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HIS PRIEST
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THE PRIESTS OF THE Temple have their own laws—and so does the heart, as King Canan finds out when he falls for Priest Saiki and proposes to him.

King Canan shouldn’t be in love with a priest.

Or even in lust. But it feels like more than that. When Canan looks at Priest Saiki, his heart races and his body tightens. He is fed up with Mating Balls and Mating Journeys, trying to find the One, when the one he wants is right there. 

Too bad Saiki doesn’t seem interested. Few elves would ignore the advances of a king, but the priests of the Temple are a special case, and Saiki even more so. He is pretty and young and kind, and the temple is his home. Staying a virgin seems to be his goal and nothing King Canan says or does seems able to change his mind.

Saiki is a priest. That’s all he has ever known. When his parents sold him to the Temple he was a child, he made it his life’s work to deliver others’ babies and not to wish or hope for any of his own. The king cannot possibly want someone like him, a Low Elf who can’t give him a family. 

Still, King Canan doesn’t give up until he takes Saiki to his bed, and against all odds Saiki finds out that he’s expecting. He can’t wait to meet his own babies and have a family with the king who has won over his heart.

Only the High Priest doesn’t seem pleased with this development. He has chosen Saiki to be his successor and he doesn’t care for Saiki’s or the king’s happiness. Will he manage to keep them apart or will their love find a way?

* This is a steamy 51,000-word mpreg Fae novel with humor and angst and misunderstandings that lead nevertheless to love and cute babies! Follow five kings of the Fae in their quests to find their Fated omega Mates and have pretty babies with them. Intended for adult readers. *
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Chapter One: Canan
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King Canan was bored.

He was also horny, but not for the young prince dancing in front of him. It was supposed to be an arousing, sexy dance with veils and enticing movements, designed to excite him.

Too bad Canan was horny for someone else—a certain sloe-eyed, blue-haired pretty elf currently standing at the back of the room dressed in sober dark red robes, among his fellow priests.

Saiki.

Apprenticed to High Priest Tau, attending the births of the highborn elves, quiet and pretty and sweet.

Sexy as all hells.

“Majesty. Did you enjoy the dance?”

“Hm?” Canan tore his eyes off the pretty priest with difficulty. He tried to gather his thoughts. The young price was standing in front of him, bowing stiffly from the waist, sweat drying on his forehead. “Oh yes. Splendid dance, Prince Aika.”

“Taika,” the prince corrected him, even more stiffly than he bowed, a crease between his dark brows. “Majesty.”

“Quite so. Our gratitude for the entertainment.”

The prince straightened, but hesitated, as if waiting for something more. What, though? Canan’s attention was once more caught by Saiki, who was looking straight at him from the cluster of robed priests—or so it seemed.

“Majesty.” High Priest Tau who stood at his side cleared his throat. “I believe the prince is waiting to hear if you would like his company tonight in your bedchamber.”

“Sure.” Canan glanced again at the pretty priest, but he wasn’t looking at Canan anymore. “Let him come.”

Maybe he’d get the annoying prince pregnant, and take him as his Bearer. Maybe he’d even like fucking him. Who knew, right? After his failed Mating journey, and Mating balls, and Mating everything, and with the Emperor’s deadline for the presentation of his chosen Bearer fast approaching, he couldn’t be choosy. He’d thought he’d recognize his compatible Bearer, or more, his fated Soul Mate, the moment he saw them—but after so many years of looking and hoping and waiting, his soul was growing heavy and weary, his hope thin.

Let the prince come and get a taste of Canan’s cock. After all, he had nothing to lose. All his patience, all his enthusiasm, was gone.

The one elf he wanted—Saiki—wasn’t responding to his advances. So why not bed the sulky prince and try and get his name right this time, just for appearances’ sake? Live for the moment.

And let the Emperor have his balls in six moons’ time when his time was up.

***
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“AM I NOT PLEASING YOU, Majesty?” The prince glanced at Canan over his shoulder, a worried look on his face when Canan grunted and shoved him off him.

“Not in the mood,” he growled.

Not even fully hard, for Melek’s sake. He gave his semi-hard cock a half-hearted squeeze. The problem was, the prince wasn’t doing it for him. He was handsome enough, Canan supposed, his body trim and pleasing, his eagerness appreciated.

If off-putting, for some reason.

He was a Branded Bearer, from a fertile family, a good chance for Canan to impregnate and Claim him. But he didn’t have shimmery, light blue hair, didn’t have dark sloe eyes, didn’t smell like caramel.

He wasn’t Saiki.

Damn it, he had to try to at least fuck this prince. Thinking of Saiki was hardening his cock, at long last, and the prince, kneeling in front of Canan, was staring at it with something like trepidation in his eyes.

It was a big cock, intimidating in its fully engorged size—though it wouldn’t reach that full size unless it was inside a compatible Bearer. Still, it was already big enough to inspire awe.

Canan came from an old line of kings, tall, muscular, with a strong seed and the right tool to deliver it deep inside a Bearer’s body, where it could produce babies.

“Want my seed?” he grunted. He gave his cock a few lazy strokes. “Turn around. Get on all fours.”

“But Majesty—”

“Do it now.”

“I won’t be fucked from behind like some unnamed whore!”

A silence fell.

“What did you say?” Canan asked dangerously.

The prince paled. “Apologies, Majesty, I—”

“Get out.”

After a moment’s hesitation, the prince scrambled to obey, climbing off the huge four-poster bed and gathering his clothes from the floor, yanking them back on so fast a seam ripped. Pulling on his boots, he turned and bowed low to Canan.

“Majesty, I—”

“Just go.”

He watched the emotions playing over the elf’s face—fear, anger, confusion. Then the prince nodded, straightened, turned around and left the room, closing the door behind him quietly.

Probably would have slammed it, had it not been a king who was sending him away.

Didn’t want to be fucked like a whore? Well, fuck him, anyway. Acting like a spoilt brat.

Like a whore, or rather while Canan pretended to be fucking someone else—a certain someone with blue hair, dark eyes...

Gods. He really had it bad. And really couldn’t be angry at the prince. Who’d want to be second choice, to be just a body to be used? It wouldn’t have been fair. A blessing, Canan hadn’t been able to get it up beforehand.

Canan lay back, still stroking his cock, trying not to examine too closely his relief at not having to fuck this prince whose name and face he had already forgotten.

***
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THE TEMPLE GARDENS were in full bloom. It was spring, and songbirds perched on the branches, their melody deafening. Mating rituals, Canan thought, watching the birds hop and preen and fan their tails. I wish I had such tools at my disposal. I wish mating was so easy.

“We’ll organize another Mating Ball,” High Priest Tau was saying.

Canan opened his mouth to say no, then snapped it shut. “Why ever not? Sure. Let’s organize another ball.”

From the corner of his eye, he caught a lithe silhouette. His cock stiffened instantly, and his heart started to race, before he even caught the subtle caramel scent of Priest Saiki.

“A strong seed like yours isn’t easily matched,” the High Priest went on, stopping to stroke a branch. “That is why finding a compatible Bearer isn’t that simple. All kings have trouble, but fate has someone selected for you. It is only a matter of time.”

“Time is exactly what I don’t have,” Canan said distractedly.

“You must have faith. You will sense it when your true mate is there.”

“And what does it feel like? Humor me, Tau. I’m in a bad mood.”

“I’ve noticed.” The High Priest shook his head. “When your true mate is there, you will feel unquenchable desire for him, an irresistible need to be with him, to touch and hold him. Your life will feel empty without him.”

Canan sighed. He didn’t really feel that way with anyone. He wanted Saiki, true, but... “Then let’s hope fate hurries up. The Emperor doesn’t seem inclined to wait until this irresistible need hits me.” He glanced at the temple. It stood quiet in the morning light, its pillars shining from last night’s rain. “Where are all the priests? Isn’t it time for the temple cleaning?”

He quite enjoyed watching the younger priests, those still in indenture with the temple until their first ten years were up, sweeping and brushing and mopping and scrubbing the temple floor and steps and pillars.

Especially one specific young priest...

“Oh, they had to go through with it earlier.” The High Priest didn’t even spare the temple a glance, sniffing at a blossom on the branch instead. “I have a few of them assigned to pregnant Bearers in town, and I hear one of the Bearers is in labor, so I will be joining them presently to make sure they are following protocol and that everything is progressing just fine.”

“These young priests... they really want to learn, don’t they?” Canan said softly, remembering how Saiki had assisted King Kiran’s Mate through labor almost half a year ago. “They want to learn and help bring life into this world.”

When he turned back around, the High Priest was observing him like a hawk. “Anything on your mind, Majesty?”

Damn the old elf. He was too shrewd by half. He’d asked a few times why Canan had insisted on going on that trip, and Canan was never going to admit that he’d hoped to jump Saiki’s bones while there. He hadn’t counted with Saiki avoiding him, demurely refusing his advances with excuses of work and prayer and decorum.

Fuck decorum.

Like always, just the thought of the pretty elf got him hard. Cursing inside, he stopped by a tree, trying to get himself under control. Not that he minded the old elf seeing the tent in Canan’s britches, or even knowing why. His desire for Saiki was pretty much common knowledge by now. Did Saiki find him so repulsive? Or was he really so devout he wanted to remain a virgin for God Melek’s sake?

The temple didn’t require its priests to remain virgins, or celibate. They only couldn’t be Claimed and Mated while in the service. After the first ten years of indenture, they had to renew their vows, and then had a small salary and a more prominent position in the rituals. Eventually, they came to have power, as the rose in the ranks.

But Canan’s mind was stuck on that first part: The temple didn’t require its priests to remain virgins.

So why did Saiki want to? And how could Canan change his mind?
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Chapter Two: Saiki
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Lord Fasteget’s Bearer was in labor. He was a pretty elf with dark hair—dark like the king’s, Saiki thought, and then chastised himself for thinking of the handsome king yet again, despite his resolution to stop—and he was making enough noise to convince Saiki that this was the real thing.

He’d been called three times already in this same week by Lord Fasteget, thinking it was time, but it had been false labor pains. Saiki felt for the Bearers. They were swollen, tired, frustrated and wanted their baby out, at last. He wanted to help them. His life’s purpose was that. Since he was little, he’d wanted to help. Even if his parents hadn’t sold him to the temple for a few coins, he’d still want this.

He wouldn’t have any babies himself. His own birth was a miracle, unexpected and never replicated. His parents considered the coin they got for him from the temple the final word on the matter. And Saiki wanted...

But what he wanted didn’t matter. You couldn’t change who you were by wishing. He’d come to terms with it. His family line was mostly infertile. Maybe one day he’d allow someone into his bed and maybe he’d have a child. His heart beat faster at the thought.

Not likely, though.

And he didn’t want to even think about it anymore. Didn’t want to allow another elf into his arms, into his body, and then start hoping when there was no hope. Better not to allow anyone inside at all. Protect his heart.

Besides, he had work to do.

Just breathe, he told the groaning Bearer. He’d examined him the way the High Priest had taught him over the years, and determined that this time it was the real thing. Only one baby—then again, not all High Elves had multiples every time. That was more the realm of the kings and princes and high lords with the powerful seed.

One baby, though, was one baby more in the world and it was coming fast.

He’d sent a messenger to the castle to inform High Priest Tau that a baby was on its way. Saiki had never delivered anyone on his own yet, and didn’t feel that today was the day to start.

Even if the Bearer crushing his hand in a white-knuckled grip didn’t sound like he was going to wait.

“It’s coming!” the Bearer wailed, shifting on the bed, his swollen belly tight, his legs spread. “Help me!”

“You’re doing great,” Saiki gritted out, stopping himself in the last moment from asking the Bearer not to push yet, to wait for the High Priest. He’d made the mistake a few times and had sent the Bearers into a panic. “Keep breathing.”

“Where’s High Priest Tau?” Lord Fasteget grumbled from the foot of the bed, arms folded over his chest. “Why isn’t he here?”

And there was Saiki’s good work gone down the drain. Though the Bearer was wailing again, so maybe he hadn’t heard. “On his way, my Lord.”

“And you, do you have experience delivering babies?”

“Yes, my lord.” That much was the truth. “I have been in service to the temple for almost ten years now.”

“Hm.” Slightly mollified, the lord walked out—to drink? To work? To take a stroll?

Why wasn’t he sitting by his Bearer, holding his hand like Saiki was, telling him what a good job he was doing, bringing his son into the world? 

He’d seen it too many times. Sires who held no real love for their Bearers, Claiming them for the sake of convenience, not knowing when they’d find another compatible Bearer and choosing to Mate with the one who was already swollen with their seed.

Maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing, he corrected himself yet again. Maybe it isn’t such a bad union after all—but every time he remembered his own parents and how they hated each other and cringed inside.

The Bearer cried out, straining, bearing down. He was right, the baby was coming. Maybe the High Priest wouldn’t make it in time today. This could prove to be Saiki’s test. He was almost at the ten-year threshold. Next year this time he’d be expected to deliver babies on his own.

Sweat ran down his back, under the heavy temple robes. He tugged his hand free from the Bearer’s hold. It took some effort as the elf wasn’t letting go that easily.

“I need to check you,” he said quietly, hoping his fear of doing something wrong wasn’t evident in his voice. “It will be all right.”

“Help me...” the Bearer was straining again, and Saiki waited for the contraction to pass before putting his hands on that full belly, checking the baby’s position, then spreading the elf’s legs wider. He didn’t have the spell yet to cleanse his fingers, so he hesitated, turning to the basin with the water and soap first to wash.

He couldn’t help the Bearer, not really, not unless there was a problem. He’d massaged the elf’s back, had applied hot compresses, had done his best to alleviate the pain, but this part... Birth itself was a solitary affair, no matter how many elves filled the room.

“You don’t need my help,” he told the elf gently. “You’re doing a fine job on your own. And...” He checked and yes, the baby’s head could be felt just inside. “You’re almost there. Keep pushing.”

He’d barely finished the last word when the door of the room opened, and Saiki turned, expecting the Sire.

Instead, there was High Priest Tau, followed by two more acolytes, carrying more towels and vaguely worried expressions. They were new to the temple. This could be their first birth.

Saiki made as if to move away, but High Priest Tau stopped him with a hand on his shoulder. “You deliver the baby today, Priest. We watch.”

Which was just as well, because the Bearer cried out and pushed hard, the baby crowning and actually sliding out, right into Saiki’s hands.

He caught it with a gasp, automatically placing it on the folded towel and reaching for the knife to cut the umbilical. He wasn’t used to babies exiting the womb so quickly. Then again, each birth was different, and this baby wasn’t all that big.

In a bit of a daze, he cut and tied it up, rubbed the baby until it began to cry, displaying a strong pair of lungs, and got up to give it the Bearer, and by then High Priest Tau had taken his place, explaining to the two younger priests about the process and the afterbirth.

He’d been like them once. Almost ten years ago. How time flew. He was very young when he entered the temple, much younger than these two acolytes, probably just twelve or thirteen years of age. His Bearer Father had left the family heart long before that, and his Sire Father had been happy to be rid of him.

Saiki shook himself when the Bearer laughed. “What is it?”

“He’s staring me with this look in his eyes... Like he doesn’t trust me, you know?”

“He trusts you,” Saiki said quietly. “You’re his whole world.”

“I’m scared.” The Bearer’s smile faded as he gazed down at his newborn son. “What if I disappoint him? Fail him?”

“Just love him,” Saiki said. “Be there for him. Don’t give up on him. That is all a child needs.”

He turned toward the High Priest and found him giving him a long, searching look. He had no idea what it meant. Even after all these years, he couldn’t read Tau. “I’ll call in the Sire.”

“You do that.” If Tau had any opinion on the Sire’s absence from his baby’s birth—an absence that had been, after all, tradition for a very long time in the Empire and was only slowly changing now, no matter how Saiki felt about Sires being absent—he didn’t show it. He never did. “I’ll clean him up.”

Saiki nodded, relieved to leave the disposal of the afterbirth and the cleaning up to Tau and the acolytes. He’d done it what felt like a thousand times. Certainly an educative experience. Made you appreciate the mysteries of the body and childbearing all the more.

The Sire turned around the moment Saiki stepped out. Ah, he hadn’t gone drinking or strolling after all. The anxiousness in his gaze eased Saiki’s a little bit more.

“Is he okay? Are they okay?” the Sire blurted, face pale, wringing his hands.

“They’re both fine,” Saiki said, taking pity on him, not so much angry at him for walking out when his Bearer needed him the most as sad that he didn’t have the courage to stay inside. Why don’t you go back in? Meet your son.

The smile the Sire gave him was wide and Saiki stepped aside with a bow to let him pass. Moments like this gave him back hope, gave him joy, made him feel useful. Made him think he understood the world, that there was some order, and that affection and love were paramount forces in keeping the world moving forward.

A pity those feelings never lasted...

***
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RETURNING TO THE CASTLE, to the Zora temple, Saiki took his time going through the cleansing ritual, bathing with the acolytes and priests who’d participated in births, and kneeling afterward, in fresh, white robes, in front of Melek’s statue and praying. Praying for the babies, for the Bearers, the Sires, the Empire and the High Temple, for the favor of the gods and the health of the population.

It always made Saiki feel better, clearing his mind, shoving his fears deeper down, where he could ignore them for a while. At least in the temple, he felt like he had a family. It was an illusion, of sorts. He didn’t know the other priests that well. Life in the temple was always busy, with chores and tending the temple orchard, and monitoring pregnant elves in town and other towns of the kingdom, assisting in births, on top of the everyday routine of prayer and rituals that had to be carried out in private and in the temple.

It helped, not having time to overthink, to sink into sadness or fear. 

It also meant his relationship to the other priests was superficial at best. He knew most of their names, at least the older ones, and knew he could depend on most of them to do their chores and follow protocol. Other than that? He couldn’t expect anything more from them.

Or the High Priest. He’d once thought Tau would be like a father to him, like the fathers who were lost to him, but it wasn’t like that. Tau was no father figure. He treated them all fairly, according to the temple laws, gave the minimum of praise and expected everyone to fall into line and work hard.

Which was fine by Saiki.

Disobedience wasn’t tolerated, and he was fine with that, too. Occasionally, he’d gotten the wrong end of Tau’s ceremonial stick on his ass, when he’d flaunted some rule without knowing it. But that had been just and right. He owed the temple everything.

He wasn’t sure what would’ve happened to him if his Sire Father hadn’t sold him to Tau. Maybe Tau hadn't showered his priests with affection, hadn't showed them love, but he hadn’t showed them hatred and anger, either. It had calmed the storm in Saiki’s heart enough that he’d felt content in the past few years. And now, with the end of his indenture approaching, he felt pretty sure about what he wanted to do in the future.

Renew his vows.

Stay here.

Continue helping the world.

Remain a priest and accept that it would be enough.

Accept...

He froze as he walked through the temple to return to his tiny room, coming to a stumbling halt. “Majesty,” he whispered, bowing low, until his thick braid slipped over his shoulder and swung in front of him.

“Priest Saiki.”

He held his breath. The handsome, sexy king occupied most of his dreams, dreams that had him gasping and thrusting into his own fist, waking up in a sticky puddle, his hole clenching with need. When he kept his distance, he could pretend the king didn’t affect him. That muscular chest, those thick shoulders, that luxurious black mane, those silvery green eyes. That dangerous smile.

But from up close, the king was devastating. His presence exuded power and heat, his spicy scent dug into Saiki’s senses and made him faint with desire. And his voice... it felt like a caress deep inside.

“I would have you take a stroll with me in the gardens,” the king said. Not a request: a command.

Though a king couldn’t command a priest, this was clearly an elf used to having his every wish obeyed.

And Saiki wanted to follow him under the trees, hear what the king had to say, what he wanted to do. He hesitated, though. “Majesty, I have the evening rituals to attend to.”

“I shall speak to High Priest Tau. Don’t worry about it.”

It wasn’t Tau that he was worried about... was it? Saiki thought about it. Sure, he wanted Tau’s approval. He wanted not to break any rules, he wanted to be an example to other priests. Not many things made him glad, but being good at what he did, at what he was, did.

But he was more worried about the king and his intentions. He couldn’t understand why. The way the king gazed at him smelled of sex, and nobody said that Saiki had to avoid sex. Most of the other priests had lovers. The king kept stalking him like a hunter stalks a wild animal for the kill.

He had no reason to be afraid, so Saiki nodded. “As you wish, Majesty.”

Besides, he would only refuse the king’s requests so many times before the High Priest would find himself in a bad position because of Saiki, and that was something he’d never want. If the king made his heart pound and his insides tight with desire, well, there was only one way to deal with it.

By facing the king and seeing which way it would go.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter Three: Canan
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Walking under the blossoming trees with Saiki on his side felt unreal. The young priest had managed to avoid most of Canan’s advances by citing rules and laws and rituals, behaving like such a good boy that he got Canan harder with every refusal.

The more demure and distant Saiki tried to be, the more Canan wanted him. The more he covered that slender body up in the heavy temple robes and pulled that lovely blue hair back into that austere braid, the more Canan wanted to undress him, rip the clothes off him, mess up that long hair and make him lose that impeccable control of his. Break through the ice façade and find the hot, aroused elf inside.

If that was the case. Maybe Saiki simply wasn’t attracted to Canan. Maybe he wasn’t interested in sex at all.

In which case, he’d let him go and not bother him again, Canan decided. It wasn’t his style to use his power as king to force elves to be with him. He wanted Saiki like no other elf, but if Saiki didn’t want him, he was free to go.

He watched the pretty elf as they strolled, that delicate profile, the full mouth, those sloe eyes that had captured Canan’s attention from the start. Saiki’s shoulders were not wide, his hips narrow, and the top of his head barely reached Canan’s chin. He moved gracefully, with strength and caution.

Again, that caution, that iron control that teased Canan’s fraying self-restraint so badly.

“High Priest Tau said you were away this morning, attending a birth,” Canan said, striving for calm. “Did it go well?”

“Yes, Majesty. Thank you for your interest.”

Canan gritted his teeth. “And did more priests accompany you or did you go alone?”

“I went alone to assess whether the Bearer was indeed in labor. When it became obvious he was, I sent message to High Priest Tau who arrived with acolytes to assist.”

“You have a lot of experience in such matters.”

“Majesty?”

“Don’t you?”

Canan had meant it as a statement, not a question. He’d seen Saiki in action with King Kiran’s Bearer, his calm, his knowledge, his helpfulness. But the young priest seemed flustered.

“I do, Majesty, you’re right, of course.” Saiki turned his face away, slowing as they reached the end of the garden. But I still don’t feel like I know enough... not enough experience to deliver babies on my own, as High Priest Tau does and by the end of the ten years I’m expected to be able to, and...

He stopped, blinking, hands clenching at his sides.

Canan observed this with interest. It looked like the priest’s control wasn’t that iron-clad, after all. Small cracks were showing. Canan didn’t want to break him, far from it. He wanted to widen those thin cracks to get to know the elf inside the walls, see if there was a softness inside that mimicked those delicate looks. Did the inside mirror the outside? Was Saiki so sweet and beautiful inside as he looked to be?

He was dying to find out. He was dying to touch him, press against him, taste him.

Canan forced himself to let his hands fall loose at his sides as he turned to face the priest. “I was hoping you’d want to have dinner with me.”

Those dark eyes blinked. “Tonight?”

“Tonight sounds fine,” Canan said, smirking, and winked at a gaping, red-faced priest. “I will send a servant to fetch you. Don’t worry about what to wear. This is fine.”

“But...” Saiki sputtered.

Canan had a moment of doubt. Was this seen as forcing the priest? But it was only dinner, and he wanted to talk to him more. Maybe fluster him some more.
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