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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 Thrones? 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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Swallow





Iam not a historian. But I know some history. 

If you think to read an account here of the final years of the late king’s reign, or the brief ones of three of his sons, then, yes, I admit a coincidence in the chronology, but no, you are in the wrong place.

I am there, so to speak, but not yet on the page.

I can give you the merest scrapings of what took place, and always from what is perhaps a singular point of view: I start our story harvesting turnips. If there is still a castle library in the benighted days in which you read then try the librarian for a rather less personal history.

I am 18 at the outbreak of war and 20 at the dawning of the new era. More years on the king’s council than I care to remember, since, though at the time a minute there would have seemed more than preposterous. Unimaginable.

You would not recognise me. The boy and the man have grown far apart. There is no possible line from there to here other than the specific and very narrow one I walked.

I write at the age of fifty. This is the story of my time with the Princes. Qatan and Qalin. Chahin and Cheruh. I am worse than the kitchen boy, filthier than the coal scuttle, on the first day of the tale I will tell you.

Yet someone saw something in me, didn’t they?

“Look at me, boy,” she says. The Great Lady. I have no notion of names or titles, not at this age, so I have adopted two. Great Lord. Great Lady – and I consider these will serve for all likely eventualities. And it is a Great Lady that saw the thing, whatever it was, and reacted to it in a way that changed my life.

The look in my eye? The reaction, the recognition, or start at the sound of a word?

She saw something that made her wonder. Piqued her curiosity. Boys like me, brought up in kitchens, brought up working kitchen gardens, have nothing for such a Lady. Boys like me are exposed on the mountains, when born as unwanted as I was. Our ghosts flicker upwards from the stones and we wail through the nights of winter and summer both.

The old king kept squirrels. As pets. Climbing the drapes and scuttling across the floor after nuts. Perhaps she saw in me a likely squirrel. A pet to be stroked. She looks at me in a way no-one else ever has, the Great Lady. Sees a use for me. Squirrel or human. Decides I might help her to play her own games.

“Did you see that?” she asks.

It seems a simple question. But surely it is a trick? I’ve seen as plain as day, though it is admittedly barely dawn, the horses. Two horses. Seen her dismount into the mists of early morning, the man beside her holding her tight to his chest so that they might kiss, even as he holds both sets of reins. Seen her by the gate into the garden, her vast silver silks flapping like swans’ wings around her as she runs between the vegetable beds. Heard her shriek as she sees me, and seen her almost-topple as she swerves beside the onions.
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She stops. Still as an icicle on a winter midnight. And she looks at me, and her finger curls into an invitation to approach, sharp as a sickle.

Did I see that?

“Yes, Lady,” I say, as clear and proud as I dare.

She slaps my face.

“I shall ask you one more time,” she says, her voice dropping to the depths where only devils live.

I’ve not the first piece of formal education about me. Not a letter.

But neither am I stupid. The thing is, neither, at this age, am I precisely a liar. And so I serve her a mix. Much that is honest spiced with a little confusion, or deception.

“I do not know you, Lady. Even if I saw you. And not the handsome gentleman who kissed you back there, by the gate, either. My friends say I haven’t the wits of a turnip. We have a joke most days about something I don’t quite follow.”

She looks at me, as if deciding whether I am cheeking her. She slaps me again, because she can. And she glares, for what might be minutes, while she decides. I’ll be imprisoned by nightfall, if she takes against me. Or kicked out onto the streets to fend for myself as best I can. Or knifed, I suppose, though that didn’t occur to me at the time. The civil war is still months away, you see, and knifing in the dark hadn’t yet become as popular a pastime as happened later.

She takes me under her wing. Or keeps an eye on me, instead. They amount to the same thing.

But in slapping me she has shown me what she is. No better than me. I look into her eyes. And I know she’s known the gutter.

Then later that day I am summoned.


      ***“What’s she want you for?” the cook says, sending me off with her usual encouraging clip around the ear, though not before she has used a wet cloth to redistribute the mud on my face to a more even and all-encompassing layer of semi-transparent brown. 

“She likes turnips,” I say, which earns me a smack to my fast-retreating backside.

I’ve no idea what I walk into, in truth. I’ve made it through 18 summers by keeping quiet and acting small. The boy that planted seeds with unusual interest and precision has become the young man that wakes early to pick the best of the overnight crops for a castle that must feed hundreds every day. My world encompasses barely a square mile, and none of that within the halls that the powerful inhabit, on the other side of walls and curtains I am never meant to penetrate. 

Walking into those corridors is walking into daylight after a life lived in a burrow. 

I do not know where to look. At the carving, the paintings, the furnishings? At the clothing? I gasp at the finery of a young woman that walks quickly past me, before the rolling of her eyes tells me she is herself a serving girl, barely a rung above me on the ladder.

I knock where and when I’ve been told to knock. I shrink back, until the outer hall is empty, and at last press an ear to the door. But hear nothing. To proceed, or not? To enter? I do not know this then, but my life turns on a twist of a doorknob. I twist. I hear voices, but tapestries and shutters and drapes baffle both sound and light, and I take a moment to adjust. The first room is large, and I see it opens out into others. Room enough for dozens, yet it is empty, this warm mid-afternoon. I close the door softly behind me. What had I expected? I’m nothing. Great Ladies don’t eagerly await the likes of me. I understand this. Perhaps she has forgotten. Perhaps I should wait, or come back later? One second faster in making my decision and perhaps I wouldn’t have heard what I did.

A squeak. And then clearer. The squeak has descended in pitch. Until it is a moan. I am young. Perhaps even young for my age. Not innocent exactly, but my companions have been turnips and onions and not the greatest men and women of the land. But I know the sound of a moan. Know what it means. Know that standing here, at the gap in a drape, listening and seeing what I see…well, it cannot have been my wisest choice.

Her pale pink titties bounce as she straddles him.

Are you the noticing kind? It is a phrase she later uses to describe me. Recommend me, even, as she assists me in my climb. She sees I notice what others do not. Or, others of her station, is perhaps what she means. I connect the things I learn, making useful patterns. I notice when the soles of shoes leave uneven prints in mud, because I’ve worried about the soles of my own boots, and know what it is to reach winter without the money for repairs. I notice the mud upon the windowsill that means a climb has been attempted, and can match the dry scrapings of that mud to the boots I’d been asked to clean just this morning. I hear the words others don’t hear, and – in the dreadful years of blood and steel still to come - remember them, make sense of them and report them to wiser heads than mine, not because I have some exceptional skill in hearing. But because I can climb, and am lithe, and can hide. Be where I need to be, motionless in shadow, to hear the things that should not have been said. I can blacken my face and stand unmoving for as long as I need to, draped in darkness, waiting for the moment. And watch, and understand. See two people meeting that should not have met. Intercept letters that should not have been written. Drop in a word that leaves loyal servants quietly compromised. Suggest axle repairs might be left deliberately undone, in a way that can only cause delay, or worse, when the rotten wood finally gives. Such things matter, when cartloads of swords and pikes need to be one hundred miles further north than they are. When men and armies and dynasties might be bought, or compromised, or destroyed, and crowns totter on the heads of those that wear them, details matter. Noticing matters.

She is right, to say that I notice. Notice silk, the colour of swans’ wings, and know and understand her to be a courtesan. Notice horses, two of them steaming and stomping in the quiet of early dawn, and see a device upon the saddles that tells me they are from the royal stables. See the brown bristles of the handsome man that lies on his back and fucks her, and know him for a Prince. Understand him as a different man than held her against his chest as they parted in the first light of day.

Boys from the dirt can be useful. And I am useful to her, in the coming days, as she gets used to me, and grows to like me and perhaps even trust me. The Prince himself finds he likes me. Trusts me? Our meeting is so singular that he does, and within minutes. And in the days that follow they use me in the ways that most chime with their needs. Sending messages. Organising her gentleman visitors. Overhearing the castle’s most interesting news. 

Other needs.

I accept it. The Prince has many needs.

But back to the moment. The Lady bounces, though my eyes are now elsewhere. Lower. She opens her legs and my eyes dart. To the cock. It entrances me. Slick with juice and slick with cum. It is immense. I have seen nothing like it and for a moment it makes me feel small, though I know that I am not. It is gold and pink, lilac around its tip.

And even as it softens out of her I notice something else.

Unnatural silence in the passageway behind me. Through the wall I sense the silence that comes before marching. The silence before calls. I slide into the darkest spot I can find, in the darkest corner of the room, for these are rhythmic boots to the ground, and practiced calls to the castle, of a kind that could freeze the blood.

“Make way for the King!”

Yards away. A single knock away. Only seconds. I sense rather than see the scrambling upon the bed; understand her choice and the impossibility of any other; and finally feel the muscles of his shoulders and his butt as he crushes me backwards into the impossibly small space we must share. A drape is pulled across just in time, though not fully.

And beyond it? There she stands, brazen. A fingertip to her slit. Most entrancing.

“I knew you would come”, she says.

“My dear”, the King says. “Will you sit upon my knee? For that sweet little cunt needs my finger.”


      ***Five minutes, to earn a prince’s trust for a lifetime. I must give him a name, before he dies. For these are treacherous times, and he has but 20 weeks ahead of him, or thereabouts. Perhaps a half year. I fall in love with him, during these days. I fall in love with the cock that he deals me. He makes a man of me in these short months. The Prince Qatan. The eldest of the four boys, and my favourite, unless I am fucking with the next.

A hand in the darkness, reaching backwards, grabbing my wrist.

A pressing of his overwhelmingly stronger frame into mine, by as much as he dares. He doesn’t want even the tiniest squeak to emerge from the creature he has captured. He turns slowly, and I see he has bundled clothes under the crook of one arm. These he passes to me. He stands there. In utter silence, his arms outstretched, and it is clear he expects me to dress him, even in the graveyard silence we must maintain. I shuffle the yards of fabric, turning them until they reveal themselves into shapes much like breeches, a shirt and a doublet. The pale blue of summer skies at dusk, shot through with gold. The clothes of a prince. And silent now and slow, I begin to dress him. The drape hangs heavy, cloaking sound. The moans the lady makes might now count as distracting performance.

I pull the breeches up the shapely muscles of his legs, and he splays his fingers across my skull for balance. I reach round him, tying him tight above the firm flesh of his ass and then again at the front.

His cock flops down into the space provided for it, a fat pink worm staring at me with its single huge eye.

Quiet, oh so quiet. Do not breathe, boy. Do not breathe, or you may be back amongst the turnips before you know it. Or worse. The shirt ripples in my hand, cream and silken. He raises his arms, and gracelessly, if at least in silence, I help him pull it on over his head. Even in the shadow he must know I am not a trained servant. I have the skills of a gardener and yet here I am handling fabrics the like of which I have never known. Does he look in my eye, and guess what I am? Does he see the layer of liquid mud the cook has smeared around my cheeks, and piece together anything of my adventure? Does he brush against the shape beneath my robe, and feel its heft against his thigh, or as he turns, against his ass?

Am I saved, by my cock, as I dress him?

A knife below the ribs. A tumble from the battlements. Am I saved from such a fate by my cock?

Pearl buttons. Silken ties. He is dressed.

His hand at my wrist has the grip of iron. But his lips at my neck are soft, his words almost silent. He nods towards the door. I’m to go first. Turn left, and wait for him. We make an escape, while feet away the King tongues his circles of the Great Lady’s clit.


      ***The story is too stupid to be a lie. And I think he sees this too. Understands it instinctively. It isn’t the only instinct at play, that afternoon.

He sends for water, and watches as servants bathe me. Two young men of my age, dressed in Qatan’s blue livery. The badge of a swallow, blue-red-gold on azure. A thing I notice, and remember.

He watches as warm water drips from my hair, as they scrub to bring me within a mile’s distance of acceptable to such a man as he is. Watches as their scrubbing brings me closer to what he understands to be a human. Watches till I glow pink, the dirt stripes of honest labour no longer marring my skin at elbow and ankle, wrist and cheek and chin.

I am 18 years old when Qatan fucks me. I am scented and clean from the tub. Truly clean perhaps for the first time in my life. And yet I know it is time to become filthy.

The Prince gestures to the servants in dismissal, and welcomes me into his arms beneath a towel softer than any I have known. His arms are strong as he wraps me, firm as he holds me, decisive as he pushes me lower, towards the shaft that now stands clear of his robe. I take it into my mouth, the heavy flesh-turning-lilac of it sweet and firm between my lips.

What has he seen in me? What does he know?
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I must concentrate on this task. I have excelled in early jousting with the stableboys. With the occasional guard, a baker, and with a priest. I have learned to focus and relax, allowing the muscles of my neck to draw flesh deep inside; and to love this. Love the control as I tame the life spirit of the men that I take. Take their heat inside me, and drink and swallow the juice of them when they can take no more of my tongue on their balls. Qatan, despite his size, will be no different.

“Drink,” he tells me. “Drink more”. And I do.

Does he imagine me as a game for an afternoon? A poor boy to dispose of, game once over?

I suck him into a wholly different place in his imagination. He has cum already, remember. Shot inside the slippery cunt of the Great Lady. The great whore, who even now screams delirious upon the King’s dynastically efficient cock. Four boys, each of them handsome and healthy have been born in this generation, Qatan merely the eldest. The dynasty is established, and short of catastrophic plague or war the family will continue.

I know nothing, as I hold his cock in my hand and slide it once more between my lips, of the rivalries and jealousies, the betrayals and intrigues that have riven this family across sixty years and will do so once more within weeks.


      ***Life changes.

I return to the cook, who faints almost into the fire as she realises who I am. On this side of the wall my castoff servants’ clothes, borrowed until some can be found that fit, and dazzling in the blue of the Prince’s affinity, shine out like the summer sky.

Back in the castle proper, less so. I find I pass invisible. But not to those that have truly seen me. Not to the Lady, whose name I learn is Marassa of Lengfol – a major port, and the kind of town where a gutter-girl might learn sophistication. Or to the Prince Qatan, and his tight circle of favoured men. The men that will rise to power on his father’s death. The men that have trained with Qatan as a boy, sparring with wooden swords, and will fight with him and die with him when the time is right, if such a sacrifice is ever needed. Who share his women, and I come to see, his boys.

I will not tell you all their names, out of respect, as many were to die in the wars. I walk past their carved memorials, the ones that found themselves on the right side when at last the fighting ceased for long enough to make an hour for a decent burial. Even now I remember their faces. Their heraldic devices. The hang and the swing of their cocks as my tongue reaches out towards them, the wet tip curling to guide them into my mouth.

A party. A faction of handsome hard men. In blue, like a swallow. I fuck my way into their midst. One night he will have me in his bed, Prince Qatan, and hold me on his cock as it softens inside me, and he will sleep beside me, his soft breath expanding into snuffles and snores as he wraps me tight, and his every exhalation tickles the nape of my neck. The next night he will share me, and they will pass me between them, these hard and handsome men, with their swords and their daggers and their armour ready to be polished with all my speed and skill in the morning; and I shall not sleep until the sperm of five or more of these warrior cocks has been wiped from my cheeks and my chest.

I tell the Lady this, and she delights in the story, and praises me. For a night she need not spend with the Prince is a night she might spend elsewhere. With the King. With the Bishop. Or simply, asleep. We laugh together at that idea, and she ruffles her fingers in my hair as I sit by the side of her chair. She calls me Turnip, in company, and the name sticks, or at least it does in public. In private she is respectful. In public, they tease, and some mock. But in private? There is no man so grateful as the man who takes my hole. And little by little, man by man, it is the entire Court that takes what they want.

By the time of the fighting, then, Turnip is of every faction and none. Few that would hurt me, and many that would try their best to protect me. Tell me, was this the work of a fool? 

I am useful, you see. And not only between starched sheets. Useful to her. To the Prince. To the men of the Court. Fast. And efficient, no matter the task. Invisible and discreet as I carry the message, and return with the word. Seeing all. Seeing nothing. Hearing all. Remembering everything. The noticing kind. I watch and I interpret. I hear and I repeat.

And it is in these weeks that I begin to see the chasm within the castle. Brothers. Four of them. Split down the middle, the blues and the pinks. The oldest brother, Qatan, aligned with the third; while the second and the fourth stand together, their whispers loud enough for a noticing kind of boy to overhear as he dawdles past, unseen, unconsidered.

The Swallows. The Salmon.

I see their badges, their flags. I see their standards, and their devices. Carved into doors. Embossed onto the plaster of walls. In jewelled brooches. Woven into tapestry. Gilded in ink onto manuscripts. And once I see them I see they are everywhere. The Swallows, and the Salmon. And Marassa helps me see what this means.

A castle, a court divided, means a country divided. The life of the King is all that holds it together. Our foreign enemies await that death. They wait in glee for an old man to die, and for the chaos that threatens us all after. He licks frantic at her cunt whenever he can, for he knows he is ill. He knows his flame loses its flicker.

And she tells me frank.

“Turnip, do as I have done. Make friends liberally. Share your skills. Be loyal to all and loyal only to yourself. For when the day is over, we must still survive the night. Only one of the brothers can be the King. It should be Qatan. But see their faces? The faces of the others? Pin your hope on Qatan. But survive.”

He has given me a knucklebone. Pale cream, and threaded around my neck. A sheep bone, and a measure of protection, carved with the sigil. A swallow for a boy who always swallows. I’m hard thinking of it. Hard thinking of the man. I close my eyes, hold it tight, and I am with him.


      ***He tells me I am tight; that he will not hurt me; that I must loosen.

He says my arms are weak; that I must train; become a swordsman.

He tells me he dreams of me; that he is hard whenever he thinks of me; that he is hard now, if I would care to reach down from where he holds me, his palm sliding deep between the firm fat handfuls of my ass, and assess for myself.

I do not believe everything the Prince tells me. But this is true. Hard now? I do not know him soft.

“Kiss my cock for me, Turnip, will you? Be a good boy, Turnip. Will you? And suck my cock?”

He knows I need no persuasion. He knows I grasp with all that is devilish inside me. He knows the lick; knows the slobber; knows my tongue.

And so it is with nothing short of joy that I sink to my knees, steadying myself against the muscle of his thighs, and take the entire length of him. Slowly at first, my hands at the base, controlling its pace and direction; and then a little faster, as I remember the measure of it on my tongue, and in my throat. And finally when I can once more take the entire flexing snake of it inside me I can build to the speed I know he loves. It is far past my gullet. Far past my tonsils. I can lick his balls onto my tongue when he is this far inside me, and I know he loves what I can do for him. The snake is stiff, but stiffens further. A swallow? A viper. He pumps then, ever faster and ever further, confident I can take in the sustaining oxygen that I need, even if only in the threads and gaps of space he leaves me as he fills my throat.

If I weep it is not for the difficulty. It is not for the pain, but for the regret. Regret that this must end. For in the moment that his pubes crash against my lips, and my nose squashes against the firm pale flesh of him, there is no place on earth I would rather be. And it must end, this glorious moment. I take his cheeks and pull-push him further inside, and at last I feel the tremble, the throb of flesh from balls to slit, and feel him gushing into me, filling my mouth, filling my cheeks. I feel the salt slide of him on my tongue and into my throat. 

And as I cum, untouched, in the rushes at his feet, it is of my devastation that this ends that I think. He will be inside me again, and within minutes. I know it. But my head hangs to the floor, my lips spilling cum onto his toes, and for a moment it feels that life might be over.

He slaps his cock against my face. Wipes it clean on a beard barely there. He reaches, and takes my chin between his fingers, raising my gaze to his.

“You are special to me, Turnip. I hope you know that.”

I kiss at his thigh. At his fingers. I lick them between my lips, knowing what must happen next, but empty and bereft until it does. He lifts me, lifts me into his arms as he kisses me. Finds my mouth. I hang there, my hands clasping and my forearms locking behind his neck. And I wait. For what will come. For what I increasingly understand to be inevitable, for it is how he does this. The fucking. Of a boy.

And in time the polished end of him springs upwards once again, and finds my hole, as I knew it would. And he enters me, and then he fucks me. And I slide the whole way down, right to the root.







OEBPS/images/a983963b-2f24-4ef3-9c78-f40b27e8e0fb.jpeg





OEBPS/images/2fe0a922-b316-4858-8f58-360d92bc684a.jpeg





OEBPS/images/b94707eb-6806-4995-942b-fc9f913ec634.jpeg







