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CHAPTER ONE

Where Is Your Sword?
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Karanth screamed in terror as he struggled to hold onto the tree branch. This adventure, he thought, was not quite going the way he had planned.

Two goblins beneath him pointed spears towards his belly. It took all of his strength to hold onto the branch keeping him aloft, and he couldn't strike back at the goblins without letting go.

"Aye, yeoman, Sir Garazad shall save thee!" bellowed a deep male voice.

"Clod smash!" shouted an even deeper voice, so low it made the branches rumble beneath Karanth's fingertips.

And then both goblins were dead. Two heroes had appeared, and made easy work of the goblins. One of them, Sir Garazad, was a heavily armored knight whose sword lopped off the head of the goblin on the right. The other, a massive hulking brute of a man, Clod, had smashed in the noggin of the goblin on the left, using one bare fist the size of a soccer ball.

Karanth shimmied down and was shocked at the realization that one of the two men who had rescued him was more sexy than seemed possible.

Sir Garazad was hot in an older-daddy kind of way. Karanth wouldn't have kicked him out of bed, but that wasn't Karanth's kind of man. Clod, on the other hand, was a nearly seven foot tall giant, with biceps the size of a fat woman's titty, as Karanth's grandmother would have said (after copious gin).

Clod was shirtless, his barrel-chested body streaked with sweat and dried blood. He snorted at Karanth and flared his nostrils after doing a quick search for more goblins. Karanth climbed down from the tree he had been trapped in. His hands were sticky with sap. He blushed and smiled at his saviors.

"You were disarmed, I assume?" Sir Garazad said. "You have no weapons, good yeoman." He paused. "Are you a yeoman? Are you a serf?" He hesitated. "Oh, I see. A simpleton? Dastardly goblins picking on a man who can not defend himself. Terrible. Many people think Clod is a simpleton, though I have more faith in him. He is only a barbarian."

"No, uh, I'm sorry, I... I was shook up. Yeah, they disarmed me."

Sir Garazad pointed to the dead bodies. "They have only two rock blades of goblin make, I do not see your sword. Did they take your weapon to a campsite? We must find their tribe and rid the world of this scourge."

"Uh... yeah. There was a third one. He took my sword," Karanth said. He blushed, not wanting to admit that he had foolishly gone traveling through these goblin-infested woods without a sword for protection. He wouldn't have known how to use it anyway.

"Well, we could go retrieve it for you."

"That's not necessary."

Sir Garazad stumbled over his words like he didn't want to say what he was thinking. "I see. If you were to need it... We could certainly be induced... Not that we only help those who can, uh... help us, or anything- It is... It is only that... We do good deeds without reward, of course... But we do... accept rewards... If one were..."

"Will you pay Clod and Sirrgazard to retrieve the sword?" Clod asked.

Sir Garazad smiled. "Most uncharitable of you to ask that, Clod." He looked at Karanth. "But do answer it."

"Uh... No, I don't think so," Karanth said. "But if you two need money, I have some gold burning a hole in my pocket." He smiled at them both.

Sir Garazad looked at Karanth's pocket. "What? Is it ensorcelled? Take off your clothes or they will scorch you. Perhaps the goblins had a witch doctor with foul magic-"

"No, no, sorry, that was an idiom in my homeland," Karanth said. "I have gold. That's all I was saying, it's not burning anything."

"You have gold?" Clod asked, his deep voice booming and echoing in Karanth's skull. He glowered at Karanth.

"Now, now, Clod, we aren't robbing him," Sir Garazad said. He clasped Clod's filthy shoulder muscle and squeezed. "I rescued Clod here from a life of crime and sin. His more primitive instincts sometimes take over."

"Clod take gold?" Clod said.

"No, Clod. We will earn that gold."

Karanth cleared his throat. "Clod is the only one who can earn it, I'm afraid," he said. "Clod, would it be alright if I pleasured you? I'll give you my gold if you say yes."

A long silence filled the air. Clod looked like he had no idea what was happening, his big dumb face blankly staring at Karanth. Sir Garazad wrinkled his nose.

"What?" Clod said, suddenly realizing the others expected him to answer.

"Fornication?" Sir Garazad said. "That is most improper. It violates the Edicts of Ste. Agathwin. It does not comport with the Hygienacum laid out by the Knights of Follamir. It is forbidden in the Holy Scrivenatte, banned according to the Lords of Thaxtor and... technically allowed by the Slarranad Code, I can't lie about that, but-"

"What fornication? Women? I like woman," Clod said. He rumbled and chuckled, massaging his belly—he had a flat stomach, not a polished six-pack like one of Lady Delshen's harem; he had a very real body, meaty and solid, more muscle than Karanth thought possible. Clod even came across as stronger than any of those professional warriors Karanth had seen, even if those men had technically better bodies and larger muscles. Clod was work-toned, and his muscles were warm, radiating power like a brick oven.

"No, Clod, there's no girls," Sir Garazad said. He sighed. "Clod is really not as dumb as he seems, you know. He has trouble understanding words, that's all. Your accent is difficult for him as well. I think he has been hit on the head too much."

Karanth smiled. He tried to act as feminine as possible, as he placed one finger in the center of Clod's chest. He traced a trail through his hairy, beefy pecs and down through his sweat-matted torso to his bare belly. Clod's muscles rippled as he mumbled.
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