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CHAPTER ONE

The Meeting
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Aithan heard the city of Kalsandin before he even got close enough to see it. He knew he was almost there, but he didn't see it. He realized the birds sounded strange in this part of the forest and only then realized the sound wasn't birds at all: It was the hustling din of Kalsandin, the largest and most dangerous city on the northern plains.

A nervous tremor ran up Aithan's spine. He gulped, but continued on his way despite his fear.

He had heard tales of what happened in Kalsandin, a cutthroat city where mercenaries, slave-catchers and assassins thronged. The city itself was ordered and lawful, but the people there were not. The city guard was notoriously strict, violent and aggressive, and they kept the people in check. But it was still hardly a safe place.

Aithan had heard tale of those grit-and-muscle guards—who'd supposedly stomp and nakedly flog any man who violated the rules, or who just looked at them funny—and it had been enough to keep him from ever coming near Kalsandin. Until now.

Now, he had no choice.

There were a half-dozen of those guards at the gate. They glared at him as he approached. Five of them were armored, in chain mail and helmets that made it impossible to see their actual bodies.

The sixth was stark naked, cock dangling between his trunk-like thighs.

Aithan didn't know why. He blushed as he came closer. Aithan was from a small farming village, so he wasn't used to this sort of big-city behavior. No one had seen Aithan's cock since he was a boy. That was, he thought, proper. He would never let someone see him naked except for a wife, and since he didn't think he was ever going to get married, Aithan had come to accept that he would be a perpetual bachelor.

That's because Aithan preferred boys to girls, and he always had. So the naked guard in front of the gate was off-putting to Aithan, but not because Aithan disliked the male figure. He was intimidating because he was a massive, broad-shouldered man with a square jaw and a boxy body, standing there straight as an arrow with a horse-like cock dangling between his legs. At first Aithan thought it must have been a trick, some sort of fake penis or add-on to make it look bigger.

But he was pretty sure that was a real penis. Aithan had to fight back the urge to grab it. He wanted to stroke it, suck on it, worship it. And the man was well-muscled too, so Aithan would have enjoyed licking the flecks of dirt off his hairy thighs and lapping at the sweat that dappled his barrel chest. He would have let that man go to town all over him.

The closer Aithan got to the gate, the bigger that cock looked.

Aithan had no way of knowing it, but that intimidatingly huge manhood was exactly why that naked guard was there. Centuries ago, Kalsandin had been founded by a group of mercenaries. Though they acted without regard for ethics or rules elsewhere, they wanted a stable and safe place to live and raise a family. So they instituted strict rules around violence and theft within the city.

The naked guard was a tradition they had begun, choosing the most horse-cocked man in the city and making him stand there threatening to fuck any man who started trouble in the city. Back then, the naked guard was supposed to be loud and aggressive, but over time the tradition had evolved to the point where the naked guard was motionless and silent, and actually never fucked any man for disobedience—the original plan, to fuck as punishment, was ruined by gay men who broke rules in order to get punished. It had backfired horribly just a few months after the plan was instituted, attracting criminal gays from throughout the continent, and thus it was now a mere notional threat. He just stood there naked and sent waves of fear and inadequacy through men like Aithan, whose heart skipped a beat as he got close.

But Aithan didn't know any of that backstory. He didn't know he was supposed to be intimidated, not aroused (he was both), and he didn't know that getting fucked was, in theory, possible. Aithan didn't even know that Kalsandin allowed gay marriage.

"Who are you?" asked one of the armored guards.

Aithan was distracted by the naked man. His dick dangled between his legs, and Aithan saw an intriguing circular scar there. He wanted to ask where that came from. But the naked guardsman wasn't allowed to speak or move at all. A bead of sweat dripped down between his pecs, down his flat belly and onto the long shaft of his cock.

That sweat would taste so good. Aithan could imagine himself sucking the guardsman's manhood clean. It would be salty and a bit gritty because travelers kicked up dust that coated his skin. But Aithan wouldn't mind, no matter how dirty it was.

He could suck the guardsman's throbbing, veiny manhood while his hands reached up to the young man's taut, rippling-muscled chest-

"Sir? You must announce yourself to achieve entry to the glorious city of Kalsandin," said one of the armored guards. "What is your name and were do you come from?"

"I'm Aithan of Gaydale."

"Have you ever been forcibly removed from the city of Kalsandin?"

"No."

"Do you have lice, consumption or any other wasting disease, slitter's warts, catpox or green plague?"

"No."

"Are you goblinoid? You must answer in the affirmative if you have any known heritage from goblins, hobgoblins, lurgoblins, subgoblins, gobbles, orcs, kappa or gremlins?"

"Gremlins aren't technically goblinoid, they're corrupted gnomes-"

"According to the Kalsandin City Council, they are goblinoids," said the armored guard with a sigh that suggested he knew Aithan was correct.

"Oh, well... no, I'm not descended from any goblinoid, nor gremlins," Aithan said. That should have been obvious, since his skin was not green, but the Kalsandin guards were required to ask everyone.

Aithan had a trustworthy face with no signs of disease, and he was not on the list of barred individuals (mostly men who had broken rules within the city). So the armored guard let him in. Aithan smiled as they raised the gate—he was beginning to worry he had spoken out of turn; he should not have corrected the guard regarding the taxonomy of the gremlin race. He had heard that anyone who was barred from entering was executed if they tried to sneak through.

"Ah, shit!" Aithan tripped over a rock as he came into the city. He had been so focused on keeping his head up—he was told it would make him look confident—that he didn't notice the rock right in front of him. He fell onto the naked guardsman.

To everyone who saw, it looked very much like Aithan intended to "fall" onto the man, that it was just a ploy to cop a feel on him. That wasn't the case.

But it was what happened, and the other guards laughed as Aithan topped over with the naked guardsman. It was such a hot day that his muscles gleamed with sweat and Aithan just slid down his body. That foot-long dick thwacked against Aithan's face, leaving a bitter-sweet taste in his mouth.

"Malvere, you're not allowed to make love to the civilians when you're on-duty-"

"I'm telling Jessendra you're leaving her-"

The guards burst into laughter, especially when Malvere—the naked guardsman—stood up, blushing. He glared at Aithan. In the process of standing up, his bare asscheek rubbed over Aithan's face, and a trickle of salty flavor coated Aithan's tongue.

"Shut up, that was a mistake!" Malvere grabbed his dick and wagged it towards his compatriots. "He just fell over!" Aithan blushed but didn't stick around because he was worried he would provoke a fight. He walked away from the guardhouse as the guards snickered and laughed.

"It was a mistake to fall in love? Love is never a mistake, Malvere-"

"Yeah, you were just overcome by passion. It happens to the best of us."

"Most of us only do that with females, but you know-"

"Shut up, I'm not in love!"

"Well you shouldn't fornicate with people you don't love, you're supposed to save it for marriage-"

The last thing Aithan saw from that conversation was the naked man, Malvere, jumping onto one of his armored compatriots. They wrestled there in the threshold of the city gate while Aithan backed out into the promenade of the main street.

He hoped he hadn't sparked a real conflict between them. But Aithan couldn't let anything distract him from his holy mission.

Aithan wasn't sure where to go next. The city thronged with people, mostly men, but a few scantily-clad women filled the streets as well. Everyone carried swords, most of them with more confidence than Aithan (he had rarely used a sword before bringing one with him here).

But Aithan had been to cities before, even if not Kalsandin. The first thing he saw that made him uncomfortable was sex—in Aithan's tiny village, no one had sex in public. Married couples didn't even kiss in public except at weddings, funerals and royal coronations. 

So when Aithan nearly tripped over a couple having sex, he couldn't tear his eyes away. He had never seen it. He was vaguely aware of how sex worked, but that wasn't the same as watching a big swarthy man slide into some woman's tiny vagina—it sure looked too tight, Aithan thought, it must be painful. But she moaned as though she liked it.

Aithan's eyes were drawn to the man, of course. He was hairy, stout, muscles rippling as he pounded away. Aithan blushed as the man glanced up and saw him.

"You want in, little man? Three copper," he said, his big square jaw rutting. He closed his eyes and let out a moan. Then he grunted, pulled his dick out and inserted three fingers into her vagina, which tightened around him. He growled. "See? She's real tight. She'll do anything you want for three copper."

"Come on, baby... Hmm, he's cute, can't I do him for free?" the woman crooned.

"No. Three copper."

But Aithan couldn't handle that, it was more sex than he had ever seen, so he backed away. He obviously didn't want to fornicate with the girl, not for any amount of money nor for free, but even more importantly, he couldn't take the pressure building. This was unthinkable to look upon. In his home village, even talking about normal, married sex was rude. Prostitution was something only spoken about in hushed tones.

Aithan blushed so red he thought his face might explode.

The man's handsome face moved down her body. He kissed her tits, aiming her naked frame towards Aithan to tempt him—he still hadn't noticed that Aithan was "lavender", as they said in Kalsandin.

His square jaw devoured each breast, then moved down to her pussy. His scruffy mouth moaned as he sucked her clitoris and even ate his own cum out of her.

"C'mon, baby... Lemme suck your ass..." She licked her lips.

Aithan turned and fled. His dick was rock-hard in his britches, so he had a funny gait, but he managed to hide it, he thought. He just needed to get away from that scene. He didn't know where to go, since, of course, he had never been here and he didn't really have a specific destination anyway.

Were they going to follow him? He looked over his shoulder, but it looked like some other man had taken the prostitute up on her pimp's offer. A well-muscled young man with a handsome shock of blond hair bent over and bared his ass for her to squeal at, giggle and then lick.

It was disgusting, but a part of Aithan wanted to do it too. That man had such gorgeous blond hair.

But Aithan forced himself to focus now that he was on a quieter street, not part of the market, this was mostly residences and taverns. The band was now far away and only barely audible.

He needed to hire mercenaries. That was not a process Aithan knew anything about, but he needed to figure out a way to make it happen. It was definitely possible to do it in Kalsandin. But how? There was no mercenary store, after all.

He stopped in front of a building, a tavern called the Throbbing Muscle. That sounded intriguing—and the sign out front featured a painting of a sexy bulging bicep—so he stopped. He figured a tavern was probably the best place to start anyway. Mercenaries, he assumed, spent a lot of time drinking in taverns.

So he opened the door and went in.

The Throbbing Muscle was dark and smoky. The first thing he noticed when he entered was the man doing push-ups in the center of the floor. He was a half-giant, more than seven feet tall, with arms thicker than any fat man's thigh. A circle of men laughed and clapped, while a drunk girl rode his bare-muscled back, rubbing his shoulders. The man had a crude face, craggy and ogreish, and the smell of his sweat made Aithan's nose wrinkle—not because it was bad, it was a rather fresh, clean, forest-like scent, but it was intense.
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