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“The universe has a plan for us all even if we never understand it, not even with our last scream or dying breath, oaf.” –Abbot Hosho whispering to Lord Hereward after saying his farewells and the knight embarks on his journey with Dorgan to find Oswin.




“What’s fate ever done for me except give me grief? Otherwise, I wouldn’t be stuck with a lord who doesn’t know his arsehole from his breakfast while I wait on him hand and foot. God, if this is what I have to suffer until the day I die, take me now!” –spoken by Oswin inside the castle’s latrines, having been overheard by the scullion boy who’d had to suffer the lord’s wandering hands recently.




“A fate as the lord’s bit o’ fancy is all I can hope for.” –said by the scullion boy to Oswin some days later. Oswin in reply: “Then we will flee the Keep together. No one will ever find us. No one! That’s fate too, right?”




Part One




1

Hereward’s Justified Grace







They’d followed the three bandits to their camp. Wasn’t hard to do. The fuckers didn’t even attempt to hide their escape after what they’d done; a blind dog with a head cold could have followed them into the woods, they were so careless.

Bad for the men.

Fucking good for Hereward.

Hereward snuck up to crouch behind the thick undergrowth bordering a small glen with his sword hand itching and at the ready, as always. Dorgan, the silver dragon now in human form, was by his side—also, as always.

He liked Dorgan being with him. Loved what they did in bed together even more. It was good to have a companion who fucked as magnificently as he was fucked after spending the day adventuring in the wilds. Loneliness had always been the biggest drawback.

Hereward, after a moment of contemplation, returned his thoughts to the here and now. His hand wandered to the pommel of his sword god. He flexed his thick fingers.

Easy now, my love. Soon. We shall spill their blood soon, his sword god said to Hereward within his mind with her lilting and beautiful voice. The king’s reward will be ours soon too.

Too fucking right, Hereward replied in thought.

To be truthful, he didn’t care about reward, only justice. As such, he remained silent and watching. Only the night sounds of numerous nocturnal animals foraging for food or a mate or both broke the bubble of stillness. Hereward then caught the bandit’s conversation, their gloating, and he seethed at what he heard.

“…farmer’s daughter were too fuckin’ loose,” a voice crackled like the open fire the three men sat around, faces aglow in the flickering light, “even though she were as dry’s a bone. Hated to have had her all wet n’ willin’, hey? I might’a lost myself in her insides if I’d thrust too hard.”

One man laughed at those words.

But the man sitting next to the speaker on their shared fallen log harrumphed. He then smiled wickedly. “Maybe your cock’s just too fuckin’ small, Roddic. Ever think ’bout that?”

Roddic, affronted and red-faced now, stood up quickly. He unbuttoned his pants and fished out what was mocked, grabbing it tightly to emphasize its surprisingly large size. With a posturing growl, he barked, “This too small for ya, Fron?” He then flicked his flaccid, vein-riddled appendage onto Fron’s cheek a few times before the man could back away in submission.

A large wet mark was left on Fron’s stubble, glistening in the fire’s light; no doubt what remained of Roddic’s orgasm that’d finally leaked out because of his sudden jerking action. Seemed Roddic got what he wanted from the farmer’s daughter despite what he’d claimed.

Hereward’s face burned in anger, right down his neck. He felt sick to his stomach at the thought of the bandit raping an innocent girl. And for what? A handful of coins? Bile found his throat.

“The bastards,” Dorgan whispered with barely a breath.

Hereward agreed. But because of what had unfolded, he realized the fucking bandit named Roddic hadn’t taken a piss after he’d ejaculated to clean out his pipe. He knew the men hadn’t stopped to rest after fleeing the farmhouse they’d raided until they got to their camp, less than half a league from the farmhouse.

Therefore, the dripping off Roddic’s cock was clearly the remaining result of his debauchery. Evidence enough in Hereward’s mind they’d pursued those responsible. And the bandits had a lot to answer for: the farmer was dead, as was his wife. Done while they slept in their bed. Both were murdered for their meagre savings and a few trinkets. The daughter was raped and then murdered, brutally so. No doubt, by Roddic. Or all three of them. But Hereward had to be sure before he got his sword god and Dorgan to help him dispense the king’s justice while they both searched for Oswin, their ultimate mission. No harm in doing side work getting there, though. Evil needed stamping out. Always.

His hand itched again, and he grabbed his sword, his beautiful god. She was cold to his touch. Cold like her steel heart towards Hereward’s enemies. And the men they watched were enemies.

Soon, my love.

The bandit’s conversation continued to disturb his thoughts as the men hung themselves with their words.

“Sorry.” Fron wiped his face, offering a weak smile. “Was only jestin’.”

Roddic seemed mollified. “Say dat again, n’ next time I’ll use me sword instead o’ me cock on ya. Got it?”

Fron didn’t reply that time, but his eyes turned dark and planning, revealed by the fire’s light. Hereward thought the sight delicious; treachery amongst thieves was real. Good. Very good.

The third bandit raised his hand and offered a shallow guffaw, sounding like the grating whelping of a wild dog. “Easy now. You’ll get ya share o’ the coin despite the fun not meetin’ your expectations. Maybe next time it will. Am I right?”

Roddic stuffed his cock back where it belonged and sat back down on the log, brooding. He picked up a twig, snapped it, then threw it into the fire in disgust; a popping noise resulted when it was consumed by the flames. “Weren’t much coin,” he grumbled. “Hardly worth it.”

“I agree,” Fron said tentatively, still rubbing his cheek as if the stain Roddic left on him could never be removed. “Two pieces o’ silver n’ a few coppers each is a jest for all our efforts.”

Fron spoke as if breaking into someone’s home in the dead of night, raping and then murdering them for good measure, then stealing what little they possessed of any worth was work. Hereward hated them even more. He had to suppress the urge to strike too soon. He needed to know more. The men had to incriminate themselves without a shadow of doubt because his sword god’s justice would be swift and merciless. Dorgan placed his hand tenderly onto Hereward’s knee as if in understanding. The gods bless him.

The third bandit, as yet unnamed—not that it mattered—changed his tune to one more leering, and, to Hereward’s disgust, more sinister. But they were words he needed to hear, really.

“Though you should’a done like I did and stuck the fuckin’ son instead o’ the daughter, Roddic. The boy was so nice n’ tight; it were unbelievably good. I wager the little fucker’ll be pissin’ blood outta his arsehole for a week now, I’ve wrecked him good and proper I did.” The man laughed at his own words.

The other two didn’t.

Hereward and Dorgan didn’t see the farm boy in the carnage and destruction the men had left the house. He must have hidden after being raped. Hereward seethed even more, his vision tunneling. A red mist found his eyes. He’d go berserk soon, he knew it. Could feel it to his bones.

Fron spat, “Yeah, if ya like boys ten summers old for ya fun. Should’a killed him though. We killed the others—butchered ’em like pigs. Why not him?”

Dorgan gasped. Hereward’s stomach turned again. By the gods, the farmer’s son was young. Too young. He couldn’t imagine the horror the poor boy had gone through and now he was an orphan thanks to these fucking pieces of shit. The boy’s life wouldn’t be easy if he could survive without his family’s support. Hereward was really fucking pissed off now.

Soon, my love.

“I may go back for seconds.” The third shrugged. “Or thirds n’ fourths, ’fore I slit his fuckin’ throat from ear to ear.”

Roddick, obviously still in his mood, offered, “If ya don’t mind shit on ya cock from a frightened little boy crappin’ himself while ya rape him, then yeah, suppose you’re right. But if ya don’t kill him soon, I will. Can’t have witnesses, can we?”

The third didn’t look happy. He stood. “Gonna blow me fuckin’ load into the boy’s guts as much as I wanna. Only I’ll decide when the boy gets to see the halls of his gods. Not you, Roddic, nor you either, Fron. Only me. Hear me?”

A tense moment of silence followed.

Now! Hereward’s sword god said deliciously. Let their blood trickle down my fuller to my quillon to satisfy us both. Only their deaths will do so.

She was right. The time had come for Hereward’s itch to be satiated. He’d heard more than enough; justice had to be done. Without further thought, he grabbed Dorgan and sprang into the clearing, yelling his anger and disgust at the bandits, emotions seething.

His sword god thrummed.

Oh, their shock was the last thing they would remember. Hereward chopped them up into dog meat with ease, not even breaking a sweat. Blood stained the air with its coppery wonder. His god was magnificent, slicing through the bandit’s unarmored bodies as though they were made of butter. Hereward made sure Roddic and the third man got a good look at him before there were more outside of them than inside, the fucking cowards.

May they rot for eternity.

When done, there was bloody meat, broken bones, slashed guts, piss and shit everywhere in great oozing, stinking piles scattered around the campsite. The fire crackled as though nothing around it had any bearing on it giving warmth. Which it didn’t. Hereward felt a lot better.

Dorgan, his sword dripping blood, stood with his mouth agape.

“What?” Hereward questioned.

“You could have just run them through not hacked them into bits a mouse could eat comfortably. You were like a man possessed.”

Hereward methodically wiped his sword god clean of blood and his disgust at what the men represented with the cloak of one of the men—Roddic’s, he believed—before scabbarding her with care.

Thank you, my love.

You’re fucking welcome.

Hereward threw the cloak into the fire. It roared, flames growing brighter and sparks flittering up within the smoke. Another satisfying sight. He smiled, then snorted. “Gotta make sure there’s fucking nothing left of them to sit at the halls of their gods, don’t I? They don’t deserve any comfort for what they did. Cowards die in fucking shame with only the eternal Circles of the Nine Hells good enough for them.”

“Yes, they were evil men,” Dorgan agreed.

“You all right, lover?”

“I am.”

Hereward embraced Dorgan, holding him tightly. He needed a good fucking hug after having dealt with those bandits as did Dorgan, he knew. But the men’s deaths would offer no comfort to the poor farm boy left alone. “We have to go see the lad. Make sure he’s looked after.”

Dorgan kissed Hereward’s lips lightly. “I didn’t think that was ever in question.”

“Then after that I’m gonna fuck your brains out—killing gets me fucking horny.” Hereward shifted his weight as his cock stiffened, harder than the steel of his god, he knew it.

“Me too.”

Fuck, Hereward loved Dorgan.




• • •




The farmhouse had been ransacked, everything destroyed for the scant few coins hidden under a couple of loose floorboards near the fireplace. The building was dark except for a well burnt down candle left lit upon a rustic wooden table within one of the back rooms: the looted scullery.

Hidden inside the larder, the naked and bleeding farm boy was huddled, looking lost, frightened, and so very alone. He’d been crying his eyes out; his dirty face was marred by clean trails down his innocent cheeks. He’d been through fucking hell, the poor boy. Hereward’s heart sank at the sight of him. He wished he’d got to the farm sooner. Much sooner. Although, the boy wasn’t crying now even though his expression was no less gaunt and grief stricken.

Hereward knew the boy was in shock. He couldn’t fucking blame him. The boy clung onto a shawl, no doubt his mother’s. The boy’s raped and slaughtered family were sprawled out on the scullery’s floor, their faces masks of fear and agony from their death throes, their blood over every surface, including the low beamed ceiling. They really had been butchered like pigs. They’d also been placed there deliberately to taunt the boy. Remind him of what would happen to him the next time the bandits came calling.

Hereward’s heart sank even further. He wanted to cry. Actually, fuck it. He did until he could gather himself. It took a few moments.

Dorgan immediately went to the boy, offering his cloak to cover him. There wasn’t any reaction. Not even a blink from the boy’s bloodshot eyes. He had no chance at sanity with his dead family around him, so they took him outside. Took him into the fresh air away from the stain of blood.

Hereward said quietly, “I’m so sorry.” He bit back his emotions again as he knelt beside the boy. He didn’t touch him, though. He didn’t want to frighten him any more than he’d already been. “We killed the fucking men who murdered your family. You can have the king’s reward as compensation, as meagre and meaningless as it is.”

No answer. Not even a blink.

“What’s your name, boy?” Dorgan asked with a smooth, reassuring voice. Hereward understood the dragon was doing his best, but really nothing could compensate or reassure the boy for what he’d lost. No response. “Is there any family you have around here we can take you to?”

Eternity turned while they sat with the boy, comforting him.

There was no rush.

As dawn’s light began to seep into the world, pearling the glorious sky, then turning it to lavender and other pastel hues, the boy finally moved, coming out of himself. No words were said as he registered their presence.

After another age and with trembling lips, all the while holding onto the shawl tighter, he whimpered, “W-Wallace.” Thick tears fell from his eyes and ran down to his chin, dripping off it and staining Dorgan’s cloak with fat drops. “My…n-name’s…Wallace. I’ve got no…just wanna…me Ma n’ Da n’ Sis back. Just wanna…” He broke down and heaved tears; the rest of what he spoke was unintelligible.

Wallace fell into Dorgan’s arms.

Dorgan held Wallace, and Hereward held them both. Without second thought, he blurted, “We’re going to make sure the boy is safe from now on, that’s my oath to him. Poor little thing’s been through hell. No one deserves that before they’re even old enough to hold a sword in the right way to defend themselves.”

“Are you going to adopt Wallace, then?” Dorgan questioned. “As would be your right, under King’s law.”

“No, I’m not—we are.”

Dorgan looked taken aback. “How? We’re not even a proper couple…are we?”

“Can be if you want us to be,” Hereward said matter-of-factly and as if a given. He’d consummated his love for Dorgan a few times since they’d left the Steps to Heaven mountains in search of Oswin, doing the king’s duty while they did so. Upholding the law at the edges of the wild as it were. It was the right and proper thing to do, anyway. Hereward was a lord. As was Dorgan since they’d been joined by their cocks and swapped body fluids regularly. It was only right and proper to move to the next step with him. Dorgan was his man as he was Dorgan’s.

Hereward added, “Wouldn’t mind you keeping my bed warm beside me for a lot longer. The rest of my fucking life if you wish.”

Dorgan’s eyes widened. “Is that a proposal, Lord Hereward?” But Dorgan’s expression quickly softened, his greyish silver eyes glistening beautifully. Hereward had learned the look was of Dorgan’s love.

Hereward returned it. He smiled, kissing Dorgan square on the lips, Wallace nestled safe and sound between them. “As good as any, I reckon.”

“Then I accept. But I want a big diamond ring for my finger to make it all official.”

“Oh, you’ll get something big all right.”

Dorgan’s face brightened in the growing light of a new day that’d managed to break the gloom and carnage of the scullery. “Indeed.”

“Who…a-are ya?” Wallace stuttered meekly as soon as Hereward parted his affection, knowing full well Dorgan meant his words.

Hereward replied, “I’m Hereward, Lord of the Realm of Suvanwold, protector of the innocent, upholder of the law of King Hurald, and keeper of the speaking sword.” He gestured to Dorgan. “And this here is my lover and companion, Dorgan the Wise of Dragon Lake, son of Brakon the Swift.”

The boy nodded in understanding while wiping away more tears. “I’m j-just Wallace. Wallace t-the…farm boy. Son o’ Poul.”

“Well, just Wallace the farm boy, by the sword god I carry by my side, I’ll protect you until my dying breath. That’s my oath and my promise, if you accept it.”

“Will ya…p-protect me always? Even…even f-from the evil men who’ll wanna…stick me…with more t-than their swords, Lord Hereward?”

“Especially from them, the fucking bastards,” Hereward spat. His disgust returned with a vengeance at the memory of the senseless loss, staining his thoughts. “But I’ll do more than that, Wallace, my boy. I’m going to teach you how to wield a sword and defend yourself; then you can stick the fucking men who might threaten you instead of the other way around.”

“And I will protect you, too, Wallace,” Dorgan offered.

“Ya a dragon?” Wallace asked, watery eyes widening.

“I am.”

For the first time since they’d arrived, Wallace managed a quivering smile with his tear-wet lips. “Then…I’ll surrender myself to…to ya protection, Lords. I have…n-nothin’ else, do I?”

Dorgan got up, offering his hand to Wallace. “After we have given your family a proper send off so they can sit within the halls of their gods with honour, you’ll join us on our journey, Wallace.”

Wallace nodded. Hereward watched peacefully as Dorgan transformed into a silver-scaled dragon, massive and beautiful, to blow his fiery breath upon the farmhouse, turning it into a pyre. But not before Hereward retrieved clothing for Wallace and placed two coins into each of the mouths of those they sent off into the afterlife with their blessing.

All three cried for what had happened until the sun’s blazing glory rose above the horizon proper. They continued to hold each other as the house crumpled to smoking ashes, the sky corrupted by the result of the bandit’s evil—evil that’d thankfully been silenced.

After the ashes cooled and the day began in earnest, birds chirping excitedly for worms and insects within the bushes, they walked away, hand in hand—Wallace between them—to continue their journey. An important one, for Oswin was vital to ensuring future events unfolded as foreseen as far as Hereward understood it. Abbot Hosho had told him as such. Many, many times. What Oswin’s importance was within the Grand Arena of the universe, though, Hereward didn’t understand. Then again, he never understood half of what came out of the fucking monk’s mouth. He loved the orange robe wearing blind bastard like a father, though. Loved him to fucking pieces.

But to his dismay, and swearing at himself for not considering such a thing sooner, Wallace said, “Ya got all four o’ ’em, did ya?”

Dorgan stopped short, offering a glance of horror to Hereward. “What are you talking about, Wallace? There were only three bandits as far as we knew.” He then paused, the worried expression deepening. “Wasn’t there?”

“Certain as day there were four o’ ’em.” Wallace shook his head, eyes glassy once more. “One got me Sis. One got Da. One Ma. An’…an’ one…he did things to m-me.” He began to cry again, but that time with pain in his eyes.

Hereward couldn’t believe it. They’d missed one of the fuckers somehow in their haste. “Fuck!”

We will get him, my love. Patience.

Hereward brushed his fingers tenderly over the pommel of his sword god in reply. His hand itched again. I know.

“What did the man look like?” Dorgan asked.

Wallace, still justifiably upset, whimpered, “He were the leader o’ ’em. Never seen the likes of a man like dat ’fore ’round here. He were t-tattooed all over his face, wore a cloak too. Glowed like he had magic, an’ all.”

“A fucking darrow!” Hereward snorted. Now his sword hand really itched, right up his arm to his shoulder.




2

Greysen’s Unbelievable Punishment







His lord’s hard cock, throbbing with excitement, was rammed into the back of Greysen’s throat. He didn’t gag. He’d become used to it since he was first taken by his lord when he came of age some three summers ago now.

But Greysen’s head was held to prevent any premature withdrawal by eager, trembling clawed hands. His lord, demon god of the undead, of bones, of death, and the reaper himself, was about to relieve himself, squirt his thick pungent seed down Greysen’s throat. The fluid would then ooze down to his stomach to become a part of him. Greysen relished whatever his lord gave him, that especially. He would die for his lord’s love.

But before he could have what he desired, there was business to attend to. He knew it. Greysen, eyes watering, spittle and runny snot lubricating the cock he keenly serviced, wouldn’t be able to answer back.

Just the way his lord liked it.

“You disappointed me, A Rúnsearc,” Myrkul, his husband and god, rumbled. Thankfully, he called Greysen his “secret beloved” in the language of his kind.

The news wasn’t going to be bad, then.

Greysen relaxed a little. As much as he could with a demon’s cock, complete with a massively swollen and teardrop shaped knob like a dire wolf’s, stretching his lips to the point of cracking, jaw aching, deep inside his wanting mouth.

His eyes wept more tears. Greysen was on all fours before his lord, who sat upon his throne made of bones. The bones of those who had been Myrkul’s lovers before Greysen swore his allegiance in matrimony. He relished the idea that he would join them when his time came, his lord sitting upon his polished bones until even eternity died.

Saliva dribbled down his chin to patter in rhythm upon the black stone floor. Yes, he was edging towards the point of agony, but Greysen relished it. He was his lord’s vessel to fill.

This time, his lord wanted Greysen’s mouth.

When Myrkul desired his anus, rutting him like a bitch in heat, Greysen bled for days. And not only from the scratches clawed in deep furrows upon his back.

But he wouldn’t have it any other way. Greysen would let his lord rip him apart while fucking him. He enjoyed the idea of dying in agony and ecstasy underneath his lord, giving his body and blood willingly. If he were truthful to himself, he’d love it if Myrkul strangled the life from him while defiling him. That was his fantasy. And he knew Myrkul would resurrect Greysen so he could own him over and over, again and again for millennia.

Over that time, eons passing, Greysen would think of many ways, ever more exotic, to die for his lord’s love. At such a thought, Greysen increased his vigour. Myrkul moaned deep from his throat. He had done well.

But Myrkul hadn’t killed him during their sweet bliss together as of yet, no matter how many times he begged for mortal release. How many times had he offered himself for such sacrifice? Too many.

Greysen yearned to be immortal. He would give himself to Myrkul, his lord and husband, willingly and in every way to be so. He would scream in blood until he was snuffed out in the wonderful bliss of death if he had to only to do it again and again. For to be with Myrkul as his immortal husband was to also have absolute power over everyone else.

Another thing Greysen yearned for.

But now he yearned for a different reason; he was close to ejaculating. He pleasured himself while he pleasured his lord, his hand a blur upon his own pulsing, aching erection. But Greysen knew his time wasn’t up. Not yet. He had work to do for his lord.

“Do you know why you displeased me?” The booming baritone of his lord’s voice was returned to him many times as it echoed through the dark stone chamber of his throne room. A massive room Greysen knew all too well, for it was only here and within his own private chamber where he was allowed. All the other rooms in the Dread Keep were for his lord and his lord only. Aside from the stone, the throne of bones made of past lovers, and the nine twisted dark onyx carved statues representing the torments of Hell, the room was bare. Myrkul never liked clutter; simplicity was beauty. Like sex. Like death. Simple and beautiful.

Two ghoul guards, one on either side of the throne, looked on with disinterest as Greysen, naked as he always had to be, sucked and slurped in reply to Myrkul’s words. Greysen’s jaw ached unbelievably, but he didn’t stop. The noises of his actions joined the echo.

“I shall tell you.”

Greysen was very close to orgasm. His heart thumped in his chest, blood rushing, body aching. But he couldn’t release until he got permission. To soil the floor before being told to do so would deny him carnal pleasures for weeks. He wouldn’t even be allowed to touch himself, his cock caged.

“I am not pleased with the lich generals and their progress. And they are under your command, are they not? Therefore, it is your fault they fail.”

Greysen knew Myrkul would have slaughtered the generals who displeased him. He became more excited by such a thought; he desired his lord to slaughter him, spill his blood, then bring him back to life. Not like those generals, though. They would be lost to eternity.

“You may relieve yourself while I think about what you need to do to make up for your failing, A Rúnsearc.”

A wave of pleasure burst through Greysen. He shuddered, and before he could stop himself, he spurted his seed all over the black stone beneath him. He’d also clamped his jaw, biting into the hardness of his lord’s cock.

A moment of panic surged through him, until his lord responded.

“Hmm…yes!” Myrkul moaned, writhing upon his throne, his balls tightening. “Bite me harder. Draw blood and feast on it. I will also give you my seed to join my blood. Your mouth has pleased me, unlike the rest of you.”

Greysen obeyed, the tang and bitter salt of both blood and semen flowing down his throat. When Myrkul had unloaded all he would give, Greysen came off his cock with a popping sound, saliva dripping.

“Speak, A Rúnsearc.”

Greysen had to work his jaw to chase away the pain and numbness. He’d been sucking his lord’s cock for more than an hour—a quick finish compared with other times. Greysen yearned for more already.

With his voice hoarse, strangely dry considering he could still taste the fluids of his lord around his mouth, he said, “I’m at your mercy, my lord. My body is yours to defile and destroy. My mind yours to ruin. My soul yours to keep.”

“Indeed. Now lick up the mess you made. Then kiss my feet in thanks for what I gave you.” He could see Myrkul was still aroused, his wet with saliva cock hard and leaking. Greysen’s bites upon it were red, and blood still flowed, but Greysen didn’t hesitate not wanting to stare even though he couldn’t help himself. His lord was magnificent.

He licked up his ejaculate, swallowing it all down when done. He then kissed his lord’s feet as he’d been commanded.

“Lick between my toes.”

Greysen did so, again relishing what he did with his tongue because it pleased his lord. Myrkul then clicked his fingers, the echo of the sound seemed alive within the throne room’s gloom. Greysen sat up but remained kneeling. He hadn’t been asked to stand.

A lich lord, an obsequious soul hungry for power, entered the throne room. In the lich’s twisted fingers was Greysen’s chastity—a golden cock cage with a lock that could only be opened by magic.

Was his punishment to wear his cage? Relief washed over him.

Was that all?

“Put that on my A Rúnsearc, Novane. But carefully. If he is hurt by your hands, you’ll suffer the eternal consequences.” Novane bowed as low as his undead bones would permit. Myrkul added, “Then get him clothing. The finest you can find. Clothing fit for the beautiful prince that he is to me.”

Greysen became confused as Novane slid the urethral insert into him—sealing his cock so he couldn’t piss or ejaculate without permission—before caging his cock completely. He couldn’t get hard now, either. Not unless released.

Even though the lich’s touch was cold like death’s kisses, the creature was gentle. Greysen wanted to ask his lord, his husband and god, why he was being caged and clothed but thought better of it. Sure, he was often put into chastity; he had to keep himself clean shaven because of it. But this time, he didn’t know why. Yes, only Myrkul could touch him intimately, and he could only touch himself when given permission…but given clothing as well? His whole body given chastity? Greysen couldn’t fathom it. Besides, he hadn’t worn clothing for years. He’d lost the memory of what it was like to wear them.

“Come to me, A Rúnsearc,” Myrkul said once the lich’s job was done and it scurried away out of sight. “Come sit on my cock. I still hunger for you.”

Before Greysen did so, he retrieved the ornate bottle of lubricant from the hiding place within the bone throne’s structure. He poured a good dose of the contents onto his lord’s hardness eagerly, his hunger returning too. The sight of such a magnificent cock glistening, begging to be sheathed inside Greysen’s body was overwhelming to the point of agony. Greysen’s cock swelled in response, but pain shot through him instantly; the cage saw to it that his erection was deflated. It didn’t matter. He didn’t matter. Only his lord’s needs mattered.

With Myrkul’s arms wrapping around him, Greysen lowered himself onto his lord’s harness. Slowly. Painfully. Beautifully. They were face to face. Greysen kissed his lord’s hard lips, his tongue begging for entrance so he could deepen their contact.

His lord gave it.

Greysen moaned as he slid lower and lower until he’d taken all of this lord’s length within him. It fucking hurt like hell, as always. So wonderful, he was shaking. Pain ruled his every thought, matched only by his love for Myrkul. He gasped, the sound muffled because Myrkul smothered him within his embrace. His lord’s tongue, forked and long, fucked his mouth as much as he was being fucked. He was consumed.

When Myrkul parted their kiss, he grabbed Greysen around his throat with clawed hands, squeezing tightly while he continued fucking him, Greysen’s body weight aiding the action. Greysen’s eyes watered. His lord’s cock was so deep inside him he could feel it pulse within his guts, and he knew his stomach had become distended because of it. He shuddered in agony, gasping even more as Myrkul’s hands gripped tighter.

Greysen loved every agonizing moment.

“You want me to strangle the life from you, don’t you, A Rúnsearc?”

Greysen could hear blood rush in his ears; his cock hurt even more because of his arousal against the cage, more so after his lord’s words. Blissfully beautiful pain consumed him with even greater intent.

He replied, “Yes. I desire it. Kill me while you’re inside me. I’m yours eternally; let me begin the journey.” Greysen winced as Myrkul thrust and tightened his hold around his throat. His vision tunneled. Yes! This was the moment he’d been waiting for. The promise he’d been given on his wedding day.

Greysen moaned and gasped, but with his voice hoarse, breathless, he managed to add, “I beg you…my Lord. I’ve waited three years for you to make me…immortal. Kill me. I’m yours…to desecrate and…I abase myself for you.”

Unexpectedly, Myrkul released his grip. The sweet fresh air filled Greysen’s lungs. He hated it.

“Why?” was all he could manage as clarity returned. He was hurt more than anything by his lord’s sudden change.

“You will get what you desire when you have served your punishment. Speak no more and pleasure me with your body.”

Greysen, gathering himself, nodded obediently. He wanted his punishment done with so he could become immortal. But he couldn’t think of such things now. He had to please his lord. Always.

He moaned and writhed, shuddering with desire. His flesh was racked with pain as he moved up and down his lord’s length. For an age, one where ghouls could pass into dusty oblivion, Greysen was fucked and fucked, sweat covering him, clinging and satisfying as much as his lust. His whole body ached, both in excruciating pain and ecstasy. His arsehole was on fire, his guts ruined by his lord’s massive cock. But he loved it. Even when his lord’s nails raked over his skin, drawing blood. So much blood.

When Myrkul was spent again, Greysen filled from the other end, he remained on his lord. He hadn’t been given permission to dismount. Myrkul went flaccid inside him, and Greysen felt relief. He also yearned for more.

“I have thought of your punishment,” Myrkul purred satisfyingly, the glow of his double orgasm amazing to witness upon him.

By the Nine Hells he was handsome. Devastatingly so. With his dark, thick hair all over his pasty grey skin, his big, black eyes and twisting horns atop his head, he took Greysen’s breath away.

“I accept without question whatever you want to do to me, my Lord.”

Myrkul said coldly, “My undead army marches north to conquer all, sweeping all unbelievers aside. They are now entering the fertile and virgin lands of Thentathion, ripe for the picking. I know you liaise with the generals who come to the Keep for your orders, as I have given you that responsibility, but you will not be a part of their victories that honor me. Instead, you will travel further north to Invrawold.”

Greysen was shocked but didn’t speak his feelings; he hadn’t been asked to.

“When you get there,” Myrkul continued, still purring, “you will seek a man named Oswin. He is important to my goal. I must have him. Bring him to me alive. That is your punishment for displeasing me with your sloppy, ill-considered command decision. Did you think I wouldn’t notice your error? Your betrayal?”

What?

Greysen was aghast. His stomach roiled. A cold sweat found him, replacing the one of passion from earlier. Before he could think, and rather foolishly, he blurted. “But I can’t leave you, my Lord.” Hot tears stung his eyes. Not being with his lord was worse than anything…betraying him unthinkable. Unfathomable. Even the cold bliss of death without the promise of resurrection would be better. “I did only as you asked when I spoke the commands to the generals. I’ve not left you since—”

Myrkul raised his clawed hand to silence Greysen. He didn’t seem angered, only distant. Greysen swallowed. His lord reached into the same compartment the bottle of lubricant had come from. He produced another chastity device, this time an anal plug for Greysen to wear, golden as well.

Offering the device to Greysen, Myrkul commanded, “You will also wear this. Always. I will not have you touched by anyone while you serve this punishment for me.” Greysen knew the plug would be magically sealed as well, only releasing under certain conditions, like the cage. His lord’s next words confirmed his thoughts. “You may only remove it to defecate, as you may only remove your cock cage to urinate—I have made sure of it.”

“Y-Yes…my lord,” Greysen mumbled sadly, accepting what his lord gave him.

Greysen swallowed his emotions, fought back his tears. Now he knew why he was getting clothing. Now he knew why his lord had spent himself twice within him. Greysen wouldn’t be touched by his lord’s love for a long time. All because he told the generals to march an hour before Myrkul desired it. What difference would an hour have made?

His punishment was cruel.

The cruelest imaginable.

Greysen hated himself. And after he had been given permission to dismount from his lord’s cock and inserted the plug himself, he hated the clothing he had to wear with a passion. The material, no doubt the finest in the lands as promised, itched unbelievably. He wanted to rip the clothing off his skin.

He knew he couldn’t.

Clothed, caged, and plugged like an abomination instead of someone who gave themselves willingly to their lord, Greysen became miserable. An emotion he hadn’t felt since he married Myrkul and bound himself to the demon, body, mind, and soul.

He felt worthless.

“Leave my sight,” Myrkul boomed, seemingly angered by Greysen’s presence all of a sudden. He now ached for a different reason. “Oh, and Novane will join you while you serve your punishment, for only he can release your chastity. The sooner you do as asked, the sooner you can service my cock again. Then maybe I will grant you immortality. Now go. Begone from my sight.”

Greysen bowed. “Yes, my Lord.” He noted that his lord didn’t call him his ‘A Rúnsearc’ then.

As soon as Greysen’s back found the door leading out of the throne room, the world beyond its threshold one he hadn’t seen for three years, Myrkul added, voice booming, “Your mistake cost me dearly. Your father is now aware of my army’s presence. All because of your impatience and disobedience.”

Greysen gasped. “Abbot Hosho?”

“Yes.” Myrkul reclined. “Come back before you obtain this Oswin boy, and I will not even bother to defile you in the way you desire. I will rip you to shreds and piss on your corpse, banning your soul to the Void beyond the Nine Circles of Hell where it will never be resurrected. You will be truly dead.”

“I will not fail you, my Lord.”

“You’d better not.” Myrkul smiled, and his cock twitched, still wet from Greysen’s attention upon it. “But because you please me, despite your human failings, I will grant you limited access to my magic. You will be able to do so three times. Simply call my name.” Myrkul touched himself, as if in memory of Greysen’s love shared a moment ago. “No go and do this for me. Serve your punishment to please me even more, A Rúnsearc.”

A Rúnsearc.

Greysen loved hearing his lord speak such endearment.

Without word, and another bow, Greysen left the throne room. Novane was waiting for him. “You will fail,” the lich spat.

“Fuck you,’ Greysen shot in return.

The lich smiled, one thin-lipped and cruel. “Didn’t plug your mouth, did he?”

Greysen’s stomach roiled in disgust. “Touch me in any way other than you have permission to by our lord, and I’ll ensure you’ll never be able to piece yourself together for millennia.”

His insides still hurt from the fucking he’d received by his magnificent lord, his entrance plugged to add to the discomfort. He grabbed at his stomach. It felt weird to feel clothing there, an emerald doublet covered by a fancy leather jerkin and inlaid with the delicate golden filigree of some sort of delphin design. He also wouldn’t get used to wearing pants. But the shoes were the worst; they felt heavy and cumbersome on his feet.

How was he going to breathe being so suffocated? Clothing was the worst chastity of all. Sure, the Dread Keep was warm enough to remain naked, but being outside and clothed was going to be unbearable. Greysen yearned to be in his lord’s arms again already; as a result, his cock pressed tightly against the cage to chase away such thoughts. Pain shot through him. His only comfort now.

Novane, his sneering not complete, said, “You’ll be begging me to permanently remove the chastity forced upon you before the week’s end. Yes, I have been given the ability to do so. I reckon you won’t be able to help yourself. You’ll displease our lord in the end no matter what I do, human filth.”

“I said, fuck you.” Greysen spat in Novane’s face; the lich didn’t flinch. Not even when the globule ran down his nose to touch his thin lips.

He hated to admit it, but the lich was really Greysen’s perfect companion while he served his punishment. Of all Myrkul’s servants, he looked the most human—aside from Greysen, of course. In life, Novane would have been handsome even if plain with brown hair and brown eyes. Traveling together, they wouldn’t arouse any suspicion.

“We shall see.” Novane, with a calm, composed gesture, then wiped his face with the back of his hand.

Greysen stormed past the lich, eager to get on with things so he could be in Myrkul’s arms and sheath his cock with his body as he yearned. Then, immortality would be his.
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Wallace’s Life Lessons







For the next few weeks, while they traveled through the wilds north of the town of Topar, through massive forests of birch, elm, and pine never-ending, and come sun, rain, hail, or wind, Hereward spent every waking moment with Wallace. During which, he taught him swordcraft, stances, defense, and strategy. He also told the boy stories at night, mostly about handsome farm boys who became handsome princes.

“…and the prince married the love of his life, living happily ever fucking after,” Hereward concluded, the story done.

He’d tell a new one tomorrow night with a similar plot, perhaps with an added monster or two to slay, but definitely with different character names. Farm boys always made good in his stories to Wallace’s delight.

But tonight, Wallace sat in his cot looking puzzled while he clutched his mother’s shawl. The frown he often wore when he concentrated marred his brow. ‘Wallace’s frown’ Hereward had named the expression because it was so distinguished for someone so young.

Wallace had his own tent pitched next to Hereward and Dorgan’s. The mule that’d pulled Wymond’s litter to Gethrene what seemed a lifetime ago now was also with them. Her bed of hay was on the opposite side of Wallace’s tent. The boy and the horse got on well. He called her Missy. Stupid name for a horse, but Hereward didn’t mind. Wallace was happy.

“I don’t git it, me Lord,” Wallace declared, brow furrowing deeper.

“What don’t you get?”

“I don’t git why the prince always marries a girl in ya stories. Why can’t he marry a boy he likes? You wanna marry Dorgan; I hear ya doin’ sex with him most nights, like me Ma n’ Pa used ta do. What if I wanna marry a boy, an’ all?”

Hereward was taken aback, and a little embarrassed. Wallace heard them? By the gods. “Um…err…I didn’t want to impose anything on you, that’s all.” But he gathered himself. So what if Wallace heard? The boy should be raised by people in love. He added, cheeks still warm, “I’m just telling the fucking story as it’s traditionally told.”

Wallace’s brow unwrinkled. “Shouldn’t have’ta have a boy bein’ with a girl as how it’s always told. People should love who they wanna love. If dat means a boy gits with a boy or a girl gits with a girl, then dat’s all right, ain’t it?”

Hereward harrumphed but in agreement. “You’re fucking right. From now on, I’ll tell it so the prince marries the boy he rescues and comes to love him with all his heart. How about that?”

“Ta.” Wallace smiled, laying back down; Hereward tucked him in. But Wallace’s frown returned. “But what if the prince likes a boy n’ a girl? Or he don’t like any o’ ’em?”

Hereward sighed in resignation. “How about I just tell the story where the prince kills all his enemies and is as happy as fucking ever for doing it?”

“I’d like that better.”




• • •




Hereward discovered Wallace was a quick study with his sword lessons. It made him fucking proud. But at the same time, he was upset with himself for not catching the fucking darrow they hunted through the wild forests. Too many hiding places in the woods. Too many nooks and crannies. As such, the leader of the group who’d done unspeakable things to Wallace and his family remained elusive even though the trail was clear; broken twigs, crushed leaves, and footprints only a day or two old. Which meant the fucking darrow hadn’t gone to ground yet.

Soon, my love.

I know it. They’re hiding close by somewhere. I can feel it. The fucking darrow knows we’re on to them. Good. Let them shit their pants. The cunt’s going to get a lot worse soon enough, Hereward replied to his sword god as he watched Wallace practice his lunges with a stick fashioned into a dummy sword.

Dorgan had gone back into Topar that morning, the largest village in Suvanwold, to buy Wallace a proper weapon. The boy was ready, the stick no longer sufficient.

He’s got good form already, Hereward mused.

A moment after the thought, the sun’s light blinked out, and Dorgan flew down from the heavens like a silver angel in dragon form. He transformed into the beautiful man he was within a blink of an eye. He held a gift for Wallace.

When Dorgan approached, Wallace’s eyes lit up, and his wide innocent smile cracked his face delightfully. It was good to see the boy smile. “Ta, me Lord! That’s real nice o’ ya. ’Preciated an’ all too.”

“I’m not your lord,” Dorgan said humbly. “Just someone who cares for you.”

Hereward took the sword before Wallace could grab it.

Wallace shrugged. “Then ya me Pa. Got no others, ’sides from you an’ Hereward.”

Hereward, testing and approving the short sword before Wallace could hold the weapon, liked what he felt. The steel was no god, but it would be magnificent. Sharp too. He would teach the boy how to use a whetstone to keep it that way. The sword was also a good weight. Perfect for Wallace’s size and strength.

But aside from the distraction of new steel to wield, he said, “And who the fuck am I to you pray tell, Wallace, my boy?” Hereward handed Wallace the sword.

The boy accepted the weapon graciously. “Ya me Papa, Hereward.”

Hereward was taken aback. “Dorgan and me can’t replace your family, even though we look after you now. Just call us by our names; that will suffice.”

“Can call ya what I wanna call ya.” Wallace swung the gifted sword, and his smile got wider. “Have done, ain’t I? Ya me Papa. Dorgan me Pa. I got a Papa n’ Pa now. Happy as a pig ’n shit, I am. Never been happier—’cept when I gets the nightmares.”

“The nightmares when you remember your parents and sister you mean?” Dorgan asked tentatively.

Wallace nodded. “Ya. When I’s ’member ’em.”

“They were good people,” Dorgan offered even though he clearly didn’t know Wallace’s family any more than Hereward did.

Hereward kind of felt guilty. Wallace was a good boy. He didn’t deserve what had happened to him. Sure, the physical wounds had healed, thanks to Hereward and Dorgan’s care, but the emotional scars would be there for the rest of his days.

Wallace brightened, though. “C’mon.” He swung the gifted short sword again like he was trying to swat flies with it, chopping and slashing; it thrummed nicely though the air. The blade glinted nicely when it caught the sunlight. Hereward was pleased, but not as pleased as Wallace. “Let’s use me sword. Test it out. See how good it is, an’ all.”

“It’ll be a beauty,” Dorgan stated.

“And it’ll help you defend yourself,” Hereward added. “Once you learn your left foot from your right. Sword craft has its roots in where your feet are, not the hand holding the weapon.”

Wallace looked down, sticking out his left booted foot. “I painted one o’ me shoes red—dat the left, Papa?”

Dorgan laughed. Hereward replied, “It is. But what if you’re not wearing your fucking shoes? What then, Wallace, my boy?”

Wallace shrugged, offering a cheeky smile. “I’ll paint me feet.”

Hereward held Dorgan, kissing his clean-shaven cheek tenderly. “Can’t argue with that logic, can I?”

He watched Wallace run to the mock dummy he’d strung up from an overhanging tree branch; the boy prodding the straw-stuffed hessian enthusiastically with his new sword. He even barked out cute yelps with each thrust.

Wallace’s footwork was improving, but he had a long way to go. Time and practice would see to him becoming a good swordsman. Not a great one, but good enough to stick any who fucking threatened him competently and with confidence. The rest would be up to Hereward and Dorgan to ensure their oaths to the boy were kept.

And they’d gladly keep them too. Wallace was already like a son to them. Hereward realised he was happy, a rare feeling, and he pulled Dorgan closer. In reply, Dorgan kissed Hereward upon his bearded cheek. His heart pounded. He had so many he loved now. A far cry from when Ealdræd, the mad magician—rotting in Hell with the demon Alquam as far as he was aware—had taken Camdyn and Lord Ayrdon Slade from him. With Abbot Hosho, his brother Beornræd, Wymond, Kieron, Vash, and now Dorgan and Wallace, Hereward had true family. Family not entirely of blood, except for his brother, but of soul and love. The best kind.

“You’d better go join Wallace before he does himself a mischief,” Dorgan said, still chuckling. “I’ll fix us all our supper.”

Before Hereward let go of Dorgan, he said, “You do know Wallace can hear us fuck each other, don’t you?”

Dorgan didn’t seem concerned, only offering a knowing grin. “The way you growl, I’m not surprised.”

“I don’t fucking growl all the time.” Hereward cast his mind back to the prior night. “Do I?”

“You most certainly do, especially when you’re eating out my arse to get me ready for your cock.”

Hereward kissed Dorgan, complete with a smacking of his lips. “Complaining, are you?”

“By the gods, no.”




• • •




That evening, the canvas of their tent flapped almost hypnotically as the wind shifted from the south to the north. Not unusual weather during early Spring within the Eleven Kingdoms. As Hereward was about to drift off to sleep, the salty taste of Dorgan’s ejaculate still fresh within his mouth, he heard a noise out of place for the usual night sounds of the forest. He sat up with a start, the cot creaking.

Dorgan stirred beside him. “Probably only Wallace having one of his nightmares again. He’ll settle in a moment once he feels his mother’s shawl on his skin.”

Hereward knew Dorgan’s words as true; Wallace would calm soon enough. But he lit the candle by the side of their bed with the striking box, a few attempts required to get a flame going and needed light.

“I’ll go check on him, anyway.”

After Hereward removed Dorgan’s hands from around his chest, he grabbed his sword—always by his side—and dressed in his undergarments. Moments later, he was outside in the frigid air, wishing he’d slipped on more than what he had. He held himself, breath visible in the moonlight cast through the swaying canopy.

He peeked into Wallace’s tent, and his blood froze. “Fuck!” Hereward boomed, frightening possums and other night dwellers from the branches above.

Dorgan rushed out of their tent, eyes wide, also dressed inadequately for the weather clawing at them. “What’s the matter?” His expression was grim.

“Wallace is fucking missing.” Worry stabbed at Hereward as much as the cold fingers of night.

I don’t like this, my love, his sword god stated. Wallace never leaves his bed once you tuck him in for the night. Never.

Hereward knew those words as truth. Even if the boy needed to answer nature’s call in the dead of night, he used the makeshift chamber pot fashioned from a pewter bowl Hereward had provided him. Wallace called it his “really fancy pissin’ pot” and enjoyed filling it even during the day when they traveled. Hereward knew the real reason for doing so; Wallace didn’t want to wander too far away from them. He was never out of their sight, truth be told. Hereward couldn’t blame him, and he missed the boy already. Worried for him even more.

“Are you sure?” Dorgan asked.

“Sure, I’m fucking sure. He’s gone. Look for yourself.”

Dorgan didn’t, obviously trusting Hereward’s word. “Then we must find him.”

With those words Dorgan became a dragon, crashing through the canopy in a blizzard of leaves falling around Hereward within a blink of an eye. Dorgan would survey the land from the sky; Hereward would search on foot.

We must hurry. Wallace may be hurt.

Hereward’s insides roiled. As he scanned the ground for clues, it was then he noticed the tracks. Footprints that caught the moonlight where the ground had become mud from a recent rain. Too many of them.

Worry no longer stabbed Hereward. Anger did. If his boy, his and Dorgan’s son, was hurt in any way, even by the merest scratch, those responsible would become feed for the crows and worms. Fuck, they’d be slain anyway, but Hereward would make sure they would never sit at the halls of their gods either way. Never, in eternity. The fuckers.

He rushed into the tent, slipping on his leather battle pants, doublet, and jerkin. Over those, he hastily put on his metal breastplate and then climbed into his boots. A few heartbeats later, he was following the footprints, Dorgan above him blocking out the moon to hide Hereward below.

After an hour or so, becoming desperate and worried even more with each passing moment, Dorgan landed and returned to human form. Hereward kissed his man, pleased to see him.

“What news?” Hereward asked.

Dorgan told of how Wallace had been taken by six men and one darrow spell-caster. The one they sought these past few weeks. The smell of the darrow was the same, he explained. The men and darrow were in a clearing by a stream nearby. Hereward’s sword hand itched—no, his whole fucking arm did.

Soon, my love.

“But they have dogs too,” Dorgan announced. “The men, I mean.”

“How many dogs?”

“A pack of them, more than a dozen. Vicious things they are. Rottweilers, I think.”

Hereward knew straight away who the men were and what they were doing in the dead of night. He’d heard of them living within the depths of the forest away from prying eyes where they could get up to no good. They were a criminal gang; but not the kind who stole. These men were far worse.

But why was the darrow with them?

He explained as calmly as he could manage, “These men are fucking dog fighters. Doing it for sport and to gain coin from betting on the outcome. We’ve gotta be fucking careful.”

“Why?” Dorgan looked genuinely surprised. “I can take on dogs with a mere breath, and you can handle the men. Together, we’ll deal with the darrow, spell-caster or not.”

Hereward snorted, as he did when considering things. “We’ve got to be careful because these men are going to use our Wallace as practice for their dogs; the fucking darrow no doubt told them where to find him because they want to get rid of the only living witness to their crimes.”

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

Hereward wished he wasn’t. “These pieces of fucking shit use live bait to get the blood lust into their dogs. Gets the animals riled up and aggressive. That then makes for better sport and spectacle too…so they reckon.”

“The bastards.”

And it was true. Hereward wished it weren’t.

As they approached the edge of the clearing, crouching low as was their modus operandi lately, a lot more men had gathered. Another dog fighting gang arrived, more than two dozen men, rough and uncaring looking, bandits and rogues mostly.

All the dogs barked and snarled, straining on their leashes for blood. Any blood. The men chatted loudly above the din the dogs made. The noises of the gathering were deafening. If the men who took Wallace hadn’t left footprints, Hereward could have tracked them by their commotion alone.

Soon, even more men arrived. But they held no vicious dogs on leashes. These men were the paying audience, some Hereward recognized as wealthy landowners. No doubt they were out for a night’s entertainment. He would wager his left bollock on the fact King Hurald wasn’t aware a few of his vassals engaged in such illegal activity. Hereward couldn’t wait to bring them to justice.

But for now, he watched, seething, as the scene unfolded.

After plenty of hearty handshakes and the jovial laughter of acquaintances who’d gathered many times for such an event, coins began changing hands as dogs were examined and discussed.

The sport of blood would soon follow.

To Hereward’s relief, Wallace was safe. For now. He spied the boy at the center of what he supposed would be the fighting arena, a circle of sand scratched out by the river’s bank.

Two other children were with Wallace. Both young boys about his age, if not younger. Their hands were bound, as were their feet. The boys wouldn’t stand a chance against the dogs. Hereward spat. He would kill the fuckers who’d taken these boys. Every fucking man, including the vassals.

Hereward swallowed hard. But even amongst the horror of such a sight, pride found him. Of the three boys, only Wallace hadn’t pissed himself out of fear. Nor did he cry as the others were.

The men close enough laughed and jeered at the two crying boys.

Wallace wasn’t rattled. “Ya just wait till me Papa n’ Pa git here,” he shouted defiantly, cheeks red with rage as he wriggled to test his bonds.

Hereward felt even more pride. Fuck, his son was magnificent despite the horror he faced. Yet again. But by the gods, he was too young to experience so much already. He’d be as hard as nails when he came of age.

One of the men, a podgy fellow whose jowls moved more than the rest of him, cuffed Wallace across his face. The slap stung Hereward as much as it would have Wallace.

The podgy man said, “Bait don’t speak unless told to, hear me, brat?”

Dorgan snarled worse than the dogs. “That one’s going to die first.” He shifted his weight as he gripped his sword. Hereward couldn’t blame him. His sword arm itched even more. He seethed too.

I don’t think we should wait this time; Wallace needs us now! I fear the situation will escalate too quickly for you and Dorgan to control. Wallace is in danger!

Hereward tended to agree. The men were already gathering around the makeshift arena, getting their dogs ready. They’d soon be unleashed. Then the boys used for bait wouldn’t last long, ripped to shreds as they screamed their final screams. More coins changed hands—the final flutter before the event. Hereward could hear they were betting on how long the boys would last against the dogs. He felt sick to his core. He also couldn’t stand it any longer.

Without further delay, Hereward came out of hiding, unsheathing his sword, the sound of the metal being freed ringing in his ears was perfection. Dorgan came beside him.

Hereward boomed, “Which one of you fucking cunts wants to feel the deadly kiss of my god first? I’m taking volunteers before I start choosing!”

“Papa! Pa!” Wallace screamed with joy, face brightening. “Knew ya’d come for me. Knew it!” He’d also wiggled out of his bonds. Clever boy. He was soon running towards them. Unfortunately, one of the men grabbed him. Wallace yelped but back kicked the man in the shins.

The man screamed, “You little shit!” and let go.

Wallace ran again, but was caught once more, this time by podgy man. “Where do you think you’re going, bait?” He didn’t let go no matter how much Wallace thrashed and kicked.

“I ain’t bait!” Wallace tried to bite the man’s arm but failed. “Ya’ll be bait when me Papa’s done with ya!”

That was Hereward’s cue. He stepped closer to the man, swinging his sword. His god felt good in his hand as she sliced the air, it’s substance trembling in fear in the steel’s wake. He only needed to put a few men in her path to really satisfy them both, starting with the podgy man who held his son.

“Stay…b-back…knight!” the podgy man said, the trembles filling his words as much as his jowls jiggled. “Or I’ll…c-choke the life outta this…this boy.”

“Glad you volunteered.” Hereward knew he was wearing his best ‘I’m-going-to-fucking-kill-you’ smile. An expression that fit him well. “Seems you’re the first for my god’s vengeance, then. Say your prayers, you fucking arsehole.”

Heads fat or thin were all the same to Hereward’s god; they were decapitated as easily no matter their size or shape. The podgy man’s hit the dirt with a wet thud. Wallace broke free while the body of the man decided what to do without its head.

“Go to Dorgan, Wallace!” Hereward commanded as many men charged at him, shouting and screaming their anger when the podgy man’s body joined the rest of him in the sand.

“Ya, Papa!”

“Quickly! Climb onto my back, Wallace,” Dorgan called as he transformed into a dragon.

When Wallace got to Dorgan, he cheered, “Git ’em all, Papa! Ya too, Pa!

The dogs tucked their tails between their legs, ears down, as they broke away from their master’s hold and fled into the night, yelping as they went. No amount of blood lust would counter their fear of a dragon. The dogs were wiser than the men remaining, that’s for sure.

Hereward dispensed with two more men, their thick and coppery blood staining the air as it sprayed from their opened veins. It wasn’t a fair fight. Not until Hereward came to the men of the gang who’d abducted Wallace. They’d armed themselves with rapiers, swords, and knives.

“Fucking excellent,” Hereward boomed, really enjoying himself as he dispensed his justice. “This is the sort of sport I can really get behind.”
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