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An Introduction to a World




Zac Baker's gay fiction is often situated within his fantasy world of Guya – a place a little like other fantasy worlds, except a lot gay-er. It isn't a world of orcs, elves and dwarves. Instead this is a thoroughly human place, full of human emotion. Love and lust, jealousy and fear. But hope too, and kindness. Generosity as well as envy. Selflessness as well as pride. Bravery as well as cowardice. 

It is a place of magic too. Of princes and paupers and pirates, of golden temples and thieves' dens, of merchants' caravans crossing scorching deserts, and bustling trade ports playing host to ships from every nation. Anything can happen in Guya.

But the thing that happens most often is that men fall in love, or fall to seduction. Every single one, handsome? Not quite. But if you imagine Zac’s heroes as muscular men with inches to spare, panache and style dripping from those handsome bones, then you wouldn’t be far wrong.

The Arabian Nights? The Game of Thones? Medieval history or ancient legend? Zac finds his inspiration in many places. He mixes his ingredients into something wholly new. Guya: welcome to a world.
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A Boy Becomes a Man





Asignal at a window. A flare to the sky. This is happening then. As predicted. As feared. 

I knew the boy instantly. An effort had been made at a disguise, but I’m not a fool, even if my considerable depths of discretion mean I am often silent and so might pass for one, at least amongst those that believe merely speaking to be an indicator of intelligence. A parrot can make a noise but I wouldn’t trust one to smuggle the son of a prince out of a burning city. Any citizen of Pavon would have known him too.

But then of course it wasn’t the citizens of Pavon he was fleeing.

They’d given me less than a quarter of the information that they might have, and that hurriedly, and with enough fear on their faces to drain them to a pale ash; and this piques my sense of what is right. It doesn’t make me want to go back on the deal, it doesn’t make me lose my temper, or anything so childish, and as flame fires towards the docks it is clear there is real urgency.

I save my passions for the bedroom, and make my business decisions with the ice in my head rather than the fire in my heart.

But it frustrates me. Makes me wish I’d asked for more silver, though I know I walk a line. Some may describe the task given me as my patriotic duty, or some such nonsensical phrase. Do I look like I come from Pavon? Call me a patriot, if you must. I did it for the coin, and so would you.

I trust the prince, though his advisors are another matter. I’ve run errands for him these twenty years. Errands in shadows, and errands in silence, mostly. The silence of night on open water, under waning moonlight. He has agents of many kinds; it isn’t a surprise that he should hire my ship and my crew for some of his more clandestine requirements. Many is the dark night we have sailed into Pavon on the flood tide and left on the ebb, our instructions imparted in the darkness of the dockside by men with faces I’d rather not see or remember. We disappear into the sea fog and emerge where he wills, to do and say whatever he needs, and return with news of a successful adventure. I’ve smuggled the elephants clean out of the Temple of the Elephants in Monsoforro and swum them back to the mainland without any other than the prince and I having the first clue of how it was done. I think I can manage the temporary disappearance of one small boy.

And “Zarbo,” his silver always says in delight. “Zarbo, you’ve done it again!”

Yes. I trust the prince and the prince trusts me in return. He hires me again and then once more. I find his coin to be remarkably conversational in all that it tells me of priority, and policy, and plans. And his trust means that many months later than the events of this story, when I celebrate with the prince that his son is safe, and tell him that the failure of an allocated guard to make it on board before we set sail was a mistake caused by a miscount in the mist and an overly keen attitude amongst the fine men of my ship The Swordfish, he will nod along, and the strange distant friendship that exists between us will be maintained.

And when the boy himself first reappears before his father, taller and stronger, more confident than before, a rose blush on his face and the sharp lines of stubble shaved into his cheek, a glint in his eye telling not only of survival but of a success made of his coming-of-age adventure, then the episode will be considered an outrageous triumph. His is a story to warm the hearts of the people, even amongst the blackened timbers and wailing, amidst the endless songs of grief sung on the shoreline, the pyres and memorials, the rituals of remembrance and the stories of heroism. For a moment the return of the handsome boy will lift the people from their tragedy, and his smile and his undoubted beauty will speak to them for an afternoon - of hope, and promise, and rebirth.

The gratitude and the silver will flow.

And the boy will have become a man. I need not share with his father exactly how this has been achieved; nor that it is not only the boy’s cheeks that are rosy, but also the delicate skin around the head of his cock; or that I have fucked manhood into the young prince every night for a hundred nights as we sailed our way north from Pavon. That the creamy muscle of his butt has belonged to me from Cape Harad to Cape Harengor and back again, is a detail I need not share.

No need for the prince to forget a detail that is never known. But I have known the young prince of Pavon, and I will never forget him. His kiss is seared into my mind, the sense of his tongue on my cock unforgettable.
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      ***Yes, I know the boy on sight. Though he isn’t the twelve-year-old I’d expected, but instead the third son, recently eighteen. They have drawn lots, the older boys. Who will fight and who will flee? For one must survive as heir, no matter what befalls the rest. He carries a leather bag full of some servant or steward’s idea of what he might need. Not so much as a knife. A three-year-old sitting in shit on the dockside might have guessed better. The family of the Prince of Pavon has been scattered to the winds.

The youngest girl never leaves the palace alive. The tales that can be told of that night are monstrous.

My tale doesn’t make it into the annals. And nor should it. I only tell you because I know you are a connoisseur. 

We are an hour out of port before I try the cabin door. I don’t knock. At the best of times I have little aptitude for the courtly skill of deference. This is my ship and I shall do as I please.

He looks up at me from where he sits on the edge of the bed. In the dockyard he is known as the Princess of Pavon, so pretty is he, so beautiful the blonde waves of his hair, so perfect the curve of his lips.

He has been disguised in an outfit that suggests to me the idea of a sailor as conceived by a palace functionary. Heavy boots and a woolen hood, and so far, so true, though in the hot blue seas where we are headed, he’ll likely be barefoot on deck. But rings of gold are still on his hands, his clean hands, hands quite clear of the grime and sweat of a working man’s; and his fingernails are bright white half-moons, far from a worker’s nails encrusted with the toil of labor. His robe is dark, and no doubt the poorest that could be found in the palace in the time that they had. But it is of tightly woven linen, of quality in its way and perhaps that of a senior court servant. It would seem as fine as a ballgown or wedding robe to a miner, a carpenter, a gravedigger. Or indeed to a sailor.

He is entirely out of place, and yet here he is. In the place that is so entirely mine. And a welcome shall be his. He tries to still his tears, to stand and face me, to find words, or instructions or whatever it is that princes feel they should do, an hour from shore, his family and his home and his city burning behind us as we sail into the black. There is nothing to be done for him other than take him into my arms and rock him, finding the noises of his early childhood, the half words and half songs of the nursery, the reassuring tones of his nursemaids. Slipping into this frame of mind as I do, I shall admit the rise of his cock against my thigh surprises me.

I go to find food. On returning to his cabin, one of only two onboard, he has wiped the tears and the snot from his face; and while he is flushed, and still clearly distressed, his back is tall and straight, and he is making an effort to aim at both dignity and manly confidence. He thanks me by name, Captain Zarbo, though the ‘captain’ is a rhetorical flourish and the Zarbo one of my many names, the one I choose that his father may know. He expresses his gratitude, asks my forgiveness, and begins to speak half-stories of the night’s events, stories that will I fear plague him for years to come. The chosen heir decided by silver sticks, one longer than the rest. Fated to survive if the others don’t. Soldiers at the gate, the race through palace corridors, a frightened mob of citizens, an inferno of flame, a door into darkness, and stairs that lead from high towers to deep caverns. A trail sprinted in fear.

A face lost in the crowd.

He grows still, and in the silence I wait to learn about this face. And the owner of this face.

Because it is clear to me, and I claim no special insight into human souls here, but it is clear to me that the loss of the face in the crowd is the culminating disaster of the night for this young man. That the death of his sister, the destruction of the palace, the loss of his family and his own terrified flight into the unknown are for him the minor details that surround the heart of his story.

And so I ask about the face lost in the crowd.

He is eighteen. Old enough, but he has learnt no guile. He has been too protected perhaps – in which case, his father’s fault. He finds nothing wrong in telling a man he does not know, and has never met before, of the disaster of his young life that has unfolded this night, and all the gaping bloody secrets of his heart. 

He slumps once more to the chair, tears brimming and spilling across the beautiful smooth skin of his cheeks, as he tells me about Sala, the captain of his guard. Athletic and strong, tall and blonde, with glittering eyes that have clearly had the boy captivated. Sala has been kind. Sala has known and understood the boy, looked out for him over days that stretch out to a decade; and protected his emotions and his thoughts and not merely his body. Sala’s warm arms have held the nine-year-old prince as he practiced with sword and dagger; supported his grip as he lifted a shield far too heavy for his ten-year-old arms; provided comforting taps to the eleven-year-old boy’s lower leg as he first walked out on a charger and not a pony. Sala’s warm smile has encouraged him through all the trials a prince faces alongside every other boy – the bullying of tutors, the unkindness of the petty, the meanness of friends that are not. Sala has lifted his spirits with stories and plain truths when uncertainty and doubt threatened him. And on every day for more than ten years, Sala’s handsome face, his fine long-limbed agility, and his elegant strength and physicality are all that the boy has looked up to. Sala has been everything the boy wanted to be. All he could admire, respect, and love. Sala is the source of his confidence. Sala is the source of his smile.

He talks for an hour and I do not say a word. And at the end of this I am half in love with Sala myself, though I am as certain as I can be that Sala will have died in defence of the city tonight, and that his bloodied sightless face gazes out from his final resting place, guts on the marble, speared through the heart on the palace steps. 

“Sala has your eyes,” the prince says. “Though his are blue and clear while yours are dark and mysterious. Sala is the same age as you, I think. Or not more than ten years difference anyway. Sala has your hair, though lighter and now I think of it, you have no beard. But these are details and Yes! In fact he looks so like you Captain Zarbo, that my captain Sala and you could be brothers.”

What an adorable, what a nonsensical boy this handsome prince is.


      ***The night is warm. We are safely anchored five hours fast sailing from Pavon. Given a compass-full of choices, if anyone is setting out to chase us, they will not succeed. But we set a watch all the same, dim all lights, and rest for the night. There is no breeze, and I am restless beneath the single sheet when I wake from half-sleep to find the cabin door slowly opening, and a white shape softly entering, that can only be the prince. He clanks too loudly, hushes himself too forcefully, bumps into furniture too haphazardly to be anyone else.

As my eyes adjust I see that his leather bag of pointlessness contained a nightshirt of the finest embroidered cotton. Moonlight gathers around it, and he glows.

“I cannot sleep, Captain Zarbo," he whispers. On nights like this, when I was awake and couldn’t sleep, Sala would sleep beside me, and I would be comforted by his presence. Tonight, Captain Zarbo, might I sleep with you?”

How can I do anything other than lift the sheet, and welcome him against my chest as he lowers himself beside me? How can I be anything other than fatherly as his long firm legs entwine themselves with mine? How can I fail to hug him close, my arm languid at his waist, as I feel our breathing settling into a rhythm? How can my hand stop itself from gathering up the fabric of his nightshirt until it is tight around the hard muscled curve of his ass? The sheet is almost transparent in the moonlight - how can I fail to make out the shadow shape of his hand as he reaches back to explore the space between us? How can I fail to roll my weight towards him, and place my cock into the grasp of the outstretched fingers?

We shift so quickly from unthinkable to inevitable that I see there is no actual need for speed. I move in tight behind him, his hand and my cock trapped between us, and I circle my upper arm protectively around his body until the palm of my hand is flat against his abdomen. The slightest flex of my strength and we are together along the entire length of our bodies. I raise my knee towards his hip. A gentle entrapment of his lower body. My lips nuzzle against his neck, gentle kisses that eventually snake from the hairline at the nape, over and around the delicate lobes of his ears and down along his neck to his shoulder. The nightshirt is loose, but an inconvenience. He feels the warmth of my mouth all the way to his bicep before I relax back into position and start again. He turns his head, and on the second pass my lips brush his cheeks, his eyelids, the tip of his nose; and as I miss his mouth he whimpers, disappointed.

If I am fucking the Prince of Pavon I will go at exactly the speed that I choose. And I choose slow. I find the men need time to adjust.

His lips when I find them are soft and warm and keen to part as my tongue finds their delicate inner lining. With gentle patience I kiss his mouth open so that my tongue can explore inside. My hand circles his abdomen, conscious of the muscle there, and he moves to shrug the nightshirt away. The boy needs to learn patience. The boy needs to learn who is in control. My hand finds the hemline, which is at his knee, and patiently - inch by inch and minute by minute - it smooths the moonlit fabric over the muscled expanse of his thigh. Bunching it at last at his waist, I find he has brought my cock to maximum with the tickling touch of his fingers, and it now rests on the bare upper curve of his ass. As we rock on the swell his body slides in and out of shadow while he lies against me. And my hips begin to rotate of their own accord, entirely undirected by me. His fingers clasp mine, and guide me towards his cock, which is warm and fleshy in my hand. And gentle kiss by gentle kiss we slide into the night.

The Beloved Sala has been fucking him for…I cannot guess how long. The prince’s kisses are those of a man with experience. He’s no innocent. The ass I am about to take is far from virgin. Captain Sala would have been executed in the most gruesome of ways had the boy’s father ever known of all his son had been learning at his hands. In the moment I am incapable of applying that lesson to myself.

“Would you like me to kiss your cock, Papa Zarbo?” the prince asks in a whisper.

This boy knows how to play the men he wants, I think. Papa indeed. Prince he might be. Shameless whore he is. He’s probably been fucked by half the men in the palace. But tonight, he is in my bed. Tonight it is my cock that will spike the glitter into his eyes, my cum he will drink till the morning. As his lips sink deep onto my shaft I thank this Sala for all he has taught the prince, whose techniques, I shall soon discover, are expert.


      ***In the weeks that follow I shall learn what he most craves. Tonight is simply an experiment. Eight hours of experimentation at the end of which he is mine completely and the name Sala will be quite gone from his mind. 

Stand to help the boy lift the nightshirt over his head, and allow your cock to slap into his face as you move. See the speed at which he moves to match you, the determined glint in his eye as he takes you by the shaft and draws you to his lips? For a moment he seems confused, as if at the lack of the third hand he will need if he is to control your cock. Slap his face, bang your bone against his nose, wipe it over his cheeks, watch as it draws silver dew along the line of his handsome jaw.

Spit on him. Confused once more. He is used to adoration. He is a prince. Did this cunt Zarbo just spit in his face?

Spit in his eyes. He needs to look at the world in an entirely different way. Spit in his mouth. Stretch his mouth with your thumbs, with your fingers. Press down on his tongue and fuck your fingers into the boy’s face. Three at a time. Keep spitting. Both hands, one at a time, spreading his lips till they bruise, relentless. Keep spitting till the drool on his lips is enough to help him with a yet harder task. Pinch the little fucker’s nose so he is encouraged to open as wide as he can. Twist it, and hold tight till his jaw is as wide as it would be in a death scream. Keep spitting. Blind him with your control. With your power.

When you are ready to fuck his face enter him to the deepest depth and hold him there.

Take him by the ears if he wriggles. When he wriggles take him by the ears and pull him closer. He must learn, so hold him tight by the back of his head. Hold his face against you till he finds the way to take in oxygen. He will find a way. He will learn everything there is to know about your needs and the importance of them in comparison to his own. He is quite hard. His lust is as great as your own. His cock is of a hand’s length, a pretty and pleasing thing if not in the same category as your own. A pale smooth tool, and shining in the moonlight.

And oh, he is hard.

As you move him around, by his ears, by his neck, by his throat, by his nose, his cock only seems to stiffen further, and yet he’s had no time to touch it. His only wish is to please you. He is naked and hard and you have him crawling and scrambling from one end of the bed to the other, to the chair, over the desk, to the floor, against the wall – oh how he loves being fucked against a wall - and back again.  He is on his knees before he is on his back. He is on his right side, your hand guiding his knee higher, higher, against his chest. Just so. And onto his left side. Rolled high onto his shoulders. Don’t let him know what you will do to him next. Keep him guessing. Keep yourself guessing. Make this special.

Make him work for every fat inch of cock you give him. 

“Papa. Papa, please,” he says.

As he has asked politely you can give him more. Push his face into the wall while you fuck him. Push his face into the pillow while you fuck him. Tie his hands in the ripped and formerly beautiful nightshirt. And fuck this Prince of Pavon.

With one hand, press firmly on his shoulders, one by one, till they are fixed to the bed, his face in the pillow. With the other, reach beneath him and circle his young cock and heavy balls with your hand. Use the grip to prompt his ass upwards. Further. A little further. A fist to the small of his back gives him a clue. See how his back arches to give you the access you need. See how flat his chest is against the sheets, how widely spread and how high he can place his knees. It is the position of a gymnast. It is the position of a frog, crouched before the jump. See how he presents his ass for your eye. See how fuckable this boy is, how he gapes and gasps for your fingers, how he yearns for your cock. Have him reach around to spread the muscles of his ass for your enjoyment.

Slap him. Slap red hands into the creamy flesh, and watch the bouncing layer of fat dance above the muscle. Slap him till he begs you. Have him open himself wide with his thumbs. When the hole is open, open it further. Use the flat of your hand to smear apart the muscles of his big beautiful ass. Spit again, this time at his asslips as they blink at the moonlight. 

Fuck him. Fuck him in this position as often and as hard as you can. It is what he dreams of, to be used in this way. A hand between the shoulder-blades holds him firm where he needs to be. With the other, slap him, or feed your fingers into his mouth. Let him taste the taste of his own ass on your thumb. Let him suck on it. Let it calm him. Keep fucking him until he cums.

And then keep fucking him.

Straddle his face with your thighs as he lies beneath you, and feed your cock down his throat once again. Grab his ankles and roll him backwards till the smooth white curve of his ass is in your hands. Make his hole sloppy with spit, and holding his stiff pink cock in your hand lick from the dripping tip of it over his balls and up to his ass. Take your teeth to the shape-shifting skin of his balls, roll them on your tongue and suck them into your mouth. Lick them again and again until you know he is churning more and more of his liquid starshine ready to spurt. Allow him to do so, between your lips, so that as you shift your mouth to the raspberry wreckage of his asshole you can lick his own cum into him. Crush his face with your ass while you lick his hole wide open. Whisper what you need to the warm quiet night, and await his tongue in your chute. Finger fuck him, keeping your thumbs wet with spit and ready to smear the boy open. Lick that hole until it pulses open like a peony in flower.

When you fuck a boy like this the trick is never to stop. Never to break the momentum for even a heartbeat. Everything is a step to the next thing, every thought an action, every hour one of many hours, every thrilling cum-drenched moment simply a step on the way to the next. Fuck him until it is painful to get hard yet again. Fuck him till there is no more cum left to give him. Then fuck him again.

When a boy of the quality of the prince of Pavon slips beneath your sheets, this is what to do. This is how to experiment with the body of the most beautiful man you will ever see. Make the slutboy yours, and yours alone, indebted to you for every day of his life for the memory you have given him. In this way he will never imagine or dream of another man for as long as he lives. Imagine the fuck that will leave him with a lifetime of despair, as nothing can ever be as good again. No man can compare, no cock leave him so ecstatically aware of the possible.

This is how I treat the Prince of Pavon on the night that we meet. The boy is wholly and completely mine.


      ***We lie in the silver light of early morning, our bodies shining with sperm. I wrap him tight in my arms, one hand playing across the muscle of his back while the other explores lower. I keep a finger warm inside him, and occasional random jabs force flickers of longing across his face. My own cum slips out of his hole and coats my hand, and I bring it to his mouth. He cleans every finger with his tongue, and I scoop more and more from his pulsating chute. The prince drinks every drop.

He believes he has disappointed me, and is upset. He couldn’t take me all, though fuck, the boy has tried. He’s tried on top of me, beneath me, on his side. Standing, crouching, sitting forwards and backwards, guiding my cock himself and simply allowing me to steer him in whatever way I choose. But he feels he has let me down. He lies naked on my chest, his golden skin cooling as I hold him, his tongue lapping at each of my nipples in turn. 
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