry and confused. “Forget it... You'll let me know some other time.”


Milliken walks quietly. The fingers on his free hand tap against his thigh. “It's nothing bad. Honest.”


Jay and Milliken walk the rest of the way home with no further discussion. They hold hands and Mikey hums to himself. Jay has seen his boyfriend fall into these silences before. He knows that Mikey is working out some problem in his mind. Jay sighs and leads them through the streets and crowds. At times like this, Milliken could walk right into a dragon's open mouth and not even noticed until he was being chewed up. The green haired boy takes care, making sure they stay out of the streets and out of people's way. Soon, he sees the familiar roof and gables of their home. The neighborhood is quiet, very respectable.


As he opens the gate to the front yard, Jay announces. “Honey! We're home!”


Mikey looks up and blinks. “Oh. That was fast.”


The two of them stop by the kitchen to check on their grandparents as they make dinner, smelling the kettle and tasting the food, then they rush upstairs to the bedroom they share with Bryan and Lev. Both of the two other boys are situated on their side of the room. When they enter, both of them blush and consider stepping out for a moment as they notice Lev naked and putting on his fundoshi.


“Oh, we've all seen each other naked a million times. Get over it!” Lev laughs, looking behind him and at his fluffy wolf tail. His ears flicker as his boyfriend touches his chest, holding out the black kimono for him. “Thanks, love. You did a good job shaving my pubes! Oh, how it sucks to slowly grow hair and have to shave. I bet Aizen is gonna look his age for a hundred years or something. If I wanted body hair, I’d just transform into my wolf form!”


“But doesn't that mean he will never have a cum or get a big dick for a hundred or so years?” Bryan questions, helping him put the robe on and tying it. “You can come in now!”


Both of the brothers enter and jump on their bed before sitting beside each other. Milliken grabs a book and holds it close with his boyfriend. The two of them read together fast and at the same pace.


“We're off to the temple, lover boys.” Lev says, flashing his hand around and twirling as he goes to the door. “I'm trying to keep their place dusted clean every week that they're gone. We might stay over there as well.”


“Love ya, Mikey!” Bryan kisses his brother on the cheek before taking his boyfriends hand and following him downstairs. “They look like they did more than archery. Bet they played with each others peckers! When do you think they'll finally do it? You know, like butt sex?”


“Might be a while. Don't push that on them either... You know how Mikey is and the things Jay went through.” Lev's voice lowers as he messes with his fingers. His boyfriend tells the Grandparents where they're heading out to before they leave. It's a few minutes before Bryan returns at the front yard with his horse.


Bryan smiles brightly as he strokes Whirlwind's neck. “I think he's mad that we don't ride more. Aren't you, boy? You want to run, don't you?” Bryan looks up at the horse, who whinnies in reply and stamps the ground. Bryan climbs into the saddle. He sits, waiting for Lev. “I'd reach down to help you up, but I know you. Do your jumpy, springy thing and hold tight. I want to let him run a bit before we get to the temple.”


“We're gonna go fast? Hell yeah!” He goes down, almost as if to sit on it, and then jumps right up, landing hard on his privates before he squeezes Bryan. “Yowww!!! Ow ow ow!” On accident, he kicks his feet around and gets the horse going. “Oh boy! Here we go.”


Bryan leans forward, crouching low. He laughs as he looks back at Lev. “Hey! Watch it, Lev! Those belong to me, don't break them!” He laughs again and guides Whirlwind into the farmlands surrounding Brackenford. There, he lets the horse have its head, racing down the narrow roads. Lev leans into Bryan's back, wrapping his arms around his lover's waist and holding tight. Bryan yells over the sound of wind and hoof beats. “He loves this! Can you feel how happy he is!”


“Yeah, I can! Take the long route. Demons don't sleep much, so it doesn't matter if we show up while it's dark.” He holds onto him tightly and snuggles his face into his back, inhaling his boyfriends scent deeply. “We should probably bathe while we're there. You don't smell bad to me, but I don't want your Grandparents getting upset with us.”


“As long as we get coffee!” Bryan concentrates on his horse. He and Whirlwind respond to each other, riding along the roads. Bryan guides the horse into an empty field. The horses strides eat up the turf. Approaching a low hedgerow, Bryan cries out to his horse. “Fly, Whirlwind! Right over, boy!” 


The horse leaps and even with the two passengers clears the hedgerow easily. Bryan guides him towards a split rail fence, laughing as they approach the obstacle. Again, Whirlwind soars up and over, barely slowing at all. Bryan guides them over one more jump then back to the road and towards the temple. He lets Whirlwind run until they start seeing people and carts on the road. He slows to a brisk trot, Bryan and Whirlwind relaxing a bit and catching their breath.


Bryan turns back towards Lev. “That was fun, eh? Wow, that was great. Wasn't it?!” He pats his horse's neck, slowing to a walk as foot traffic increases. “I could do that all day!”


“Well, there's no school tomorrow. We should take Whirlwind out for a long ride! Get some lessons done at the King's palace or something.” Lev's tail whirls from side to side, watching the townspeople closely. The temple has been attacked three times since the war begun due to all of the refugees being taken into the kingdom. Before arriving at the temple, the two of them stop by a livery stable where a man stands beside a few other horses. They toss him a few coins before jumping off, assuring that Whirlwind will be fed, combed and taken care of for the night if they choose to stay.


The coffee shop and bar area are packed right as they walk in with almost every table and chair taken - mostly by demons, but also with some humans who come in a late nights drink of absinthe. Both of the boys rush to grab a spot at the bar. Lev orders one coffee and shares it with Bryan. “Woooh. This ones really caffeinated. Wonder which village it came from.” He looks behind him and at the unfamiliar faces. Most of the new demons come from either Varn Ra or the villages near it. He begins explaining the current issues going on at the temple with Bryan. There's not enough apartments under the temple for them all to stay in, so two of the prayer rooms are being used for them to sleep in whenever they do rest. “We'll probably have to build a new temple even if we do win the war. The apartments nearby aren't being built fast enough. Drew's father is housing four people in his own place right now. I guess the old man has been trying to rectify himself pretty bad lately since his illness is getting worse.”


Bryan frowns at the mention of Drew's father, but says nothing. “So, do you think they think it's weird that you're with me? We have so much room at the house. Even with you and me and Mikey and Jay and Gramma and Grandpa, we have room left over. Maybe we should ask Grandpa if we can take in some people? It would be weird having strangers living with us, but they've lost everything and we have so much.”


“Yeah, we can figure it out.” He smiles. “Aizen sent me a letter that I got a few days ago. He said that we could have people stay at their place, but I have to put everything away.” Suddenly, he spots his Grandparents coming up the stairs and about to leave. Lev raises a hand and signals for them to come over. His Grandma pays for the coffee, while his Grandpa small talks with Bryan to make sure they're both doing okay. After a moment, he moves in closer and turns to the human.


“The two of you have been having sex every week, right? It's important to maintain that for a healthy relationship.” Lev's jaw drops and his boyfriend tries to hold his laughter in his shirt. “Make sure Lev is using generous amounts of lubricant when he penetrates you. You don't want any tearing or damage to your anus at your age.”


“Grandpa! WHY? In public? With my boyfriend?” He holds his hands out while Bryan bursts out in laughter, pulling on his shirt.


“We all need some humor during times like these. We're off for a date now. Take care. We love you both dearly.” He winks before trailing off with his wife. With a disgusted look, Lev grabs Bryan by one hand and drags him through the hundred or so people packed in the dimly lit room and towards the stairs. They head down to the very bottom, through the hallway of apartments and to Aizen and Holt's bedroom. Bryan sits down and watches while his boyfriend cleans speedily fast, even using his tail as a third hand while dusting and moving papers around accordingly.


“I like your grandpa!” Bryan lays back on Aizen and Holt's bed. He sniffs their pillow, the one left behind. “Does their pillow smell so good because Holt is an elf? He's cute. They're both cute.” Bryan props himself up on his elbows and smiles sweetly at Lev. “Do you think your grandpa has a big cock? I wonder what it would be like with you and him?” He watches Lev and smiles.


“You kiddin me? He has to walk with a cane!” He blushes, rolling his eyes. “You sure are a horn dog. And I'm a wolf, for fuck sake! Grandpa's the same size as me. That's why I'm sure I won't get any bigger. But you will. Bigger than me too!” He laughs, squeezing Bryan's package. “Come on. We're going to the baths.”


“Are you sure?” Bryan rises from the bed, stretching. “I won't pollute it, since I'm a stinky little human? Will there be other demons there?”


“Yeah, it'll be fine! Holt is a half-elf and uses it. So as long as you're accompanied or related to a demon, you're allowed to bathe there.” He takes his hand and kisses him upon the lips before guiding him up one flight of stairs and then into the maze of rooms. They avoid the two prayer rooms with mattresses set out. It's a few minutes before they find their way to the baths. With only fifteen of them spread out around the large cave-like room, almost all of them are occupied by demons. Lev points to an open spot. “There we go! We can use that one. The two of them claim the spot.” Lev kneels down and checks the water for a moment and snarls. “Hmmm. Let's get naked and then I'll go get the stuff for our bath.”


As they strip, Bryan curiously looks around the room, realizing he's the only human here. Even though he's not shy about being nude, he feels pleased to know that none of them stare or judge him as he strips. Maybe some of them even recognize him. Demons of all ages, young and old, families, couples, loners, boys and girls, some bathing, some standing and conversing around, all of them naked.


“Don't worry if you get a boner. If there weren't families in here, you'd might walk into an orgy of some sorts.” Lev chuckles, speaking a bit quietly. He takes off his robe and fundoshi before trailing off to the back of the room that contains herbs, soap and towels. Once he returns, Lev dips a small bowl of gel-like material into the bath and sprinkles in some tree bark that vaporizes as it touches the water. Steam rises and the bath smells like exotic flowers, while the water is black. He moves a bucket closer to the edge of the circular bath before dipping down and swimming to one side, letting his six-inch erection poke out of the water. “Ahhh. Nice and warm.”


Bryan dips a toe into the water. He's about to climb in when he stops. He yawns, stretching his arms up high. He twists and bends, letting his dick harden a bit. He glances around the room, oddly pleased to notice a couple of demons watching him. He scratches his tummy for a moment before finally entering the water. His dick is completely erect. The water is warm and soothing. He lowers himself and sniffs. Then he leans back against the edge, holding the poolside edge and allowing himself to float on his back. His prepubescent cut dick sticks up like a tiny mast on a small boat. When Lev returns with their bath gear, Bryan looks up at him and grins. “The water is warm. It's nice.”


“Yes, it is.” He sighs happily, locking one hand around Bryan as they relax. “Any boys that you see that you're attracted to in here? Other than me of course. Or men?” He eyes around the room, spotting a few that catch his eye.


Bryan shrugs. He stands in the water. Rubbing one hnad under his armpits, he smells his hand. His eyes roll back into his head and he falls towards Lev. “I smell like Whirlwind!” He shoots both arms up into the air. “Wash me!” In a lower voice, he confides. “Everyone is hot in their own way. You know that.” He looks around the bath, considering each demon as Lev washes him.


Lev stands up and takes a bar of soap, rubbing it into his lovers armpits, arms, his back and front. Slowly, he dips him back under the water. When they're submerged deep enough, he grabs on his boyfriends pecker and starts tugging him wildly before having him up again to soap more of his body. “Hold your arms on the sides of the bath and let your legs float out.” Once Bryan does as he's told, Lev raises one leg after another, cleaning them thoroughly before tasting each toe with his tongue. He doesn't worry about anyone else seeing the two of them like it. Demons praise sexual freedom and the education of it. If anything, it allows the parents nearby to explain things to their kids easier when it's happening in front of them. “Very good. I've got everything except...” He rubs some soap into both of his hands before putting the bar back into the bowl. Lev uses both hands to grope Bryan, one to stroke his four inches, the other to rub into his balls. He moves closer between his legs and smells him. “Much better.”


As Lev washes Bryan, and older male demon watches them closely. He's tall and somewhat thin, his skin a light, nutty brown. His hair is long, brown with gray streaks, twisted into several long braids. His horns are long, spiraling along their length, and slightly curved toward his back. Several tattoos are visible on his chest and arms. He turns to the ledge behind him, revealing some scarring that is worked into a large back tattoo. He grabs an ornately painted bowl and drifts towards the boys. 


Bryan lowers himself, whispering to Lev. “He looks interesting and like he's interested in us. What do we do???”


“Well, we let him join us, of course!” He splashes water at Bryan and laughs. “His horns are mighty fine, aren't they? He's from Varn Ra, for sure.” The boy silences his talk as he see's him coming near. He wraps his tail around Bryan as he pulls him shoulder to shoulder with him.


The demons floats up to the boys. He stands and bows his head slightly. “May I speak with you?” His voice is deep and melodious.


“Yes, you may! Come. Join in.” Lev's wolf ears move as his curiosity sets in. He places his hand to his boyfriends dick under the water, feeling it to see if he's hard or not. The young demon-wolf tries his best to hide his grin, knowing his boyfriend is turned on by the older man. “What's your name? You’re from Varn Ra, yes? Your tattoos definitely look like it! And the horns! So beautiful and mesmerizing.”


The demon smiles and bows his head again. “Thank you, young one. I am Cimber Dureal, late of Varn Ra, yes. When I left my home, I brought with me scented oils. They can have many effects, depending on which ones are used and in which combinations. I would like to share them with you. If you can give me an idea of what you would like to feel, I will apply the appropriate oils.” He holds the bowl so that the boys can look into it. Several small phials are arranged within, each a different color, some seeming to glow and swirl within their containers.


Lev recognizes the basic ritual of what the man describes. “He is a zhabba, a mystic who teaches a variety of disciplines relating to demon faith and philosophy. Oil magic is one of the more rare abilities of a zhabba. You know, I'd love some sort of magic that would give me better control of my tail.” He looks behind and begins cleaning it under the water, not with his tongue, which he does at times unconsciously. “It has a mind of its own and always knocks stuff over like crazy. People my age typically have them controlled by now. I don't know if it's because I'm half black wolf and half demon or what.” Lev puts a hand over his boyfriends shoulder. “Oh, by the way, he's with me. My boyfriend. Bryan's not a random human that stumbled into the temple's baths.”


Bryan protectively wraps and arm around Lev as he stands. He proudly lets his dickie rise above the water, almost showing off to the older demon. “We're in love!”


Zhabba Cimber smiles and nods his head. “Of course you are. Anyone could see it, if they opened their hearts to see such things.” He glides through the water, sitting next to Lev. “I have seen the two of you before.” He looks up at the ceiling, then down at the water. “I've never seen you when you weren't together. There are those who gossip...but I pay them no mind.” He grins and gently lets a finger swirl on Lev's shoulder. His finger nails are red, a deep red. “I hope that we may become friends. Now, what shall we do? The oils? A smoke ritual? A coupling? Some admixture of all three? Something else entirely?”


“Bryan. Is there anything you'd like out of the oils? Maybe he can make something for you.” He relaxes in the water, swaying his feet out and letting his flaccid cock show itself in front of the older man. “Were you wanting to couple with our new friend?”


Bryan sinks down into the water and shrugs. “I don't know. It's magic, right? I don't know demon magic.” He looks at the older demon. “I don't know about coupling, but I'm tense and antsy.” His voice drops to a whisper. “I really, really want to have sex!”


“Hmmm.” Lev claps both of his hands together, rises up out of the water and sits on the ledge. “Then we can have sex with Mr. Dureal. Uhm, Cimber, where would we go? Have you gotten a room yet since you've immigrated here?”


Cimber smiles. “Please, call me zhabba Cimber or just Cimber. I do have rooms, but may I suggest the Hot Chambers? Have you boys experienced the Chambers before?”


Bryan shakes his head. “Hot Chambers? Sound dangerous.  I just want to get fucked.” His voice almost whines the last sentence.


Lev laughs and helps Bryan up. He speaks softly. “They're not dangerous. It's a room where demons have sex with one another. Like I said, we're very sexual creatures. They call it that because it's very warm and has extremely hot baths.” The demon-wolf shrugs. “I've never been in there, but I know that it's completely safe.”


Bryan holds onto the Lev's hand. His dick is hard, angling slightly up. He nods emphatically. “If you say it's safe, I believe you. It sounds like fun.” He looks at Cimber. “I'm not a demon, but I try to . . .um. . .adopt? Adapt? I mean, I try to do things with Lev like a demon would. Except for raw fish. I can't do that. I tried.”


Cimber rises out of the water. He climbs out of the baths, extending a hand back to assist Lev and Bryan. His body is attractive, well proportioned. He doesn't seem as powerful as Aldan, but nor does he seem soft or doughy. He brushes his braids back onto his shoulders, revealing several piercings in each ear. Silver stars and some sort of red gemstones. He still wears his fundoshi. As they exit the waters, Bryan and Lev look at each other and sigh. He leads them deeper into the temple underground.


“Bring your clothes.” Cimber commands, helping them before leading the three of them forward. With the boys hands full, the two boys follow him out of the baths and immediately to the right. They're in front of long downward stares where lit torches are on both sides of the walls. Both of them carefully step down, immediately feeling the heat from below. 


“I'm still hard.” Lev whispers, elbowing his boyfriend and giggling. The two of them slap each others dicks around and playfully take each step with a new set of excitement that they've never felt before. It's a new feeling - not knowing what to expect from the hot chambers.


At the very bottom, there's what seems to be a 'locker room' for them to place their clothes.  Rectangular openings are either empty or stuffed with robes on one side. On the other side, they know what awaits for them - naked demons pleasuring themselves. Both of the boys stuff their clothes into it and twist around to look for anyone else. There's two female demons on the other side, quietly kissing and fondling each other. They mind them to their business and wait for Cimber to undress.


Thick mist floods through the room. It's dark in the chambers, almost like some sort of erotic dream. They hear the moans from both men and women behind them, some young, some old.


Cimber chooses a cubby near the boys and undoes his fundoshi. Their first view is of the demon's butt, round and firm and not at all hairy. Lev elbows Bryan and grins, pointing to Cimber's butt. The wolf-demon makes a thrusting motion as he points. When Cimber turns around, both boys stop their giggling and gesturing, standing still. “Follow me, boys.” Cimber's pelvic area is shaven clean. Even so, his penis is tiny. It juts out from his body, hard and throbbing, but is smaller than Lev or Bryan's. Cimber leads them out of the 'locker room'. 


Lev speaks openly about the man’s size, taking a guess that it's about three and a half inches hard with a nice helmet head. “Woah, Cimber! We thought you would be the one fuckin' us. Looks like we're going to do the work. You have a really beautiful ass too.”


They continue their walk out of the room and into another, where four tubs cut into the rocks bubble with warm water. There are some relaxing inside, others against the walls or on the floor - sucking, fucking, making love. There's a married man and woman, another man with three younger girls, two boys together, another two women together right as they walk in. Cimber guides them pass the couples spread out and wildly fucking and into another room on the right side. Springs like showers fall from out of certain areas on one side of the wall. The floor is warm and smooth, not uncomfortable, although there's no pillows or bedsheets to lay on. None of them have ever imagined having sex in such a strange place, yet it seems so natural. There's an open cauldron on the other side with various objects in it - incense, paint and brushes, jars of grease for sex, glass containers with water in them. Lev walks over to it and takes out two incense sticks. He lights them with his fingers and walks around the room, chanting a spell that brings good fortune and positive energy. He's never said it before, knowing that it's specifically used for rooms like these. After he finishes praying, Lev puts them in an incense holder inside of the cauldron and pulls out some lubricant. He sets the jar aside and grabs the paint and brushes. “We use these to paint symbols on our body, ensuring that we use these rooms for safe and consenting intercourse.” He begins drawing patterns on Bryan's back and arms before handing them to Cimber. “You can do us both now.”


Bryan stands still, watching and staring around the room. He raises his arms above his head. “Wow! This is beautiful. How can you keep the torches lit and the incenses burning when it's so wet in here?” He looks questioningly at Lev and Cimber.


Cimber grins and taps his horns. Bryan slaps his forehead and says, at the same time as Cimber. “You do realize we have an affinity for fire? We can conjure it at will, in almost any conditions. Lev could, I would wager, keep an unprotected candle lit in the midst of the fiercest of storms. Years ago, on the coast, I kept the lighthouse at Seer's Point lit through a hurricane. It allowed a half dozen ships to avoid destruction on the rocks, although they were battered severely. I slept for 8 days straight after, due to the strain.” He gazes around the room. “The keepers here have spells and rituals and every demon who uses these rooms adds their own power to keep the fires burning.” He looks at Lev. “It may be small, but I still enjoy giving a good fucking as much as I enjoy receiving them.” He takes the paints and kneels down in front of Bryan. He takes Bryan's cock into his mouth, slowly moving up and down for a minute, before stopping. “You like horses, don't you?” He begins painting Bryan's chest and tummy with a palomino pattern.


“Yes, he does. He has a horse named Whirlwind and it has the loveliest soul.” Lev strokes himself, kissing Bryan while the older man sucks his boyfriend off. They look across the room, noticing that a much older demon is pleasuring a younger one, who seems possibly seven or eight. The young one is on the floor being sucked, but staring off at the three of them and licking his lips. This gets Bryan only more turned on and Lev as well, seeing his boyfriends exhibitionist dreams come to life. “Bryan loves being nude almost as much as any other demon. He's deserving of it too. I can see you like his body, don't you?”


Cimber pauses in his painting and kneels back on his haunches. He looks up at Lev and Bryan. “I do. The young male human form is exquisite. I have always thought so, but never pursued such a coupling. Not all humans are so receptive to such attentions.” He finishes painting Bryan, then begins painting Lev, starting with a minute or two of sucking the demon boy's dick. The older demon uses his tongue incredibly well, swirling and tickling the moaning boy. He leans back. “I can feel the wolf in your soul, Lev. The hunter and pack leader. You have the spirit of an alpha but need your mate to keep you grounded. Wolf and horse.  Interesting.” As he paints Lev, he glances at Bryan. “You don't happen to have an adventurous older brother, do you? I would love to see an older version of you. . .”


“That would be his father.” Lev moans, running his hands through Cimber's hair and minding his horns at the same time. His tail curls up and down Bryan's back. With one hand, he strokes his boyfriend hard and fast. “His father is like a horse too. Well, his cock is.” He laughs before the two lovers tongue kiss. Their bodies are already drenched in sweat, which they use when rubbing each others smooth, hairless bodies.


Cimber finishes, leaning back again to regard his work. He watches the boys kiss, his own penis hardening, but not lengthening by any appreciable measure. “Beautiful. The pair of you are beautiful.” Carefully, he sets the brushes and paints aside and moves forward on his knees. He reaches around both boys, squeezing each of their asses. He pulls them closer together so that their dicks are touching. With a grin, the older demon licks his lips and leans forward. He's able to lick both of their cock heads at once, savoring the boys' combined taste. “Delectable. I've never tasted anything like the two of you together.” His hands gently squeeze their butts, lightly sliding his fingers along their cracks as he tends to their cocks.


Lev steps away and behind Cimber, continuing to stroke himself as he moves down and has his face towards the man’s ass. He beats off faster, watching as his boyfriend fucks the man with his four inches of delicious boy dick. The wolf-demons fingers tend and rub Cimber's tail gently, holding out of the way before he spreads both cheeks and dives his mouth right in for the prize. He digs his tongue in as far as he can, letting spit drip down his chin as he gets his ass ready.


Cimber pauses sucking the human boy's cock. He turns and grins at Lev. “As I said, the alpha. Taking me first. You don't have to worry about hurting me, Lev. Make my ass yours.” He turns back to Bryan, smiling up at him. “I have something that will keep my attention. . .” He goes down on Bryan. 
Bryan runs his hands through Cimber's hair, avoiding harming his horns. With his knees slightly bent, Bry cups the back of his head and begins fucking his mouth. Cimber relaxes into it, letting the human fuck his mouth as deep, as hard, as fast as the boy likes. He uses his tongue as best he can, on his cock and balls, as Bryan's thrusts allow. His hands reach around and up and all over the boy, exploring him with his hands. Flicking a hard, little nipple. Fingering a hot, willing ass. Tickling a smooth, sexy rib.


Bryan watches Lev fuck the old demon. The sweat from the heat and steam drip and trail over Lev's body. His boyfriend's face contorts in pleasure as he mounts Cimber. Bryan closes his eyes and remembers Lev's taste. “Mmmm...yeah. . .”


“Won't be long.” Lev stops after a few minutes of rimming him to apply some grease to his dick. He's fast with getting himself ready and doesn't even take the time to finger Cimber - the man said that he shouldn't worry about it and the wolf boy honestly can't hold his need to fuck something any longer. Without any warning or waiting, he presses the head into him and moans. “Fuuuuck yeah! It's going in so easily!” He pushes in all of the way before leaning his body down, holding him for a moment while his cock pulsates inside of him. The warmth and pressure on his member is incredible. Slowly, he moves up and positions his legs in the right formation for power fucking Cimber's ass. He winks at Bryan and licks his lips just before he starts to move and thrust. “Us anthro's are fast and don't get tired easily. I'll show you what I mean.” Lev's body naturally pumps into him with barely any effort at all, almost at the speed of a jack rabbit.


Bryan watches, almost in awe, at Lev's speed. The sound of his crotch crashing into Cimber's body sharp and rapid. Cimber's entire body shakes with the force of Lev's thrusts, including his face and mouth as he sucks Bryan. The young human smiles broadly as he realizes he can feel Lev fucking Cimber in his dick as it's sucked. “Wow...”


Cimber relaxes, offering no resistance or hesitation to Lev. The demon-anthro is inside of him and fucking him faster and harder than he's been fucked in some time. He moans around Bryan's dick. He pauses in giving Bryan head. “Yes, Lev! Fuck me! Harder. . .you can go harder!” He takes Bryan back into his mouth. When he closes his eyes, Cimber's consciousness alters. He doesn't think, doesn't evaluate. All he's aware of is the cock pounding, ramming his ass and the small, but no less enjoyable cock in his mouth. The boys both set their pace and he becomes the vessel for their lusts. He whimpers in pleasure and joy as they use him.


Lev begins to put more of his strength and concentration into fucking Cimber, forming a non-stop skin to skin sound of heavy ass pounding that can be heard from the other rooms. His large and fuzzy black wolf tail rises up, twirling around in excitement. Cimber knows how to take a dick and a good fuck without ever worrying about getting hurt or having pain from it. Lev is surprised that he's able to even enjoy it - he'd never fuck his boyfriend like this. There's been times when he's topped Bryan and started to go at this pace, but never for more than a few seconds. Lev pounds him like a machine and never slows down for the full four minutes that it takes for him to reach his orgasm. “Gahhh!! Gonna cum! Fuck yeah.” He pulls his cock completely out, letting the first two shots spray over the mans back before lodging it right back in. Another two spray into him. After another minute of rest, he stands up and walks over to Bryan with his erection still stiff as it was before, ready for round two.


“That was amazing!” Bryan looks down at Lev's cock. “I'm surprised it didn't burst into flames!” The boy reaches out and pulls Lev close, kissing him hard. “Should I cum in his mouth? Or fuck him? What do you guys think?”


Cimber pauses. “Whatever gives you the most pleasure, Bryan. I will take whatever you give me, wherever you. . .deposit.” Wiping sweat from his face, the demon looks at Lev. “That was fun. How long until you can go again?”


“You should fuck him while he cleans my cock.” He kisses Bryan again, feeling all over his chest while stroking his lovers dick. “So that he has both of our loads inside of him. Then we can get him off as well.” Lev almost kneels as he moves his legs down uncomfortably. He positions his dick for Cimber's mouth and holds it up, ready to fuck his throat. “You don't get tired either. I love that.”


Cimber sticks his tongue out and licks all over Lev's cock as Bryan moves around behind him. He looks up at the younger demon. “I do not tire. In fact, I hunger for more.” With that, he goes down on Lev, sucking his cock hard. As his face bobs up and down on Lev's dick, his tongues swirls and licks every past of the wolf-boy's dick, cleaning and pleasuring him. He squeezes and pulls on Lev's balls. His hand slides back between Lev's legs, between his ass cheeks. His finger finds Lev's hole and he pulls the boy forward into his mouth, moaning at the taste and feel of the dick in his face.


Bryan looks at Cimber's hole. He thought it would be bloody and torn, ripped apart. It's not. It's a little pink and puffy, with just a drop or two of Lev's cum visible. Bryan grabs the demon's hips and pushes himself in. His dick is smaller than Lev's and goes in easily. Still, Cimber moans happily and his tail wraps around Bryan's leg. For a moment, Bryan considers trying to do what Lev did, going fast and hard. As he begins pumping in, Bryan decides he couldn't go that fast or hard. He decides to go deep and slow, taking his time. He watches Cimber suck his boyfriend. Bryan fucks more slowly, much more slowly than Lev did. He goes in as deeply as he can with each thrust. Sweat drips all over his body.  He moans. Cimber moans, his ass tightening around Bryan's cock, welcoming the boy-dick like a long lost friend.


Seeing that Bryan enjoys himself and that Cimber does as well, Lev smiles and finds himself in a state of pure bliss. He raises one hand, combing it through his ears, passed his horns, feeling the sweat on his wolf ears. His ass pumps into him as he has his hands freely exploring his own sweaty body, almost as if to say, 'Worship my body'. When one hand comes down, it holds onto the back of Cimber's neck and begins forcing a faster pace, one that only makes Cimber even more horny.


As Bryan fucks Cimber, deeply and steadily, the demon concentrates on Lev. He grabs the boy's hips. He holds on, letting the wolf take over, letting Lev set the pace once again. He adapts his breathing, his throat, everything to accomadate his partners, to give them pleasure. His reward is his own pleasure and the seed that he will taste from Lev. 


Bryan focuses on fucking Cimber. The boy's tongue hangs out of his mouth, he holds tightly to Cimber's hips, slamming himself into the older partner. I'm close. He gasps his warning as he feels his pleasure heightening, building towards his explosion. As he pumps the old demon, he remembers how Lev came. As he feels himself about to cum, Bryan pulls out and strokes his cock. He counts the first two sprays of his seed and then stuffs his cock back into Cimber. He pumps four more streams into the willing hole before stopping. He holds himself inside of the demon, catching his breath. “Wow. That was nice!”


Once he see's his lover cum, Lev moves down to his knees, pulling his own cock out of Cimber's mouth and using his hands as a signal for him to come forth. “Kneel with me.” Lev spits down on his dick and looks to Cimber. “Stand. We will pleasure you and you may now use us as you please.” Once Bryan is beside him, he grips his boyfriends dick and starts stroking him.


Cimber stands and stretches. “You two are marvelous together.” He sits on a raised ledge, letting his legs spread wide. He leans back, resting his head against the wet stone. “I'm not as well endowed as either of you. I hope you can enjoy yourselves on my small member. I cum quite normally, though.”


Bryan grabs Lev's dick, squeezing and pulling on it. He leans in, kissing his boyfriend. “How do you want to make him happy?”


“Well...” Lev puts two index fingers together as he thinks, his tail waving around happily and excited. “We should obviously suck him off. Both of us. Once he cums I think he should fuck you, since your butt and body is smaller.” He winks at Cimber and kneels down, feeling the older mans tail as his tongue teases the very tip of the two inch dick in front of him. “Bet we can make you cum a geyser sized load.”


Bryan moves next to Lev, kissing all around the base of Cimber's cock. He straddles Cimber's leg and slowly humps as he kisses. He looks up at the older demon, his eyes bright and smiling. “I don't care how big you are. I want you to fuck me. “


Cimber moans and smiles. “Oh, don't worry, I will. Gladly, too.” He softly strokes Bryan's hair and brushes Lev's hair back from his face. “It won't take me long, not with two beauties like you...”


Lev moves his mouth down, opening his mouth to plant his lips over both balls, then sucking the sweat and dried up cum from before off of them. His tongue rolls along both of them, one by one, then both at the same time. Above him, his boyfriend kisses all along his dick. The wolf-demon is inspired by his boyfriend and begins kissing up Cimber's body, along his stomach, belly button, his scars, finally to his nipples, which he almost bites before remembering how sharp his teeth is. Instead, he sucks them as gently as possible while Bryan shifts his head on the demons cock. Despite it being small, that isn't to say that it's fun to play with. If anything, the two of them adore it, almost seeming to be obsessed by its beauty.


Bryan latches his mouth onto the small dick, sucking and licking and licking and sucking. He wraps his lips tightly on the small member and begins bobbing up and down on it. He moves faster and faster, closing his eyes. When he slips off of the dick, he barely pauses, opening his mouth and going down on it seemingly as quickly as he can. His face is almost a blur and though not as loudly, his face slaps against Cimber's pubic area similar to the sound Bryan and Lev make when they fuck. Suddenly, Bryan stops. He looks up at the demons. “Wow, this is great! With Lev or my dad, my mouth gets tired and I have to be careful with my teeth. But yours is just right! I can do this all day and I can go as fast as I want and I don't have to worry about my teeth or anything! I hope you cum soon, coz I like cum a lot.” He smiles again and goes back to sucking and bobbing on the tiny dick.


After a while of sucking on both nipples, Lev leaves hickies all along the mans chest, sides and neck. The two of them kiss, their tails tangled together as they do so. Lev reaches back to lodge one finger back into Cimber's used ass, easily fingering him in a paced motion to soothe and pleasure the older man. “So beautiful. Guess the two of us will have to make our way to the temple more often now.”


Cimber kisses Lev deeply. He glances down to watch Bryan working his dick, bobbing like a dervish. “Yes...Although I'd be happy to visit you. . .ungh. . .to continue teaching you rituals and philosophy.” His body tenses and his eyes open wide. He gasps. “Uunnghh! Ohhh, gods. . .” His mouth opens and his eyes flutter. Lev recognizes the face of a demon blowing his load.


Bryan feels the first shot against the back of his throat and slows his pace. He slides slowly up and down on the tiny dick, sucking hard. Reaching down, he strokes himself as Cimber fills his mouth. The human boy lets the demon dick spray its seed in his mouth, surge after surge, seemingly a never ending stream of hot, salty cum. Bryan holds it into his mouth, letting his mouth fill as he uses his tongue to milk the demon seed from his parter. After nearly a dozen streams, with no more forthcoming, Bryan pulls off. He looks up at Lev and Cimber, smiling at this demon lovers. He opens his mouth wide, showing it filled with Cimber's cum. He rubs his tummy as he stirs the mouthful of semen with his tongue.


Cimber looks down at the human boy with the mouthful of his seed. He pinches Lev's nipple. “Kiss him, Lev.”


Lev nods. Their tails detach and his own thick wolf tail rubs along Bryan's back as they hold hands, tongue kissing and swirling the warm and massive loud around in their mouths. Its texture is thick, creamy and milky with no sour or bite to it at all. Some of it runs down their chins, which they also lick up before swallowing it both down. While they kiss, Cimber strokes both cocks in his hands, moving both of them closer until their bodies are together. Lev blushes, feeling the demons hands rub the back of their necks as the two boys frot together. He spits down on both of their shiny pink heads, continuing to hump him. “Gods, it's gonna be strange when you're dick is bigger than mine and your Dads size. Will you still let me top you when you're over eight inches?”


Bryan nods. “Of course, silly. Just because my dick gets big doesn't change anything between us. I love it when you fuck me!”


Cimber relaxes, catching his breath as he watches the boys, massaging their backs. “You two are adorable. I certainly hope we can do this again. Many times.”


Bryan smiles. “I'd like that! Can we go again now?”


Lev steps back for a moment, noticing the two from the other room. The young demon boy is getting his dick sucked now by an older man that's worshipping his body. He beats off fast as he watches, then smiles as he see's Cimber getting his dick lubed up and ready for Bryan. “Wanna suck my cock while he fucks you, babe?”


“Sure!” Bryan licks his lips and rubs his tummy. “That would be great.” He looks where Lev is watching and smiles. Bryan gets on his hands and knees, positioning himself so he can look into the other room. He looks back at Cimber and wiggles his butt. The older demon is hard and falls to his knees behind Bryan. He leans forward, kissing and licking Bryan's back as he lubes his dick.


Bryan moans and looks up at Lev. He opens his mouth and wiggles his tongue at his boyfriend. He giggles. “Is there a ritual where a human boy gets fucked by a whole bunch of demons in a row? Like, one right after another?”


“No, but there could be one! I'm sure all of the gay and bisexual demons would be down do fill you up!” He laughs, rubbing the head of his dick all around Bryan's lips before stuffing it into his mouth. Lev eases to a kneel as well to make it easier for his lover to suck him off. He softly combs his hair and moans freely, listening to the sounds from the other rooms where others make love.


The young human spreads his legs and closes his eyes. He relaxes as he feels the familiar contours of Lev's cock sliding into his mouth. He moans softly. Cimber spreads the boy's cheeks with his thumbs and eases himself forward. He pushes his dick into the willing boy. Even with his small cock, Bryan feels wonderfully tight and warm as his ass welcomes the demon dick. Cimber holds onto Bryan's hips and beging moving himself in and out. Soon, he's fucking Bryan as deeply as he can, his body slapping softly against the boy's. Bryan loves the sensation of a dick in his ass while Lev fucks his mouth. He twists and looks at the older demon with the younger demon. The little boy demon has turned his head and is watching Lev and Cimber have their way with Bryan. Bryan sighs and uses his tongue to work Lev's cock. He whimpers and moans in pleasure.


“We're not sure you've had enough come inside of you yet. Continue like that and all should be well.” Lev begins pumping his cock into Bryan's mouth faster and harder. Being the excellent cocksucker that he is, Bryan is able to take it without choking at any point. Both Cimber and Lev kiss as they use Bryan, feeling each others movements as they do so. Early on, Lev moans out loudly and cums unexpectedly. His climax is smaller, only three spurts of jizz that spill out on his boyfriends tongue before he falls back and masturbates himself to the sight of the older demon fucking his boyfriend. “That's right, Cimber! Give it to him like he's the most beautiful boy you've ever lay your eyes on! Tell it to him too.”


Cimber is fucking Bryan quickly and hard. It's a different feeling for the boy from being fucked by Lev, but he likes it. The older demon holds Bryan tightly. “Oh, by the ancient gods, you are beautiful, Bryan. The perfect human boy. I'll never see a boy as beautiful as you again. Your ass. . . . ahhhh. . .makes me feel huge.”


Bryan grins, turning his head and looking back at Cimber. “You feel so good inside me...Please fuck me, Cimber...Fuck me!” He glances at the boy and man. The boy has his legs high in the air and the man is slurping and eating the younglings ass.


Cimber begins to tremble. He grunts and cries out. “Aahh! Uunngghh!” His balls empty themselves through his two inches into Bryan. It's a small, watery load that almost immediately begins to leak from Bryan's ass. Cimber leans down and begins sucking his cum from Bryan's hole, licking him clean. 


Once he's finished cleaning Bryan, Cimber falls over onto a low bench. He leans back against the wall, catching his breath. Bryan sits next to the older demon, pulling Lev to sit beside him so that he's once again sandwiched between the two demons. He holds Cimber's hand and leans his head against Lev's shoulder. “That was nice.”


“Mhm.” Lev nods, leaning back against the wall as he wipes the sweat from his face and arms with a towel. He tosses it to Bryan and tugs on his softie, licking his lips and teasing the two as he does so. “Cimber, you have an apartment here, yes? Can we catch our breath and relax there? I'll make coffee.” The young demon helps both of them up. They walk pass the lovers and the orgies from side to side, from front and back to them. Before walking up the stairs, they dress and clean each other off, although the paint from earlier remains on. Seeing Bryan's curiosity, he explains for him. “It'll be a few days before it fades.”


Bryan looks at Lev, his eyes wide. “Good thing daddy is away. I don't know how I'd explain this.” He laughs. “He'd probably be jealous.”


“Would he?” Cimber asks. “I had the impression he was amenable to these things. I wish no trouble.” He leads the boys upstairs. His apartment is small, three rooms: bed chamber, kitchen, common area. “Please, relax and make yourselves at home. Lev, coffee is in the cupboard.” The older demon disappears into his bedchamber, leaving Lev and Bryan alone. In the main room, several bookcases line the walls. The contain books and scrolls, as well as keepsakes and small trinkets. Stones, small carvings of animals and geometric shapes, skulls and bits of horn.


Lev quickly finds the jar of coffee beans up high, unscrews it and grinds them with a common demon spell, then prepares it in a gold copper pot. After a few minutes, he has two cups set out on a table in the main room. Bryan latches onto his arm and leans his head on his shoulder while the demons burly tail rubs under his shirt and against his soft tan back. They kiss and rub their noses together until Cimber returns. Lev looks to Cimber and asks. “So, you haven't heard anything about Aldan, have you? Or the current situation in Aigua?”


Bryan shakes his head. Lev sips his coffee as Bryan explains. “Daddy's written, but his letters have been short.” He frowns. “He talks about training, tells us how our friends Holt and Aizen are doing. He writes longer letters to Granny and Granpy. He tells me and Mikey to study hard and train. He tells me to make sure to tell you and Jay that, too.” Bryan shrugs and moves Lev's hand with the coffee cup close so that he can take a sip. He looks at both demons. “Do you know more?”


Cimber shakes his head. “I've heard precious little. Most of those I speak to are refugees. I counsel them and hear their stories, do what I can to ease their loss or pain. From what I'm told, the Harathi forces haven't engaged as yet. The Aiguans, led by their boy prince, are helping move refugees from the threatened areas to safety here in Harath. Thus far, the Cruiberg seem to be concentrating on destroying the ill-defended villages of Varn Ra. No major battles yet. I'm sorry I don't have more news.”


Lev sips his coffee and thinks, pondering where Drew must be, the boy he's been so close to but has yet to even meet, whether Aldan won't write because he's taken up to drinking down his troubles and also how his others friends have been. He kisses Bryan on the top of the head and looks to the prayer mat facing the wall. “I must pray for my friends safety. Care to join?” With the flick of a finger, the cauldron is lit aflame. The boy sits on his knees, letting his tail curl around Bryan while Cimber leads them into a chant. As they pray and perform rituals, Lev explains why they do certain things or what certain native demons words mean, teaching him little by little. 


And as the fire burns and their prayers travel to the demon Gods, their friends near Varn Ra also hold fire as they ride into battle. In a small village outside of the mountains, Aldan's army of raiders attack with hell-bent force on a group of Cruiberg's that have slaughtered almost all of the villagers. Aizen, now twelve years old, forms a wall of fire around him and an injured anthro child from the village. Evie, an older wolf anthro healer, unpacks her bag of herbs and helps him as they go into chant to heal the wounds.


Chaos ensues. Demons throw bolts of fire that's easily blocked, blades crash and shatter, blood and entrails are spread out into the wet grass. Holt kills man after man that come his way, while two Aiguan's protect him from his other side; Tomas and Ythl form space, one with magic, the other with steel. Far up front, Aldan faces off alone against a group of twelve soldiers, grinning with rage in his eyes for victory.


Aldan raises his sword. He's trained for months to fight this war. For him, the war is about more than saving the demons or preserving Harath. Every Cruiberg is one of those who killed his wife, his children. Every Cruiberg would kill Bryan or Milliken or Lev or Jay or Holt or Aizen. All the people Aldan loves have been targeted by Cruiberg. He's prayed for their blood and now he aims to collect that blood.


With his men fighting around him, he swings his sword. His attacks are brutal. He's always fought with finesse and strength. But now, he fights with anger and hatred, with a brutality he lacked before. He parries their blows, striking to incapacitate them or to kill them painfully. He'll take no prisoners on his own. Not this day.


In minutes, he's killed a dozen warriors. Small scratches and one more serious wound dot his body. He ignores the pain, the blood loss. Their are more Cruiberg. Aldan grunts at a small group of them. “Come, join your countrymen in death.” His eyes are wild and his teeth bared back. He looks a mad-man as he attacks.


“Fucking idiot won't even let Lieutenant Brady near him.” Holt tisks. He jumps forward, running his sword through a soldiers heart, then tearing the man in half as he ducks to block another attack. Ythl holds his staff up, casting a spell that holds down several others from being able to attack while his boyfriend finishes the last of the warriors to the right. The other soldiers in Aldan's army, somewhere near fifty men, women, boys and girls all trained begin their movie in towards Aldan, cheering as victory is proven once again for them. Despite the fact that the four or five remaining Cruiberg are extremely outnumbered and injured, they stand prepared to face death and resist to flee. They nod to each other, finding it somewhere within themselves that they will be able to kill the infamous Aldan and his raiders that have notably and rarely been one of the only gangs of soldiers to take Cruiberg on.


Aldan rushes the final five. He swings and cut, stabs and parries. He moves, using their bodies and weapons to shield himself. “Great fucking idiots with giant axes and sword...” Aldan pierce one man through the eye. “You swing with all your might...” He swings his blade, slicing a woman's throat open. She gurgles a name as she drops to her knees. Son? Husband? Aldan doesn't care. “If I dodge, you're out of position.” He kicks a man in the balls, driving the base of his shield into the back of the man's neck. “If I parry, you're still out of position and I'm not.” He lets the last two men stab at him, turning aside their weapons with that same shield. “I'm faster than all of you.” He crushes his mailed fist into one of the men's faces. The man staggers back. “I'm stronger than all of you.” He allows the last man facing him to strike and dislodge his shield. Aldan lets the shield fly away. The man grins but even as he's about to speak, Aldan drives his fingers into the mans throat, crushing his windpipe. The warrior tries to guld for air, his eyes widening as his face reddens. He claws at his throat as he slumps to the ground, suffocating as the broken bones and snapped cartilage swell to close his airway. The last soldier, recovering from his punch looks at Aldan fearfully. He turns to run. Aldan watches for a second or two. “Holt. Take care of him.” He turns away, walking back to see to his command. He knows the elf won't miss.


Everyone parades and chants Aldan's name, spitting at the corpses he's painted the trees and ground with. Just in the matter of a few minutes of the battle being over the ale is already being poured and chugged down. Some of the others take their time gathering weapons and preparing to hunt for tonight's meal.


Aizen and Evie are given no time to pause or cheer on their victory. Instead, they carry the wounded to one area where a tent is already being set up for them by Ythl. The young blonde demon wipes the sweat from the front of his head and looks over the fours wounds. Once they have them sedated, asleep and ready for their healing he looks to Evie and wagers. “We should be done helping them out within the hour or two I reckon. We were fortunate today. Barely any injuries at all.” He looks back, seeing Holt walking towards the other soldiers who are setting up camp. His sword is open, dripping with blood, the look of disgust easily noticeable on his face. “Holt looks frustrated again... It'll be worse after he reports to Aldan and has to work things over with him. “


Some of the surviving villagers cry and thank the soldiers that have helped free them. Aizen steps over a bruised man, soaking his wounds with sacred minerals. “We should make sure the villagers are alright health-wise. The Cruiberg's were probably feeding them things they couldn't digest properly. You want to prepare a body cleansing and detox aid for me while I patch up these wounds?”


Evie nods, wiping the sweat from her brow. Her short dark hair is wet with sweat and her eyes are tired, a muted blue instead of their dazzling azure. “Aye. When they were being fed at all. Look at them. Damned Cruiberg. Them they don't starve, they abuse. Them they don't abuse, they starve. I'll see to it, Aizen.” She looks at him then across the village at Aldan. “One of us will have to see to his wounds, as well.”


Holt approaches his commander. “Captain, no survivors among the Cruiberg. We're gathering weapons now. Food and drinks as well. I've order their furs and clothes given to the villagers. Shall we split the captured food with them as well? Much of what the Cruiberg had was stolen from these people no doubt.”


Aldan looks at Holt and nods. He reaches into his pack and pulls a small, silver flask. He glares at Holt, as if daring the young elf to say something.


Behind them, a large tent is being set up, which Aldan will drink and rest inside of. The Lieutenant hands him a large flask of ale. “Once we've gotten the villagers back on their feet and helped them build the town we should get back on the move. The corporals and I are already setting eyes on the next targets. They'll be no problem for us, I'm sure of it.” They cling glasses and chug the alcohol down quickly. The older, yet just as fit and experienced man heads to a bench to log down the days statistics into his notebook.


Aldan stands and watches the work begin. “See to the villagers. Make sure we send out scouts and pickets. I don't want to be caught by surprise.” He turns to the men and women taking his orders. “I want a new target in 48 hours. Is there anything else?” 


The lieutenant shakes his head. “No sir. We'll see to it.” Brady salutes and exits the tent with the other sergeants in tow. He divides that tasks between them and heads for the physiker's tent to check on the wounded.


Holt waits until the others have left. As Aldan unscrew his flask, the elf speaks. “You'd be an even greater warrior if you hadn't drank into battle. Look at your arms.” He tisks, spitting to the right. “Simple and stupid mistakes. You would have never made those had you been sober. Do you expect to greet your husband with that smell on your breath when we do find him? And what about the letters from your kids? Have you written back to them yet?”


Aldan glares at Holt. “I've written them. What do you want me to say to them? "Dear Bryan and Mikey, I killed a dozen Cruiberg today and still can't fill the hole left by the murder of your mother and siblings?" I handle my liquor fine. And a few scratches are nothing.” He takes a pull from his flask and begins taking off his armor. One wound on his ribcage is deeper and angrier looking than the rest. It bleeds more freely. “My husband? Gods only know where he is. . .And when I find him, the gods will probably laugh and separate us again. I've got no one. So I drink.”


“How could you possibly say that? You have Aizen and I. The Gods BROUGHT him back for fuck sake! When does that ever happen? Never! And you dare disrespect them like that? Do you even love him anymore? Or are you too in love with the spitboys that clean your armor.” He stops Aldan from glaring at one of the boys that's doing exactly as he's told. The boy walks backwards and away.


“I was in love with Katie. I am in love with Drew. Where are they? I loved my children. Where are they? Liquor's here. That's all that matters right now.” He looks at Holt. “If I knew where Drew was, we could fight our way to him. But I don't know. So I drink. And I know I have you and Aizen.” He grimaces. “Speaking of which, I need a healer. And no matter how drunk I get, you and Aiz will take care of me.” Aldan slumps onto his cot. He begins to quietly weep. “They took her apart to steal my baby boy...” He takes a long pull on his mug of ale and short drink from his flask.


Holt looks back, biting his bottom lip as he see's his boyfriend from afar helping some of the villagers eat stew that he's had on hand while his accomplice sows a mans wounded arm. “Be on it in a moment...” As he walks away, Holt shrugs and tries not to feel too ashamed for how cold he's been with Aldan. When they first met he was a man that the boy respected, but now he despises him and his alcoholism. Holt kneels down beside Aizen while the demon feeds spoonful's to a weak and fragile anthro. “Think you can patch up Aldan again after you're done with them? Take your time. He can bleed for a while without it being too big of a deal.”


“Yeah, but he's our leader and with him badly injured the fate of other villages can be at my fault.” Aizen sighs, putting the bowl down and rubbing the back of his lovers shoulders. “I know it's easier said than done, but you should try speaking to him less often and just letting it rest. Nothing positive will come out of speaking to him anymore.”


Evie walks over to the two of them. “I'll take care of him after we finish up... Holt, you should try resting. You killed almost just as many as Aldan today. I'm sure your husband will ease you later.”


Aizen looks at Holt and grins. Holt grins, but blushes. The elf looks at Evie, who shakes her head at the two of them. “I like the way you phrased that. Aizen will ease me.”


Evie smirks. “I'm the healer-poet. It's neat that you can still be shy about it. My tent is right next to yours, though. I know what you two do. All I can say, if my lover doesn't make me make noises like that, I'm leaving them behind.”


Aizen stands, putting one hand on his husbands shoulder. “You might want to clean yourself up. It'll be a bit. The soldiers will be fine - it's the villagers that I'm more worried about.” He sighs.


As Holt walks to their tent, Aizen looks over the soldiers wounds to see how their doing. As expected, their magic is healing all wounds without any dilemmas. Evie leaves to tend to the commanders wounds. The young demon speaks to the other demon and anthro villagers to see how their bodies are holding up to their first real meals in months. He leaves momentarily to borrow a lute guitar from one of the drunken soldiers and plays a ballad for the children, easing them into a soothing rest. Hours pass before Evie makes her way back to him.


“All of the soldiers are healed now. We just need another day to watch over the citizens and make sure their bodies don't act up.” He washes his hands in a jug of warm water, then his face before wiping off. As she sits down next to a resting woman, the demon speaks to her. “How's Aldan?”


Evie begins washing her hands and face. She sighs and shakes her head. “His wounds will heal quickly and completely. It's like the gods enjoy hurting him. An inch up or down, left or right and that stab wound could be real trouble. Placed where it was, it just causes pain.” She begins removing her bloodstained smock and dress, showing no shyness in front of Aizen. “He talks about Drew when he's drunk. And his babies.” She looks at Aizen as she washes under her arms. “If Drew is really alive, isn't there some way to find him? That or death will be the only things that can stop Aldan's drinking, I think.”


“Drew's close. He has to be. There must be a reason the Gods chose for him to come back.” He takes her palm, cupping it and silently breathing with her, absorbing the scent of the fresh air and dew of nature around them. “Holt's been stressed lately. More than usual with having to deal with Aldan and taking up most of his responsibilities when he does something wild. We haven't really been able to...” He blushes. “Do it for a while now like with the passion that we used to have. I've been trying to think of ways to spice it all up.”


Evie stops and looks at Aizen. She ties her hair in a tight bun in back, “War's not good for passion, Aizen. Mayhap you should just try and help him relax and forget his responsibilities to the unit. I always heard you demons are experts at coffee, yes?” She rummages through her small chest of medicinal herbs. She pours a small amount from a tin box into some cheesecloth. “Use this and brew him a tea with it. Then light a candle and meditate with him. The tea should help him relax. He may even have some sort of vision. That happens some times. Once he's relaxed, you can try spicing things up. What did you have in mind?” She raises an eyebrow at the demon. “I can't even imagine what's kinky to a demon.”


Aizen takes the cloth and puts it into a coin bag hanging on his side. He looks around him to see if any of the others could hear. “Uhm, it's a weird request... You know how we're the same height and size? Well... I was wondering if I could...”


Evie's eye widen with curiosity. “If you could what? A threesome?”


“No! Oh Gods no. Our hearts would literally explode and we're both gay.” He laughs. “I was wondering if I could wear some of your clothes to surprise him and get him in a better mood?”


“Your hearts would explode? I'm not "that" homely!” She sticks out her lower lip and stamps one foot. Then she laughs. “Why would your hearts explode? And I suppose I can lend you a nice dress and some privates. But be careful! It's the only nice dress I have with me.” She ducks down and pulls a small footlocker over by her and Aizen. She opens it and pulls out a few mundane dresses, sturdy and practical for work as a healer. She finds a dress, carefully rolled, and unfurls it for Aizen. It's a deep blue with red accents. “Unders, too, I take it?”


“Mhm.” He blushes. “Within demon marriage, the two are bound in sacred magic in which they can never betray each other in the act of sleeping with someone else or commit horrid acts of violence. Of course, demons are very sexual beings, which is why there are so few marriages. Sometimes, a demon will wait a few decades before marrying. It's a long commitment too, because our lifespan can be from only eight years to over three hundred depending on the line of descendants. But I have no problem being with Holt for hundreds of years and for the rest of my life.” Aizen takes the dress and sets it in his lap.


“Ah, and the magic affects both parties to the marriage? That's . . .impressive. There should be a different word for it. That's so much more than what is usually meant by 'marriage'. Now, stand up.” 


When Aizen stands, she lays the dress over him and takes a step back. “We'll have to add some padding in the chest. I may not have large breasts, but they're larger than yours. It will hang strangely if we don't. Take off your clothes and let's try it on. I'll show you how to get into it and out of it. Women's clothes tend to be more complicated than men's. And did you want unders?”


“Yeah.” Aizen puts up the curtain on their tent so that they have more privacy as he strips nude. There's two restored scars on his left side that he attempts to hide with his silver and orange feline tail. He had gotten them early on in the war when the two of them were healing a gravely wounded soldier and had protected to her when Cruiberg's were on the verge of cutting them down.


“Shit! Your tail!” She frowns. “I am not cutting a hole in this dress for your tail. You'll just have to keep it calm until Holt gets you out it. That's all.” She helps Aizen don the dress. She adjusts it here and there, stuff clean towels in the chest area and elsewhere where the dress needs filling out. She steps back, her finger tapping her chin as she surveys Aizen in her dress. “Hmmm. What about makeup?”


“Would you? You're... You're the best Evie! I'll find some way to repay you...” He looks down at himself and finds himself surprised to see that his tail isn't acting out as wildly as it typically does. “You think it'll work though? That Holt will find it pretty? Because I think it's a beautiful dress.” He feels the fabrics and withholds the urge to move around too much in the panties he's wearing.


Evie retrieves her make up. “Now, I don't have a lot here, we're at war, you know. But we should be able to change your look some. What do you want with this? To look like a woman? To soften your features? What do you have in mind, Aizen?”


“Ah, more like a girl. My features are already soft.” He sticks out his tongue at her, moving up closer to her on his knees so that she can work with his face easier.


She nods, leaning her head to one side as she thinks. Carefully, she applies basic blush and rouge, She removes some, adjust Aizen's look, making him more feminine. Once she's satisfied, she hold a mirror for Aizen to examine himself. She explains how to apply the makeup to get the effects he wants, and how it can be adjusted slightly to change the look. “I hope this works. For both of you. I don't have lots of makeup and I'd hate for our efforts to be a dud! She winks at Aizen. Forget the tea! You should go to him right now like this.” She lowers her voice. “Tell me all about it tomorrow at breakfast!”


“Thanks Evie.” He bows his head to her and hurries out of the tent, noticing some of the drunken soldiers eyeing him, although none of them actually realize it's him that they're looking at. Aizen laughs at himself and sneaks to his husbands tent, carefully opening it and stepping in. His husband is sitting down on a blanket with a small fire to his left and a cup of tea in his hand. The half-elf is dressed only in his undergarments and still wet after bathing himself off.


“Eh-hem.” Aizen grabs his attention, twirling his hair with a finger as he steps closer to him. The twelve year old raises his left leg and holds it on top of Holt's right shoulder.


Holt looks at Aizen. His eyes go wide. The tea cup slips from his hand, landing on the ground. His mouth falls open, a little bit of tea dripping onto his chest. “Wha. . . how. . .Aizen?”


“Shhhh.” He raises the bottom part of his dress, showing off his smooth legs and thighs, then stops so he can peak at his erect three inches bunched up in see-through panties. “You've had enough on your mind for the day. Allow yourself this moment to relax and let go.”


Holt's shock passes and a sly grin comes to his face. He wipes his chin with his hand and pulls off his undershirt. Grasping the leg resting on his shoulder, he runs his hands along the smooth curves. He kisses Aizen's ankle. “Are those doctor's orders, then? I have no choice but to obey.” Holding Aizen's leg, his hands move up towards his lover's hips, his mouth following with tender kisses. He pulls Aizen down until he is sitting on Holt's lap, facing him. The young elf carefully traces his hand along his mistress's cheeks and lips. “You're so beautiful. I want to kiss you, but I don't want to mar your makeup.”


“Oh? Too afraid you'll get make up on your lips too?” Aizen kisses him hard, then deeply letting his tongue push further into his lovers mouth. “It's Evie's dress, so be careful with it, ok?” He guides Holt's hands up and under until both hands come in contact with the bra he's wearing. His tail wraps around Holt's right thigh and rubs him in a motion that tells him he urges for more.


“Yes, ma'am.” Holt kisses Aizen back, just as hard and just as deeply. He moves his mouth down to Aizen's neck, kissing and sucking gently. “I've never been with a woman before...You might have to help with the dress. And other things.” Holt wraps his arms around Aizen and stands. He sits her down on the bed and sit next to her. Carefully, he examines the dress, squeezing at Aizen's breasts and rubbing her thighs. His erection gives proof to his excitement, as his dick strains against his unders, already leaking precum.


“Like this, sweetie.” He turns around, pointing at a zipper. “Pull that down if you want to remove it off of me.” With his back to Holt's front, Aizen grinds his ass against Holt's concealed erection, moaning in a feminine tone. “Mmmm... Gonna fuck me tonight, right? Do we have enough lube left?”


Holt kisses the back of Aizen's neck. “We do. But I have an idea. . .” He reaches down, bunching up the bottom of Aizen's dress and pulling it up until his round, firm ass comes into view. The elf boy drops to his knees and runs his tongue along the crack of Aizen's ass. He works his tongue between the cheeks and tickles the eager, quivering hole. HIs tongues presses against the hole, penetrating slightly, to Aizen's gasps of pleasure. Holt presses the bundled bottom of the dress into Aizen's hands. He spreads the cheeks a bit. “Keep the dress on! I'll fuck you from behind with it on.” He dives his tongue into his lover's ass, savoring Aizen's taste and smell. 


He pauses only long enough to grab their jar of lube. It's nearly empty, but has enough for two or three good fucks. As he eats ass, he lubes up his cock. Standing, he presses a finger of lube into Aizen. Without waiting, Holt positions himself. “Hold on, babe. I'm starting.” Holt pushes his cock into Aizen steadily, deeply. He moans the entire time. “Aahhhhh! I'm in.” Pausing for a moment, he catches his breath and trembles in pleasure. “It's been so long, my love.” He begins fucking Aizen. Long, deep strokes. Powerful strokes. Soon, the tent is filled with their joint moans and groans.


“Oh Gods, I love you so much.” Aizen looks back, holding up part of the dress and using his tail to stroke himself. He licks his lips and begins pushing himself into Holt's thrusts to strengthen them. Almost immediately, he feels that indescribable feeling of pleasure that they almost always get when together and fucking. Since the war, sex has been too rough and quick, but tonight the demon wants it to last for as long as possible.


Holt groans and gasps. His pace starts quick, but he slows, becoming more slow and steady. “Gods, if I don't slow down, I'm going to cum too soon. It's been so long.” He bends forward, sliding the dress away from Aizen's shoulders. He kisses each shoulder and the back of Aizen's neck. He lingers there, smelling his lover's hair, brushing her neck with his lips. His strokes are shorter, but no less forceful. “I love you.”


Aizen switches from tugging on his erection to rubbing his balls inside of the see-through panties, all the while of panting, moaning in a higher, more feminine voice. “Unnhh! Harder, hun.” His tail teases and rubs around Holt's nipples. “Don't hold back either.”


Holt's hands slide down to Aizen's hips. Holding his lover securely, Holt begins fucking her harder and deeper. Once his rhythm is established, he slaps Aizen's ass hard. The crack of flesh on flesh echoes through the tent. Nearby, one of the men on guard duty chuckles, turning away from their tent to patrol a different area of their encampment.


“Oh, lords. . .Aiz. . .” Holt leans into each thrust, driving himself deeply into his husband. “Wife?” The elf moans loudly, each moan punctuated by the slap of his palm against one of Aizen's ass cheeks. “I love you. . .I love you.. .” With every thrust Holt repeats the words. Sweat drips from him, his long hair is plastered to his face and scalp. The air in the tent is thick with the scent of their sex, the scent of their sweat. “I love you. . .I love you. . .”


Drenched in sweat, Aizen unzips the back of his dress and lets it fall over the blanket, revealing the strap of the bra he's wearing. His skin has tanned from being in the sun daily, while Holt remains as pale as always. The boy shakes his sweaty hair all around before holding himself up and turning his head to kiss Holt. The two young lovers kiss furiously and loudly, loud smacks to each others lips, their tongues wild and finding their favorite regions in each others mouths. “Unh, babe...” The demon is close and takes his cock into his palm, rubbing fast with his spit lubing it up. The sound is obnoxious and drives Holt crazy. “Gonna cum soon.”


Holt shivers with excitement. His head arches back as he groans out Aizen's name, long and slow. “Aaiizzeenn! We can't. . .ungh. . .get cum on the dress...” Holt bites his lower lip and adjusts his position. He takes hold of Aizen, picking him up with the elf cock still embedded deeply within him. Aizen pulls the dress off and tosses it to onto the pillows at the head of the bed. Holt's arms strain as he sets Aizen down and rolls him to one side and then onto the demon boy's back, his ass holding and twisting the elf's cock. Holt grunts. 


With Aizen on his back, Holt pulls his lover's legs onto his shoulders. Looking down at Aizen's soft skin, the white lace of the bra standing out against the demon's tanned skin, Holt gasps. “You are so beautiful.” He resumes his hard fucking of his lover. His head lowers and he sucks Aizen's nipple through the soft fabric of the bra. Aizen runs his hands through Holt's hair and over his back.


“And you're the most handsome, gorgeous boy of all.” Aizen mutters, squeezing the pillow tightly with one hand, the other still jacking himself off. Holt feels the muscles in his lovers ass tighten around his dick as the blonde demon cums, dribbling a meager three drops of cum out of the tip of his dick. He rubs the it around the head and holds it out for Holt to taste some of it. Then as soon as he's done, he playfully rubs his bra, pretending as if he had boobs there to mess with Holt. Seeing him getting into it, the boy holds himself up for a single second, just enough to unclip the bra, toss it off and free his nipples for his lover to squeeze and kiss.


As Holt pounds into Aizen, his breath coming fast and shallow, he plasters his face against the demon's chest. He licks and suck and bites  one nipple and then the other. He buries his face in Aizen's neck. “Ungh. . .I'm cumming, babe. . .” Perhaps 10 seconds later, Holt cries out. “Aahhhh! Aahh! Yesss!” His head jerks back and he stares into Aizen's eyes. His face contorts and his blue eyes flame and flutter as the first rope of cum sprays into Aizen's ass. “Uunngghh. . .ffuucckk. . .” Holt deposits a prodigious load inside of his lover, the demon feeling six or seven hard sprays inside of him. Holt pulls out and frots Aizen, a small amount of his seed spraying weakly on Aizen's tummy, below his belly button. The elf wastes no time licking his cum from Aizen's stomach and pubis. He sucks his cock for a moment, then buries his face in Aizen's ass. He licks and slurps, cleaning his cum from his lover's butt. 


Satisfied with his cleanup, Holt collapses on the bunk next to his husband. He kisses at Aizen's neck and cheek. “That was incredible, Aiz. My love. I hope it was good for you. . .” His eyes scan Aizen up and down as he brushes Aizen's sweat soaked hair from his face.


The two of them cuddle together, sharing a new cold cup of tea that had been sitting aside long ago. Aizen folds the dress and underwear in a separate area, still softly humping his boyfriend from time to time. “That was amazing, hun. I don't think you've ever came that much before!” He blushes. Same for me too. “Three drops? That's a lot for me.” He sticks out his tongue at him before they rub their noses together. “Figure we have another day to ourselves before Aldan has us marching again. Another night like this, babe.”


Before we march, maybe. Holt's face darkens. “But we have so much to do. You've got to help with the wounded.” He scoffs. “I have to make sure Aldan doesn't get drunk and order us to march off a cliff or something.” Holt's face show his worry. “He's getting worse in some ways. It's like his heart is dying. Drowning I would have bet. None of the others can tell. They didn't know him before. I don't know how much longer we can keep him functioning.”


“Me neither...” Aizen sits up and casts a fire out in front of him, one that's controlled from bursting the entire tent to ash. He looks into it and sighs, wishing it would just tell him where Drew is. “It seems that only Lev and Drew could communicate like that to each other. We're so fortunate to have each other. Really, I'm not sure if it'll matter whether we find him or not. Aldan might be too far gone.”


Further away from there tent, Aldan sits beside his own fire, alone and mourning, killing away the sorrow with the strongest liquor he can find. It seems to do no good for him anymore. All it does it put him straight to sleep and into the nightmares, which eventually have him waking up in screams. The commander will sometimes have random moments of contentment that last a few minutes - typically right after a battle is won. But otherwise, it's a night like this where he aches for those he's lost and shames himself on how he will never be a better man.

