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After six months on the road, Blaise’s men found themselves low on supplies as well as morale. The knights’ journey had proved dangerous and fruitless so far, and the future did not seem bright. If the king demanded his best and bravest knights take up arms and trek across the countryside, they would obey his command. Their search for Gabriel’s Crown of Gold, a mythical circlet said to grant the wearer immunity from deception, had worn each man down.

His Majesty certainly needed such a treasure, considering that he had been fooled into sending their party to search for it in the first place. Living on the road for such a stretch would take its toll on even the most seasoned adventurer. These six fearless warriors had pledged to lay down their lives for their king, but knowing their perilous journey might all be a wild goose chase did not bode well. This troop did not consist solely of warriors, however: other skills were necessary for such an elaborate and extended journey. 

Blaise, the captain of the king’s guard, led the half-dozen men who had become closer than brothers on their journey: Albien, his first mate; Bruin, the archer; Lyonel, a shy but whip-smart cartographer; Owain, the brave warrior; and Rowan, the expert swordsman. Even if they no longer believed in the mission, they believed in Blaise. They had followed their captain dutifully, but if he could not prove their journey meant something, all could soon be for naught.

"We've got to start bedding down for the night." Albien groaned blearily. The forest they explored could only be navigated on foot. After leaving their steeds at a nearby village, the six men walked day and night to traverse the Dark Forest of Navire. Ancient tree canopies grew so densely here that little sunlight reached the forest floor. Even as Albien spoke, he stumbled over an exposed root. Blaise caught him before he fell flat on his face and fought from going down with him.

Albien had long been Blaise’s steadfast first mate. Blaise clung to Albien’s arm dizzily, feeling the other man’s muscles bulging beneath his torn linen shirt. The rest of the party slowed to a stop behind them. Six men, lost in the Dark Forest of Navire, chasing a mythical treasure that they would never find.

Bruin approached from behind them, an arrow already nocked in his bow. "I'll find us some small game for dinner.”

Blaise shook his head. "Let's find a more sheltered place to stop first. I wouldn't want you to wander off and lose us."

The party stalked off towards the sound of running water in the distance. Running water in the forest was a godsend. With fresh water nearby for drinking, bathing, and navigation, this would be the safest place to set up camp for the night.  Although it would make navigation easier, he felt sick to his stomach knowing that he couldn't have given any of them a straight answer if asked what his next move would be.

Albien often ran out ahead of the party to scout out potential dangers for the group before they made their way into cities or unknown villages. That's what had drained him: he’d worn himself out to keep them safe. He wouldn't give up. He wouldn't let any of the men help him, except to lean against Blaise for support as they trudged forward. His long, dark curls stuck to his sweaty forehead and the back of his neck.

"We are honor-bound to die for a fool," Blaise muttered as he slid his arm beneath Albien’s to support him. "We will circle the Dark Forest until the second coming, and we will never find that damned Crown."

The tell-tale babbling sound of a stream echoed through the trees ahead. Just the idea of washing off his hot, sweaty, exhausted body pulled Blaise forward. He could also use a little privacy once he delegated tasks to the other men. With Albien’s arm around his shoulders, his thoughts drifted to that bath in the stream. Maybe Albien would need to cool off, too. The front of Blaise’s pants grew tight as forbidden thoughts passed through his mind.

Blaise had never tasted a man before. He had wooed and fucked many women throughout his lifetime, a privilege that came with being a captain of the king’s guard. But at the knights’ barracks, he constantly found himself surrounded by handsome, rugged men that never missed an opportunity to flaunt their strength and train half-naked in wrestling pits. 

Many nights in the barracks had been spent fighting away the intrusive thoughts of how it might feel to be on top of one of those sleeping men, buried deep inside them the way he would with a woman. Escaping to the privacy of a dark, empty room, he tugged the feelings away with his fist wrapped around his throbbing, aching cock. Otherwise he awoke the next morning with a wet burst across the inside of his pants.

This journey had changed Blaise. None of the men dared touch each other, or even speak of such things. If they could get a bottle of whiskey from a village, their nights around the campfire ended with boisterous tales of bending over bar maids or plowing the farmer’s daughter on piles of hay. One of them would sneak away from camp to take care of whatever thoughts those stories roused within him. 

Blaise had spent the journey watching Albien from afar, the loyal warrior sleeping in his bedroll with the cock that Blaise knew hung heavily against his thigh when he tugged off his pants to wash them in a stream. It would be Blaise’s turn to slip off into the forest and finish himself off, his body jerking desperately against his squeezing fist and aching for the feeling of coming inside of a warm body again. He would try to imagine the many hot, wet women he had filled with his sticky seed as their pouting breasts bounced in his face, his arms wrapped around them. 
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