
        
            
                
            
        

    


THE IRON CROWN

by Andrej Koymasky
© 2015
Written on May 28, 2002
Translated by the Author
English text kindly revised by Randhir














TABLE OF CONTENT





	Chapter 1 - King Waltha's dream


	Chapter 2 - Zedee the witch


	Chapter 3 - Waltha's adventure


	Chapter 4 - The three contests


	Chapter 5 - The vigil of arms


	Chapter 6 - First and second year


	Chapter 7 - Third and fourth year


	Chapter 8 - Fifth and sixth year


	Chapter 9 - Seventh year


	Chapter 10 - The mysterious cave


	Chapter 11 - The way back home


	Chapter 12 - Disappearance of the crown





CHAPTER 1


KING WALTHA'S DREAM






FOREWORD

Niderhuligh is a country of which memory is now lost. The river Hulig is also no longer called so. It is a hard land made of tall granite mountains, often wrapped in thick fog at the end of autumn, snowy and icy all winter long, but where spring is sweet, and summer mild. So are its inhabitants - hardy, harsh, closed and cold, at times but in case of need they are sweet and gentle. So is also king Waltha, the loved and respected sovereign of Niderhuligh. His subjects love him and at times fear him; the neighbouring kingdoms respect him and always fear him.


The kingdom boundaries coincide with those of the high valley of the Hulig river - they were already consolidated in the times of the present king's great-great-grandfather; evil always befell any who tried to seize even the smallest village, a mountain pass, a spring or a pasture. The king and his knights were, and still are, strong and valiant men, always ready to fling back any attempt at invasion. All of them are valiant warriors. But the king is also a wise man - after repelling the enemy, he never pursued them to their lands, and never tried to seize their lands in retribution. King Waltha did not desire to expand his kingdom beyond what the gods and the nature marked as his boundary - the ridges of the mountains surrounding the kingdom on three sides and, on the fourth one, the wide lake that bars it. So, there are only three ways to enter into the kingdom from the Lower-Hulig - two siding the lake and the third crossing it with boats. The lakeshore towards the mountain belongs to king Waltha, the shore towards the valley to his brother in law, king Grunek.


At the centre of the valley, between the lake and the head of the river, on a spur of inaccessible rock, stood the capital city, Edalok, dominated by the king's fortress, as ancient as his family. The fortress was in fact made of four buildings set one in the other - the central one closely resembled a stone cube with a narrow central yard. At its corners there are three circular keeps - the central one, called the Old-One, contains the living quarters of the royal family; the north-east one is the Donjon with the lodgings of the court aristocracy; and the south-west one, called the New-One, contains the court rooms, the throne hall, the convivial hall, the treasure room, the private hearing room, the tribunal and many other government administration halls.


The square in front of the castle is allotted to the warriors, the servants, with the warehouses and the stables. King Waltha's father determined this settlement. South of it, there is the honour field for the warriors exercises, the jousts and, on the side opposite to the castle, there are the knight's lodgings - they are a row of small houses, interrupted at its centre by the entrance portcullis. The external wall of the houses corresponds with the tall external wall of the entire fortress. At a lower level stands the High-city, where the middle class, merchants, landowners and the best craftsmen are housed. A second tall wall protects this part of the city. Still at a lower level, outside the walls, there is the Lower-town where the common people, the poor people, the workmen lived. On the fringes of this settlement the beggars lived in cramped little hovels.


If you look at the capital from down valley, it is an imposing complex, with its down sloping roofs, made of straw in the Lower-town, of tiles in the High-city and of stone up in the fortress. The people of the capital are proud of their city, so big with its almost twenty thousand inhabitants.


Then, both uphill and downhill, there are many villages and small towns, some of them very old, others more recent, some with walls and others without. There live farmers, stockbreeders and craftsmen. The second town of the kingdom, Osavyk, stands on the lakeshore. It has around eleven thousand inhabitants and it is the seat of the market and of the late spring fair. Nominally each aristocrat and each knight rules a town or a village, but for a long time all of them live at the court, leaving a bailiff - in old time he was chosen by the head of the noble family, but nowadays it is the king who appoints them, so that each bailiff is directly accountable to the king.


King Waltha is thirty-six years old and he reigned for twenty-four years thus far even though for the first five years his paternal uncle, Bathem, was regent. But king Waltha, when he was seventeen, assumed power and kingship with the help of his knights. Bathem, who tried to oppose Waltha, ended his years as a prisoner in the dungeon. The old aristocrats sided with Bathem. Not so the knights, many of whom had grew up with the young king, swearing a blood oath of feilty to the king. It was the old king who, foreseeing this, had asked them to take the oath. Administration rested in the hands of the aristocrats, the weapons in the hands of the knights. However in the long run the sword wins on the exchequer.


The old king used to often say to the child Waltha, "Give to the nobles leisure and luxury, with a formal homage, and they content themselves. But your strength resides on the sword of your knights, never forget it. To them give little leisure, great respect and something to do. Laziness weakens and makes the man greedy. Luxury makes the man weak and lazy. The homage satisfies the appetite of the pride and of the haughtiness but at the same time makes it bigger. A moderate ease gives to the man energy, respect gives birth to respect, and activity strengthens the heart. Therefore you too, my son, have to be more a knight than an aristocrat. Never forget it."


Waltha didn't forget it. His most cherished days were those when he trained in the honour field with his knights until he collapsed on the ground exhausted; or when he went hunting with his trusted young men of arms; or when he toured his land, from village to village, to ascertain in person that all proceeded smoothly.


"The duty of a king is to protect the poor man from the rich man, in fact the rich and powerful are able to efficiently protect himself. But the poor has no other protector besides the king, therefore never deceive him." his father told him just little before he died.


And Waltha never forgot it.


"There are as many kings as there are gods in this world. Like the gods, some are wise and others foolish, some are strong and others are weak, some are greedy and others generous. You, my son, must be similar to the god Sunner, who is untiring, methodical, imperturbable, generous, hard, lovable and above all wise." his father told him one day.


And Waltha always remembered those words.






THE MYTHICAL CROWN


King Waltha decided to go upstairs in the Dungeon to meet the old wise man, the Wizard Arseno. He was living up at the last floor - a long spiral staircase dug into the thickness of the stone walls of the tower, with tall and narrow openings towards the exterior, was leading from the ground floor directly into Arseno's lodging. From the openings the icy winter air entered with modulated hissing. The lanterns in the wall niches were waving about and creating dancing figures from the king's shadows that created a mystery atmosphere all around, and that at times preceded, at times followed the strong man's ascent. Waltha caressed his coppery beard, re-thinking about what was leading him to climb to the Wizard instead of summoning him - it was a sign of homage that had much more value than any material gift - homage to the old man who saw his birth as well as the birth of is father. The Wizard at his birth foretold a long and prosperous reign for him, as it had been up to then. The young sovereign trusted Arseno. A complete and well-placed trust.


When he nimbly reached the top of the long and narrow winding stairway, Waltha stopped in front of the massive wooden door that was moaning from time to time under the assaults of the strong wind. He pressed on his body the bear fur and knocked with three dry strokes, as he was used to do.


"Come in, Waltha, I was waiting for you!" yelled from inside the weak voice of the old man, that was confused with the wind's hissings, and that anyway the king clearly heard as if it was whispered directly in his ear.


He pushed the door leaf. The wide circular room was lit by some lanterns and on a side wood was burning on a fireplace. It was not really hot in there, but there wasn't either the severe cold of the stairway, so Waltha let glide to the floor his bear fur mantle.


Arseno, who was sitting near the fireplace, bowed without standing up, "Forgive me if I don't stand up, but my legs are more and more weak, as you know."


"You are not asked to stand up at my presence, you know that." the king answered with a kind tone going towards him and, taking a stool, sat in front of him astride, at the other side of the fireplace.


For a good while the two men looked at each other in silence, a light smile on their faces, without uttering a sound. The blue eyes of the sovereign were deep like mountain lakes, and like them, serene. The grey eyes of the old man were peaceful like those of a dove but sharp like those of an eagle.


Waltha caressed again his red beard, unconsciously, as he used to do when he was immersed in his thoughts. Then he lightly scratched the back of his hand and made the big seal ring turn three times on his finger.


He emitted a light sigh, almost as to signal that his mind had focussed again on his visit to the old man, and with his deep and warm voice, said, "A ballad singer, at the fair, sang about an iron crown... do you know anything about it?"


"I was waiting for this question, my king. And rather, I didn't think you would have been brooding it into your heart for such a long time. The iron crown of justice and wisdom, of the right power and of knowledge... Yes, Waltha, I know something about it."


"It really exists, then?"


"It exists. And you want it, isn't it so?"


"I would like... but only if it is right to desire having it."


"The crown that becomes heavy like all the mountains of the earth if an abuse is done, but light like the feather of a newborn eagle if one behaves fairly. Yes, it is right desiring to have it."


"And... where is it? How can I get it?"


"Where is it? It is in the Mystery Cave, in the land of the Great Priest. The crown that kills the contemptible man, then mysteriously disappears to go back to that cave. The crown that only the man who has a king's blood can take in his hands scot-free. It is contained in three caskets, the first one wooden, the second one of iron and the third one of pure gold." the old man explained with a light voice, then became silent.


"And how can I get it?"


"You have to send the three best of your knights in a quest for it - the most fearless one, the wisest one, and the strongest one. They will have to surpass many difficulties to find it and many more to get it back to you, It isn't an easy task."


"But not impossible..."


"Not impossible." 


"And where is that land of the Great Priest?"


"Far away... but I don't know in which direction."


"You know plenty of things, but also your knowledge is limited." the king said in a kind-hearted tone - he loved the old man, besides respecting him.


"Of course, exactly like you, king Waltha." the old man answered with an affectionate smile.


They again became silent for a long while, looking at each other. The wind hissing became sharper and the flame in the fireplace waved strongly, dancing and twisting. The wizard bent at his side and picked up a small bundle of leaves. With a branch, he put it in the fire - it burned with a sharp crackling and a white and scented smoke rose towards the chimney flue. 


"A spell?" the king asked in a low voice.


"No, a charm - the smoke went up white and straight. Your choice of the three knights will for sure be the best one."


"Will they succeed?"


"If not them, nobody else can. The best choice."


"Can't you know if they will succeed?"


"I can't. Only the gods know the future, not us mortal beings."


"Are you a mortal?" the king asked with gentle irony.


"Do you doubt it? I'm not immortal, but I will not leave you so soon."


"I have no doubt about this." the man answered standing up. He went near the old man and shortly embraced him. "I'm leaving you." he murmured almost with regret. He always felt well when he was near that old and wise man.


"Start your choice in three days, at noon." the old man said, "It will be the best time."


"For sure, as you say." Waltha answered, understanding he was referring to the tests to choose his three champions.






AXEL AND DERK


In the wide convivial hall, around the big, central fireplace, the knights were sitting, as every evening. In groups, some were singing, other telling past adventures, some talked about women, others about weapons or any other subject that could be of interest to that maniple of first choice warriors. They were wearing short tunics and tall felt jambs, as always when they were in leisure like now. Men and women servants were passing with trays full of food, and jars of water or warm beer.


Their squires were near their knights, or else in small groups between them. Their chatting was not dissimilar from that of their knights.


Somuh bent towards Derk and whispered at his ear, but not so low not to be heard by the other squires, "Is it true that you are so available to your sir Axel and that this is the reason why he never chases every bit of skirt he sees?"


Many of them sneered, but more with malice than with contempt.


"Ask that to Axel." Derk quietly answered.


"Well, you know that it happens quite often, don't you, Somuh?" another of the squires said, almost to shield Derk.


Another of the squires said, in a merry mood, "Eh, you have to know about it quite well, dear Somuh, as it happens to you quite often!"


Everybody laughed and one of them made a sign shaping like an "O" his lips, and another pushing his thumb between two fingers and moving it back and forth. Everybody laughed out loud, and Somuh more than the others, nodding with energy.


Derk noticed that more than one of his companions' tunics were rising in front, tenting up, clearly showing they were getting an erection - none of them was ashamed of that. The knights, especially when they were far from home and their wives, and even more the ones not yet married, used to take avail of their squire presence to give relief to their natural sexual desire. It had always been so, and often, when a father was sending his son to become a squire, recommended him to be "always ready to satisfy your knight in any way he asks you, doing your best, also in bed".


Derek entered Axel's service when he was fourteen years old, and the knight was twenty-three years old. The first night he slept at the bottom of the bed of his knight, as it was custom. Already in the second night, Axel told him to lie near him - it was summer time and both slept totally nude. The knight pulled him against his body and caressed him for a long time, until he fell asleep. Derk couldn't fall asleep soon - the gentle and long caresses of the young man, the warmth of his body, aroused him pleasurably. He also could feel the knight's hard-on pushing against him.


He admired Axel, his massive and strong body, his powerful muscles - when in the previous night they undressed, he couldn't help to admire the young man's naked body, and he was fascinated - his legs two firm columns, his buttocks small and sinewy, his waist narrow, the chest wide and well defined, his shoulders wide and straight, his arms powerful, his face framed by thick blond curls was manly and beautiful... but above all between his legs, emerging from a thick bush just a little darker than his hair but more curly, his soft member longer than a span and almost three fingers thick, smooth and pink, the tip just darker, was fascinating.


Axel noticed his long look and smiled, "Are you pleased?" he asked.


"You're beautiful... and big, you are the double of me in all aspects!"


"Well, not in all. Your nose is at my nipples level. Anyway, you too are well built, you cannot complain."


"I'm still just a boy..."


"You'll grow up, you'll grow up fast, and you've the right age. I too, at your age, was more or less like you. Lot of training for about ten years made of me what you see now." Axel said, and lied down on his bed.


Derk lied on the palliasse at the bottom of Axel's bed, his eyes still full of that vision of a perfect male, so strong, so virile.


"Who knows how many women you have had, with that magnificent body of yours!" he murmured after a while, hesitantly, asking himself if Axel was already asleep.


For a while there was silence, then Axel voice answered, "No, very few..."


"I can't believe you!" the boy said, and at once bit his tongue - it was not a good thing to doubt of a knight's word.


But Axel didn't take any offence, he giggled then said in an amused tone, "You have to believe it, because in reality I like better a man... do you see?"


"Yes, I see..." Derk answered in a low voice, asking himself how could be having sex, and having it with his knight.


"You are a really handsome boy, I like you a lot..." Axel added in a more serious tone.


"Thank you, knight... but you have to teach me everything, as I never did it... not yet." the boys said in a whisper, slightly ashamed of his inexperience.


Axel answered with just a "Mmhh!" of assent, without adding any word. While falling asleep, Derk thought of that time when he saw two dogs coupling and said to himself that it should not be so much different...


When on the second night the knight called him to his bed, Derk thought that he was finally going to lose his virginity... but nothing happened.


On the third night Axel caressed him also between his legs and, feeling his erection, asked him, "Do you like if I touch you there?"


"Oh yes!" the boy answered holding back his breath.


"So, then, do the same to me..." the strong young man suggested him, going on top of him.


While the boy shyly brushed him there with trembling hands, the young man bent over him, wrapping him with his arms and legs, pushing his strong erection against that of the boy. Lowering his face, looking him in the eyes, where was reflected the quivering flame of the lantern, put his lips on the boy's lips.


Soon Derk felt the young man's tongue pass on his lips, opening them and uttered a short "oh!" of pleasure, shuddering. He parted his teeth and the tongue worked its way inside, searching for his tongue, played with it, sucked it gently and Derk felt he was in paradise. That strong, beautiful man was on top of him, around him, inside him... but he wanted him even more inside him, he wanted to be filled also by that member that was pulsating against his pubes. As he saw the dogs do, he desired to turn, to go on all fours and to offer him his little hole that was already palpitating with desire. But Axel was keeping him steadfast, so that he couldn't move. Moreover, the boy thought, it was up to the knight to teach him how to please him...


Axel parted his lips from the boy's and again looked in his eyes, "Do you like it, kid?"


"It's... it's too good. I didn't know that sex was so good..."


"It could be even better than this. If it wasn't something special, why do you think that everybody desires doing it?"


"That's true, yes... It's just that for me... all this is so new..."


"You never, never ever did it? Not even with your mates?"


"No, never."


"And never alone?"


"Alone? How, alone?"


"Wanking off."


"Wanking off? What does it mean?"


"Making the seed come out from your willy tossing it with your hand... You already shoot your seed, don't you? You already have some hair around it..."


"Yes, it comes out... at time in the morning I wake up feeling all sticky there... It's what you mean, isn't it?"


"Of course it's it. And you never did it come out by yourself?"


"No, it comes out by itself. It comes out while I sleep..."


"Didn't your mates teach you?" the young man asked, surprised.


"I... I never had many mates, I've just a sister and I was forbidden to play with the farmers' boys or the servants... I always lived amongst adults and women, I..." the boy whispered, as to excuse himself.


"Therefore you're a virgin, totally entirely, really a virgin!"


"Yes, but... also for males it is said to be a virgin?"


"Yes, even though the virgin boys are way less than the virgin girls... who anyway are really few. Usually one remains a virgin until the body starts to ripe... and at times one can lose his virginity even before that... I lost my virginity when I was just eight years old, for instance."


"With a girl?"


"No, wit my cousin who was twelve years old. He already shot the seed. He taught me everything. Yes, everything." Axel said and smiled with malice, then added, "Yes, really everything!"


"And now you are going to teach me?"


"A little at a time... Some of those things can even be scary at first, if they aren't done in the good way. I don't want that for you. But are you ready to give me your virginity?"


"Sure! Even now!" the boy answered in a self-assured tone, but feeling a light worry inside himself.


"No, not now... but soon... I like you a lot. Hey, what's that? Are you blushing?"


"Forgive me..."


"No... I like you also for that. You are a clean boy, a rare value. Virgin also in your soul. You are giving me a precious present, boy, and a really precious gift. But I've to ask you just one thing..."


"Asking me? You can order me, you don't have to ask me." Derk said, amazed.


"No, not order, just ask. In these maters it's right so. Will you trust me, even if some of the things I'll ask you will seem to you weird, or even a little scary?" he asked him with a serious face.


"Of course I trust you!"


"You don't still know me..."


"But you're a knight!"


"Not every knight is... We are not perfect, we too have our selfishness, our yens, our whims."


"King's Waltha knights are the best ones. Moreover, I trust you!" the boy stated, almost vehemently.


"Good. I'll try to never deceive your trust in me." the young man said with a smile, and went down again to kiss him. This time Derk felt a little less awkward and fully enjoyed that kiss that he gave back with all his soul.


"Let's have a good sleep, now..." Axel said, parting from him and letting go a short sigh.


"Will you keep me in your arms?"


"You don't need to ask me... Sure... Yes, I really like you." Axel said, lying down at his side and keeping him embraced, against his body. "Have good dreams, my nice squire."


"The same to you, my beautiful knight." Derk answered, leaning his check against the strong chest of the young man, with a light, contented smile.






A NIGHT OF THOUGHTS AND OF LOVE


King Waltha was lying on his bed. At his side, the queen was serenely sleeping.


A lantern lit near the bed painted in ancient gold the beard and the hair of the man. He was thinking about how to organize the three tests he had announced when that same evening, after leaving the wizard, he went in the convivial hall. The knights were at once enflamed with enthusiasm at the perspective - it meant adventure, honours, and making an important gift to their beloved king. All of them were ready to go, but the king told them that only three knight would go - the winners of the three tests.


The strongest one, the wisest one, and the most valiant one. The strongest was possibly Roval... the most valiant? Possibly Ralegh... And the wisest one... who knows... either Hemar or Datakh.


The good king didn't know he didn't hit the mark, not even for one of his forecasts. The strength test... was the easiest - a special joust could easily put to test their strength, ability and stamina. Yes, it was the easiest test to organize.


About the bravery, the courage... all of them were valiant. Moreover, one can judge the courage in a war, when it's your life at stake... How could he do? Of course he couldn't start a war and risk his men's life just to carry out a test...


And what about the wisdom? That was the most difficult to judge... He had to ask for advice to his wizard, who would for sure find an answer, suggest the good test, as he was a wise man.


Waltha looked at his wife. She was beautiful. And in her belly was taking shape his third son, or daughter, as the first two were boys. He would have liked to have a daughter... and she could be good to tie an alliance, that's known. No, he would never force her to marry a king just for political sake...


He put out the lantern flame with the clay cone and lied down to sleep. He could not touch his wife until she didn't deliver the child. At least his knights had their squires to... He could lie down with a female servant, as long as he was careful not to make her pregnant. A king cannot have a bastard child, the rule was to kill him as soon as he was born... and Waltha hated that perspective. Possibly a male servant... but one could ask his squire, as he was a free-man, but not to a servant - in fact this latter would have had to obey to his king's request, he would not be free to make a choice. No... well, he had to talk about that too, with Arseno - he would for sure give him a good advice, he thought while starting to massage his turgid member to get some relief. He heard that some wives, in these cases, were giving relief to their husbands with their lips or their hands, but the queen, even though she loved him, and loved to be taken by him, didn't accept this kind of practice... Unhappily!


In the knights' houses, down there in front of the castle, everybody was deeply sleeping, apart for five places where, some with the lantern lit and other not, were feverishly going on the activities that the good king desired and could not have. 


Bokar was tossing on top of his wife with all his energies, spurred by her who seemed to never be sated of her husband's member. She first made him enjoy with her lips, then welcomed him in her back door, and finally, now, in her front slit... As the woman often said to him, "Nature gave me three holes, you have to make me enjoy with all three of them, and you have to take your pleasure in all of them, dear husband!" That didn't annoy at all Bokar...


Serth was with his wife who was sucking his nipple while he aroused her playing with his fingers in her wet and warm slit. Meanwhile his sister in law, crouching between his muscled spread legs, was going up and down on his erect member making it reach her throat - the knight was asking himself which one of the two women he would take first that night...


Dubarton was in that same position, but instead of his wife and sister in law, he was with his wife and his squire, who were busy to give him pleasure. He was not asking himself which one he would take the first, he already knew it - his wife accepted the squire in their bed only if he took her the first; after satisfying her, if her husband was still not sated, could also take his squire. So, Dubarton used to take both of them every night, so that when he was far from the capital and had only his squire with him, he always took him twice, and even three times each night. Anyway his wife liked to look at her husband while he was fucking the young squire - that's why in their bedroom, the lantern was always lit until very late.


Kesla, in the dark, was filing with long and calm strokes his squire's anus, with his long and slim member. The man's rhythm would soon become faster, as he could feel his squire's orgasm approach - he liked that young man, because he reached his orgasm without even touching his member, it was enough to screw him in the right way. So, when he heard the squire moan louder, prey to the pleasure, and felt him wriggle and squeeze his pole with his anus, he too unloaded pushing it down as deep as he could, like a madman, until his heavy balls were well pressed against the beautiful buttocks of his squire. Amongst all the squires he had had in the twenty years since he had been invested as a knight, this one was for sure the best one, as he liked a lot being screwed by his knight. Laughing in himself, Kesla thought that when his squire would finally become a knight, would for sure choose a squire skilled in fucking his arse. But he would have to keep that well hidden, or else he would lose his face...


In the fifth house, the lantern still lit, Axel and Derk were making love. Their union was not just sex; it was love, real, deep, sincere love. That virile love for which each one of them was ready to give his life for the other and, in that intercourse, each was only caring about giving the utmost pleasure to the other with all his body and soul. It was that kind of love where role and age has no more importance. That kind of love that makes you feel that, without the other, your life doesn't have any more taste.


Lying on his back, his legs on the young man's shoulders, Derk was looking at him with a smile filled with joy, enjoying his back and forth movements in a strong and sweet rhythm. From time to time Axel bent down to kiss him with all his passion. Derk was caressing all his knight's body and moved his pelvis in time to his pushes.


"When you too will be a knight, how can I do without you?" Axel whispered after a kiss.


"Can't I be forever your squire?"


"No, my boy, you can't..."


"But we could make love all the same, you and I... It will be enough to hide it from the others."


"And would you go on, even after you're a knight?"


"Yes, if you want of me."


"Of course I want of you. You know how much I want you. We will never part."


"Yes, never. I'll rather kill myself."


"I love you!"


"I love you!" Derk answered, his eyes glossy with emotion.


Axel had led him gradually to the night of his deflowering, after more than two months they were living together. The boy came to desire it with such intensity that, when finally the stout member forced his virgin sphincter, Derk welcomed the initial pain almost with joy. But Axel had prepared him carefully, leading him to desire to be touched, then to receive in him a finger, two, then three, making the boy used until he was ready to make a further step, resisting to the boy's insisting to finally take him.


"Trust me," Axel repeated, "when you will be really ready, I'll make you mine... I don't want to hurt you, don't you see how big it is?"


When finally he slipped inside him and the massive flesh column brushed against his prostate, Derek came even before totally keeping in him the entire member of the young man.


"Do you want me to withdraw?" Axel then asked him, shuddering.


"No! No, stay inside me all the night long, I'm way too happy having you in me! Fill me with your seed and stay inside, please. Oh, good gods! It's too good!" Derk exclaimed when Axel, immersed into him to the very root, finally started his back and forth.


The boy's member, that after his orgasm was becoming soft, became at once hard and palpitating again, pushing again the belly of the young man who was bending on top of him.


"Do you like it, Derk?" he asked, hammering inside him with more and more strong strokes.


"Oh, Axel, Oh Axel, I... I'm..." and started to cry.


The knight at once became still and looked at him with worry, "I'm hurting you?"


"Oh no! Don't you know that one can cry also for his joy? I'm feeling you inside me, and this is the most beautiful feeling I ever felt in all my life! You are not hurting me, on the contrary, you are leading me on the gods' meadows, where is the never-ending happiness. Oh yes, so... I can feel your strength, your power..."


Three years elapsed after that night.


They had renewed their union, almost a sacred rite of the nature, every day, until, almost an year later, the boy found the gut to whisper him what for a while was burning inside his heart, "I love you!"


That time, it was Axel who cried for his joy, kissed him and said, "I too love you, my sweet Derk. You are my sweetness; I will be your force. Force and sweetness - one without the other is very little thing. Feeling myself inside you makes me intoxicated way more than the best beer. It's so... incredible. Derk, you have to promise me something..."


"Anything, my beloved!"


"It's now three years we are together, you grew up and you're so strong..."


"Never like you; you are a giant, I'm just a plain youth..."


"Tonight, you have to take me, to enter me, so that our union will be really perfect."


"Taking you from the back? You desire it?"


"Yes, since I became a knight. But nobody was worthy, up to now. You... only you are... the right person."


Derk looked at him in amazement - it was never heard that a knight asked his squire... but he promised, and so... He looked at his beautiful blue-green eyes and read in them a yearning desire mixed with a silent entreaty. He felt like melting, so much moved he was.


He smiled and said, almost in a whisper so much was feeling overcame by that request, "With sheer joy, my Axel." 


"Thank you, my beloved." the young knight muttered.


They kissed, full of love and passion.






KING WALTHA'S DREAM


That night Waltha made a dream. It was one of those odd dreams that only the wizards or the soothsayers can understand.


He dreamed he was in his castle, at the window of his room. His kingdom, under his eyes, green and prosperous in the sweet summer sun, seemed to suddenly change its colours, tremble, and fade little by little. Soon everything was just a wide, bare, flat extent of grey granite, devoid of any kind of life. He ran to the other windows - everywhere he saw that same, distressing sight. Also the warm light of the sun became greyish, pearly, and cold. The mountain surrounding and protecting his kingdom started to move, to melt together, until they became just six peaks, three of them tall, the other three low. Then these peaks moved far away, becoming more and more small, more and more far and the king felt a deaf anguish invade his heart and was not able to chase it away. In a short while his kingdom was totally flat in all the directions, and to the horizon it was empty and dead.


Then the sun in the sky changed of colour and seemed to whirl, or to better say to roll and soon disappeared in the north and everything became black and dark, indiscernible. An absurdly hot wind came from the north, where the sun disappeared, and the king started to sweat, to sweat, and to sweat. He undressed himself, but even when he was totally naked, he was sweating, and sweating, and sweating. The sweat was running down from him in trickles, in streams, in rivers. He could feel the water rising up to his ankles, to his knees, to his pubis, so hot, whirling like in a vortex. 


He then felt a hand on his shoulder and turned to look - a black shadow, darker than the dark, was standing near him and even in that absolute darkness, he could see it. It was a disturbing and yet reassuring presence at the same time. The dark shadow wrapped him as if it was a wide cape and the water disappeared, the hot ceased, the wind stopped. Then in that deep darkness he saw something like a swarm of fireflies, a more and more thick swarm, almost like a starry sky in a clean winter night. But those stars weren't still, they mowed, seemed to slowly fall all around him with light, silent trails, and he counted twelve of them. Each of those stars lit a piece of his kingdom, and he saw it was again green, full of life, each town and village again at its place, and also the mountains where again there, and the river...


All of a sudden everything was again in the darkness for some distressing moments, but soon the sun was also back and the king noticed that, at the window near him, there were his three children and his spouse, joyful, greeting somebody who was down in the esplanade of the castle with wide gestures. He leaned out to see who was there...


And he woke up.


He got up, worried - what meaning could that dream have? Wearing only his heavy woollen tunic, bare-feet, barely aware of the cold of the floor stones, he went at a fast pace towards Arseno's lodging.


In the dark, as the lanterns and the torches were shut, he groped his way up the long spiral stairway dug into the thick stone wall. When he finally reached the last floor, he saw that Arseno's door was open, in the fireplace was shining a flame and the old man seemed to be asleep on his high-backed chair near the fireplace.


But as soon as he passed through the threshold, Arseno greeted him with his faint but limpid voice, "I was waiting for you, Waltha."


"You already know?" the sovereign asked, not even astonished.


"In part, but you have to tell me in detail your dream, to let me totally understand."


Waltha sat in front of the old man and started to narrate.


"Are you sure you told me everything?"


"Everything, Arseno."


"I still miss some elements. I am not yet able to clearly interpret your dream..."


"Does it foretell a misfortune or a good luck?"


"A good luck, but after hard times. For the moment I'm not able to tell you more. Are you really sure you told me everything?"


"All I remember. For sure."


"The gods are mysterious - they unveil and veil at the same time. What we can't understand now, we will understand a day, it is sure. Don't worry. Ah, and about the two other tests you asked me about, I found what you asked me - for the courage test your knights will have to face a sure death, in their hearts, but none of them will really die. Who will come out of the test the first or the last, will not be the chosen one..."


"I can understand for the last one... but the first one? Wouldn't he be the most valiant?"


"No, my king, he would just be the most reckless. Courage doesn't consist in not having fear, but in overcoming it. The first one, thus, will be the most foolhardy, the last one the less valiant, even though not a coward if he comes out from the undergrounds of your castle."


"The undergrounds?"


"Yes, it is there that the test will be carried out."


"And what about who doesn't come out at all?"


"Your knights will have a full day for their test, from the sunrise to the following day's sunrise - who is not yet out has not been able to overcome his fears, therefore he could be a good knight, but he will never be an hero."


"Fear of an underground? Of the darkness? Only children fear the darkness..."


"But in that darkness... will lurk all the most secret fears of every man. Each of them will have to face his own fears and surpass them. Naked and lonely like when he saw the light at his birth. It will not be easy..."


"You are tempting me... I would rather be included in those who will undergo this test."


"I guessed that, but it is not possible. I will never cast my spell on you, I promised it to your father. No, it is absolutely not possible."


"It's a pity. And what about the wisdom test?"


"Oh, that one will be the easiest one. I will put them to test, I personally. You see, I prepared this candle-holder and these graduated candles that will tell me in what time your knights will solve my problems. The fastest one amongst them will be the winner."


"Which problems?"


"If you like, you can assist to the test... they will not be easy problems, especially the fifth one..."


"But... what if none of them is able to solve all your problems?"


"We will see... I will anyway know who solved more of them, or in a better way, or in a lesser time..."




CHAPTER 2


ZEDEE THE WITCH






JENS AND ALTMA

Altma was sitting on the floor, in the lower room of his knight's house, carefully cleaning the knight's suit of armour for the coming joust.


The armour had to be shining and he did not want the knight to strike a poor form at the tournament. 


Altma mixed into the oil some obsidian dust, finely ground, so that when the oil was totally absorbed, a thin layer of sparkling dust would remain scattering sunlight and making the knight blaze in the daylight, a true knight in shining armour. This was Altma's trade secret and it's not without reason that he was known as Altma the Astute.


A shadow fell upon Altma and he quickly raised his eyes, in front of him was the towering form his knight, Jens who was totally naked with his beautiful member totally erect jutting out from the curly blond bush. Altma raised his gaze further and saw that well-known smile.


He smiled cheekly in response, put down the armour, and kneeled in front of that fleshly sceptre. The knight, remaining still, arched forward his pelvis, toward his squire, until his rod brushed against the youth's lips. Altma parted them. 


"Do you want it?"


"With pleasure, my knight."


"Are you always ready?"


"Always!"


"You like it, don't you?"


"I like it..." the squire answered, putting his hands on the strong thighs of the man and leaning forward until the entire quivering column slipped between his lips.


Jens was always amazed at seeing how this boy was able to let his powerful hose slip down into his throat, without any problem. The boy was fantastic. He had been right to keep him as his squire even after uncovering his subterfuge.


It was now five years they were together. At that time Jens was just nineteen years old and he had just been knighted. In fact, as Jens' father died, the king anticipated the ceremony. So Jens sent out word that he was looking for his squire, and said that the following morning, at the sunrise, he would wait for all the candidate boys in front of his house. He would inspect them one by one, put them to test, and then select the very best to be his squire.


He had clear ideas - he wanted a clever, nimble, handsome boy fully available to his every need; in fact he was not interested in women; therefore he wanted a bed companion able to give him the utmost pleasure. Give it to him in all the ways a male can give pleasure another male. Jens already had his experiences with any pubescent boy who was just a little appealing - the farmer boys and girls, according to the custom, had to sexually serve the aristocrats and the knights. Some of them did it passively, as a duty, yet others actively enjoyed this service. Jens of course preferred the latter ones. He had always felt attracted to boys of his own age or younger provided they had already hit puberty. His first time happened when he was thirteen. His father noticed a nice farmers' girl and stopped his horse. He dismounted and Jens followed suit. While they were approaching the girl, Jens noticed her to be pretty, and then his attention was drawn to the incredibly beautiful dark haired boy with wide eyes beside her.


His father asked the girl, "Are you ready, girl?"


"Yes, sir..." she answered, blushing.


"Let's start, then." the father said raising his tunic and showing his already erect and firm tool.


The girl kneeled on the ground and at once stated to lick the man's tool.


The knight then asked to the boy, who was looking in silence, "Are you her brother?"


"Y-y-yes... s-s-sir."


"Good. So, take example by your sister and busy yourself with my son - it's time he becomes a real man!" he said and raised Jens' tunic - he chuckled when he noticed that also his son was hoisting a nice erection.


The boy kneeled in front of Jens and, looking from time to time what his sister was doing, took care of the knight son's member. Jens had a start at the intensity of the sensations the boy's tongue made on his aroused member. It was the first time any one did this to him.


Then the father had the girl stand up, took away her tunic and took her with sexual abandon. "You aren't any more a virgin, I see!"


"No more, sir." the girl answered, blushing.


"Who deflowered you?" the man asked, going on to screw her.


"A...a boy in my village."


"Do you like each other?"


"Yes, sir."


"Are you going to marry?"


"Yes, sir..."


"Good, well done. Hey, Jens, screw that boy, go on! What are you waiting for?"


"But... father, he... he doesn't have the slit in front!" the boy said, while fingering the little farm-boy wee-wee.


His father laughed, amused, "A boy is to be taken by his back, silly boy!" he explained in a friendly tone.


Jens understood, had the boy turn around and went on him. He tried to penetrate him.


"Father... I am not able." he complained after some failed attempts.


"Push stronger."


"It hurts me, and it can't enter..."


The man asked the girl, "Is that boy still a virgin?"


"I think so, sir."


"Ah, good... a first for my son and for your brother. A lucky coincidence, praised be the goddess Frei! Jens, put some spit there... and you, boy, push like if you had to empty your bowels..."


"Wuuuh!" Jens exclaimed when he felt he was finally starting to penetrate the unexplored channel of the little country boy.


"Ooohhh!" the boy groaned and grimaced for a mixture of pain and pleasure.


And so the knight's son was finally able to perform his first sexual ride with clear pleasure. 


When both of them had taken their fill, the father looked at his son proudly, and Jens at his father with a dreamy expression. 


The knight rummaged in his moneybag and took out a couple of copper coins; he gave them to the girl, "Take 'em, one for you, for your marriage, and the other for your brother, for his lost virginity."


"Oh, thank you sir! You are good-hearted..." the farm girl said, swiftly taking the two coins and kissed the man's hand.


The knight circled with an arm his son's shoulders and they went, satisfied, back to their horses.


Afterwards, Jens tried it also with a girl, but he soon understood that he definitely preferred a boys just like this Altma. Altma who, as soon as he became his squire, kneeled in front of him, raised his tunic, and started to give him pleasure with a passion that after five years didn't lessen even one bit.


Altma had been able to find in a short time all the most sensitive points of his knight's body, so that he was able either to protract Jen's pleasure for an entire night, or else to bring him to an orgasm in a few minutes, but always giving him the utmost pleasure. Altma, always ready and happy to please him with all his body.


Altma the Astute, indeed! While the little squire, by now totally naked, was brushing himself against the knight, suckling on his nipples, slowly but relentlessly bringing him to the highest peaks of pleasure, Jens recalled with amusement how the boy managed to be "chosen" as his squire.


Altma was also the son of a knight who had heard that Jens required a young squire. The young man, as soon as he was knighted, spread the notice that, the day after at dusk, he would examine all the applicants for becoming his squire. Altma liked Jens a lot - the new knight was tall, sound, had a bright smile, he was self-assure, always merry and, above all, young... yes, he liked him with a vigorous passion. Altma thought that he had good chances to be chosen, but he wanted to be sure. Thinking it over and over... at least he found the solution. He stole a couple of copper coins from his father's bag and toured the castle premises, until he found a servant who had his same stature. He gave him the two coins for his short servant's tunic. At night, hiding his embroidered tunic, he wore that of the servant and, as soon as the lantern in Jens' house was shut off, he lied to sleep in front of his door threshold.


It was still dark when the first boy came.


Altma, waking up, said, "My master, the knight Jens, told me to inform everybody that he already made his choice. So you can go back to your home."


The boy, rather disappointed, did an about-turn and disappeared in the darkness. If Altma were dressed as a freeman, having the same age, that boy would not believe him. But as he was dressed as a servant, he was believable, as Altma foresaw. In the same manner, he sent away boy after boy. Just a big boy in his fifteens was a little harder to persuade to quit.


Altma so asked him, "But do you like doing it with men?"


"Of course, men or women, no problem!" the other answered, determined.


"Therefore, I presume, you are no more a virgin."


The boy laughed, "Of course I'm not!"


"Not even in your back door?" Altma asked, pretending to be astounded.


"Of course not!" the big boy proudly repeated.


Altma let out a deep sigh, "So then, anyway, you will not have any chance. The first thing my knight would do is to slip a finger in your back hole to check... and he would at once reject you..."


So that boy too, shrugging his shoulders, went away, frowning, and muttering, "Who knows why so many knights like to screw my ass, but none wants me as his squire..."


At daybreak, Altma rapidly changed his clothes wearing again his freeman tunic. He well knew that, when an appointment was fixed at the daybreak, all the candidates would arrive well before the sun rising, to be found ready when the knight would open his door. Therefore Altma was now reasonably sure that no more boys would arrive.


Jens opened his door. "You are the only one?"


"Yes, knight. I spent here all this night."


"That's weird. I thought I would find at least half a dozen boys ready to become my squire... Well, all right, come in." he said and preceded him in the wide kitchen.


He sat down, and Altma at once kneeled in front of him.


"What are you doing? Why are you kneeling?"


"Wouldn't you check if I'm able to give you pleasure?" the boy asked him with a mischievous glance.


"Well, that also, but not only... Are you able to clean a suit of armour?"


"Yes, and also to keep well sharp a weapon - I'm knight Brutch's son."


"Ah, therefore you know also..."


"Everything and anything a good squire has to be able to do. But I'm also ready to learn anything you want from me." the boy answered slipping between the spread legs of the young man who, mechanically, spread them some more to give him room.


Altma felt encouraged, put his hands on the strong thighs of the new-knight and started to lightly caress their inner part, slowly moving up towards the young man's member. Soon his tunic tented up, to Altma's great pleasure.


"Take off your tunic, brave knight, put yourself at your ease..." the boy seductively suggested while his fingertips brushed against the heavy sack of the knight's  testicles, so doing giving the young man shudder of intense pleasure.


Jens smiled, stood up and took off his tunic and presented his erect and pulsating member to the kneeling boy. 


"Wow! You are such a beautiful man, knight" Altma said and started to tickle it with his tongue, while his fingers brushed the most sensitive points of the young man's body, at the same time mentally taking note the pleasure points were.


Jens was starting to appreciate that boy - he was well built and also skilled, but above all it was clear he loved sex.


"Did you ever do it with a girl?" he asked while the boy suckled on his member. Altma shook his head in a "no", and went on to make the member slip between his lips, with his tongue he teasing its lower part, the most sensitive one.


"You like cock, don't you?" Jens said in an amused but pleased tone.


Altma nodded, making the rod, at this point iron-hard, reach his throat.


Jens caressed his hair, and pulled his head to him until the boy's nose was well pressed against his pubes, "Hey, you took it all! You're really skilled." he said and started to fuck his mouth with slow back and forts.


Altma could feel the young man excitement slowly increase and was extremely excited he too. But after a while Jens slipped out of the boy's mouth. Altma looked at him in surprise, almost pained.


Jens smiled, "Come upstairs, I want you in my bed, I want to thoroughly enjoy you, my boy!"


Naked as they were, they climbed upstairs; Altma was feeling really happy.


When they were about entering Jens' room, the knight's mother came out from her room. She looked from head to toe the boy and asked, "Is he your new squire?"


"I think so, mother; but I've to put him at test."


"He seems a good boy... aren't you knight Brutch's son?"


"Yes, madam." Altma answered, feeling slightly embarrassed, not so much for his nudity, but for his relentless erection.


"Be a good squire, boy, as my Jens will be a good knight."


"Yes, madam, for sure, madam." a radiant Altma answered.


"Good." the woman said, smiling to her son. "I leave you to your... test." and she quickly went downstairs.


Jens circled the boy's shoulders, moved aside the curtain and they went in his room.


He went on his bed and lay down, his legs spread, his member straight up towards the ceiling. "So, Altma, let's see what you're able to do for me..." he said making a sign with his hand, inviting the boy to reach him on the bed.


Altma wanted to rush toward the knight, but instead he reached the young knight slowly, with sensual moves...


When they finally went downstairs, they both smelt an inviting aroma from the kitchen.


The mother welcomed them with a "Hey, the test took a long time! Was it satisfying?"


Altma felt he was again blushing.


Jens answered, "Yes, mother, satisfying. Altma will be my squire. He knows how to care for weapons and armour..."


"Specially some weapons, he know how to make them shine, isn't it so?" she said with a sly look at her son's member, now soft but still shining with saliva.


This time Altma didn't blush.


"I've put your clothes on that stool. In a short while lunch will ready. I prepared for three."


"Altma eats here with us..." Jens, slightly hesitant, said.


"I know. Your sisters went to see the aunt." the mother quietly answered, going back to bustle at the cookers.


Altma was at Jens' service for three months, when the knight discovered his subterfuge. He found it by chance, when the young squire of another knight, asked him how it came that Jens choose a servant as his squire.


"He's not a servant, he's the son of a knight." Jens said, surprised for that question.


So that squire told him how Altma disguised like a servant had sent him away.


Jens was really furious. Back home, he summoned Altma and beat him, while telling him what he had just discovered - it was the first time that Jens beat Altma. Then he told him to go back at his father's house, as he didn't want of him any more.


Altma kneeled in front of him, "Don't send me away, please... wasn't I a good squire for you, up to now?"


Jens was tempted to answer with a "no", but he honestly couldn't. "Yes, and even a very good one. But how can I trust you, after you lied me?"


"I lied? I never lied to you, sir, never to you... just to the other boys, but never to you. Don't send me away, I beseech you! I don't usually tell lies, and I'll never again tell a lie, at any cost... but I... I-had-to-enter at your service, knight Jens. And I didn't have any other means..."


"I could have chosen you all the same..." the knight said, slightly placated.


"You could... but it was not sure, and I wanted to be sure... It is since I was just eleven years old that I dreamed of you, I dreamed to become your thing. Also when I was having sex with other boys, before becoming your squire, I just shut my eyes and dreamed it was you making love to me. And when your father reached your ancestors, I at once busied myself to learn to be a good squire and... aren't you happy with my service?"


"But not with this subterfuge." the young man dryly answered.


"Don't send me away, I beseech you!" the boy repeated, prostrating himself on the floor, in tears.


Jeans seemed to think for a while, then said, "All right, I'll keep you... But as a punishment..."


"Yes?" Altma asked, with a hint of joy barely hidden in his voice.


"As a punishment... no sex for three moons!"


"Ooohhh..." the boy said, disappointed, but happy to be allowed to remain near the man he adored.


The three moons didn't elapse, and not even just one. Just five days and five nights later Jens' desire was so strong that, with magnanimity, announced to his squire that he had forgiven him, and re-admitted him in his bed. They didn't close an eye for all that night - Jens had to recover for the lost days. In the near room his two sisters were giggling hearing the longs pleasure moaning - for real their brother was a stallion in rut. They too hoped to find, in a not too far day, such a fiery man! Of course one who liked women.






ZEDEE THE WITCH


In the High-city there is an old and wide house that everybody knows very well - it is the house of the witch Zedee.


In older times this woman would live at court, as sorceress and priestess of the Goddess Mother. It was up to her to carry out the beautiful rites of Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter. She was respected. Her downfall was her unrestrained sexual desire, because of that she tried with all means to unite with women or men, if they were even just slightly attractive. It was not difficult at all in those times, when sex was still a free activity, to enjoy in any kind, and for her who was able to be fascinating.


So once, she managed to have sex also with the king, Waltha's father.


When she discovered she was made pregnant by the king, she at once understood that her careless foolhardy lust had come to an end - the fruit of that  unsanctioned union, the bastard son of the king, would be killed, and she didn't want that. At first she managed to hide her pregnancy, but she knew it would not be possible for much time. So she announced she had to leave for a pilgrimage. She abandoned everything, left the capital and, to be sure, also the kingdom. She wandered until she gained hospitality at a weaver's house. Here, at last, her son was born, a boy, whom she called Atlah.


As soon as the boy was able to walk, Zedee quit the weaver and slowly made her way back. Along the way she made her living practicing magic and teaching her son to recognize and find the sacred plants and the medicinal herbs, both the positive and the negative ones.


When she reached the capital city, the child was six years old - the king had just died and his son Waltha had been crowned king. Nobody seemed to remember or recognize the priestess Zedee or, if some did, they didn't show it. Zedee started selling her magic abilities, living at fist in a tent near the door between the High and the Low-city. She was paid with coins or with goods by the ones whom she did not find appealing and with sex by the ones she felt attracted to, be that men or women.


The child was growing up - physically he resembled his mother, from his father he only took the coppery hair and the size of the member. Also for his character he was like his mother - already when he was just nine, he was hunting for sexual adventures, with boys and girls - he too seemed insatiable. His mother found him dancing on the lap of a young soldier lying on the ground, impaling himself on his hard member, the child's eyes glossy for a wild pleasure. The soldier excused himself saying that it had been the child who wanted that, and the woman was not at all astounded and believed him - she just, looking at the young man's beautiful body, told him that as soon as he had satisfied her son, he had to satisfy her too... Quite often mother and son swapped their conquests, when both desired the same person. But they never had sex in front of each other, besides that first time when the mother caught him with the handsome young soldier - each of them had their own room.


The boy liked very much both roles, active with women and passive with men. But after he had explored all the possibilities with a bed mate he would tire of them and start the hunt for a new companion. And after each adventure he carved with the tip of his knife, on his leather belt, an arrow for each male that had fucked him and a circle for each female that he had fucked. He would soon have to buy a new belt...


Atlah soon developed his personal trademark style of sex - he loved to take the women with rude fury, making them yell with a mix of pleasure and pain, and he loved to be fucked by men with the same wild fury, and it made him scream like a woman, prey to pain and pleasure. The boy was seeping luxury from all his pores. Very few were able to resist his advances - he had a tenebrous and sensual fascination that made quiver everybody he cast his eyes on.


The witch discovered upon a time that, when she was having sex with a man, she was able to read his thoughts. She also discovered, later, that in the moment of the man's orgasm, she was also able to condition the man's thoughts. She thus started her social climbing - she didn't ask too much to her willing victims, because she was shrewd and she didn't want to make her victims suspicious. But she asked enough to get a life more and more well off. It was so that she succeeded to have as a gift the house where at present she lived form one of her most assiduous clients, both for her magical services than for her sex. It was a beautiful ancient two floors house in the High-city, with a small garden and, the only one amongst all the nearby houses, with a straw roof. The merchant who gave it to her was very rich and owned several houses and that one wasn't even the most luxurious one. But to Zedee, it was the perfect house. She was an ambitious woman, but she had the sense of the limits. Beside for the sex, of course...


When she was young, she had been a very good priestess, now she was a good witch. In the capital almost everybody sooner or later turned to her for her services - love filters, amulets against the evil-eye, or to know if and when to start an enterprise, to know to whom and when to marry a daughter, to heal diseases, to forecast the future for a new-born child, to find back vigour, or just to sleep well in the night and so on. She always had something for everybody.


She was very proud of her Atlah, who was growing up as straight as a ramrod, slender, proud and clever, and she was preparing him to become a good sorcerer. She was proud of him also because she knew that in his veins was running the blood of a king. This was a secret she never unveiled to anybody, not even to her son, fearing for the consequences. The ancient law was still in force, even after so many years.


Zedee came to know about the jousts and the tests. She too knew about the existence of the iron crown, and when she heard that the three knights would start the quest for it, she decided she had to seize it for her son. At any cost. But she too didn't know where the crown was hidden, so she decided that she had to let the knights search for it and upon their return she would seek a way for them to give it to her and not to the king.


It would not be difficult to persuade them, it was enough she had sex with them and during their orgasm, she would condition them. She had only to wait to know who the three chosen knights were, and then...


Also about this project she said nothing to Atlah... she would do him a wonderful surprise, the day when she could offer him the crown and tell him he was the son of a king... and so king Waltha would became a simple subject of her son... This thought made her smile, she really liked this idea.






HARTI AND KIMON


Harti was looking at his squire Kimon - now eighteen years old: he was a handsome big boy. Just two more years, and he would be knighted. So he would have to look for a new squire. He was not pleased to lose the boy.


Kimon felt he was observed and turned his head - he saw the absorbing look of his knight and smiled - when they smiled to each other, the nine years of age that parted them seemed to be suddenly cancelled. He adored his knight, loved him with a sincere love, but Harti, although very fond of him, didn't feel like to bind himself to somebody - he liked to enjoy his life and all that it offered him, including the handsome ripe boys full of yen for good sex, that abounded both in the castle and in the countryside, that peopled all the kingdom. It wasn't difficult for Harti to conquer a boy - he was really a handsome man, in the flower of his vigour. Kimon was secretly jealous, but he accepted, for love, that his knight at times took some amusement with a nice farmyard cockerel...


Both Harti and Kimon were not at all interested in women. They had never been interested in them. Even though for Kimon his knight was enough, while the knight was not able to content himself with his squire, their physical and spiritual mutual understanding was perfect. It had been perfect since the first time they met, when Kimon was thirteen and Harti twenty-two years old.


It was night; Harti went to the well to wash himself. Naked, his beautiful body wet, caressed by the almost full moon, Harti was vigorously brushing his wide chest and sound thighs, careless of the early spring cool night. Kimon, who wasn't able to fall asleep, left his house - hearing the water noise, he went towards the well and saw him - he felt like having the vision of a god that came down to Earth.


Fascinated, the boy drew nearer; his bare feet didn't raise any noise on the paving of the wide yard. The knight's body seemed made of liquid silver, his hair were like a bush of fine gold. Kimon got aroused just thinking of touching that body. He took off his tunic and, totally naked, went nearer to the young man, who finally saw him.


"Do you want me to wash your back, knight?" the boy asked, his voice almost trembling with the emotion, feeling a knot in his throat.


"You too came to wash yourself?" the knight asked him, looking at him while the boy was moving nearer.


"Yes..." the boy answered, enchanted by the low and virile voice.


"Very good, boy; so, wash my back and then I'll wash yours. Come here."


"Is not here, your squire?" the boy, quivering, asked, stopping just at a span from the beautiful, muscled body of the young man.


"No, he is doing his vigil of arms, as the day of the full moon he will be knighted."


"Ah... and... did you chose your new squire?" Kimon asked, while starting to brush his wide and straight back.


"Not yet. I can do it only after Thul will be knighted."


"Three more nights, then... Do you already have somebody in mind, knight?" the boy asked, hesitantly.


"Would you like becoming my squire?" the young man asked, amused, turning so abruptly that the boy's hands, that were brushing his buttocks, were at once on the erect member of the knight.


Kimon trembled, excited and embarrassed, and took away his hands as if a red-hot iron rod had scorched him. Harti lightly caressed his hair and repeated his question. The boy was unable to move away his eyes from the erect member pointing at his chest.


"Hey, did you lose your tongue?" the knight asked, amused, going on to caress the boy's head.


Kimon mistook these words meaning, and the young man's hand on his head, so he bent down and started to lick the pole of that beautiful man.


"No..." Harti sighed with pleasure, aware of the happy mistake of the boy, "you didn't lose you tongue, it seems..."


The boy kneeled down and, while gently kneading with both hands the big and swollen balls, started to suck with greedy pleasure the man's pole.


"Are you still virgin, boy?" the knight asked, caressing his nape and neck.


Kimon left just for a moment his pleasant task, looked up and said, "Not in my mouth, I sucked many, but I'm so in my back..."


"And... would you offer me your virginity?"


"If you want, you can take it... but I confess you that I'm somewhat afraid..."


"Afraid? And for what?"


"You are so big, here... wouldn't it hurt me?"


"I'll do my best not to... What do you want in exchange for your virginity?"


"In exchange?" the boy asked, surprised, going on to gently caress the beautiful member still turgid.


"Aren't you going to ask me to take you as my squire, in exchange?"


"Oh!" the boy exclaimed, then added, "Of course I would like it, but... You really want me to be your squire?"


"Why not?"


"I know nothing about a squire duty."


"Aren't you the son of a knight?"


"Yes, but I'm only the fourth of his four sons, so my father didn't waste his time to teach me about the martial arts or the knight's life... or just about being a squire... I'm doomed to go and work down in the city, as many of the younger children."


"But would you like to become my squire?"


"Yes... oh yes, I would like it."


"And you offered me to take your virginity without thinking to get something in exchange for it?"


"It's right."


"And why?"


"Because you are the most beautiful man I ever saw."


"Oh, and how many did you see?" the young man asked with a light laughter, feeling more and more attracted to that boy.


"Not a few... and even naked... especially when they asked me to enjoy themselves between my lips."


"Nobody of them asked you to let them enjoy also in your back?"


"Yes, it happened..."


"And you have always refused?"


"Yes..."


"And why?"


"Somewhat because of fear and somewhat because... I don't know, really... possibly I didn't yet feel ready."


"And now are you feeling ready to take the big step?" the young knight asked him, amused.


"I really think so, at least since I saw you so, all naked, a few moments ago."


Harti had already decided to take him as his squire, but didn't tell him yet. "Why don't you come in my house, in my bed, so that I can take profit of your offer?"


The boy at once stood up, a serious expression on his face, and Harti thought he wanted to withdraw. Instead Kimon said, "Yes, let's go." and, bending to pick up his short tunic, without wearing it, took a hand of the young man and followed him in silence.


Harti felt his heart race in his chest with vigour. He was about deflowering a boy, this was a rare privilege. A boy who had completely entrusted himself to him, and this was an honour. A shy but determined boy, really handsome, and this was a pleasure. Harti never felt so much excited in all his life.


He raised him in his arms - how light he was! He squeezed him against his chest - how hot he was! He looked straight in his eyes - how pure they were! Yes, he wanted him, he wanted to make him his own boy.


Climbing to the first floor, he laid down the boy on his bed and went on top of him, totally covering him with all his body. He looked seriously in the boy's eyes, "You really, my boy, are ready for me to take your virginity?"


"Yes..." Kimon whispered in a quiver.


"What if I hurt you?"


"Very much?" the boy asked, without showing any fear.


"I will try not to give you pain, but the first time... and my tool is not a little one..."


"No, it's not a little one. But take me."


"All right. If I hurt you, if you want me to stop, just tell me... I'll try to stop, I promise."


"You'll try?" the boy asked, while Harti was rising the boy's legs and folding them against his chest.


"Yes, if the excitement is not going to make me lose my control... because you are exciting me beyond all limits..."


"I? Who knows how many boys you took, and even more handsome than me..."


"Yes. I took plenty of boys, but never any of them offered himself to me as you did. Body and soul."


"Yes, body and soul..." Kimon answered in a dreamy voice - he felt he did the right choice offering himself to that young knight. "Take me, please..." he repeated, determinedly.


Harti lowered his head between the small buttocks now fully exposed; he spread them with his big hands and started to lick the hidden small hole. He felt the boy shudder, emit a long sigh, and relax. He wet him carefully with his saliva, for a long time, pushing from time to time the tip of his tongue to force open the secret door. Kimon pushed himself against him, with soft moans. After a while the young man, wetting with saliva the middle finger of his left hand, started to penetrate him.


"At first it can be somewhat painful, I think... but if you relax you will feel almost no pain. Then, little by little, you too will start to feel pleasure. I remember that for me, the first time, it had been aching for a few days, but each time I did it again, the pleasure was increasing and the pain lessening..."


"With whom you did it, with your knight?"


"No, I was just eleven, and did it with my father's squire. Are you ready, Kimon?" he asked putting at the place of his finger his tool that he had carefully lubricated using for that a piece of fine slice of lard.


"Yes, push..."


Harti started to push, while with a hand he caressed the boy's small but hard member and with the other he teased his nipples. Kimon shuddered and shut his eyes. The tip of the massive member was relentlessly pushing on the tight, inviolate opening.


"Relax, my boy, relax... let me in... I want you!"


"Yes... I'm trying..." Kimon moaned, starting to sweat.


"Relax, for all the gods, relax!" the knight repeated with a somewhat troubled voice, pushing with increasing strength.


He wanted him, he wanted him, he wanted that handsome boy even at cost of hurting him... No! Not that, he at once said to himself, almost ashamed of his instinct. Exerting violence on himself, he stopped pushing. He bent on the boy and gently bit his nipple. Then, taking again the piece of lard, he lubricated his finger and again the small hole, and then pushed again inside it his finger.


"Oh, Kimon, Kimon... I want you!" he moaned, prey to a terrible desire.


"Yes, I too want you inside me."


"Relax, please, let me enter inside you..."


"Yes, take me! Even if I yell, even if I beg you to stop, take me! Even if you hurt me, make me yours!" the boy whispered.


With both hands, Kimon gently seized the man's member and drove it again between his small, firm, spread buttocks, aiming at the small hole palpitating in wait.


Harti pushed and this time felt he was slipping inside the sweet goal that was gradually opening for him, trembling, under his vigorous pushes.


"Aaaahahhhaaaaaaaa!" the boy yelled, prey to pain, shutting tight his eyes, but at the same time pushing himself with force against the flesh pole that was starting to invade him.


"Nnnhhgghhh!" moaned Kimon when finally his gland, winning the initial resistance of the still inviolate sphincter, was fully inside him.


All of a sudden the boy relaxed completely and Harti started to sink inside him almost without needing to push. "I'm feeling it... ooohhh... push..." Kimon muttered, feeling the sweat trickle from his body in rivulets.


When, after several minutes of sex, finally sated, the young knight lied down on top of him, panting, he thought that he didn't want anybody else as his squire. But, when he resumed his normal breath, just to put at test the boy, he said, "It has been good. Thank you, Kimon. We will do it again, you and I, some times in future, wouldn't we?"


"Each time you want, I will be yours, knight."


"But I can't take you as my squire. If you were just a couple years older, who knows..."


"I understand. But will you invite again me in your bed?"


"I really think so, I'll come and look for you once in a while."


"That's good for me. Thank you." the boy said with a light smile.


"At each full moon?" the young man asked, amused.


"As you like, knight, will be good for me."


"But you... what do you desire?"


"I? My greatest desire have been fulfilled - being yours, and not just for a single time."


"Did I hurt you?"


"Rather, but not too much."


"And you want to do it again with me?"


"Of course."


"Aren't you afraid of pain?"


"No, if there is a good reason."


"You would become a good knight..."


"Thank you. But I will never be a knight. I hope only to be able to become a skilled craftsman."


The boy asked him if he could dress and go back home. Harti desired to keep him there, but gave him his assent. He looked at him go away. At once he missed him - he was way too fond of that boy.


The following morning he went at the boy's house and asked his father to let Kimon be his squire. The father was surprised, but had no reason to deny his assent.


So he called Kimon and said, "The knight Harti asked of you as his squire and I gave him my assent. Prepare yourself, as in two days you will have to move in his house."


The boy's eyes showed a moment of disbelief, a flash of surprise, then shone, "Thank you, father... Thank you, knight. I will try to be the best squire to be found, I promise!"


"I don't doubt of it, Kimon." Harti answered with a smile and. Said good-bye to everybody, vent back to his house, feeling satisfied.


"What are you thinking about, Kimon?" the knight asked him.


"That you will for sure be one of the three chosen knights for the quest."


"Oh, really? And what makes you so sure about it?" Harti asked, amused.


"Because you're the best one."


"Every squire thinks so about his knight."


"No, not every squire. Moreover... I don't know why, but I feel you will be one of the chosen trio."


"The same as you felt I would have taken you as my squire?" the young man asked, teasing him.


"No, that I really didn't think it would happen. But I felt that you were the man to whom it was worth to give myself, and about that I was totally right, I think..."


"Yes, you were undoubtedly right..." Harti answered him, going nearer and gave him a light caress on the cheek.


When they were alone, at times, the handsome knight let himself go to those light tenderness gesture, that Kimon deeply savoured.


Harti left the house, and while he was going out he asked himself why he wasn't able to fall in love with the boy as he for sure deserved, why he always felt the spur to look for new sex adventures, even though he was fond of Kimon more than of a brother, more than of a son, more than of a friend? Kimon deserved love more than just affection, but he, honestly, was not able to give him anything more than affection... By the way, Kimon would be knighted soon, and their relationship was anyway doomed to end...


Will he ever find another squire perfect as Kimon was?




CHAPTER 3


WALTHA'S ADVENTURE






KING WALTHA'S ADVENTURE

"Yes, king Waltha, tomorrow is the big day. Are you feeling thrilled?"


"A little... or rather a lot." the king answered with a smile.


The old man nodded, in answer to the smile. "I must put an end to my preparation of the spells, if you let me."


Waltha understood it was a kind leave, but a thought came back to his mind, "Before leaving you..."


"Yes?" Arseno said in an encouraging tone.


"I desire your advice."


"I'm listening."


"As you know, the queen is waiting our third child..."


"Yes. At the birth-day I will foretell the future..."


"And you also know that in this period a sensible man doesn't absolutely touch his wife..."


"Yes, it is really so..."


"But I'm feeling the fire in my loins... that need some relief. But, you see, I can not take a female servant, as I'm afraid I would make her pregnant, after so long an abstinence..."


"You're right."


"And about a male servant, he would be presumed to obey to my desire, but I don't like to impose my personal desires on anybody, even though it would be my right in doing it..."


"You are both a wise man and a wise king."


"And I cannot even ask it to a free woman or man... a king is more a prisoner than his knights, as they have at least their squires, with whom it is custom to indulge their lusts... On the other side, my hand doesn't suffice me any more..."


"I see." The old man was smiling. "Do you want an advice from the wizard or from the man?"


"From... both of them?" the king answered with a smile, and Arseno thought that when Waltha was smiling in that way, he seemed to be transported to being the kid of the old times.


"The man tells you that you have just to go downtown in disguise - so who will accept you will do so only because he or she desires you and not because you are the king. The wizard tells you that tonight will be favourable and you will not be disappointed."


"Are you serious?" the king asked, his eyes lit with pleasure.


"I'm absolutely serious. You will find what you need to appease your desires, my good Waltha... Right in this night, the last one before the full moon."


"Thank you." the king said and, greeting him with a light hug, went down to his quarters.


He called the House Superintendent, and asked him to find in secret some servant clothes of his size. Then summoned the chief of the guard, and told him that he was to let a certain servant who would show him a countermark free access out and into the downtown castle gate. He then went to his room, and took from the queen's casket the small jar of powder with which the queen liked to darken her long hair...


Yes, that same night... he was already excited just thinking of it.


At night, when the queen was asleep, the king furtively got up. In the adjoining room ha had already prepared everything - he lit a lantern, sat in front of the mirror and, combing his thick hair, he plaited them in two big braids as several servants were used to do. With the dust he lightly darkened his face and hands skin, took away his ring-seal, wore the servant clothes and hanged at his neck the countermark. He had to raise the tunic and to put a bandaging around his pelvis, or else his erection would have been too conspicuous; so he blocked his hard member against his pubes. The member throbbed wildly.


"Be quiet, in a short while you will have what you are longing for." he said with a smile, looking at it.


He shut off the lantern and gropingly went to the stairway. He went down, crossed the square yard, went out on the drill ground and crossed it too, going towards the gate.


"Halt! Who goes there?" the sentry asked, barring his pace.


The king showed his countermark.


The guard lowered his spear ands said, "Come, this way." He opened a small door near the big gate and said, "When you come back, knock two, three and one time. I will personally open you."


Waltha nodded and, bending down, slipped out through the small door, into the High-city. The guard shut the door at his back asking himself who could that servant be, with such a stout and big body, but then told himself it was none of his matters, and barred the little door.


Waltha heard the bar slip at its place and fall in place with a light thud - his adventure was beginning. He went down the street looking around and asking himself who ever could he find in the town with its desert and apparently asleep streets. But he trusted Arseno's words; he knew he would find what he was looking for.


He went down until he reached the lower gate, then decided to go back. The High-city was lying like a moon crescent under his castle. He decided to take one of the side streets. The houses and the streets, covered by a thick layer of snow, were dark and silent - not a light, nor a soul was to be seen. When he reached the end, he moved to a parallel street just to get back to the main street. All was silent. Even his foot steps were muffled by his fur shoes and by the snow. The street was bending and right at the bend, a little further, Waltha noticed a small single floored house, with just one door and one window in the façade, and the roof, tall and pointed, even though covered by the snow, made him think it was an ancient, wooden one, before the tiles were used for the roofs by the wealthy people. He was looking at that house, curious, when he noticed a faint blade of light seep from a slit in the window.


After a while the door silently opened and a nimble figure, clearly of a woman, stole away disappearing into a lateral passage between the house and the neighbouring building. Waltha drew nearer, feeling curious and excited - would that woman be his companion for the night? He had almost reached the small house when the same figure came out of the narrow passage and saw Waltha approaching.


She had a small start, stopped and looked at the man, seeing he was smiling to her. So she asked him, "Who are you?"


"I'm a servant at the castle." the king answered.


"What are you doing here, so late?"


"I was late and was locked outside, and they wont open the gate again until daybreak..."


"So you are spending the whole night outside? In this cold?" the girl asked, widening her eyes.


She was really pretty, well built; she had a gentle aspect and voice.


"What else can I do?"


"But... you will froze!" the girl said.


"That's why I'm walking."


"And would you walk all the night long?"


"What else can I do?" the king repeated, with a smile.


The girl looked him up and down then resolutely said, "Come in my house, you will sleep with us, I can't let you outside."


Waltha felt his heart have a jolt in his chest and his excitement came back, pressing. "You don't know me..." the man said, admiring the beautiful shapes of the girl and her blond plait long to her waist.


"Even if you were a thief, and I don't think so, there is nothing to steal in my house. Moreover... your eyes are good. Come in!" the girl said, opening the door and making him enter.


She shut the door with the bolt. The king looked around, at the light of a lantern lit on the central table. It really was a poor house, with just one room, and the king understood that the girl went out to empty herself. In a corner there was a fireplace, without fire. In the opposite corner there was a square straw mattress, and the king saw that somebody was lying there.


"Your husband?" his asked, curious.


"No, my twin brother, Samma. May name is Tamma. What's your name?"


"My name is... Kimig." Waltha said, knowing that that was the ancient appellation of the kings, but that now was just a common male noun.


"Kimig... a nice name. Come, lie near my brother and I will lie at your other side. We will be somewhat packed, but so we will warm each other. For the gods sake! How strong and well nourished you seem! Your master treats you well."


"Yes, he does..." the king answered, lying close to the sleeping boy, under the fur cover.


The girl lay near him, after putting out the lantern, and tucking in the cover. Waltha had had just the time to throw a glance to the boy's face, and noticed he was really handsome, and very alike his sister.


"Are you two alone, here?" Waltha asked in a whisper, not to wake up the boy.


"Yes. My father died when we were little children, we almost can't remember him. My mother died six years ago."


"How old are you?"


"I don't know... I think twenty-two... possibly."


"Why didn't you still get married?"


"I have no dowry, you see. Nobody would marry a girl without dowry. Moreover... my brother and I... we are twins, we have the same tastes, the same ideas, the same preferences...


"I can't see where is the problem..."


"He likes the same men I like... or possibly the other way round, I don't know. So we decided that I'll marry only the man who would accept him like me, who will take we both in his bed and... well this is not the most difficult thing, we already found some men who do it willingly with both of us, you see... But marry me..."


"What kind of man do you two like?" the king asked, trembling for his excitation.


"You are trembling. Are you cold?"


"Yes." Waltha lied.


The girl pushed herself more against the man. "I'll warm you... You see, for instance, we would like a man like you. You are strong and your eyes are good..."


The king was feeling more and more aroused and was making an effort not to jump on her and take her on the spot. "But I'm already married..."


"Yes, it seems that all the best men are already married."


"But... there is nobody interested in you... in both of you, I mean."


"There is one, but his parents, as I have no dowry, don't want him to marry me. So, at times, he just comes here to spend the night with us."


"Is that man in love with you?"


"I think so, and also my brother... And he would like to marry me, but he can't go against his father, that's clear. You are still trembling..." the girl said pushing herself more against him, and so she felt pressing against her, strong and warm, his erection.


"Do you desire me?" she asked in a whisper.


"Yes, very much." Waltha answered, excited.


"Do you want us? Both of us?"


"I would really be happy..."


"I'll wake up my brother, then..."


"Good."


The girl, leaning over Waltha, shook her brother, "Samma, hey, Samma! Wake up!"


"What's up?" the boy asked, with a sleepy voice.


Waltha noticed that, even though he had a manly tone, his voice was very similar to that of his sister.


"There is a man, here, between you and me, and he desires us both..."


"A man? Who is he?" the boy asked, touching the king with his hands, exploring his body, his erection, and his face... "He seems to be a handsome man... and he wants us? Both of us?"


"Of course. You know that I would never have said him yes if he did not want us both!"


The boy pushed himself against the king's body, brushing against him, and muttered, "Welcome..."


"Thank you." Waltha answered spreading his arms and pulling both of them to his chest.


Tamma kissed him on the mouth, at first lightly, then with increasing delight. Samma slipped his hand under the man's tunic to cares his member now so turgid that it freed itself from the bandage that the king wore.


"Let's take off our tunics." the man said, excited.


"Aren't you felling any more cold?" the girl giggled, pleased.


"Not at all, on the contrary, I'm feeling full of fire."


"Yes..." the boy said sitting up, and quickly pulling off his tunic.


The other two at once followed suit. Waltha lay down again and felt the small firm bosoms of the girl against his side, and her soft lips on his nipple, and soon after felt the boy's tongue start to lick his testicles, while four hands were exploring his body. The king moaned with pleasure, feeling he was being lead into the always-blooming fields of the gods.


The two siblings were bringing him to a rapidly increasing excitation - he could feel their lips, their tongues, their hands and bodies all over him, in a kind of sensuous and sinuous dance. So much that, if it was not for her bosoms and the boy's erection, he would not have been able to know the one from the other. Waltha sat up so as to better caress them.


"No, let us do, for the moment." Samma said.


"You'll busy yourself when you'll take us." Tamma merrily suggested.


Waltha let himself go down again, overcome by the sensations. He thought he was going to burst out, so excited he was, he couldnt remember having ever experienced something so intense. The twins, as for a common agreement, slowed down and lay down at his sides, half on top of him. Waltha embraced and in turns kissed them.


"You seem to be a really beautiful man," Samma said, "I would like to light the lantern to enjoy of you also with my eyes..."


"No, please..." the king said, afraid that if they looked at him from so near, they could any day recognize him.


"Do you like better doing it in the darkness?" the girl asked.


"It gives wings to the fantasy." Waltha answered.


"That's poetic..." the boy muttered, and both resumed giving pleasure to the body, now slightly more relaxed, of their unexpected guest.


Waltha searched with his hands between the legs of the twins, until he found the warm and wet vagina of the girl and the strong and quivering member of the boy, and caressed the both of them there with skilled moves. The sexual game went on bringing him at a step from the explosion, then slowing down, for three, four times, until the king asked them to put an end to that refined torture.


"Yes, I too can't resist any more..." Tamma whispered.


"Yes, now take us." Samma said in a whisper.


The man seized a waist, without being sure to whom it belonged, and pulled to himself a fresh and young body. He felt he had seized the boy. He had him lie on his back and kneeled between his legs. The boy at once understood how the man intended to take him, and raised his legs, leaning his ankles on the powerful shoulders of the king, offering so himself to the man. The quivering member of the man slipped in the furrow between the youth's buttocks until his fiery tip found the soft warmth of the throbbing anus. He started to push.


"Oh, yeeees!" the youth muttered, totally relaxing as soon as he felt the pressure.


Waltha felt he was being sucked by the warm and tender flesh channel that was clinging around his pole, tight and comfortable at the same time, like the right sheath to its sword.


"Oh, for the gods sake, you're strong, you're a real man, the king of all the men! A real king..." Samma muttered excitedly, quivering under him, pushing himself against that pole to take it all, making his hole throb delightfully.


Waltha smiled thinking that the boy didn't suspect he just uttered the truth.


The girl was lying near her brother and was caressing both their bodies, feeling happy for her twin's enjoyment. Even though for many years, since he married, Waltha didn't ever again enjoy a man, still remembered how to drive his strokes in the warm back channel to give his mate the most intense pleasure. The boy was jolting, prey of a growing pleasure. Waltha lowered his torso to kiss him; their tongues met, played, they sucked each other tongue with gentle passion. The man started to hammer inside him with virile strength and the boy was in the seventh heaven.


"You are not a man, you are a god visiting our land!" the boy murmured, his voice raucous for the pleasure.


The king sped up his strokes, and felt that both the boy and he, were close to the explosion, it was just a matter of moments. He lowered himself to kiss again Samma, who circled the man's neck with his arms to be closer to him. The boy's member, pressed against Waltha's belly, was strongly throbbing. A long and deep moan arose from the depth of both the males and as one, with a set of powerful jets, they both unloaded, the king in the depths of the boy and this one between the two arched bodies. When the last spasm of the orgasm subsided, Waltha let himself go on top of the boy, panting with him. Their chest were raising and lowering alternating.


"Oh, Tamma, it has been way too good! This man made me come without need of touching it! You'll see, you too will feel overcome; it has really been way too beautiful..." the boy muttered in a tone of deep amazement.


The girl said, "You need to rest for a while, now, Kimig, you are tired..."


"No, I'm ready for you!" the king said, his voice raucous for the desire, slowly slipping out of the boy; he then moved his body on top of the girl. She embraced him and spread her legs, making room for the king's legs between her own. Waltha lowered himself a little to gently bite the girl's nipples, then slowly slipped upwards with his member. Still throbbing and hard, found its way and little by little invaded the welcoming vagina of the young woman. Tamma moaned with pleasure and bit her lip so as not to yell.


Waltha kissed her. "Are you ready?" he asked.


The girl nodded and clasped her hands on the king's buttocks, almost to be penetrated more deeply. The man started his second ride, feeling full of vigour just as before. Now it was the boy's turn to caress their united bodies. The man knew also how to give pleasure to a woman, and soon Tamma was in frenzy, like a little before was her brother.


"Ooohhh, yes, Samma, this man is really a god! It's a pity he's already married... He's making me die with the pleasure... Ooohhh, yes, you really know how to give pleasure to a woman!" she said, tossing under him.


"As well as a man... it's really a pity you are already married..." her brother added with a dreamlike voice.


Waltha took care of her for a long time, either with calm and measured strokes, or with vigour, while caressing all her body as he just before did with the boy. He felt that the young woman's orgasm was rapidly approaching, together with his own. Also the girl was skilled in the movements to give pleasure to a man. Waltha thought that, if he ever had to make a choice between the two twins, he would have had difficulties. For the sake of having children, it was she, of course, but besides that... Together they were complete - happy the man who would "marry" them both! the king thought feeling prey to a strong pleasure.


The orgasm caught them and trailed them in a wonderful whirl, the second one of that enchanting night that Waltha would never forget.


Laying all three, Waltha always in the middle, the king embraced them both pulling them closer, kissing in turn one or the other. "Now I really need some rest..."


"Just some?" the boys asked in a happy tone. "Do you mean that in a while..."


"We will do it once more?" she asked, pleased.


"If you don't regret..." Waltha said.


"Regret?" the twins with one voice asked.


"On the contrary!" she said.


"No regret at all!" the boy said.


"Good... I just need a few minutes..." the king answered, blessing in his heart the wizard and the twins.


When finally Waltha went back to the castle, he fell at once to sleep, feeling totally appeased and satisfied.


The morning after, feeling merry and in a wonderful mood as never before, he went into the treasure room. He searched in his coffers until he found what was looking for - two gold coins coming from a far away kingdom, each one of the value of three gold coins of his kingdom. He went down in the castle kitchens, took some of the leavened mass ready to bake the barley bread and made a big loaf, hiding in it, unseen, the two golden coins. He smoothed it carefully, with a knife carved on it the symbol of the Goddess Mother and gave it to the servants, unaware of the content, to have it backed in the oven, and ordered them as soon as it was ready, to take it to him in a basket. 


Back to his quarters, he called a trusted servant, the son of the wet nurse who breast-fed them both together.


"Raghn, I've a mission to entrust you. A secret mission..." he said and explained him the facts and his intentions.


The man listened and nodded and at the end said, "Everything will be done as you wish, Waltha."


The servant went back to the servants' quarters and searched between the clothes until he found a tunic different from that in use at the castle. He loosened his braids and tied his hair in back of his head as a ponytail, to get a foreign aspect. He then went back to the king.


"Perfect!" the king said when he saw him.


Meanwhile from the kitchens came the loaf in a basket. The king gave it to Raghn who at once went downtown.


When he was in the High-city, the servant looked for twins' house. A neighbour told him they were at work at the potter, like every day. The man was talking with an accent odd enough to have the woman call him "stranger". He singled out the potter's store and asked of the twins. When he saw them, he thought that his king had a really good taste.


"Forgive me, are you the twins called Samma and Tamma?"


"Yes, we are." they answered looking at him hesitantly.


The man smiled to reassure them. "I'm a traveller... I was coming here when, on the road between the lake and this city, I met an old woman. She seemed suffering, in bad health. She asked me if I was going to the capital and I told her I was. She then entrusted me this loaf of bread and told me: for the love of the Goddess Mother, bring this bread to two, called Samma and Tamma, two twins that live in the capital and work as potters. Tell them to eat it, a slice every night, praying the Goddess Mother to give me back my health, and I will pray for them to be blessed by her."


"An old woman?" the boy asked.


"She told you her name?" Asked the girl.


The servant answered, "No, she told me not."


"How was she dressed?" she asked.


"When she left you, what way did she take?" the boy asked.


"She told me she was going back and took the road to the lake. She was wearing a green tunic made of good wool, and had a hood with stripes of several colours on her head."


"Was she alone?"


"Was she a stranger?"


"I don't know if she was a stranger, and she was alone. She rode a small grey mule..." the servant answered and gave them the basket.


The girl took it and said, "One never refuses the gift of a good bread. We will pray the Goddess Mother for who made this bread."


"Oh, I was forgetting... the old woman told me you have to eat it alone, and only in night time, when nobody else is in your home. She so insistently asked me not to forget it. Is it possibly a rite?" the servant asked.


"I don't know, but we will do as you say - if it really is a rite..."


"... we will for sure not break it. Possibly is just a vow she did. But how could she know our names?"


"This is something I really don't know. Well, blessed be, boys. I have to resume my way..." the man said, leaving them.


That same night the twins prayed the goddess for the unknown old woman's health who made that loaf for them, and ate a good slice each. And so in the second night, and in the third one.


The fourth night, their knife met an obstacle... and the twins found the gold coins - they didn't believe to their eyes!


"Blessed be the goddess! With these coins you can have a good dowry!" Samma said.


"We can marry with Mart!" the girl said, happily, and then added, "You too like Mart, don't you?"


"Yes, very much... even though I would have preferred that servant... but he is already married."


"Mart is a good man. And he is also handsome and good hearted." the girl said.


"Yes. Let's go to give him the good news."


"Tomorrow morning, dear brother. Now everybody is surely already in bed!"


Waltha, who in secret had them spied, came to know that at spring a certain Mart would marry with a certain Tamma... and smiled, pleased.




CHAPTER 4


THE THREE CONTESTS






THE FIRST CONTEST

Finally the day of the first joust arrived. The parade ground was dressed with flags and on the castle side the royal family and aristocrats dais had been erected. From the High-city and the Low-city citizens of any rank and stature made their way to the parade grounds to be sure to enjoy the show. Everywhere there was a festive atmosphere.


In the knight's houses the last feverish preparations were being made and the squires were painstakingly busying themselves around their knights.


The aristocrats took their seats and finally came the king, with his pregnant queen, the two children and the court wizard. The crowd greeted them with loud ovations. The king saluted with wide gesture, running his eyes over his faithful subjects. He so caught a glimpse, amongst the crowd, in the first rang, a handsome man in his thirties with an open smile, flanked on either side by Samma and Tamma. The good king smiled to himself. The pleasure that the twins gave him with such a spontaneous joy, fully deserved the joy that they had now, also thanks to his secret gift.


The hunting horns blared, the war drums rolled and the knights came forth in their shining armour on horseback and presented themselves to the king in an orderly rank. A shudder raced through the crowd, as they saw the kingdom's champions, a shudder that often found a resonance between the legs of men and women as they saw these powerful males.


The king did his speech for the knights then ordered the joust to start. In couples, the knights met; each of them had the possibility to choose the tournament weapons he liked better - the axe or the mace, the spear or the sword. The shining of the armour, the clash of the weapons, the yells of the competitors, the neigh of the horses and their powerful gallop noise, were making a merry confusion and the show was wonderful. The crowd cheered on one or another of the knights. The man who was unsaddled, before mounting again his horse, had to surrender to the winner his countermark. The one that at the end had gained more countermarks would be the winner. If by chance two knights gathered the same number of countermarks, they would meet for a last duel between them, so that only one would be the winner.


Servants were bringing refreshments to the king and the aristocrats, women and boys carrying baskets passed through the crowd selling pastry or dried fruits and nuts, while others had earthenware pots and a ladle, selling warm, watered beer.


The squires were excitedly following the joust, yelling each time their knight was the winner, shuddering in silence if he was the loser. Little by little the squires of the winners were in the first line.


"Your knight has not yet been unsaddled." said a big young man with red hair to Derk.


Derek looked and recognised the speaker to be the squire of Bagha, and his name was Ridor.


"Also yours, if I'm not mistaken." he kindly answered.


"And I hope he will not be - he promised to pay for me the two best whores of the town, if he wins!" the young man answered, joyfully. Then asked, "And what did your knight promise to you?"


Derk smiled. "To me too he promised the craziest night of sex of my life." he answered, without explaining that his Axel and he would celebrate between them.


Well, they would make love also if he didn't win, to say the truth, but it would be different...


Butha, who was near them and heard the exchange of words, said, "To me my knight promised a splendid armour for my coming knighting. The women, I look for them by myself."


Shohon giggled, "Besides the farm women, who can want you, with your muzzle!"


Everybody laughed, but none of them lose sight of the joust even just for a single moment.


This joust, was different from the others as there would be no breaks because it had to end before sun set. In fact the king, besides their strength and ability, wanted to measure also the knights' resistance. Like in a real battle, the king said.


The armours were now all covered with dust. The first knights, defeated by everybody, were withdrawing. But not with sadness - in fact the looser in a joust could easily be the winner in another joust. Only the most aged amongst the defeated were starting to think that possibly it was time for them to retire - they would enter, with all the honours, into the royal guard. But some of them even when realizing that the vigour was deserting him, preferred to remain a knight to the very day of his death.


The knights, mainly in long times of peace like now, loved the jousts, that had the power to give vent to their energies, keeping them trained at the same time. Also the common people loved the joust, as they saw in it almost a rite of exorcism against a real war.


At that point only eight knights were still in the field. Amongst them there was Axel, and Derk was really happy for that; Axel choose the axe, that he handled with unbelievable skill - his weapon, even thought really heavy, in his hands seemed light like a feather. He made it unceasingly twirl and stroke it either on his adversary weapon for defence, or on his opponent body in an attack. His loose hair, like it was custom in war or in the jousts, came out of his still shining helmet.


Axel's opponent used the spear. He charged Axel with cold determination, aiming at the centre of Axel's chest. The latter raised himself, making leverage on his knees and, straight up, twirled his axe while the two horses were powerfully galloping one towards the other, quickly approaching. Axel was not holding the reins, as his horse knew what he had to do.


When the clash was imminent, Axel performed a feat that caused a long "Ooooohhh!" of amazement from everybody - he let himself slip on his horse, embracing his neck, with his legs curled up, the axe in his hands, vaulted in front of the galloping horse and was again on his saddle from the other side. The spear of his opponent so found just the air where just before was Axel's body. Riding again his horse, Axel turned about abruptly and chased down his opponent. The opponent hastily tried to turn around but Axel was already on him and with a well given axe stroke on his side, unsaddled him.


The knight quickly stood up in front of Axel's horse, and Axel stopped him with a short order. The horse stopped almost at contact with the beaten knight, who showed a remarkable cold blood, in fact he didn't move away not even of a step. He gave to Axel his countermark.


Axel bent down to take it and said, "I almost regret to have won against you. You are a fantastic warrior."


"Thank you Axel, but you deserved your victory. I hope you will be the winner of all the joust."


Derk was jumping for the joy. How many times Axel had tried these incredible acrobatics, in the countryside, where nobody could see him. And he finally used it, with success.


Now remained in the field only two knights, Axel and Ratha.


They saluted each other and Ratha yelled, "Axel, how many countermarks did you win?"


"Two times twenty plus eight! And you?"


"Two times twenty plus six, therefore you're the winner... but we have all the same to fight."


"Of course, and I'm glad to have to confront with you!"


"But... don't dare to let me win just because at this point you are sure of your victory!"


"Not even in a dream, as I know that if I did so, I would just make of you an enemy. The one that the gods help will win, Ratha! Are you ready?"


"Yes, Axel. I'm more than ready!"


All long this dialog a perfect silence fell amongst the aristocrats and the crowd, and everybody had carefully listened. The two knights saluted the king and each reached an end of the field for the charge. Derk knew that Axel had in store another secret move, and he hoped his knight would use it with this last opponent, to amaze the king, the aristocrats and the entire crowd and to win.


Ratha was fighting with a mace. The two knights spurred their horses and hurled themselves at a great gallop the one against the other, twirling their joust weapons. Axel noticed that Ratha's horse had white, foamy slobber dripping from the bit - a sign that he was tired.


With his free hand he caressed his horse's neck, "Go on, love! You're the best horse in the world, even if I weren't the best knight. Go straight, don't swerve, make the other horse swerve..."


The horse neighed, almost in answer.


Everybody held back his breath waiting for the first clash. Axel's horse hurled himself against the other horse while Ratha twirled his mace. Axel wasn't using his axe; he was holding it almost in horizontal, as if he didn't intend to use it. Ratha's horse, just a moment before the two animals touched, swerved to the left to avoid the collision. Ratha delivered his mace, intending to strike Axel on his chest, but the latter swerved to the right and his axe stroke, in horizontal. While Ratha's mace just brushed Axel body, his axe blocked his opponent so that his horse slipped away under him and Ratha found himself unsaddled. Ratha's horse continued his run; Axel stopped his own horse and turned back. An absolute silence fell on the parade field - nobody foresaw such a fast conclusion of the clash.


Ratha looked at Axel and burst in a loud laugh. Then everybody burst in laughter and Ratha, with his powerful voice, yelled, "You unsaddled me like a child, Axel! I feel like I'm back being just an unskilled squire, a novice! Honour to the winner, here is my countermark. I'm proud having been defeated by you! You are still young, but you are evidently the best of all the knights!"


"No, Ratha, not the best. The gods assisted me. All the knights of king Waltha are the best, also the ones who lost two times twenty plus eight countermarks. And you, Ratha, you have always been an example for us all. I remember when, even before becoming a squire, I admired you and desired I could be your son!"


"Your father has been a great knight." Ratha answered, flattered.


"Of course, I would have been your son, if I wasn't already the son of my father." Axel corrected himself with a smile.


He dismounted his horse and presented himself in front of the king. "King Waltha, here are the two times twenty plus nine countermarks I've won, and here are my two times twenty plus nine ones."


The king stood up, took them and gave them to an official to check them. "Axel, you are the first of the three chosen knight for the quest of the iron crown. May the gods assist you as they assisted you in this day. Your agility surprised me, where did you learn that move?"


"It is my squire who devised it, an exceptional and trusted boy, and I practiced it for a long time, in secret, almost as if I foresaw a day like today."


"Good, your squire is indeed ingenious, pray bid him come hither."


Axel made a gesture and Derk went forward, near his knight. He bowed in front of the king, deeply moved.


The king looked at him and smiled - he was a well-built and big boy, and yet near the knight he seemed small. He noticed his gentle look and said, "Introduce yourself, boy."


"I am Derk, son of Damath, squire of sir Axel, knight at the service of king Waltha."


"Very well, young Derk. Here is the holly crown of the winner. It will be you to put it on the helmet of your knight, in my stead."


Derk felt he was blushing. While he was taking from the king's hands the green crown with the red berries, he said with a loud and clear voice, "You are so honouring me beyond what I deserve, asking me to speak in your name."


"This is your prize for being such a good squire." the king said, pleased.


Derk turned towards his knight and the look they exchanged was filled with love. Axel kneeled in front of the boy. Derk raised high the crown and said, "Knight Axel, in the name of our king, I crown you the winner of the joust!" and put the crown on his lover's helmet.


A chorus of hurrah rose from the crowd and the merrymaking started, while the sun was starting to set, projecting long shadows on the city in joy.


Forcing their way through the crowd that was congratulating him, Axel, followed by Derk and the horse made their way home to wash and change from the armour to something more comfortable for the evenings festivities.


When they finally were alone, while Derk helped the knight to take off his armour, Axel said, "Really the gods are protecting me - I was indeed happy I could kneel in front of you so publicly. Besides the king, you are the only one who deserves this homage. I love you, my Derk."


"I know, Axel, but I'm pleased if you repeat it to me. I too love you, with all of myself. Come, I prepared a tub of warm water to relax your limbs..."


The knight, now totally bare, took the boy's arms and pulled him to himself, and hugged him against his chest, "It's something else, my sweet Derk, it's something else that can relax my limbs..."


"Yes... but after the bath..."


"No, right now." Axel said with merry determination, taking out the tunic of his squire and seeing with pleasure that he was already aroused. He put his hands on the boy's butts and pulled him against himself, until their erections brushed one against the other, between their sound bellies. Axel deeply kissed the boy he loved, and Derk kissed him back passionately. Their tongues played for a long time, enjoying each other.


Axel bodily raised the boy and went to the stairway. He slowly climbed it, going on to kiss his lover, who circled with the arms his neck, and with the legs his waist. As they reached the bedroom, Axel laid him down on their bed, on the back, remaining on top.


Derk, freeing his arms, went down to lead his lover's beautiful, throbbing member, "Come, Axel, I was waiting for this all the day long."


"Yes, here I am, my sweet Derk. You are the real winner, as you won my heart..." Axel said in a murmur while he was starting to enter the boy with a long and light push.


Derk uttered a light happy sigh, while relaxing to receive in himself the sound virility of his knight. "I'm yours, am I not?" he murmured, moved, almost as if that was their first union.


"Yes, for ever. It's so good being inside you, my Derk! I would like if these magic moments could never come to an end!" Axel whispered, moving in slow, powerful and deep back and forth into his squire.


Derk shuddered and smiled, filled with joy, pleasure and love.


Axel sped up a little and sighed, "And I am longing to feel this beautiful peg of yours inside me, do you know? It's a pity we cannot do that at the same time, as we can when using the mouth. I would like being able to take you and being taken by you at the same time; it would be wonderful, don't you agree?"


"Yes... but in this way it lasts more time, the double... and this also is wonderful. Oh, yes, so... push... more... yes, so... so!" de boy uttered, filled with desire, pushing himself against the young man's pubes at each of his pushes.


Axel saw that stars of passions were shining in the eyes of his squire. "I love you Derk! Oh, how much do I love you!" the young man panted, taking the boy with increasing vigour.


The squire was rather surprised, and pleased, that after a full day of tiring clashes; his man was still so full of vigour. "Yes, Axel, I can feel it!"


While they were resting for some while, before resuming to make love, Derk asked, "Will we really remain together also when I will be knighted?"


"Yes, for sure! And we will always live together, as I don't want to be separated from you."


"It would be the first time that two knights live in the same house..."


"Good. So everybody will understand that we love each other. It would be like being married."


"Would you like to marry me?"


"Yes, I'm marrying you, now, here, in front of all the gods. Do you want it?"


"Yes, I want it!"






THE SECOND CONTEST


Arseno sat near king Waltha, who made sign to the guard to introduce in the room the first knight.


The knight deferentially saluted them and the king made him have a seat in front of them. Arseno submitted to the knight, one after the other, the five questions with which he was testing his intelligence and wisdom. In a wooden exchequer, he marked with coloured small stones the result of the answer. Then the knight went out passing through another door, so that he could not meet and talk with the other knights who were waiting, and the second one was summoned in.


The king was amused in hearing the answers of his knights, in seeing how they were reasoning, how they tried to solve the problems. Arseno didn't give him the solutions, and the king noticed that the old man at times accepted as good also different answers - evidently some of the problems could have more than a valid answer. At times he was surprised - the old wizard judged as some answers that he thought valid, reasonable or possible, as not good.


About two thirds of the knights had already undergone that test, and still none of them had earned five white stones.


"Tell me, Arseno, will we find a knight who would get five white stones?"


"I hope so."


"What if they are two or more, or if we have to be contented with just four, as several got four white stones? How do you think to choose?"


"You see how I placed the stones? Their positions tell me who was faster in giving me the right answer, therefore I can see who, besides being more intelligent and wise, is also the readiest one..."


"But if anyway two were even? Will you ask them a new question?"


"In that case... we will see..." the old man answered with a gentle and mysterious smile.


The knights continued to come.


And it was Jens' turn.


"Have a seat, my brave Jens, and listen to our wizard's questions." the king said him, signalling towards the seat in front of them.


Jens nodded and sat down. The king thought that the young man really had a noble gait and face more than handsome - clear eyes, serene, luminous and deep...


"Jens, who is your close friend that is inseparable at the light, but absolutely unfindable in the dark?"


"My shadow, Arseno!" Jens readily answered, with a light smile.


The wizard put a white stone in the knight's square, then asked,


"A father died, leaving as inheritance to his four sons twenty goats plus ten, and stating that half of them were for the first born, the half of the first's to the second one, the half of the second's to the third one, and to his fourth son, the half of the third's. But the goats had to be shared out alive... As they didn't know how to do, the four brothers went to ask to their king... How did the king solve this problem?"


Jens pondered upon it, rapidly flexing his fingers to calculate.


"Well... if I were that king... I would have asked the brothers if, after making the sharing, they were ready to give me two goats... If they agreed, I would give them two more goats from my flock in memory of their dead father, so the inheritance to share would became of twenty goats plus twelve. Hence, I would give sixteen goats to the first born, eight to the second one, four to the third and two to the younger... So would remain two goats, theoretically still to share amongst the four brothers. At this point I would ask them the promised gift, so the twenty plus ten goats would have been divided according their father's will and I would get back what belonged to me..."


The old man smiled and added a second white stone. He then asked the third question,


"Listen, three young man whose names were Brugh, Farhel and Gundha were in love with a young woman called Turma, but she was not able to decide which of them to accept as her husband. All three were handsome, desirable, equally wealthy and coming from good families. So she resorted to a stratagem - she tied under her tunic a pillow and pretended to be pregnant, and told it separately to each of them. The three young men, as they knew they didn't have sex with her, thought that the father should be one of the other two. Brugh told her - I love you more than any other woman, I can understand you had a moment of weakness, I don't charge you with shame. Free yourself of the baby and nobody will know about that, and marry me. Farhel told her - I love you more than my same life, but it's clear that you prefer another to me. Your happiness is to me the greatest of the goods, therefore if you love him more than me, marry him and be happy. Gundha told her - I love you as I never loved anyone. I don't care if you had a child from another man, I will love him as if he were my child. Marry me and nobody will know that the child is not mine. So, Turma decided with whom she would marry. If you were in Turma's shoes, which one would you have chosen, and why?"


Jens didn't hesitate, "I would chose Farhel!"


"And why?" Arseno quietly asked.


"There is not greater love than that who is able to renounce his own desires in order to give happiness to the other."


Arseno put the third small white stone in the knights' case, then went on,


"If you had to choose just one amongst happiness, health and power, which one would you chose?"


"Happiness! Having power without health and happiness would be a nagging life. Having health without neither power nor happiness would be a waste. But happiness, even without power and health, is anyway a clear sky... I would have no doubt."


Waltha looked at the old man putting the fourth white stone with the other three. Then the wizard asked the fifth question,


"This problem, be careful, is really a difficult one. A king has three sons, triplets. He had to decide to whom he has to leave his kingdom. The first one is strong, but nothing more than strong; the second one is wise, but nothing more than wise; the third one is brave, but nothing more than brave. If you were that king, which of them would you chose to leave him your kingdom?"


"To the wise one, asking him to keep his brothers as his assistants. In fact, the wise one is able to keep in good consideration the advices of the strong or of the brave one. The two others, on the contrary, can just understand their force or their bravery, and this often makes a man forget the wisdom." Jens answered then, with some astonishment of king Waltha, slightly blushed.


So, the king, throwing a glance to Arseno, who hadn't yet put any stone in Jens' case, asked to his knight,


"Why did you blush, my trusty Jens?"


"Because, king Waltha, I know that this is the test to chose the wisest of your knights... and with this answer it seems as if I think I am better than Axel, or of the brave knight that will be chosen tomorrow... But this is not my thought - no man can presume he has more value than the others; simply, each man is a different being. To live, one needs air, water and food... if just one of them is missing, one dies. Wisdom, force and bravery are all the same indispensable..."


Arseno put the fifth white stone in Jens' case and give him leave.


No other knight got five white stones, so Jens was the winner of the second contest. Waltha, gathered his court, put on the head of Jens the second holly crown. He then announced that, the day after at noon would start the third contest to choose the bravest of the knights.


Jens went back home and everybody, servants and soldiers, common people and merchants, seeing him pass with the winner's crown on his head, shouted him their congratulations and best wishes with festive voices.


Altma was at the threshold waiting for him, following his orders. When the squire saw the green and red crown, lightened up with a wide smile.


"Jens, my lord! I never doubted even a little bit that you would have been the winner!"


"Oh, really? And why, pray." the knight asked him entering his house and looking at him with an amused expression.


"Because you are the wisest of all the knights, that's clear!" the boy answered taking one of his hands and kissing it lightly.


"What makes you so sure about this?" the knight asked, pulling the boy against him and circling his waist with an arm.


"The fact that you accepted me as your squire, it's evident!" the boy answered, with laughing eyes.


Jens laughed, hugged him vigorously and said in a low voice, "It has been your nice little arse that convinced me to keep you as my squire in spite of all! Not my wisdom!"


"But it is exactly the same thing - only a fool would refuse my nice little arse, isn't it so?" the boy answered laughing and doing a mischievous grimace, pushing his body against that of his knight.


"So, then, what are you waiting for? Give it to me?" Jens asked, his voice hoarse with the desire that his squire lit in him.


"It's yours... you know that!" Altma answered parting from him, turning and raising his tunic so uncovering his small and firm buttocks that he stuck out towards the young man.


Jens took off his crown that he put on the table, raised his tunic and, seizing Altma at the waist, pulled him to himself, brushing the tip of his member which was becoming hard, between the buttocks.


The boy put back his hands to spread his firm little melons, so revealing his greedy little hole, "Take me!"


"Wouldn't it be better to put there some grease, before?" the young man asked, shuddering in the waiting to taste again that sweet, ripe fruit.


"I already did it while waiting for you - I'm ready... Take me!" the boy repeated, feeling prey to a slight tremor and full of desire.


"Yeeeessss..." the knight sighed, starting to push a feeling it was slipping inside, welcome, sucked by that tight and warm channel.


"Oh, ooohhh Jens! I like too much being screwed by you! You lead me in the always flowery fields of the gods, each time! Oh Jens, screw me, screw me, screw me!!!" he happily panted, making his sphincter throb around the long pole that was slipping in and out of him, powerful and royal.


Standing in the centre of the room, still dressed, deeply united; they were waving in synchronous and opposing rhythm, enjoying the deep sexual feelings upsetting them.


Jens slipped out of him and Altma turned to look at him with a disappointed and surprised expression and asked, "Why...?"


"Undress yourself and undress me, and let's go upstairs; I want to take you on our bed, I want it to be a long ride... a very long one!"


"Oh yes!" the boy exclaimed happily, and rushed to obey.


Naked, Altma preceded his knight to the upper floor and, throwing himself on the bed, on his belly, spread his buttocks waiting for the new union.


Jens climbed the bed kneeling between Altma's thighs and went down on him, impaling him again with one single, measured push. The squire moaned, happily. Jens embraced tightly the boy's torso, adhered with the chest to his back, gently bit his neck and finally, with a pelvis work, moving it up and down, resumed the ride of his faithful boy, with great gusto. Altma got the feeling he could perceive only his tight and warm channel and the rod that was dancing in it, back and forth - all the rest didn't seem to exist any more... All his pleasure, all his passion, all his joy were concentrated there...


Jens was feeling he dominated the boy, possessing him, he belonged to him and yet he didn't feel him as an object of his selfish pleasure, he was feeling the boy almost as a part of himself. He thought that the boy had been conceived only for him and he thanked the gods. Altma was giving him a pleasure that transcended the sheer sexuality; he was giving him also a spiritually complete pleasure. This wasn't true only when they were having sex, but even just thinking that the boy was there with him, for him, filled him with a powerful joy. Altma had the power to make him feel complete. 


It wasn't love as between Axel and Derk - a man doesn't "love" his right hand, but he can't do without it... Altma was simply part of him.






THE THIRD CONTEST


Everything was ready for the third and last test. Arseno ordered for the castle dungeon totally cleared, and also the few prisoners who were there were moved elsewhere. The labyrinth of corridors and cells were now deserted, all the iron gates were wide open, only the two accesses, the front one and the back one were left wide open and guarded by the king's guards.


At the centre of the underground labyrinth, Arseno lit a fire and put on it a small copper cauldron where he prepared a magic potion. After he chanted the ritual enchantment, he immersed in it the bag of powders he had carefully prepared, and from the cauldron raised an ethereal spiral of red vapour.


Then Arseno went, at a fast pace, to the back entrance. Here he gave order to one of the guards to blow the hunting horn. The man went out and sounded the agreed signal.


In front of the main entrance gathered the king and all the forty-eight knights who decided to undergo that contest. When the king heard the signal, he reminded them what they had to do, embraced them one by one, and made them go down into the dungeon.


Inside there was a first room, where usually were the guards on duty. Each of the knights, following the instructions they received, undressed himself completely and, totally bare, without weapons nor decorations, as naked as he came to the world, entered the first corridor.


Each of them had to face an unknown danger and, after overcoming it, had to go out through the back door, where Arseno with king Waltha would be waiting for them. The front door was sealed and Waltha reached Arseno.


The wizard and the king sat at the table prepared for them and at once the servant started to bring them food and beer. The two men started to eat.


"Arseno, now that the test is started, can't you explain to me what it consists of?" Waltha asked, curious.


"Sure, Waltha, I'll tell you now. The problem was to make them run a real danger, but avoiding they really risked their lives. It seemed an impossible task. Therefore I decided to resort to magic. The dungeon is full of a magic, invisible vapour - who breathes it, will see his most secret and hidden fears take consistency and he would have to face them. For each of them, the ghosts evoked by their soul will seem real, totally, entirely, surely real. Only the ones who will find in himself courage, what menaces them will disappear, they will again see the real corridors and cells and then they will be able to find the way out of the dungeon. This test is not totally devoid of risks - the ones who won't be able to overcome his fears, will remain prisoner in the dungeon and of his vision, until we go to free them making them drink a counter-potion I already prepared. But who of them doesn't see any danger, will find at once the way out and will be amazed he had just to do a walk, naked, in the dungeon."


"But you told me that who at once finds the way out, is not without fears, but just foolhardy..." the king commented.


"That's right, even though I don't think it will be the case: a real foolhardy is a rare man, and that mainly amongst the knights, who met war, deprivations, hardness... The real brave man, anyway, will not be either the first ones or the last ones to come out, but the middle one, as for him fear and courage are evenly balanced..."


"But why naked?"


"Because in this way their resources cannot be something external. A naked man feels defenceless, and he has to find his weapons inside himself."


"And who is not able to come out before noon of tomorrow, is then a coward?"


"No, not a coward. It would simply mean that his internal, secret fears are really big, almost overwhelming. You see, Waltha, the internal and secret fears are terrible, way more than the external fears, in the real life. The ones who don't come out before noon of tomorrow could be brave in war like the others, but he simply is not able to fight his internal fears, and that's a pity, but... Anyway he would never be a complete hero. But the real heroes are even more rare than the wise kings..."


"Can't the secret fears, the inner fears also kill a man?" Waltha asked, worried.


"They can, and that's why I decided to end the test tomorrow at noon. Moreover, at that moment, the vapour would have thinned away therefore that risk is minimal. Anyway, it's clear, there is some risk. No tests exists devoid of risks."


"The wisdom contest was void of risks..."


"No, my dear Waltha. The one who didn't get even just one stone will feel he is... the idiot of the village. And also those who gathered just defeats at the joust could think he's not worth being a knight... And the loss of self-esteem at times is the worst danger. Accepting himself for what one is, is given to very few people, believe me."


The first knights were coming out. One after the other, Arseno and the king asked them to tell what danger they had had to face and how they overcame them. The king was amazed hearing what kind of "fears" each had faced - really the man's heart is unfathomable.


Some met a drake, others much superior enemies, some an invincible opponent, and others the fear of ridicule. And some...


A case that amused Waltha was that of a knight who feared not to have enough sexual power, and who found him encircled of wonderful women and boys, all demanding him to have sex with him. Well, as he found the way out, he clearly overcame the test, but he was physically worn out, he was almost unable to walk.


"I think I poured more seed under there than in all my life..." the man complained. And he asked leave to have soon his deserved rest...


When noon of the following day came, forty-three knights already were out, and the twenty-second was Harti, so that he was declared the winner.


When the king asked him what was the test he had to overcome, Harti seemed surprised, "You ask it to me, king Waltha?" he asked.


The king hesitated a moment, but Arseno said, "But I don't know about it, therefore, please, tell me..."


"Oh, yes, of course... Well, I was going around looking in all the cells, trying to see where and what would be my test, but all was desert and empty, and I was even no more able to find my companions. I was rather amazed, when I saw a stairway lit by torches. I climbed it and found myself in the throne hall. You were there, king Waltha, sitting on your throne, and were looking at me with a frowning expression. Even though I was naked for your order, I felt ill at ease, also because all the court was gathered there, and they looked at me with an amused expression, and I heard some whisper - what a nerve, coming so in front of the throne! I then kneeled in front of you, Waltha, and asked you to forgive me - I came out just now from the contest, naked following your orders... I said."


Arseno was nodding. Harti, addressing to him, went on in his relation,


"The king told me - it's not your being naked that displeases me. The problem is that I don't know if I can really be pleased with you. I trembled and answered - My lord, my king, I always did my best to please you, but I know I'm not perfect. If I was wrong in something, reprimand me, punish me, I entrust myself to your justice. King Waltha then said - How could I be sure I can count on you? Well, this really was a problem as I would have said - you can count on me totally, for any thing, but I know that this could not be true, as I know I have limits... So I said to my king - My life belongs to you, I hope to never disappoint you. But you already disappointed me, the king said, and I felt like dying. I don't know in what I disappointed you, my Lord, but if it is so, punish me, as it is right.


"Then you, king Waltha, came down from your throne, seized my hand and said - come, the dungeon will be your home as long as I will know that I can trust you; who knows, it's possible you will die in the dungeon, I don't know... I followed you. You lead me again downstairs, made me enter one of the cells, and shut its iron gate. Then said to me - you would come again upstairs and resume your place amongst my knights only when you will find this gate open. I then thanked my king and lay down on the plank bed. I knew that our king is fair, good, and wise therefore I waited with faith. I fell asleep.


"I don't know how much time elapsed, but when I woke up, the gate was wide open. Feeling glad, I stood up and went out. I looked for the way out and met some of my companions who were roaming in the corridors - it was weird, as it was like if they didn't see me, and they were doing odd gestures, and moved their lips as if they were speaking... they resembled more ghosts than men... I understood I had not to disturb them, and that if they were there and were acting in such a weird way, there should be a good reason, even though I couldn't understand it... I found the way out and... and here I am. This therefore means that you forgave me, anything wrong I can have done that disappointed you. I will forever be grateful to you, king Waltha..." the knight ended and he kneeled in front of the king.


Waltha looked at Arseno with amazement, and the old man smiled and said,


"You can go now, knight Harti. In the room behind that door you will find all your clothes and weapons. Now go back home, and wait there the summoning to know who is the chosen knight of this contest."


Harti looked with a questioning look at the king, who made him the sign he could go, and smiled at him. When the knight was gone, Waltha asked the wizard,


"I was then his test?"


"In a way, yes. His most hidden and secret fear was that of not being able to please you, but what allowed him to overcome it, has been his full trust in you. His fear didn't disappear, but now he is able to keep it in check, like the others who passed the test."


"I would like to know which is my secret fear..." the king murmured, knowing that the wizard already refused to let him undergo that test.


Arseno smiled and said, "Each of us has his fears, more or less hidden also to us, more or less big, more or less small... and we have to learn to live with them, as only in this way we can overcome them, keep them in check."


Harti wore his clothes and went back home. Kimon wasn't here, therefore he went up to his room and lay down on his bed - he was feeling worn out. He didn't even take off his tunic; he fell down in a heavy and dreamless sleep.


Kimon, as he didn't know when his knight would be back home from the last contest, after doing some home chores, went downtown for some shopping - he planned to prepare a good meal for his knight. He knew that, after a contest, food and sex were there things that can put a man back on his feet again.


Back home, he saw his knight's mantle in the lower room and understood that he already was back. He went upstairs and fond him lying on his bed, sound asleep, still clothed. He decided to let him have some rest and went downstairs to prepare a good meal. When it was ready, he took the steamy food, the warm beer and went up again. He put everything near the bed and, baring himself, he crouched near his knight, starting to lightly caress him to gently wake him up.


Meanwhile he was thinking, "I love you, Harti, even though you are not in love with me... Who knows how the contest went? You seem worn out... For all the gods' sake, how much in love with you am I! You're so beautiful, so strong and valiant! When I'm in your arms, you make me the happiest boy in the kingdom, even if I know that at times you go out looking for other boys... But evidently I'm not enough for you... not enough... I would like to suffice for you! If I just knew how to do! But then, in a while, I will be knighted and will have to forget you... no, I would never be able to forget you. I have simply to renounce to you, to feel your arms around me, your body on me, inside me... But I will love you forever..."


The man wasn't still waking up, but his expression was now way more relaxed.


The boy went on with his silent monologue, admiring the man's shapes, "I will possibly find one day a lover, who knows, and yet you will forever be in my heart... I need love, don't you know? Possibly I don't deserve your love... possibly the gods decided differently, who knows... But when your beautiful and strong member searches for me, when it is inside me... ah! I would like to die in that moment, so much happy I feel!"


His hand lightly slipped under his knight's tunic and caressed the inner part of his thighs, going slowly up, little by little, towards their warm union point. Kimon was fully aroused. He felt Harti shudder, then utter an almost imperceptible, trembling sigh. A hand of Harti leaned on the bare back of the boy and caressed him. Kimon raised his eyes and met the piercing eyes of the man.


"Aren't you feeling cold?" the knight asked him.


"No... not too much..."


"A nice way to be waken up... and this smell, what is it? Ah, a ready meal! Let's eat, then, but first let me undress, and go together under the bed cover. I'm feeling hungry, and also hungry of you."


"Let me undress you."


"You like undressing me, don't you?"


"Yes, you know it. I like everything with you."


"You deserve something better..."


"Impossible."


"Someone able to love you... I'm fond of you, you know it, and yet..."


"Shush!" the boy gently said lying at his side and covering their bodies with the warm fur cover.


He took the food and put it on the cover between them. They started eating and drinking. The boy was feeding him; he liked doing it when they were in such an intimacy. Also Harti liked it. Meanwhile a hand of the man caressed the boy's body under the cover. They ate all the food. Harti then turned on his side, lying on top of the boy. 


He deeply kissed him. "I want you."


"I'm here, Harti."


"You are always so ready to give me all I desire... from the very first day we met..."


"Yes, of course."


"But I... what are you getting from me?"


"When I'm with you, I feel really well."


"Even though I'm not able to love you as you deserve? Also if I'm constantly in search for new adventures? Aren't you jealous, as you love me?"


"I'm not jealous, right because I love you..."


"But it is said that who is not jealous doesn't really love."


"It is just said..."


"But why do you love me?"


"Because to me you are... I see you as..."


"The best one?" Harti asked, going on to caress him, staying on top of him.


"No, not the best one. The only one!"


"That is?"


"Others can be better than you for some aspects, like Axel, Jens, for instance, who won the first two contests, as they were better than you. And yet, you are the only one having a value for me. With you now, and even more when you'll take me, I can feel... I'm really alive!"


"Possibly just because you are in love with me - love makes a man blind... or else makes one see more than what is really there... it is said."


"It is just said."


"I want you, Kimon!"


"Take me, please!"


Harti thought that it was true, he really loved having adventures from time to time, but he was anyway lucky having Kimon there with him. He was not in love with the boy, and yet he was very fond of him. He would have liked to be able not to give pain to the boy, as he knew that Kimon was missing the "return" of his love. But he wasn't able to give him that return. He was able just to give him pleasure, affection...


Kimon welcomed him inside with a strong shudder of pleasure; half closing his eyes almost as to better enjoy that intimate union. Outside the sun was raising in the cold morning, making it a little less harsh. Harti was taking him with gusto, savouring the boy's warmth under him, around his member hard like the mountain's granite. He took him for a long while, stopping when he was too near his orgasm, in order to lengthen the pleasure of that union.


Notwithstanding they were together for five years, in spite he was always in search for new adventures, Harti was never getting tired to make love with that boy that always gave himself to him with such spontaneous joy. The Sun was approaching the top of his arch and they were still enlaced, Harti still was enjoying his squire, at times with long and calm filings, at time in a fast and strong rhythm, in a never-ending ride. The contests, the king, everything was forgotten in that perfect union.


Harti had just reached his orgasm, at the same time than Kimon, and they were having some rest, embraced, each of them lost in his thoughts, when the horn blew, summoning all the knights at the New-tower for the announcement of the third champion's name. They got up and Kimon helped his knight to wear the court clothes, and then accompanied him. The sun had just started its descent towards the place of his daily rest.


In the convivial hall were already prepared rich foods, and the king and part of the knights was already sitting there. When everybody was present, the king stood up, took the third holly crown and said, "Before the banquet, I have to crown the third champion who would go for the quest of the iron crown. I, with the court wizard, decided that the bravest amongst you all brave and valiant knights, is knight..."


The pause got the effect of a perfect silence - everybody was tense - knights, squires, aristocrats and servants.


"The knight Harti!" king Waltha declared.


"I, king Waltha, my lord?" Harti asked, almost unbelieving.


"Yes sure, you. Come and receive the crown. You, with Jens and Axel, are the three champions of this kingdom. Either you three have success in this enterprise, or else nobody else can be successful; this is what Arseno said."


Harti kneeled in front of the king and received the crown. Then he sat at the right of the king, together with Axel and Jens. The other knights made an ovation for their three companions, and the feast could so begin.




CHAPTER 5


THE VIGIL OF ARMS






THE FIRST NIGHT

Preparations for the vigil of arms were feverishly carried out. On the square between the castle and the knights' houses, in front of the Dungeon, the tent for the three knights and their squires was prepared, then a fireplace, the weapons panoply, and the ceremonial table. All the section reserved for the vigil was encircled with a ring of stones to mark the boundary that nobody was allowed to pass, besides the king and the court wizard, for all the three nights that the vigil had to last. Arseno, after reading the stars, decided which was the night to start the vigil.


Also in the houses of the three champions preparations were hastily in progress.


Jens' mother and sisters were in contest with Altma to make everything ready. Derk and Kimon were busying themselves, tirelessly. The three knights were on the top of the Dungeon, in the wide circular room of Arseno, where the king was attending to their ritual purification.


Meanwhile in the High-city, the witch Zedee was following from afar all these preparations, and in her turn she was busying herself to prepare the first part of her plan.


Finally, at sunset, the three knights went in front of their houses where their squires were waiting for them each with two horses, the weapons and the luggage. The air was vibrating with expectations. Gradually the square was crowded with people of all ranks, who wanted to assist the sacred vigil.


Arseno and the king were waiting at the edge of the stone circle, where the fireplace was ready with stubbles and logs, the tent had already been erected, and the panoply was ready to receive the weapons. The three knights, each followed by his squire and their horses, reached the boundary of the circle. In the presence of the king the wizard Arseno purified the entire stone enclosure, first with fire, then with water and finally with air. He lit the fireplace and invited the knights to enter with their squires and horses. The king was the last to enter and a seal stone was then placed over the enterance as the enclosure was now sacred to the god Sumner. Just in that moment the sun set behind the mountains and the sky was dyed in purple. It was a harsh cold evening and horses tethered outside the tents were blowing plumes of vapour as their warm breaths met the starkly cold night air. Despite the cold the crowd drew nearer but maintained a respectful distance from the enclosure, to better see the sacred rites.


The three knights sat around the fire, wrapped in their fur capes, alternated with their squires who were sitting just a step behind. Arseno threw in the fire three small bundles of sacred herbs, and three threads of grey smoke, barely waving in the gentle breeze, rose into the darkening sky. Arseno chanted some spells whilst walking round the six men sitting by the fire. The king came forward with a chalice and gave to each of the knights and their squires a drink. Then without uttering any word, the king and the wizard went away, entering the castle and leaving them alone. Gradually people moved away, in religious and respectful silence. The night was at that point totally dark.


"May the gods assist us!" Jens said.


"Are you worried?" Harti asked.


"How not to be so, as a mysterious adventure is awaiting us." Jens answered.


"Mysterious but wonderful!" Axel said, with conviction.


"Let's hope..." Jens insisted.


"Arseno says we will find the crown."


"Yes, Axel, but he also says we will have to overcome plenty of difficulties."


"Are you worried, Jens?" Harti asked again.


"Just a little, because even Arseno has not been able to foresee what kind of difficulties is waiting for us. Worried, yes, but not scared." he added with a smile.


"Of course." the other two said.


"We will enjoy this quest!"


"I think so, Axel. I'm glad to be with you and Jens."


"The same for me, with you. Even though I feel I'm so young!"


"And yet, you are the wise one... and anyway you are just three years younger than him and two years younger than me - it's not a big difference." Axel said with a smile.






Zedee in her house was ending her preparations. In spite of the cold night, she wore a light and seducing dress of a beautiful carmine colour that matched perfectly with her hair. Thanks to the potions she drank, she would not suffer the cold, moreover soon she would be "warmed up" in the best of ways, she thought with a lewd smile. She looked at herself in the mirror, in the light of the candles - she was still a beautiful woman, really sensual and desirable. But to be sure, one of the potions she assumed was that of the fascination. Yes, it was going to be a hot night - she would seduce the three men and bend them to her desire and to her will. The crown would belong to her son!


Atlah was in his room with two strangers, a mother and a son, she was thirty-five years old and the son nineteen; the moans of the two males and of the female that echoed out from behind the closed door of the room made the witch smile - more than moans, they were grunts, she thought, amused. They had to be really wild, even though it was just the beginning of the night. Her son Atlah was really insatiable like her, in spite of his sixteen years of age, but with the member already like that of an adult man. Well, anyway she too was going to have a wild night, with the three knights...


She wrapped herself in her heavy woollen mantle, took the vials with the potions and silently made her way. The gates were shut at this time of the night, but she knew how to get inside without any problems.


Her silent shadow glided along the castle walls, slipped behind a thicket of evergreen and found the secret passage. Soon she was at the other side of the wall, slipping silently behind the last house, that of the knight Morki... And there it was, the circle of stones, the fire, the silhouettes of the six men, still awake and who were talking in a low voice.


She drew nearer, at the back of the tent, keeping herself in its cone of thick shadow. As she reached the stones circle, she poured one of her potions on a stretch of the circumference and muttered a spell. She entered the circle without challenge and smiled - she still knew very well the ancient arts. From the back, she slipped inside the empty tent. The straw beds were ready - very good. She let her mantle fall down, and went to the tent entrance, leaning in a languid pose against its central pole.


The first who saw her was Harti, who emitted a short surprised sound, "Oh!" so that Derk and Kimon raised their eyes.


Kimon said, "Who's that female?" so all the others turned to look, surprised and curious.


"Who are you? What do you want? How could you enter there?" Jens asked for all of them.


Zedee smiled, "I came here for you... to give you a sweet night... who of you wants to be the first to come in the tent with me?" she asked in a sexy, voluptuous tone. Her eyes were shining, dark, unfathomable, deep, reflecting the flickering flames.


"Whaaaat? With you?" Axel asked, astounded. "To do what?"


"And how could you enter here?" Harti asked again.


"You three valiant knights will have a long and difficult travel. I will be your viaticum. I will give you the utmost pleasure, one after the other, and even several times during this night, if you desire so. I will give you the utmost delight, whose memory will accompany you all long your journey..."


"Hah! The utmost delight, she says! Go away, silly wench!" Axel said with sarcasm.


"Do you want to tell us how you could enter here? Or do we have to run you through with our swords?" Jens asked standing up with a menacing expression, and at once also all the others stood up.


"Arseno sent me here, for your pleasure!" Zedee lied, in a flirtatious tone to the six men who were moving toward her. She then added, "For your squires also, if you so desire it, but only after you knights have had your fill. I was really sent here only for the three champions..."


"Arseno, you say?" Axel unbelieving asked her - in fact he talked with the wizard about his love for Derk, and also that he loved exclusively people of his own sex.


"That's so. And that's how I could enter your tent without breaking the magic circle." the woman lied again.


"Well, in my opinion you can go get screwed by the guards at the gate - they will be grateful to Arseno for the diversion" Harti said, laughing loud.


Zedee was astonished - never was there a man, who ever resisted to her offers. No, it was possibly only question of time to make them more aroused... she parted the hems of her dress to show them her legs up to the thighs, and caressed her breast until her teats were hardened and visibly showed under the light cloth. "I am here for you, only for you! Come on, who wants to be the first?"


"We never part from each other, for no reason!" Harti said determinedly.


The woman smiled, "Well, it's not necessary you part, then. I've three holes made for a man's enjoyment, and you are right three men... That's good for me, I want you just to enjoy..." the witch said, sensual, her voice low and hoarse, filled with promises.


"Go away, let us be in peace!" Jens said amused by that ostentation of feminine arts that was leaving him cold and unmoved, like a stone under a glacier.


Zedee then made a light movement and her dress slipped down, on the ground, leaving her totally naked in front of the three men. With sensuous moves, with a hand she caressed her clitoris and with the other her teats: "Come here, I'm feeling so hot!" she muttered.


Suddenly a shower of water fell on the woman and Altma, an empty bucket in his hands, said laughing, "And then cool down, bitch!"


Derk added, "If you really can't resist to your yen, satisfy yourself with your finger, but let us be in peace!"


Kimon concluded, "And if you need something to fill your three holes, ask a farmer to give you his wooden hayfork!" and at that all the six men burst in laughter.


Zedee couldn't believe her ears! But her astonishment was soon replaced by rage, by fury - nobody ever treated her in such a way.


To worsen the situation, Jens said in a mocking tone, "Go look for a dog, you bitch!"


"Clear our way, stupid cow!" Axel added.


"Stop pissing us about that, sow!" Harti concluded.


"But do you have a cock, and do you use it?" the witch screamed, furious.


"For sure we have it, but we use it only with each other, sorry, sister!" Axel answered seizing a sword, and menacingly added, "And for sure it has not been Arseno to send you here!" and moved a step towards her.


The witch widened her eyes, but was soon master of herself. She raised her hands and chanted a spell, and the six men were blocked, paralyzed like statues, even though they could see and hear like before.


"Poor little mean beings, how do you presume you can menace me? Me! You refused me, insulted me, and you are going to pay for that!"


Leaving her dress on the entranced of the tent, she went in, wrapped around herself her mantle and, like a fury, went out of the circle disappearing in the darkness.


When she was far away, her enchantment ceased and the six men were again free. Derk was trembling. Axel circled his shoulder with an arm. "She was a witch! But here we are safe." he said him.


"We have to run after her!" Harti said.


"No, here we are safe. We just have to stay awake, I think." Jens said.


"But what did she want?" Kimon asked.


"She was just in heat and hoped to be screwed by us..."


"Do you really think it was just that?" Kimon asked, thoughtfully.


They went back around the fire, but now each of them had his weapon with him.


Suddenly, from the darkness, appeared a crow that flew around their heads cawing, "I'll disperse you, you will be alone, you will fail!" then flew straight into the middle of the fire.


A thick black smoke rose from the flames and wrapped them. All six coughed and withdrew. An icy wind dispersed the smoke.


They all had a sore throat and their eyes were red and teary, "It was a spell!"


"A sign of ill omen!"


"A baleful presage!"


"Arseno... Arseno will help us..."


The wizard was sleeping, when a jolt woke him up - somebody, not far from there, was using the Powers! And the aim could be only one! He wore hurriedly his cape, took a lantern and climbed down the stairway with all the speed that his old legs allowed him. He passed through the sleeping Cube, hearing only the pawing of the hoses in the stables, and finally he was on the esplanade. There, in the vigil enclosure, he saw the six men standing, close to each other, their weapons in their hands. An acrid smell fluttered in the air. He drew nearer, worried.


"Arseno!"


"I knew you were watching on us!"


"Oh, Arseno!" a chorus rose from the circle.


The wizard entered it and said, "Tell me everything, and hurry up! What happened?"


While he was listening at the narration, he noticed that the men, even though tense, were fully masters of themselves. They weren't scared; they were only, and rightly, worried.


"Yes, a spell against you... Who was that woman? Do you know her?"


"No, she was red-haired, tall..." said Axel.


"Not in your life! She was a blond, plump..."


"No, no, no, she was..."


"She was a sorceress." Arseno concluded. "Yes a sorceress - the foe surely drank the seduction potion."


"But we were not at all seduced!" Jens said, with laughter.


"Evidently she didn't know you all love only your own sex nor did she foresee it... or else she would have appeared in a male shape."


"He would have failed all the same - I love Derk, nobody else can seduce me!" Axel declared.


"She could have assumed also your Derk's aspect, if she was a powerful sorcerer... But why... and what... Well, be on the lookout. I've to go and see if I can understand which spell was cast on you, see if I can do something to hinder it..."


"Can't you remove it?" Harti asked.


"I don't know, possibly yes, possibly not... it depends by the powers of the sorcerer who cursed you. Be on the lookout, anyway."






THE SECOND NIGHT


Arseno prepared the visions cauldron and boiled all the ingredients. When the liquid was ready, he filtered it and put it in a basin. Waited until it was cold, then sprinkled onto it the powdered bones of a dead man. The liquid became turbid, rippled and he saw...


As he suspected, because of the black crow, it was a case of black magic. Not the strongest kind, but strong enough to be impossible to remove. The black crow, the soul of a person dead that same night and sent as a messenger of hate... Yes, the six men would be dispersed, he didn't know how, but dispersed. In that way they would become weaker, in a certain way defenceless. Had he to cancel the enterprise? Possibly it was not necessary... Possibly...


He had to sleep. Hoping his master would appear to him in a dream to give him some hints. A safe sleep... He bolted the door of his room, drank an elixir in order to get a long rest, made two wax balls and put them in his ears to avoid being disturbed by any noise, and lay under his covers, waiting to fall asleep...


Meanwhile the six friends stayed awake all night long - they decided they would sleep two at a time in the day time, when they were safer. They also discussed amongst them what happened, and the ill omen thrown on their enterprise... They could not understand the aim of the sorcerer - if she wanted just to hinder their quest, she didn't need to try to seduce them... therefore she wanted to get something else from them, but what? And now, if their enterprise was doomed to a failure, would the king choose new champions? Arseno told them to wait, therefore there was still some hope... And he also told them to say nothing to anybody, not even to the king, until he returned.


The six men at that point were way too fond of their enterprise to just think they had to give up...


"Really, Axel, if the sorcerer knew... and if she appeared to you with my aspect..." Derk asked.


The knight circled his shoulder with an arm, in a reassuring gesture, "I don't think she would succeed in fooling me - I know too well your glance, your smile, your soul... I would have become suspicious in front of a... libidinous Derk!" he said with a smile.


"Am I not... libidinous?"


"You? You are much better than libidinous, you are in love!" Axel whispered to him.


"You said it in front of everybody!"


"And it was time. Moreover I think that our companions would have understood it, if they don't already have guessed it. As much as it's easy to understand that Kimon is in love with Harti."


"And Harti with Kimon."


"This... I don't think so. Harti has a friendly, protective attitude, but not a loving one..."


"Oh... poor Kimon, then."


"Perhaps but he seems to be a strong boy."


"And Jens with Altma?"


"Close friends, also in bed, I'm sure, but just friends... We two are lucky."


"You can say it!"


When Arseno woke up, he was excited. His Master appeared to him in his dream, and they did talk for a long time. He now knew what he had to do. And he had to hurry up. The enterprise could go on, just with some small course's corrections. He had to go immediately to talk with king Waltha, organize, prepare... prepare their and his own departure. For the best. It was a sacrifice, for sure, but he was ready to do it - he had to be sure of the result.


First of all he got up, made an inventory of his ingredients - that would be required for his most powerful spell, the last one... his masterwork. He then wore his most beautiful tunic and went down the to Dungeon and then on to the Old tower where he asked to be announced to the king.


Waltha, as usual, received him immediately. "So, then my good Arseno?"


"Bad news and good news, my Lord."


It was ages that Arseno didn't call him "my Lord" any more and this alerted the king. He then also noticed the old man clothing, "What's happening, tell me."


"A sorcerer, I don't know who and from where, cast the evil eye on your champions - as soon as they will leave the circle, each of them will take a different way, alone, following an irresistible impulse..." 


"What are you saying? But so... they are doomed to fail..."


"That's so, but I... I will make of each of them the sum of all of them... Moreover the evil eye will cease in seven years, so they can reunite and accomplish their quest."


"But then, why not cancel everything and make them start the quest in seven years? Or else, why not chose other champions?"


"No, the propitious moment for the departure is this one. About looking for other champions... the evil eye can be cast again on them too. No, let that sorcerer believe he or she got what he wanted - it will be better. But just... as they have to do the journey divided, I advise you to knight also the three squires, and to give them weapons and..."


"And six new squires to the six of them?"


"No, they are the predestined... Do you remember your dream? The three tall mountains and the three small mountains that were moving far away in different directions? At least this part of your dream now seems clear - they have to go."


"And how will you obtain that each of them can be equal to all six of them?" 


"This is the... hardest and most difficult part. I have to abandon you..."


"Would you go with them?"


"That's impossible, as they will take six different ways... But to accomplish my magic to help them... I have to sacrifice my magic powers... You see - we, who possess the white magic, to get and to keep our powers, have to remain virgin for all our life... But to accomplish my last magic, a needed ingredient is my seed... Therefore..."


"But then... how can I do, without you?"


"I'll prepare my successor, don't worry. Without me... do you remember the grey land, the disappearance of the sun? But then the sun came back... Don't worry; everything will go in a good way. But, to accomplish my last magic, I also need two things that I don't have - the blood of a virgin boy, absolutely and totally virgin, who never had any sexual experience, and the milk of a twenty-years old woman feeding her first son. Can you get them for me as soon as possible?"


"The blood of a virgin boy? Should I sacrifice a human being?" the good king Waltha asked, horrified.


"No... oh no, never in the white magic. Just a few drops of blood, a small bloodletting. The child will remain alive and in good health and... and he will be your next wizard. As I have to lose my magic and my life, I will give him too my seed and my blood, so he will be invested of all my powers. He will have to learn to recognise them and to use them, therefore after your champions leave, I will take him with me at the cave of the wizards so that he can be reared... When he will be ready, he will come back to you... and his name will be... Arseno, of course."


"A virgin boy... You know how difficult it is to be sure about that..."


"There is a way to be sure about that - it is not going to be so difficult. But his mother has to surrender her son willingly, and this would be less easy. To her he will be like a lost son... And the ideal is to find a child in his sixth, seventh year of life..."


The king called his guards and sent them to all his cities and villages to find a woman of exactly twenty years of age breast-feeding her first son, ordering to bring her at the castle. Then he also provided to organise the search of the little boy too. He therefore decided to summon at the castle all the boys of the kingdom old between five and nine years, with their parents.


Arseno examined them personally, one after the other... and very few were those who didn't indulge in some sexual game, even though often innocently. The king had a loaf of bread given to them, and sent them back to their homes. Finally Arseno found a little boy absolutely still pure, six years old. He was the son of a woman who begged in the Low-city, and whose father was dead four years before. He was handsome, straight like a spindle, with a luminous and gentle look.


Waltha said to the woman, "Listen to me, my heart is aching for what I am going to ask you, and if your answer will be a no, there would be no problems for you, I will understand..."


"My lord, you are my king, your command..." the woman said in a low voice, ashamed of her miserable aspect, taking her son closer to her.


This gesture pained even more the king, but he went on, "Listen, what I'm about asking you to give me, is your most precious good..."


"Precious good? But I have nothing, my Lord... If I had something precious, I would give it to you."


"Wait. You have something extremely precious - you child. Your son..." the king said almost ashamed of these words.


Arseno smiled with sympathy at the trouble of the king.


"My son? Why are you asking me my son? What do you want to do of him, my lord?"


"Your son... your son will live a serene and pleasurable life, even though rather peculiar. I cannot explain you more; you have to trust my word. Nothing bad will happen to him, on the contrary, but... to you will be like losing him."


"But will he have a good life?"


"He will have a very good life, I answer for that. You have the word of a king."


"He will not receive any harm of any kind?"


"Of any kind, I swear it on my life."


"Then, take him, my good king - what can I give him, with my life? Just hard life, privations, hunger, cold... I entrust him to you, my Lord, I know he will be in good hands. I love him; therefore... what I'm not able to give him, you can get for him... Yes, it is true, you asked me my most precious good, and I give it to you."


"Mum... we will never again meet?" the child asked, in his eyes a lost expression, as he heard his mother decision.


"Never again... but I will be always with you, inside your heart... Be sure that my love will never desert you. Be strong, my little one, the king will take good care of you..."


"But, Mum..." the child resumed to say, tears in his eyes.


"Shush! You should not cry, my love! Your mum knows what is good for you. Trust your mum, and obey to the king."


"Yes, Mum..." the child answered lowering his eyes and trying to check back his tears.


Waltha was silently crying. "You have my gratitude, woman... I know that nothing can pay back losing a son, but... Not only his life will be way better, from now on, but also yours... What would you like to do, if you could have a work?"


"A work? If only the gods granted it... I'm able to weave, but no weaver hired me... and a loom and all the threads are way too much expensive..."


"You will have a small house, a loom and plenty of threads, so that you can found back your serenity. You are still young; you can possibly find a good husband and have again a family. I will give you also a dowry, when you find the right man. All this cannot pay you back for what you are giving me now, but..."


"May all the gods bless you, king Waltha!" the woman said, in tears.


The king said to the little boy to go with Arseno and to do anything the old man asked him; Arseno took the child in his room and explained him what he was expecting from him, and proposed him to become a wizard.


The child, meekly, accepted. "My mum told me that it is good, therefore, I will do as you say... even if I cannot see her any more."


"Also for me it has been so, but your mum will forever be in your heart, like mine remained in my heart... you will never be lonely, don't worry."


"Will you hurt me when you take my blood?" the boy asked, his eyes wide, remembering a detail of what the old wizard had just explained him.


"No, it will just be a tiny wound - at first perhaps you will feel a little pain, but it will pass at once. And I need really little of your blood, don't be afraid."


"No, I'm not afraid. You have good eyes, like the king..." the little boy said, serious.


The old man made the child sit on his bed, took a blade of very sharp obsidian, a golden saucer and went near the child, "Give me your left arm. I will make a really small cut, gather a few drops of your blood then I will put on the wound a paste of leaves that will stop your bleeding. It is fast done."


The little boy stretched out his little, skinny arm.


"Are you scared?" the old man asked him with tenderness.


"A little bit..."


"You'll see, everything will be all right."


The wizard made a light and fast move and from the wrist of the little boy spurted a rivulet of ruby colour blood that dripped on the gold saucer. The old man took a small, soft ball of leaves, dust and grease and squeezed it on the tiny wound and the blood stopped. He cleaned the boy's arm and wrapped his wrist with strips of tanned leaves, tying them with a thread.


"It's done."


"Just this? I felt more fear that I needed to have." the child said, giving him a hint of a shy and ashamed smile.


Arseno ruffled his hair in an affectionate gesture and pulled the child to himself. The little boy curled against him, like a purring kitten.






THE THIRD NIGHT


While the soldiers were searching for the breast-feeding woman, the king, on Arseno's request, ordered to place all around the circle of stones, a tall and thick cloth sustained by poles, so that from the outside it was impossible to see what happened inside of the circle.


Meanwhile Arseno was preparing the magic potion. He put into a small cauldron source water, viper venom, white clay powder, juice of mandrake, ash of oak, the blood of the little virgin child - only two ingredients were still missing. He prepared a fire of oak to make it boil, a small juniper branch to stir and the alembic to distil... the child looked all, absorbed, in silence.


"You too will learn to do such kind of things, my little one... and my name will be your name - Arseno."


"Then, also your master's name was Arseno?"


"Exactly so."


"Therefore now my name is Arseno?"


"Not yet, but quite soon. Before we have to accomplish a special rite, so that I can pass you my power and my name."


"When?"


"Soon, my little one, very soon..."


"And I will live here, with you?"


"Here, yes, but not with me. You will live here in some years, after you have learned all the arts of the white magic."


"You will teach me?"


"No, there will be other masters who will teach you, when I will entrust you to them... I have to leave..."


"To go where?"


"Where your father is, my little one..."


"You mean that you are going to die?" the child asked widening his eyes.


"Yes, exactly one year after we will have done the rite, I will bring you to the sacred mount, I will entrust you to my friends the masters, and I will withdraw in the cave of the last journey, where I will remain until I die..."


"But will I be allowed to come and visit you?"


"Do you desire it?"


"Now you are the only one that remains to me..." the child said in a low voice.


Arseno embraced him tight against his chest. "Yes, my son... But any time you will need me, after I have left this world, you can talk with me in your dreams."


"And how do I do that?"


"Your new masters will teach it to you..."


Finally the soldiers came back bringing with them the woman breast-breeding her first child. Arseno, sucking her breast, extracted some of her milk, and made it drip in a silver saucer. The king gave to the woman a gold coin and sent her back to her village.


Arseno added the milk in the small cauldron and said to the child, "Here, the moment has arrived. What you will see me doing, you should never do, remember, or you will lose all the powers, and soon after also your life..."


"But then, why are you going to do it?"


"Because my hour has come. Because it is needed by the king's champions, and because it is needed to make you the next Arseno."


The old wizard took a small saucer of rock crystal, put it in front of him on a low stool, raised his tunic and took in his hand his old member. He caressed it almost with affection, and the child widened his eyes seeing it become longer, thicker, harder, and rise little by little.


"How big it became. May I touch it?"


"No, my little one, you cannot."


"Mine also will become so big?"


"For sure, but if you want to be a wizard, you should let it in peace, you should never do what I'm doing - a wizard has to remain a virgin forever. Do you understand?"


"No..."


"You will... you will..." the man said with a smile, circling his member with a hand and starting to move it up and down with measured rhythmical movements.


A light pleasure moan escaped from his lips.


"Are you feeling ill?" the little boy asked, worried.


"No... everything is all right... don't be surprised, you are going to see odd things... in a while from here will come out a kind of white milk, and while it comes out I can possibly moan, but don't be afraid, it's a natural thing, it is not pain..." the old man explained, going on to gently masturbate himself. He was now discovering, at least in part, what he had renounced all his life long...


And it happened. The free hand of the old man, trembling, approached the small saucer to the tip of his member and quite suddenly came out a white spurt, almost in a continuous flow, then some short jets, then again a long spurt... The wizard gathered all of it in the small saucer, without wasting even just a drop of it.


"It's done. In a year... little by little..." the old man murmured tiding his tunic. He stood up with wobbly legs - the orgasm had shaken, worn out him, even if he had managed not to moan, not to scare the child.


He took half of his seed and poured it in the cauldron. Then he poured the other half in a small cup. Then he took the obsidian blade, a small ball of haemostatic paste, the tanned leaves and the thread. He put his wrist over the mall cup that contained half of his seed, and cut - his dark blood dripped into the cup.


When there was enough, he stopped the blood with the soft ball, took the tanned leaves and told the boy, "Bandage my wrist as I did with you then tie it with the thread."


The child readily and carefully did it.


"Good. I see that you are a fast learner. Now take this little cup, repeat with me the prayer to the gods, and drink all its content to the last drop. So my powers will enter in you..."


The child obeyed. "It has an odd taste..."


"Yes, it is my taste. You are the only one who knows it..."


The simple ceremony of the passage of the powers was over. It now was up to the masters to rear the child to make bloom the wizard's powers that the old man passed him. 


Arseno lit the fire and prepared the potion. When it was ready, he put it in the alembic and distilled it - he so obtained a white-pinkish, opaque liquor. Only the last component was missing. He poured the liquor in a rock crystal jug, took the boy's hand and went down from the tower. He crossed the esplanade keeping the jug covered with a precious fabric, shifted the cloth sheltering the circle's view and entered in the magic precinct. Jens and Altma were resting inside the tent; the other four were sitting near the fire to warm themselves. As they saw Arseno with the child, they stood up.


"Call the other two." the wizard said.


"They just went to have some rest..." Kimon said.


"Call them." the old man repeated.


When they all were gathered, Arseno explained them, "This potion, that I have prepared and you'll have to drink, has a peculiar power - it makes your seed, as all the seed you will assume from now on, bearer of all the qualities of the donor... what he knows, what he is... Drinking it, you will be receptors of all the powers of the donor, but in a special way and with special effectiveness, of the five other companion of each of you six. I have to add to this potion your seed, as mine is already in it - this doesn't mean you will become wizards, but you will get much of my knowledge that can be useful to you. In this way, even though you will be separated, each of you will have in him all the quality and the memories of the other five. Also your body will gradually change and you will resemble each other, and this as much as you will drink of each other seed, after you have drank this potion. Do you have question to ask me?"


"If I drink this potion, and later also Axel's seed... will I resemble Axel also physically? Will I become as big as he is?" Derk asked, widening his eyes.


"Yes, as more of his seed you will drink as much you will resemble him."


"But then, also Axel, drinking Derk seed, will become small like him?" Jens asked, worried.


"No, as stature is in big part a question of age, but for sure he will resemble him... but above all he will have his memories and his skills."


The six young men looked at each other - Axel and Derk seemed to be the more happy and determined - it was the power of love. Also Kimon...


"Good, now one after the other you will masturbate yourselves and deposit your seed in this cup."


"Now I understand the reason they put that tall cloth all around the circle!" Jens exclaimed, amused.


Harti was the first to raise his tunic and to masturbate himself. Arseno noticed amused that the other five companions soon got an erection. When Harti deposited his seed in the cup, Axel by then was ready... One after the other all six deposited their seed in the cup. Arseno then carefully mixed the scented cocktail of sperm so that it was absolutely homogeneous, then poured it in the crystal jug, and mixed again for a long time. When he was finally satisfied, he handed the jug to Jens who was near him.


"Take a sip, then pass it to the one next to you. Pass it around until you have drank up to the last drop."


Jens took the rock crystal jug in his hands and felt it was agreeably lukewarm. He brought it at his lips and took a sip, then passed it to Altma.


"A really agreeable taste!" he observed, pleased. "But besides a feeling of light pleasure in my stomach, I'm feeling no change at all..."


"You can't feel anything for the moment, but the change in your seed and in your body did already start..." Arseno said while the jug was touring from hand to hand and was back to Jens.


Just half of the liqueur had been drunk; therefore Jens took a second sip and gave it again to Altma. The jug made a second tour until Kimon emptied it and gave it back to the wizard. Arseno then put it in the centre of the fire. A crackling came from the fire and the jug crumbled falling down in tiny crystals.


"Good. In a short while you all will feel the desire arouse in you, and it will not end until you have drank the seed of your companions..."


"How long the effect of the potion will last?" Jens asked.


"It will last several years, but it will gradually subside. But this is the last day and the last night you will spend together... therefore take profit of it."


"Yes, we will bustle about..." Altma said with a mischievous smile - the thought he "had" to do it also with the other four, besides his knight, was exciting him, and not just a little.


"Well... can we... start?" Axel asked, hesitant.


"Sure. Let take outside the palliasses, around the fire." Harti proposed.


"Let's stir up the fire and undress, it would be easier..." Jens proposed.


The squires busied themselves. When everybody was ready, they undressed themselves and saw that they were already all aroused. Derk thought that it had to be the effect of the potion, but for the first time he "desired" to do it also with the others, and not only with Axel... On one side this make him feel somewhat ashamed, but on the other side it excited him...


Harti pulled near him Jens, had him lie down, took between his lips his hard pole and started to suck it with a will. Altma took Derk and sucked him with gusto. The Kimon kneeled in front of Axel and took his entire member in his mouth. Soon the three couples were enlaced in passionate sixty-nine. Soon moans and groans came from the magic circle. When all six reached their first orgasm, they swapped places then Altma had the idea to form a chain. All the other, amused, accepted.


So, Altma took Axel's member, and Axel that of Jens, who took in his lips Derk's peg; the squire sucked Harti who went down on Kimon's member and this one closed the chain sucking Altma... Harti thought that it was an amusing and arousing show. While Derk was reaching his second orgasm and was downloading in Jens' throat, asked himself if he would be able to stand three more orgasms...


They swapped their positions until each of them got the seed of all the other five companions. At the end they were worn out but satisfied. They decided to have some rest there, around the fire, using their mantles as a cover, but staying naked. Derk went to lie with Axel, Harti pulled Altma with him and Jens took Kimon in his palliasse.


"It has been agreeable, it is true, but I love only you..." Axel whispered to his Derk.


"I know. It is the same for me. I don't want to be parted from you..."


"Neither I, but the curse..."


"But if we oppose, do you think the curse will work all the same?"


"That magic... is powerful, I'm afraid."


"More than our love?"


"No, not more... nobody can stop us from loving each other, even if it will keep us from being together, at least for a while..."


"A while you say? Arseno said it would be for seven years..."


"You will be a man, then... you will have almost my present age..."


"Would you still want of me?"


"I haven't the less doubt... and you too shouldn't have. Only if I will be dead it will be possible I will not be again with you. Not with my body, as my spirit will anyway be always with you."


"Always-always?"


"Always, for sure."


Derk curled happily against his man who wrapped him in his arms and legs, full of tenderness.


Later, Kimon woke up with a weird feeling... and was aware that Jens was trying to penetrate him.


"Hey, what are you doing?" he asked in a whisper, becoming stiff.


"Relax... I want to screw you..."


"But... Arseno said that only with the mouth..."


"Don't worry, at the right moment I'll put it in your mouth, but now I want to screw you... You have a really nice little arse..."


"But what will Harti say?"


"He?" Jens giggled. "He, right at this moment, is screwing my Altma, therefore... Relax, go on, and let me in..."


Kimon threw a glance towards his Harti palliasse and saw him tossing on top of Altma. For the first time he felt a pang of jealousy - seeing him coupling with another boy, there under his eyes, was different that just knowing it happened, really different. He lay down and relaxed, while a tear shone in a corner of his eyes. He felt Jens readily slip inside him and start to screw him with clear pleasure, while his strong hands caressed his chest and belly, and teased his nipples.




CHAPTER 6


FIRST AND SECOND YEAR






THE DEPARTURE

Finally the departure day came. Early in the morning the king went down with his court and, following Arseno's advice, knighted the three squires, and gave them beautiful weapons and armours. After the ceremony the moment of the departure came. The six knights on their horses, armed with sword, axe, mace and spear, paraded before the king saluting him, and left through the gate to the High city, where two lines of cheering people were greeting them along the main street. Passing through the valley gate with the Low-city behind them they entered into the open countryside.


"Let's go east." Jens proposed.


"No, south will be better." Harti said.


"Well, you can go where you please, I'm going east..." Jens said, starting.


They weren't fully conscious but they already started to split.


Somewhat later, Altma said to Jens, "Wait just a moment, I need to stop to have a leak."


"All right." Jens answered and the boy went in the bushes to empty himself.


When he was back, Jens was no more in sight. He uselessly called him, and then he resigned himself to go on alone.


Harti and Kimon decided to pass the boundary taking a boat in Osavyk. Axel preferred to take the road along the shore, so after a fiece discussion, they parted.


When they reached the kingdom's boundary, only Axel and Derk were still side-by-side.


"Well, I'll have a stop, now." Axel said.


"Why now? We still have many hours of light..." Derk said.


"Then go. I feel like stopping for a moment."


"All right, I too will stop..." Derk said, even though not in a convinced tone.


"No, if you want to go, just go. Go away, want you?" Axel said, harsh.


"I would like to stay with you, Axel..."


"Oh, stop to sticking always to me! Go away!" the older knight said, surly.


Derk looked at him amazed - this was the first time that Axel spoke to him in that tone. His lover was not looking at him, ostentatiously ignoring him. Derk, wounded, spurred his horse and went away, sadly. The curse got its effect, and none of them seemed to be conscious that their separation was just done because of the curse. Not even Derk.


The old Arseno shut his room and gave the key to king Waltha.


"Farewell, my good friend" the king mournly said when the old man mounted his horse while raising the boy to the wizard, who made sit the child in front of him, between his legs.


"Blessed be, king Waltha." the old man said and, before the bystanders could see him cry, he spurred the horse.


The boy felt the old man was crying. "Are you feeling sad?" he asked him.


"I should not, but..."


"Why you 'should not but'?"


"Because... leaving forever the ones you love, is a sad thing. You should know something of it." Arseno answered, caressing the boy's hair.


"Yes... we both left the ones we love. But at least we are together."


"You are so sweet, my little one. I am glad that it is you who will take my place. You have to become a good wizard, I urge you."


"I will try, I promise you." the boy said in a low voice.


They travelled for three days and three nights, until they reached the sacred mountain. It was a secluded mountain, not very tall but very steep, that rose in the middle of a swampy plain. Arseno seemed to know very well the ground, he made the horse go on winding turns so that they always were on firm and dry land, each time choosing the way without hesitation, even when to profane eyes nothing seemed to mark the safe way.


They finally reached the foot of the mountain. The dark rock, veined and wrinkled by millenniums of pressure, of wind, of hot and icy weather, shaped a vertical and apparently insurmountable wall. Suddenly Arseno stopped the horse. He put two fingers between his lips and blew a long, modulated whistle, several times. From the top answered another set of long and melodious whistles. Arseno whistled again, with an unsuspected vigour for a man of his age. The duet went on for some time then the silence fell.


"Do you talk with whistles?" the boy said, and more than a question it was a statement.


Arseno smiled thinking that the boy was clever and prompt. "Yes it is one of the secret languages of the wizards."


"They asked you who you are and what you want, isn't it so?"


"You're right." the old man answered, pleased and lightly surprised.


"Did you tell them also about me?"


"Of course I did."


"And what is going to happen, now?"


"Just wait and you'll see..."


After a short time, from the top of the rocks came down a kind of huge basket, or to better say a thick net of reeds, attached to four strong ropes. Arseno waited until it reached the ground and spread open, then he led the horse on to it so that his four legs were outside of the net. He stopped the horse and blew a short whistle. The ropes were then slowly pulled up until the net caught to the horse's belly, wrapping his sides and also the man's legs. Then they started to go up. Arseno kept firmly against his chest the child, who uttered a long "Wow" of astonishment.


The ascent was slow, but finally they reached the level of a kind of platform that was the base of a cave totally invisible from the foot of the mountain. Two men with long hooked perches, hooked the ropes and pulled them inside the cave. The ropes were lowered again and the net fell at the floor. Arseno led out the horse, then dismounted it, with the child, while one of the men took the horse's brides and lead it away.


The other man said, "Come, Arseno, the Old Father is waiting for you two."


Arseno nodded and followed him along a narrow tunnel bending in a slope. They reached a stretch that was almost dark, but the men's pace was fast and assured. The child, holding the bony hand of the old man, followed him toddling. Finally they saw again a light and in a while they were again in the open. Tall secular trees in a small plain circled them. They took a clearly marked path amongst the trees, until they reached a natural narrow and long square, limited on one side by the wood and on the other side by a tall rock wall. The wall was all perforated by well-squared holes, connected by balconies and stairs made with wood or carved in the stone.


"You see, this is the wizards' city, the centre, the school. We are now going to greet the Old Father, and he will entrust you to your first master... and I can finally go to withdraw up near the top, to wait for my hour..."






THE FIRST YEAR - AXEL


Axel asked himself what made him treat so badly the boy he loved. He mounted his horse and galloped along the road, hoping to reach Derk. But he wasn't able to find him. At evening he looked for a sheltered place where he could lie and pass the night.


He was sad, he felt lonely, he missed Derk... and only then he remembered the curse and the magic of Arseno and... and inside him he found the memories of Derk, and read the depth of the love that the boy felt for him, what neither words nor gestures ever could tell him, and he dejectedly cried.


"I will love you forever, my Derk, forever, knight's word! These years will pass and we will again be together, forever." he sorrowfully thought while sleep was finally taking him, soothing in part the pain for having turned away his beloved lover.


He rode for days and nights, until he found himself amongst people who were speaking a weird language totally incomprehensible to him, who wore odd clothes, who looked at him with astonishment mixed with suspicion.


Once, while he was riding along a river much bigger than the Hulig, recalling memories of Derk and thinking of where Derk could be, he saw a slender young man, with blonde hair, bathing himself in the river. From the back he was like Derk and his heart had a jolt of joy. Yes, he was sure that he had found Derk, sure beyond any hope. He stopped his horse, tied the brides to a branch, rapidly undressed himself and went down in the river, careful not to raise any noise, and caring not to be seen - he wanted to surprise his lover, taking him in his arms, kissing him. He was already foretasting the astonishment, the joy of his beloved boy...


The unceasing noise of the running waters of the river covered the splashing of his steps. He reached the boy at his back, excited and happy, and took him in his strong arms, pushing his erection between the boy's firm buttocks. The other wriggled away screaming something - it was an unknown voice, an unknown language. Axel, surprised, loosened his hold and the other turned with flaming eyes - he was not his Derk!


They looked at each other for a long while. The boy, still in Alex' arms, read in the strong knight's eyes surprise, pain, sadness and understood that the other was not menacing him.


"Who are you?" the boy asked him.


Axel couldn't understand, but said, "I don't want to harm you... I believed you were Derk..."


The tone of the knight's voice totally reassured the boy, who said, in a quiet tone, "I can't understand you... Where are you coming from?"


"You are beautiful like him... but you aren't him..." Axel said, totally loosening his hold and making a step backwards.


The boy looked at him from head to toe, and saw that the foreigner had a really big and beautiful body, sound and strong, and that between his powerful legs he was hoisting a powerful erection. "You have a hard-on! I bet that you want to make love with me." he said with a light giggle.


"Who knows why I had confused myself... from the back you really seemed like him..." the knight murmured and, looking up and down at the boy's body, noticed that he was getting an erection.


The boy slowly raised his hands and caressed the strong pectorals of the beautiful knight. Axel shuddered. The boy gently brushed his nipples and saw that the man's member throbbed. He smiled. "You are really full of yen, aren't you? You are way more beautiful than my brother in law... come on the grass, let's make love..."


Axel didn't understand his words, but read the desire shine in the boy's eyes, felt it in his hands that were going on lightly caressing him, getting quivers of pleasure from his body. "I'm sorry I scared you, before..." he said, feeling his desire was powerfully awakening - it was almost two months since he had sex.


The boy caressed his hard member, "It's big, but if you are careful... I would like feeling all of it inside me... all of it..." he murmured, more and more aroused.


The boy then seized Axel's hand and guided him out of the river, to the shore, on to a grassy stretch. There he stopped and moved in front of Axel, clinging onto his body and drew the hand of the knight between his buttocks, pushing it in the furrow; Axel slipped a finger between them until he found the warm hole and felt it throb.


"Do you want me here?" he asked, pushing the finger to force the hidden door.


The boy closed his eyes and brushed his slender chest against the muscled chest of the knight, his hollow belly against the firm belly of the unknown man, his erection against the powerful virility of the man and sighed, "We aren't able to understand each other words, but... Oooohhh!" he sighed again as he felt the finger starting to penetrate him, "yes, we are wonderfully understanding each other... screw me, stranger, screw me, please! Impale me with your powerful spear! Make me enjoy it!"


Axel started to move in and out his finger and felt the boy shudder, the sphincter throb, and the boy's voice become hoarse with the pleasure. The boy turned and bent down, offering himself without words but in an unmistakable way. Axel thought that, as he had no grease with him, he risked hurting the boy. He wet his fingers with saliva and started to prepare the small hole that was offered to him. The boy was moaning in a low voice, evidently enjoying these preparations. Axel carefully wet with saliva also his big and massive rod and guided it to its goal. As he started pushing, the boy's body shivered from head to toe, Axel pushed against the elastic opening and felt it was starting to open.


"Aaaahhh!" the boy groaned with pain, straightening up.


Axel, incredibly excited, seized him circling his waist with an arm, and with the other pushed down the boy's torso.


"Yes... but go gently, please..." the boy muttered.


Axel heard the prayer tone, "Yes, yes, don't worry, I'll put it all inside you... But don't squeeze, relax." he said, aroused, but without resuming his push.


The boy gradually got used to that powerful intrusion and started to relax. Axel gave another push, pulling the boy toward his pelvis, and one third of his member slipped inside the warm and thight channel. The boy stiffened again and emitted another groan. Axel stopped and waited.


"Damn it, how big you are... I never took one as big as yours... Go gently..." the boy muttered, then slowly relaxed once more.


Axel didn't immediately resume his thrusting, so the boy pushed back a little. Axel understood and, keeping his strong hands on the boy's narrow hips, impaled him with a forceful stroke so that his pubic hair brushed against the lower back of the boy and his testicles were pressed against the boy's buttocks. The boy let escape a long whine of pain but didn't try escape. For a moment both were still, both their breaths slightly panting. Axel caressed the boy's chest, belly and the genitals of the boy that had softened from the pain. The boy sighed and his member became alive again under the skilled caresses of Axel's hand.


When the boy had again a good erection, Axel started to screw that nice, tight, hot and small arse, with long and slow strokes.


The boy moaned, "Ooohhh, yeeeesss, so! Oh how good! Yes, screw me, screw me... Ooohhh... ooohhh... ooooohhhhh!"


The excited moans of the boy were increasing the knight's excitement. His thrusting became more determined and faster. Now the boy's body was trembling like a leaf in the spring wind, from head to toe. Axel was hammering into him with vigour. He felt his orgasm approach in more and more fiery waves. He had to give vent to his needs and was grateful to the boy who had offered himself and who was providing him the relief of a good orgasm. And almost launching a war yell, he came, unloading load after load of his seed in the hot depths of the youth. It seemed to never end, until he let go his last drop. Then, after a short pause, he slowly withdrew from the boy.


The boy turned and looked at him with eyes filled with tears, but with a pleased smile on his lips. Axel dried his tears, pulled the boy against him in an embrace, and deeply kissed him. He felt the boy's erection pushing against his pubes and understood that the boy didn't yet come. So he knelt in front of him and started to lick his member.


The boy had a start of pleasure, "Oh! What are you doing? Nobody ever... That's good, anyway and... I like that..."


Axel heard the voice of the boy syncopated by the pleasure, even though he couldn't understand the meaning. He parted his lips, circled with them the gland of the tense pole and let it slip entirely in his mouth, caressing with his tongue its lower side.


The boy moaned aloud, shutting his eyes and bending back his head, "Oooohhhh, that's too good! You're driving me mad! Ooohhh, yeeessss..."


Axel knew he was skilled, he learned it when he was a squire, but improved it to give the utmost pleasure to his Derk... And the boy, who didn't know the pleasure of the oral intercourse, really thought he was becoming crazy. He suddenly threw a long pleasure howling and, before he could be aware, he emptied himself in a set of fiery jets in the welcoming mouth of the stranger.


While Axel was standing up, the boy feared that the man could be mad at him for having come inside his mouth and looked at him with a worried expression. When he saw the smiling eyes of the man, he relaxed again. They looked at each other for some time while their hearts, which were madly beating, could resume their regular rhythm.


Finally the boy, hesitantly, said, "I'm sorry, I didn't want to... But nobody ever made me enjoy so much; it's a first for me... It's usual in your country? Here it isn't, for what I know... It's really fantastic... really..."


Axel became aware of an odd thing - he was now able to understand the boy's words. "You never had it done, before? Really?" he asked.


The boy widened his eyes and said, "But you... you can speak my language, then!"


Axel for a moment felt perplexed, but then understood - he drank the boy's seed, therefore... He searched in his memory and found there all the boy's memories. All of them... It was incredible, he now knew that boy as if he had always lived with him, and rather better than that!


"You like your brother in law, don't you? But you enjoyed it better with me..."


"Yes..." the boys answered, hesitantly, then asked, "but why did you pretend you couldn't understand me, before?"


"It seems that we did understand each other perfectly," the knight said with a slightly ironic smile.


The boy giggled. "At first you scared me."


"I mistook you for my lover."


"Lucky fellow, having you as a lover. Is your boy one from here? Do I know him? You don't seem somebody from here, even though you speak perfectly our tongue."


"No, I'm come from far away..."


"Are you planning to stop here?"


"No, I have far to go, my boy."


"Ah... I was lucky, then to be on your way."


"Yes..." Axel simply said, and went to fetch his clothes and to dress.


The boy went between the bushes, retrieved the bundle of his clothes and he too wore them.


"Do you know where the land of the Great Priest is?" Axel asked him.


"Which land? The great priest of which god?"


"I don't know. My king sent me to look for the Land of the Great Priest..." and while Axel was speaking to the boy, remembering that he now had all the memories of the boy, saw that really the boy had no knowledge of that land.


"I never heard of that." the boy said.


"Right. Well, so, good bye, Right." the knight said and mounted his horse.


"How can you know my name?" the boy asked, widening his eyes.


But Axel had already spurred his horse and was going away at gallop leaving the boy, totally astounded, and looking at his retreating form as he rode away.






THE FIRST YEAR - TANTAS


Axel was glad of his discovery - now, if he needed to understand a language, to get information or notions, he had just to drink a man's seed... And for what he had seen, leaving his seed in the guts of the boy, didn't transmit anything to the boy. A convenient power, he told himself; who knows if also his quest companions had already discovered it? Bah, he thought with a smile, for sure they too, sooner or later, would discover it...


Now it was much easier to ride through unknown lands. Besides becoming able to talk the languages of the lands he was crossing, he was gathering plenty of information and useful notions. He had just to find a male who liked to have sex with him... Just once, taking profit of his strength, he forced a guy to let him suck his tool... At the end the guy was quite pleased - Axel was skilled in giving pleasure with his mouth.


Axel was riding through a wide and bare plain, and knew that the place was rather dangerous - tribes of fierce men, marauders as their custom, were raging in those lands. They were coming from the southeast, and from the memories of his last "informer", as he called the men whose seed he drank, knew that they were incredibly strong and pitiless. They lived on big wagons pulled by several oxen, on which was mounted a dome shaped tent made of hides. They rode fast horses without a saddle, and were incredibly skilled in the use of weapons. If they attacked a caravan, there was no escape, if they stormed a village, only ruins and corpses remained in their wake, as they took away goods, cattle and some times, young slaves... They were the terror of these lands, the undisputed masters that no local lord ever succeeded in eradicating - at most they succeeded in restraining their fury... if they were lucky.


He was approaching a village, when he saw from it were rising tall spirals of black smoke. He at once understood what had happened and though it would be better if he avoided that unlucky village so he rode in a wide bend towards east. But, after a short time he saw coming from the east a group of horsemen and understood he was between two fires - on one side the newcomers, on the other side the village that had to be crowded with warriors. He saw that a line of six men formed the group, and that they were galloping side by side. They were wearing black armours and riding black horses. He waited for them keeping steady, hoisting his spear and brandishing his sword. It was clear that the six marauders saw him and were heading for him. The horses trampling made the ground vibrate. They were incredibly fast, it would have possibly been useless trying to run away, and anyway it was not Axel who can think to flee. The six men were howling at full lungs and they were a sight that would have frozen the blood in any man's veins, except Axel's.


The clash happened. Axel was incredibly strong, valiant, skilled and nimble. He transfixed an enemy with his spear, and knocked down on the ground a second one with his mace. To the third he sliced with a clean blow the head, so that his horse went on running before stopping with the beheaded body still on it. The last two were prancing around him to find his weak point and to kill him. Axel studied them and decided to attack the bigger one. He charged him with his axe and his sword. Just before the clash he threw the axe that hit the horse's head, so that the animal fell heavily on the ground and catapulted the warrior forward. Axel delivered a strong downward blow on the warrior who now came to the same end as his horse.


Axel prepared himself to face the last one who, careless of the slaughter of his comrades, flung himself against him yelling loudly. Axel calmly waited on his horse, and talked to him caressing his horses neck. The horse remained also still. When the warrior came in, rotating his sword, Axel embraced his horse neck and let him go down in a twine but, instead of mounting again on the saddle, he vigorously threw both legs towards his enemy, hitting him on his side and unseating him. As he hit him, he let himself go from his horse, so that he landed on his enemy. He at once pointed his sword at the other's neck. The enemy, falling from the horse, had lost his sword.


They looked at each other for a long time, both still. Then Axel, always keeping the other under the menace of his weapon, stood up backing up a step. Their eyes didn't leave each other not even for a moment. The fallen warrior started to slowly move, standing up, Axel's sword always pointing at his throat. The warrior took a step backwards and Axel didn't react - he thought that his adversary wanted to run away, and decided to let him go, anyway he continued to point at him with his sword, in defence.


The warrior took a second step backward then slowly let a hand slide along one of his trousers and raised the hand with a short dagger in it. Axel prepared himself for a new attack. The warrior took away his helmet - his head was all shaven, beside a quiff of long raven-black hair in the centre, tied with a knot. With a hand he seized his quiff, with the dagger cut off the quiff and threw on the ground, towards Axel, both the quiff and the dagger. The knight was looking at him, absorbed, asking himself what was passing through the head of his opponent, what was hidden behind his impenetrable black eyes, narrow like two horizontal slits.


The defeated enemy then untied his armour leather straps, took it out and threw it on the ground to his left. He took off a kind of black felt waistcoat and remained bare chest. Axel saw he was young, his strong chest was hairless, and his skin had an olive complexion. The youth untied a kind of bandage he had around his waist and put it on his armour, then opened his black breeches and took them out, so remaining totally naked in front of Axel, who noticed that he had a beautiful body, young but firm. He guessed that the young must be in his twenties. His soft member was hanging from a thick tuft of black hair, the only other hair on the youth's body were two small tufts in his armpits.


The youth kneeled down, put his face on the ground, on his left cheek, his arms folded in front of him, holding on to the ground. Axel thought it was a kind of surrender ritual and waited for the next move of the youth. This one remained still for a long time, then raised a his head and asked something.


"I don't understand you," Axel said in the language of that land.


Then the youth, shifting to that language that he spoke in an approximate way, asked, "You kill I or you take I your slave?"


Axel thought that it would have been a pity to kill such a beautiful, such a perfect body. But in his land nobody had ever been a slave. He could understand the concept, but not the full implication.


"I leave you free..." Axel said.


"Then you let I kill I, you let I use dagger?"


"Making a suicide? And why?"


"I finished, I cut hair. Or slave or kill."


Axel was nonplussed, all that seemed to him nonsense, but he felt the determination in the young man's voice.


"Well, then... I take you as my slave." he decided.


"Yes. I ready." the youth said and again put his cheek against the ground, shutting his eyes.


Axel understood - amongst the notions he had learned lately, there was one that came to his mind. When a warrior of that people made somebody a slave, be it a man or a woman, the first thing he did, as a sign of total domination, was to screw his arse - the slave was thus marked as his exclusive property. Axel looked at the nice little arse jutting up, and thought that after all it was not bad at all... Yes, he would "mark" him more than willingly.


He went at his back, kneeled down, raised his tunic - his member was already rising, just at the thought, hard and throbbing. He seized the young man's waist and drove his rod on the goal. He pushed strongly. He entered him less than a thumb, but that sphincter resistance was incredible - that young man was surely still virgin, down there... He pushed more strongly and his gland, sliding on the prepuce skin, started to slip into the so tight and inviolate hole. But the prepuce skin was now overturned and was pulling giving him pain, a sharp pain.


Axel stopped and withdrew. Took more saliva and lubricated first the hole then his rod, then tried again to penetrate that hot hole. He gathered his strength, held back his breath, seized vigorously the young man's waist and gave his loins a powerful forward stroke, sinking inside him half-length. He let go of a sigh, resumed his breath and gave a second formidable stroke, entering him totally. The young man didn't emit a sound, didn't try to escape him, didn't gave a jolt or wriggle... nothing, even though Axel could catch a glimpse of his contracted expression in a grimace of pain.


Then the knight started to screw him with vigour - he could feel that this was what the young man expected from him, as he would have done so, or possibly he already had done so many times to his slaves. He screwed that arse with vehemence, and this was giving him a weird pleasure, a feeling of power, of dominance, of mastery... he understood that the rite had a kind of value. The youth was accepting that hammering imposition keeping still, without a moan. As a real man, Axel thought with some feeling of respect.


The tight and hot hole together with the intensely hard thrusting of his cock took Axel a short time to the peak of the pleasure and he unloaded into his new slave's guts with an incredibly intense orgasm. He remained inside him for a while, still, waiting to regain the normal rhythm of his heart and his breathing. His member slowly withdrew, without him moving, from the slaving burning ass.


Axel stood up and tidied his tunic. He stood in front of the youth and said, "Stand up, now."


"Yes, master." the young man answered in a flat tone and obeyed.


"All that was yours or of your dead comrades now belongs to me, right? Gather the horses and anything of value, wear some clothes and follow me..."


The young man looked at him with a questioning expression and muttered, "I no understand all you words... master."


"What's your name?"


"I Tantas, master."


Axel looked at him and thought he was a really handsome young man, with a proportionate and strong body, desirable. He thought it was worth taking Tantas with him... and that to be able to communicate he had to drink his seed... But kneeling in front of him was unthinkable, dangerous and not so much... masterly. A man sucking another one is in a position of weakness, helpless... He so took the long sash of the youth, made him cross his wrists in his back and tied them strongly together then, with the remaining length, he also tied carefully his ankles. Raising him bodily he laid him down on his back. He then bent above him and started to suck his member.


He couldn't see the amazed and confused expression of the youth. He sucked him without worrying to give him the utmost pleasure - he just wanted to make him come fast and drink his fluid... They would eventually have other occasions for the pleasure. While sucking him, with a hand he teased the youth's nipples and with the other masturbated him. And soon he could drink in big gulps the lukewarm and rather sour liquid.


"That's done." he thought while standing up and waiting the effect of that drink.


He noticed that the youth was looking at him with wide eyes, an unbelieving expression, and asked himself what he could be thinking...


Soon he could start to analyze the thoughts, the memories of the youth up to that moment. And he understood - that proud people, those hard warriors, always fought in couples and, when they were far from their wagons the companion of each couple gave to the other relief sucking him; the oral sex was reserved only to the comrade, the anal to the slaves. When they were instead in their camp, the sexual intercourse was exclusively with their wives. They started to fight when they were fourteen, and after their first battle they married.


When Tantas saw Axel kill his comrade, decided to revenge him or to die. But he couldn't achieve either of the two possibilities, therefore to him, the life was ended - the ancestors' and heroes' spirits wouldn't take him with them, and he couldn't go back to his tribe without his comrade of arms. Axel also understood that the youth, accepting him as his master, would never rise a finger against him and that, to the contrary he was ready to give up his life for him... it had been useless to tie him... And his amazement for the oral sex was because only between comrades of arms, in his tribe, such a thing was done.


The youth was clever and was asking himself, just before reaching his orgasm, what value he could have amongst the people of his new master, the oral sex. All this Axel understood and many other things. Good. He now knew he just found a faithful servant...


"Tantas, wear some clothes, call the horses, gather the weapons and the belongings of your dead comrades and follow me." he said.


The youth widened his eyes, "But... but how, you speak perfectly the language of my tribe, master?"


Axel smiled; more or less everybody reacted in that way, after he drank from them.


He didn't answer and said, "Hurry up, I've already lost too much time!"


"Yes, master, forgive me, master!" the youth answered and busied himself to do what Axel ordered him.


All together it was a good booty - five horses, a slave, weapons, armours, several gold objects...


He resumed his journey and Tantas followed him, leading the other four horses that he had tied to his own. Axel was thinking - he would gradually make of him his companion, and a day he would also make him drink his seed, to fully involve him in his quest. He could feel that Tantas would become a precious companion, and also pleasurable in bed, when he lead him to discover that sex between men could be enjoyed in several ways... and also that putting it in the arse of a companion is not necessarily a sign of slavery, and that one can get to enjoy and desire it... Yes, the proud Tantas would find back his pride, remaining anyway devoted and faithful to him.






THE SECOND YEAR - ALTMA AND BUGHAIL


Altma discovered quite soon the power he got drinking someone seed, but he found it the other way round.


It was not so long time that he was in the Lower-Hulig, in the kingdom of king Grunek. The night was falling; therefore he decided to stop somewhere to have some rest. He saw a secluded hayloft, almost empty, made of logs. He tied his horse, went inside the small building, spread his mantle and lied down to sleep, but he couldn't close eye. 


Recalling the last group sex, quite an orgy, he became aroused - he raised his tunic and started to masturbate himself thinking it was a pity they were no more all together. He really enjoyed the way Harti had screwed him... He couldn't complain about Jens, all the contrary... He was going on masturbating himself at these exciting memories, when he heard a noise.


He sat up and saw a shadow near him - the moon rays were cutting out the dark silhouette against the entrance opening. The shadow moved as stealing away. Altma with a jump was on the shadow and immobilised it. He felt under him a young, slim body. The other (the voice was of a boy) said something in an unknown language, in a begging tone. Altma bodily brought him near the entrance so that the moon rays light up his face - he was a young man more or less of his age, his eyes widened with fear, poorly clothed. He was going on to say something in a low voice, stammering scared.


The young knight, excited by his previous memories and now feeling under him that body, thought that the boy was desirable and the he could take profit of him... Sitting on his slightly panting chest, he raised his tunic end aimed his hard and straight member towards the other's face, raised the boy's head and brushed his peg on his prisoner's lips, with a libidinous and mischievous smile. The boy understood and, readily, parted his lips. Altma moved forward, sliding his butt on the boy's chest and slowly pushed all of it deep inside his mouth. The stranger started at once to suck him almost as his life depended on it... and soon Altma unloaded directly in his throat. Waiting to resume his normal breath, he remained still, panting, while his member was gradually softening still in the mouth that had ceased to suck.


He then stood up and said to the other, "Now undress and lie on my mantle. And don't try to run away! We have all the night to amuse ourselves..."


"Don't hurt me, sir. I was doing nothing bad; I was just looking for shelter where to rest for the night..." the other said in a querulous tone, without moving.


"But... are you from Niederhulig?" Altma asked, recognizing the accent.


"No, sir, I'm coming from far away... I came here to try my luck, as in my land there is famine..."


"So, then, how comes that you speak perfectly my language? And what language were you speaking, before?"


The other looked at him without understanding - he wasn't still aware he had spoken in another language. But then his eyes widened, looked at the knight and said, almost with awe, "You are Altma, just knighted by king Waltha..."


"How can you know this, if you are a stranger?" the knight asked, suspecting.


The other was visibly trembling, "I don't know... suddenly inside me I have memoirs that don't belong to me... and I now know about you and about the other five knights, and..."


At this point Altma understood. The potion they drank was still working. So the stranger could now understand his language and share all his memories... Surely it was because he drank his seed. That's convenient, the young knight thought.


"No, I don't want to hurt you, I just want to have a night of sex with you... You are skilled in giving head - you are not new to sex between men."


"No, sir. Since my childhood I gave myself to several man, to survive."


"But... do you like it?"


"With some men, yes, very much."


"Good. Then undress and come with me on my mantle..." the knight said, taking off his tunic in his turn.


After that encounter, Altma travelled, or to better say wandered, for more than one year, trying to discover the Land of the Great Priest. 


He was riding on a narrow white country road, between two rows of fields where dozens of men and women were bending to hoe the ground preparing the land for sowing season. Altma knew that these country people were bound to the land - the owners, buying a plot of land, bought with it also the farmers... He also knew that in that land aristocrats and knights had the right to ask to a countryman or woman of their choice to give them sexual pleasure. For several days he couldn't relieve himself and he was feeling aroused. But he still didn't see anybody he liked.


Along the road he saw a young farmer coming toward him - he was wearing the short coat and the breeches characteristic of that people, made of old but strong cloth. Barefoot, he was carrying, balanced on his head, an earthen pitcher that seemed quite heavy. When the boy saw the horse approaching moved at the side of the road and put the pitcher on the ground, and when Altma was nearby, he deeply bowed. The knight had looked at him carefully - the boy was blond, slender but strong, and he liked him very much.


He stopped his horse and asked, with his natural command tone, "What's your name, farmer?"


"Bughahil, sir." the boy answered not surprised that the stranger (as he understood by his clothes) spoke perfectly his language.


"How old are you?"


"I think eighteen, sir."


He was three years younger than him... Also his voice was agreeable. "What are you carrying in that pitcher?"


"Water for my companions."


"I see. Well, I'm thirsty, give me some..."


"Here it is, sir." readily answered the boy, raising the pitcher.


Altma took it, raised it at his lips, drank and gave it back to him. Their eyes met and Altma felt conquered by the pure and serene blue of the farmer's eyes.


"You are a really beautiful boy..." he said.


"Thank you, sir. You are magnificent..." the boy said in a murmur and the knight noticed a light blush on his fair cheeks.


"Your body is beautiful, I want you."


"I'm at your service." the boy answered and the young knight felt it wasn't just a ritual answer - also the boy was attracted to him, and was willingly offering himself.


"Take the water to your companions, then come back here."


"Straightaway, sir." the young farmer answered and went away, at a faster pace, Altma thought.


He dismounted his horse and sat to wait for him. He hadn't to wait too long a time - soon he saw the boy coming back almost running, and while he was approaching, a nice smile lightened his face, "I did my best not to have you wait too much... I told the others that our master was waiting for me"


"Where can we go to make love?" Altma asked, standing up.


"Also here it is good."


"Somebody can come..."


"The master's son always takes me in the field, in front of all the others, when he doesn't come in the night where we all sleep..."


"But do you like it?" Altma asked, spreading his mantle to use it as a blanket.


"Yes, even though not so much with the master's son, as he is violent. While he screws me, he bites me, pinches me, hurts me... I like it better when his cousin takes me... And you... your eyes are good, and you are so handsome and... and I think I will like it with you."


"What do you like to do?"


"I?" the boy asked after a short silence, surprised. "Nobody ever asked me, before now... Bah... everything. Provided it is a man. As women... I don't like it with women." he said and started to undress, seeing that Altma was already stripping himself. "And you, sir? Tell me how can I please you..." he asked looking with open admiration Altma's body now totally naked.


"I too like everything, especially with a beautiful boy like you."


"Nobody ever told me I'm beautiful, sir..." the boy said, lowering his eyes in confusion.


Altma lay down and taking the youth's hand pulled him down near him.


"Would you like better to screw my ass now, or do you prefer me to give you head before, sir?" the boy asked, raised on his elbow, and looking at him.


"Let's start touching, caressing each other." the knight said, now fully aroused.


He looked between the boy's legs and saw with pleasure that he too was fully aroused. He pulled the boy to him lying on a side and embraced him, crossing his legs with those of the boy. Their eyes were very close and Altma again felt lost in the blue of his irises. He approached his face and kissed Bughail. The boy at first seemed to resist him, his lips shut, but then let himself go, parted them and let the inquisitive tongue of the knight invade his mouth. After a while, doing as the foreigner knight, he started to move his tongue and they kissed deeply and for a long time.


When Altma parted from him, the boy emitted a long sigh and muttered, "Woooo! I didn't know that two men could also kiss... and that it is so good..."


Altma smiled. "Before making love I like to kiss and caress, so that the excitment and the desire gradually strengthen... It's more beautiful."


"I can believe you, sir." the boy said with a dreamy expression.


"And also afterwards, after the orgasm," the young man added, "it is good to kiss and to caress, waiting for the peace of the body."


"I didn't know - usually, up to now, they just screwed me, and it was all... in my mouth or in my arse... But in this way... it's different, it's beautiful..." Bughail admitted, persuaded.


Altma bowed down and sucked the young farmer's nipples and this one wriggled for the pleasure and wanted at once try to do it to the knight. The boy was a fast learner; he was greedy to learn.


When he felt that Altma was fully aroused, he whispered, "May I suck your cock, now, sir? So you can then push it all inside my arse, and screw me?"


"Yes..." the knight answered, smiling at the clear desire of the boy.


The farmer kneeled between the legs of the young man and started to lick his testicles, then the staff, all around and up, up, until, keeping it still with a hand, passed his tongue on the uncovered gland - he was skilled. He then leaned on it his lips and began to let it slip inside, going on to work it with his tongue, inside his warm mouth.


"While you suck me, caress my body as I'm doing to you..." Altma instructed him.


The boy readily complied. The knight shuddered, feeling prey of pleasure - undoubtedly the boy had a natural talent, a spontaneous sensibility he knew how to use.


He was about to ask him to stop when the boy straightened up, looked at him and asked him, with clear desire, "May I now take it in my arse, please?"


"Yes, of course."


"May I sit on it?"


"Do you like it better in that way?"


"At least I can look at you, sir. You're so beautiful..."


"All right, then."


The boy moved astride the young man's pelvis and lowered himself, leaned a hand at his back on the ground and moving his pelvis searched for the tip of the staff that was waiting throbbing. Altma guided it with his hand, until he felt the good warmth of the boy's hole. The young farmer felt the light, shuddering pressure and let himself go down in a stroke, bodily. Both emitted at once a pleasure moan, one feeling he was invaded, the other feeling he was received.


The boy's eyes were shining, he seemed happy. Instead of moving up and down as Altma was waiting, he began to rock his pelvis back and forth, left and right, making his hole throb. The feeling was wonderful for Altma. He smiled, prey to a strong sensual pleasure. The boy was balancing on his feet and now, with both hands, caressed the belly and the chest of the knight. Altma caressed his thighs, his sides, brushed his turgid nipples, caressed his erect member, gently kneaded his full testicles and the boy started to emit low moans of pleasure.


What excited Altma, besides the sensual tactile provocations, was the carefree joy with which the boy was busying himself to give him pleasure. He could feel that all Bughail's body was intent in pleasing him while getting pleasure from him. The lukewarm sun caressed their united bodies; birds were chirping whirling high in the sky and all around was a peaceful scene. The boy's body was possibly a little too thin, but really beautiful, especially now in the abandon of the sexual act.


"Are you liking it, sir?" Bughail asked in a whisper.


"Yes, very much. Because I can feel that you too are enjoying it."


"Oh yes... It's a pity that you are not my master, sir..."


"Would you like?"


"I would be happy. With the others at time it is good, but with you it is special, sir!" the boy said with enthusiasm.


"I want to kiss you while I take you," suddenly said Altma sitting up. "Embrace me tight, I don't want to slip out of you. So, good. Now circle my waist with your legs... Very good..." he said and, folding his legs under himself, he slowly raised on his knees, then bent down to have the boy lie with his back on the mantle.


He settled himself, bent down embracing him and kissed him, then started to move inside him, back and forth. Bughail moaned and his eyes were laughing with happiness. Altma was feeling incredibly attracted to that boy, he wanted him, and not just for one time. He moved inside him for a long time, back and forth, back and forth, kissing, caressing, and savouring him. The boy was keeping his legs totally spread and high towards his chest to give him full access and was shuddering and moaning with happiness under him. The boy's happiness was infectious.


All of Altma's body intensely trembled, "I'm going to give you my seed, boy..."


"Yes..."


Altma stiffened, shuddering even more strongly, "I'm going to fill you..."


"Oh, yes..."


The knight pushed himself deeper into the boy, with all his strength, "Here, I'm... I'm... coooooming!"


"Yeeesss!" and the orgasm flowered, suddenly, luminous, strong, hot, intense, and long...


The young knight went limp on the fresh and young body of the boy, panting, and they kissed and caressed again. Altma was feeling the member still hard of the boy cock between their bellies. When he recovered his strength, he slipped down on the boy's body until he reached with the lips the boy's member - he started to lick and suck it with passion. He wanted not only give pleasure to that splendid boy, but also drink his seed to get to know him intimately and see if he could make of him his companion, as he had hoped and desired.


"Oh, sir... You... to me?" the boy asked, amazed.


Altma didn't answer and went on, until his effort were paid back and he could quench his thirst at that pure spring of lust.


When he shot his last jet in the warm mouth, the boy all of a sudden relaxed breathing deeply, his eyes closed, a blessed expression on his face. Altma kissed him on the mouth. Meanwhile the boy's seed in him was having the awaited effect. So the knight explored, fascinated, his new knowledge of the boy, and he liked him more and more.


"Bughail, I want you with me, forever."


"It would be great, sir, but I belong to the land."


"Can't I buy you?"


"No, I belong to the land, sir. Only who buys the land can have me."


"Then... run away with me, become my companion. Other farm men ran away, I know it. Run away with me and get your freedom, and if you want, become mine."


"I would love belonging to you, sir, but if I'm caught, I will be killed..."


"I will protect you."


The boy became silent, his smile seemed to fade away, but then bloomed again, "Yes, I am ready... At last, until they don't kill me, I will be yours, sir!"


"Nobody will kill you, Bughail, you have my word. And don't call me sir any more, call me Altma." the young man said him standing up and, giving him a hand to stand up. "Leave those servant's clothes, I'll give you one of my clothes. You will ride on my horse, at least until we can get another one!"




CHAPTER 7


THIRD AND FOURTH YEAR






THE THIRD YEAR - DERK AND KOSSUR

Three years had elapsed. Derk had been the last one to discover the seed's power, as he avoided for a long time any sexual adventure, in order to remain faithful to his Axel. He had been a guest of a noble man in an unknown land, where a servant of that aristocrat who spoke his language acted as his interpreter. The lord, recognising in the young man a knight, had offered him hospitality.


During the night the twenty-three years old son of the host, slipped into his bed and "convinced" him to have sex. It had been a fast thing, an explosion of libido... The host's young son fucked the young knight in the mouth with sadistic abandon and emptied himself in the knight's mouth. He then went away, without caring to satisfy Derk. 


But Derk discovered that, quite suddenly, all the memories of the young son were available to him!! He understood. And, curiously, he felt grateful for that partial violence he had had to undergo. The day after he also discovered that he now could perfectly understand the language of his hosts but out of prudence, went on to use only his own language. He thanked them for their hospitality and took leave.


While he was leaving, he passed by that young man, the one who entered into his room the previous night, and heard him whisper, in a scornful tone, "Ha, the knight who likes to be fucked in his mouth!"


At that Derk, in the language of the young host, whispered him, "And what about you, who let all the soldiers of your father to screw your ass like madmen... and who loves it?" and smiled amused at the surprised and frightened expression of the young man.


All long those three years, Derk limited himself to suck, from time to time, men or boys, only to gather useful information and to be able to speak the language of the lands he was crossing. He had at time to fight but, thanks to the seed of his Axel, of Harti and Jens, even though he was now just twenty years old, he became really strong, valiant and wise. And then thanks to Altma and Kimon's seed, he also became shrewd and prudent...


He was crossing a fascinating land, where there lived strong men with a shaved face, besides thick droopy moustaches, their long hair tied in two tails at the sides of the head. That land was divided in several small kingdoms, often at war with each other, and when the soldiers were not engaged in a war, they were raging in the country. At times he had to face some drunken soldiers but the other, weighing his skill and force, quite often got off like a shot. Only a couple of times he had to kill his adversary do get rid of him. One of them had a horse which he took as booty along with the dead man's weapons which he now carried with him.


He camped near a small spring, tied the two horses, and lit a small fire to roast a hare he had caught during the day. He would later prepare a place to sleep and pass the night. The sun was slowly setting but it was still clear enough.


All of a sudden he heard sharp shrieks, like those of a woman, and several men's laughter.


The thin voice was shouting, "No, no, please, no! Please, I pray you... Nooo! Aaaaaaahhh! Noooo!" and Derk felt in it terror and pain.


He stood up and went towards the origin of that voice and of the voices of the men who were laughing and swearing. The screams were now heartrending.


And soon saw them - they were four half naked soldiers, aroused; two were holding a naked boy, one his left wrist and ankle united, and the other the right ones, so that the boy was kept vertical, totally blocked, helpless, and with his butt well spread. On the ground were lying the other two soldiers, their legs intertwined like scissors, one in front of the other, so that their erect members were pressed one against the other in vertical and were both embedded in the boy's anus. With their hands the two were holding the boy at the waist and making him spring up and down, impaling him without any pity, laughing at the desperate wriggling of their victim.


Derk saw red! He unsheathed his sword and, stepping forward, ordered, "Let him free, immediately!"


They became still and turned their heads to look at him.


One of the soldiers said, "What do you want? Go away! This boy belongs to us, we bought him, he is our thing and we can do with him anything we want!"


"But you are hurting him!"


"That's not your matter! We can even kill him, if we feel like, he is our thing!"


"He is not a thing, he is a human being, and he is suffering! Let him free immediately!" he ordered again and raised his sword.


One of the two who were keeping the boy still, let go og him and bent down to pick his sword, then hurled himself against the young knight. Derk moved slightly aside, made a lunge, and his blade pierced the heart of the soldier who fell on the ground, dying with an amazed expression in his eyes. The other three, meanwhile, had left the boy who, Derk noticed, had his ankles and wrists tied together, and rushed to seize their weapons.


Derk attacked the second soldier and cut off his head while he was still bending to pick his weapon. The other two, whirling their swords, attacked him at once from either side. But Derk was way more nimble than them, and avoided their attack without difficulty. Their blades clashed with strong clanging. The battle didn't last much - they were just soldiers and he was a knight. He killed them one after the other. Then, lowered his sword, he went near the boy who was lying on the ground, shaken by strong sobs. A rivulet of blood was dripping from the poor boy anus. Derk cut the ropes and took the boy in his arms.


The boy threw himself in those arms, circling his neck and sobbing said, "Don't hurt me you too, please! Don't hurt me..."


"No, no, my boy, no, don't worry. Nobody will hurt you any more..." he said hugging him tight.


He noticed that the face and the hair of the boy was dirty with almost dry seed. Along the legs of the boy the blood was dripping.


"Come to the spring, you need to wash..." he said with tenderness.


He picked up the boy and, caressing his thin naked body shaken with sobs, went to the sping where he immersed the boy in the water and started to gently wash him. He then brought the boy to his bivouac and put him on his mantle. Thanks to Arseno's seed, he was able to gather some healing herbs, and chewed them with some of the grease of his hare, then went again near the boy.


He said, "Turn around. You can possibly feel some pain, but this paste will stop your blood..."


The boy complied. When Derk saw the torn anus, felt a pang in his stomach. Very gently, he spread on it the healing paste he had just prepared.


"Now try to rest for a while, my boy. I'll be back soon, don't worry."


"Yes, sir..." the boy answered with a thin voice, looking at him with a sad and wounded expression.


Derk went back to the duel place and gathered the weapons, clothes, armours and sacks of the dead soldiers and took the entire load at his bivouac. There was no trace of the boy's clothes.


"I couldn't find your clothes, boy."


"I didn't have any, sir. They were always keeping me with them all naked, tied with a rope."


"All naked?"


"Yes..."


"What's your name, boy?"


"Kossur, sir."


"Were you their slave?"


"My mother sold me to them, two years ago, to use me for sex."


"Your mother sold you to them? For sex? How old were you, then?"


"I was twelve, sir. Soldiers often buy boys for sex. At my home there was not enough food for everybody."


"You were just twelve and... and were they always using you so?"


"No, today is the first time they tried it in two... they usually took me every day, but one at a time. At times, for a coin or a beer tankard they let other soldiers who didn't have enough money to buy a boy or a girl use me... but the girls are more expensive than the boys..."


"And you were kept for two years all naked, and at lash like a dog?"


"Yes, sir, that's... normal." the boy said with infinite sadness.


He was skinny, gaunt, and his big eyes seemed even bigger on his emaciated face.


"And now?" Derk asked, more to himself than to the boy.


"Now I belong to you, sir. I'm skilled in giving pleasure, do you know? But don't hurt me, please..."


"I see, you are now mine... No, don't worry, I will never hurt you."


"You are... really strong. You alone killed all four of them... Are you an aristocrat?"


"A knight."


"Where from?"


"From a very far away land."


"Will you take me with you, now?"


"Certainly." Derk said, caressing his wet hair, and moved them away from his face.


The boy didn't smile; he looked at him serious, but in his eyes was starting to appear a timid reliance.


After they had eaten, Derk, using some of the clothes of the dead soldier, improvised a kind of provisional dress for the boy. The night fell. Derk lay on his mantle, pulled against him the boy and covered both.


"Do you want me to make you enjoy, sir?" after a while the boy shyly asked.


"No, you have first to heal. Moreover, you don't have to have sex with me only because I desire it. You are once again a free man."


"A free man? I?"


"Of course. In my land no human being is bought or sold."


"But I... with you... I would be happy to make you enjoy. You are kind..."


"We will see. Let's sleep, now." Derk answered, caressing him with tender gentleness and hugging him.


The boy healed in three weeks. Derk sold part of the booty of the four dead soldiers keeping just a few things, and bought clothes for Kossur. The boy was getting more and more affectionate with the young knight.


After four weeks, in the evening, while they were lying waiting to fall asleep and Derk, as usual, was hugging him, the boy said, "Now I'm totally healed, knight Derk... If you want to take me... I would really be happy..."


"Would you really be happy?" the young man asked, caressing him - he was feeling attracted to that sweet boy, he felt he was beginning to love him.


It was not yet a love comparable with his love for Axel, it was different - this was a love of tenderness, of protection, even though clearly physical.


"You did so much for me, I would like to do something for you, but I have nothing else to offer you..."


"You are working for me, prepare the meals, keep my things clean... You could become my squire... I'll teach you to use the weapons, and..."


"But... you don't want me? You don't like me?"


"Yes, I like you, you are a really desirable boy..."


"So, then... I would really be happy if you had sex with me... really. You are... beautiful, strong, and good hearted... Please?"


"All right Kossur, come here... this night we will suck each other and tomorrow we will decide what to do. Because tomorrow morning I will know everything about you, and you everything about me..." Derk gently said him.


The boy readily turned under the mantle, raised the knight's tunic and started to give him pleasure with delicate hands, lips and tongue. Also Derk searched in the boy's clothes and started to give him the same pleasure he was receiving. United in a perfect circle of passion, they forgot the impending night and devoted to each other in a contest to give enjoyment to the companion. The boy was really skilled, and Derk too was, so that in a short time, first Kossur, then Derk reached the peak of the pleasure and gave each other their seed. Derk made the boy turn again hugged and kissed him.


"Let's sleep now... Tomorrow morning we will have to talk for a while, I guess..." he whispered, caressing him.


"Have a good rest, knight, and thank you... It has been really beautiful."


"Yes, really beautiful. Good night to you, Kossur."


The sunrays woke up Derk. He opened his eyes and saw that the boy was looking at him serious, "I know everything about you, as you said... How did it happen?"


"A magic that is in my seed and in my body. I too now know everything about you."


"Ah... and..." the boy shyly said.


"And I like you very much, even more than before."


"I too like you very much, knight... Do you want me in your quest?"


"Without any doubt. But if you know everything about me, you also know that my heart is bound to Axel..."


"Yes, of course. I will just be your squire, if you want. And I will make love with you any time you desire, with joy and pride. You are making of me a new man, and I will be grateful to you forever."


"Good, squire Kossur, a long adventure is waiting for us. I'm glad that the gods made me cross your road. Let's get ready to resume our journey."


"Before leaving... may I ask you something? Express you a desire?"


Derk looked at him with a smile - he now knew also that desire.


"Yes, Kossur, lie on your back - before leaving I will fulfil your desire, I will take you..."


"And also other times, isn't it?" the boy asked, taking out his tunic and lying on his back.


"Yes, of course. But you too, then, will have to take me - you know that I like it, don't you?"


"Yes, I now know it. Do you know that it would be my first time to take a man?"


"I'm flattered. Do you know that you are really handsome, even though still just a boy?"


"You instead are very beautiful... I would like one day to be like you."


"And you will be, also thanks to my seed, as you know."


"Sure... how great! But now take me, please..." Kossur said offering himself with a light and serene smile.


Derk smiled in his turn and went down on him; the boy guided the beautiful member now fiercely erect inside his welcoming intimacy and they were finally deeply united.


"Ooohh, for all the gods' sake! With you it's really good!" the boy panted.


"I am not hurting you, am I?"


"No, not at all, on the contrary... you are giving me an immense pleasure! Oh what a good feeling, your flesh in me! Oh, Derk, make it last as long as possible... it is... it is incredible! Oh, yes... yes... move it, make me feel all of it... Push, go on... Oh, Derk, blessed be the day when my mother sold me, blessed be the two years of slavery, blessed be the violence I undergo and that brought you to me... I'm yours, Derk, totally yours! Yeeesss, soooo!" the boy panted in a happy singsong delirious with pleasure while the young man was taking him with passionate strokes.


Derk was looking at his radiant face and felt as if his companion was becoming wonderful in the emotion of his lust. He was looking at that body still frail, where boyhood was rapidly withdrawing and which was entering the thresholds of virility, and that would then please him more and more. The young member, already of a good size, that seemed to have grown in those few minutes, was turgid and tense in the spasm of pleasure.


"Kossur, I like you!"


"Yes..."


"You are so beautiful, while I'm taking you."


"Yes..."


"And it is so very good being inside you..."


"Oh, yes..."


"Are you happy, Kossur?"


"Delighted, Derk, really delighted!"


"And so am I, my friend." the knight said and went down to kiss him while going on to passionatly move inside him, without hurry but with a gentle vigour.


"Yes," Derk clearly thought, "I love him in a different way than Axel, but I really love this gentle boy... I love him!"






THE FOURTH YEAR - KIMON AND FLORIANO


Kimon reached the shore of a wide sea. Up to then nobody seemed to have ever heard of either a Great Priest, nor of an iron crown. He sat, thoughtful, while his horse was quietly grazing. All long his journey he learned plenty of things, he saw different and odd people, he overcame tests and difficult moments... Kimon was now twenty-two and his body was sound and sturdy.


He also had had some almost careless moments - almost because his mission was urging him. Like that time when a young knight-errant shared for several months the road with him and, after the very first days, they started to make love. He was almost thinking he found a new companion; he was about falling in love with him. But, one evening, after he drank his seed, he became aware that they weren't really fit for each other. Therefore he never allowed the other to drink his seed, and finally they parted way.


He had enjoyed good company like that time when a merchant invited him inside his tent - they came out only three says later, finally sated with sex and food. The merchant was a wizard in both fields... The man told him that in his journeys he went as far as India, where he learned how to really make sex, even between men...


He had exciting episodes like when he assisted with the annual wrestling contests in a remote village - the local youths challenged each other and, if the other accepted the challenge the winner had the right to screw the loser in the arse. He asked to take part in the challenges and, thanks to his incredible strength, he always won and so he topped all the handsome boys of the village.


He had now to decide which way he had to choose - had he to go west or east? He was thinking about it, when he saw a boy of about seventeen or eighteen years old, walking along the shore in his direction. He observed him - he had a golden complexion, curly brown hair, a slender gait... When the boy was nearer, he also noticed his green-hazelnut eyes and sweet lips. From his clothes he guessed he had to be a sailor. The boy, drawing nearer, was looking at him and when he got near him he stopped in front of him.


They looked at each other in silence for a while, then the boy asked him, in a rather odd but understandable language, "Can you understand me?"


"Enough."


"You are not a local, right? You come from the north, don't you?"


"You are right. But you too don't seem to be a local."


"No, in fact. I come from the Adria Sea, but my ship is now working here in the Black Sea. Where are you going to?"


"I don't know."


"Are you a knight-errant?"


"A kind of. I'm searching for the Land of the Great Priest..."


"The Great Priest? Do you possibly mean the Pope?"


"What's a Pope?"


"Well, the boss of all the priests of the Christ, and he lives in Rome."


"And... do you know if by chance he has an iron crown?"


"An iron crown? I really don't think so, no... I think he has a gold one, but I'm not sure..."


While they were talking, Kimon looked carefully at that boy and thought that he liked him very much, and that he would have liked having sex with him, at least once.


Almost as if the other read his thoughts, with a hesitant smile said, "We... at sea... we often have sex between us sailors... and I would like having it with you. I never saw such a beautiful body and... and also your eyes appeal to me..."


"And yours to me. And I was exactly thinking the same thing as you..." Kimon answered with a smile.


"Well, then... we can do it." the boy said letting himself down at his side and leaning a hand on his thigh in an intimate caress, slowly moving towards his crotch.


Kimon felt at once aroused. "Of course, and with pleasure." he answered slipping a hand in the cut of the boy's sleeve and caressing his chest skin.


"Do you like also men, knight?" the boy asked with a mischievous smile.


"Only men... but... my name is Kimon; and yours?"


"I am Floriano. In my language it means the boy of the flowers."


"A beautiful name. My name in our language means the chief of a multitude..."


"You have the aspect of a chief. And also the sceptre of a real chief..." the boy giggled, as he reached the knight's member.


"Let's undress..." Kimon suggested, excited.


The boy stood up and started to slowly undress, in a sensual and provoking way, looking at his companion taking away his clothes. "Holy shit! You are really well built!" he exclaimed widening his eyes seeing the sound complexion, the chiselled muscles of the other.


He caressed his erect member and also that of the young sailor was already hard, pointing upwards, throbbing. Kimon pulled him to himself circling his waist with an arm, pushing forward his pelvis until their members met and were pushed against their hairy and warm crotches. The boy brushed himself against him.


"Do you like to kiss?" the sailor asked, his voice hoarse with desire.


"I do..." the young knight answered and their mouths met, and their tongues played, full of desire.


The boy parted a little from him and emitted a pleased sigh, then, his eyes shining with lust, asked, "And... do you like to take an arse?"


"I love it... and you have a delightful small arse!" Kimon said fingering it with greed.


"Yours too is nice..." the sailor answered.


"I like also to be taken, anyway..." Kimon said.


"Perfect!" Floriano sighed, and their mouths united again in a kiss full of fire.


The knight pushed the sailor on the sand, lying on top of him, without their mouths loosing the contact.


When they resumed their breath, the boy asked him, in an excited whisper, "Do you want me?"


"To die for."


"I too do... but you go first. Take me!"


"Not yet. We have time, haven't we?"


"You are killing me... Gosh, how much I desire feeling you in me... and I in you... It's for four years ago that I discovered sex, but nobody excited me as you now do, do you know?"


"Who made you discover it?"


"The sailors, at my first signing-on. And you?"


"My knight, when I became his squire... or rather a little before."


"Did you like it at once?"


"Yes, very much. And you?"


"At first it was a little painful, but now I like it a lot. Oh, Kimon, kiss me again - you are so skilled in that! And your saliva has the taste of a fresh spring..."


"I want you... how do you want me to take you, Floriano?"


"Dog style - I want to feel all of it inside me."


"I have nothing as a lubricant..."


"I don't need it, don't worry. Here, I'm ready - push it all inside, go on!" the young sailor said as he took the position, spreading his small firm buttocks with both hands.


Kimon kneeled at his back and drove it on his hole and, with his first push, slipped all inside to the root in a single stroke. "For all the gods' sake, how hot you are!" he exclaimed, excited.


"Yes, I'm hot for you since the first moment I saw you... screw me, go on!"


Kimon circled his waist with an arm and with the other his chest, holding to his back, then, making skilfully rolls with his pelvis, started to fill the warm love channel.


"So... good... No, don't touch my cock, or else I'll spurt... I have to take you, afterwards... so, good, go on!" the boy spurred him, sensually tossing under him.


Kimon didn't need to be spurred, but he felt pleasure hearing that his companion was appreciating that passionate ride. He fucked him for a long time, gently biting his shoulders, his neck, brushing his nipples. With each lunge, Floriano pushed himself against him, happily moaning.


"You know how to screw an arse, my handsome big male... oh god! You are almost making me come without touching it... you are fantastic..."


"You have fire in your veins, boy!"


"You lit it, man!"


"In a while I will put it out... I'm near to come..."


"Yes, fill me, drown me, flood me! Oh, yes, so, go on! Go on! Harder! Screw me, screw me, screw me!"


"Here... I'm feeling... here... here... heeeeereeeee!!!" Kimon yelled starting to unload into him with a set of strong, convulsive jets.


The boy pushed the arse against his crotch, skilfully contracting and relaxing his anus until he got from that hot rod even the last drop of seed.


Kimon was deeply panting and was feeling his heart madly beat. A set of strong shudders shook him. When they ceased, he slowly slipped out of the welcoming hole that had just given him one of the best orgasms he had ever experienced. They let themselves fall on the sand and both emitted a long and deep sigh. The boy leaned forward to kiss him and their mouths united again.


"Not it's up to you..." the young knight said with a smile.


"No, wait still some time - if I do it now, I will come at once, I'm way too much aroused. You have been fantastic... I don't know if I will be able to give you so much pleasure... If in your land everybody is like you, I will move there..." 


"But in my land we have no sea. Just mountains, and a small river, and a..."


"I would learn to be a highlander, I swear!" the boy said with a giggle.


"And I am pondering if I've to become a sailor. I like you."


"Thank you... and we are just at mid way... of our first encounter."


"Do you foresee many more of them?" Kimon asked, mischievous.


"They wait for me at our ship only in three days, therefore... And I hope you are not in hurry..."


"No, not really. Three days... and three nights... I'll spend them with you more than willingly."


"Don't I totally agree?"


They caressed and kissed again.


Then the boy asked, "Are you ready?"


"Sure thing, and you?"


"More than ready."


"How do you want to take me?"


"Here on the sand the best is dog style, as we did before, or else we will fill our arses and cocks with sand... and it wouldn't be agreeable."


They assumed the position and the boy, seizing the young man's sides, rummaged with his member's tip in the furrow between the buttocks.


Kimon guided it on the goal, "Push, now!"


"Yeeeeaaaahhhh..." the boy murmured.


Kimon relaxed and felt it wedge inside him more and more deeply. Floriano entered him with a set of short strokes and when he felt his testicles pressed, he stopped.


"You are thight, even if it went in without difficulty. You didn't take many cocks as I did, it seems..."


"I don't know. Anyway yours isn't the biggest I took. Harti, the knight to whom I was a squire, had it a little bigger than mine..."


"And you said that he didn't hurt you, not even the first time?"


"No, he used lard and was really gentle... Move, go on, let me feel it all!"


Also the boy took him for a long time, with measured, skilful thrusts, so getting and giving the utmost pleasure. He for sure was not a greenhorn. The sun was starting to set on the other side of the sea, when they finally relaxed, both fully sated.


"The night is cool. It's better to wear our clothes." the boy suggested.


"No, let's just wrap in my mantle and sleep naked..." Kimon answered.


"But doing so, who's able to sleep?" the boy said with a giggle, but then said, "Anyway I like your idea."


When they had settled, lying on a side, one in front of the other, their bodies tightly intertwined, the boy said, "Gosh, how good I'm feeling here with you...I will miss you when we will have to part..."


"You barely know me..."


"But rather intimately, I should say." the young sailor giggled.


They chatted for some time, telling each other bits of their lives, until they fell asleep, almost at the same time.


The following morning the sun woke Kimon. Floriano was still asleep. Under the mantle it was hot; they were slightly sweating. The young knight uncovered their bodies and Floriano moaned shortly, his face serene and relaxed. Kimon saw that the boy had a glorious morning hard-on.


He liked that boy... he wanted to get to know him better, and he had the means to. He bent on the beautifully tanned body and took in his lips his member, gently licking and sucking it. Floriano moaned again and moved a little.


After a short while Kimon heard the boy's voice, still a little drowsy, "Gosh, what a wonderful waking up! I'll give half of my life to be waken up so every morning!" he muttered.


Kimon went on giving him head merrily. He liked everything of that boy up to then, from his voice to his joyfulness, from his body to the way he made love, from his eyes and lips, to his hands that seemed to naturally know where to caress him, in the most sensitive spots...


He felt the member throb; the body stiffen and understood that soon... the boy would have no more secrets from him. Really Arseno had given them a particularly useful power! He liked the sea taste of that strong member, the scent of sex of that pubis whose hair tickled his nose with each lunge. With a hand he lightly kneaded his firm testicles, the tense sack skin. With the other he roamed on the boy's belly and chest. Floriano was now moaning non-stop in a low voice, feeling his orgasm approaching inexorable.


"Kimon... if you want to pull out... before it's too late... if you want, I... I am near to..." the boy muttered.


Kimon doubled his efforts waiting for the result.


Floriano said, with a chocked voice, "I... di... d pre... ve... nt... yo... uuuuu!" and unloaded in a massive and continuous flow that the knight gulped down with big sips - he was amazed by the big quantity of the seed that the boy was giving him.


He went on sucking him even when the panting sailor started to relax, until Floriano whispered him to please stop... His member, oversensitive, couldn't stand any more the intense stimuli of the companion's tongue and lips.


They lay down, embraced, "Not it's my turn..." the boy said.


"Not yet, wait... let me have some rest, now..." Kimon said, waiting for his body to absorb the seed to get so the information he wanted.


The young knight hugged the sailor and caressed his beautiful body, while in him were surfacing the boy's memories... He saw his boyhood as a fisher, his curiosity, his desire to know, his love for adventure... He "remembered" how he ran away from home and his first signing-on a Greek ship, and his initiation to sex by the elder sailors, his initial shock, his pain, and the pleasure that gradually seized him.


He then saw when in a seaport he fell in love with the sailor of another ship, that he followed embarking there. Their passionate and yearning love. His total devotion to this love. And, just one year before, the disappearance of his lover, who fell in the sea during a storm; they found him, drowned, three days later... His immense grief, his slow recovery... Then Kimon saw the feelings of the boy after they met... and decided to propose him to be his boyfriend - that boy, so beautiful outside, was even more beautiful inside.


"Floriano?" he sweetly called feeling how much his body was still aroused and full of desire.


"Yes, Kimon?" he answered looking at him with his big, luminous, pure eyes and smiling.


"Would you like to come with me, to journey with me?"


"It would be really beautiful..."


"Would you become my squire and my lover?"


"You really want it? You barely know me..." the boy answered but in his eyes hope was shining.


"I know you much more than you think... and I like you..."


"I too like you... I don't know... I feel like... like you could be the lover that... I hope not to deceive myself, but..."


"If you want, you too can get to know me intimately, much more than it is normally possible."


"And how?" the boy asked him, made curious.


Kimon explained him in few words the magic that he underwent before leaving, and invited him to try. The sailor listening to him widened his eyes... but then, with a smile full of desire, bent down on his companion's lap and started to suck and lick his beautiful, already erect member in a shuddering passion. He received in him Kimon's seed then the knight embraced and caressed him waiting for the magic to happen.


Floriano looked at him with his big dreamy eyes and whispered, "That's incredible... I know you as I know myself, now! For sure I'll come with you, and I will be proud being your squire, happy to be your lover. But, Kimon..."


"Yes?"


"Let's make again love, before resuming the journey." he suggested with a provoking and sly expression.


"With real pleasure, my boy, with real pleasure!" the knight answered pulling him against his body and starting to passionately kiss him.


"I hope to be able to give you all the love that Harti has not been able to give you..."


"I'm sure you will be more than able." Kimon gladly sighed, and they resumed making love.


To make love with somebody you know so intimately is an unique experience, because one is able to answer to the others desires in an almost perfect way - they were aware that now their union was more intimate than ever, more beautiful than ever, and before they resurfaced to the daily world, filled with a happy wonder, hours elapsed.




CHAPTER 8


FIFTH AND SIXTH YEAR






THE FIFTH YEAR - HARTI AND NIKOLAOS

Harti didn't know he was not far from Kimon, after so many years, but their paths were not yet destined to cross. The knight passed from adventure to adventure, at times beautiful, at times difficult, but he always overcame them with an increased experience and determination.


Now a mature man, having attained thirty-two years of age, he was in the fullness of his vigour and was feeling more alive than ever. He was a fascinating man and he had no difficulties in conquering a partner, so that also on a sexual level he passed from adventure to adventure. But he was still travelling alone, with two more horses loaded with booty, gifts and various goods that he accumulated along his journey. He covered himself with glory and blood, but he also enjoyed the best youths of the lands he crossed.


He had just entered the country of a great and powerful king, whose lower ranked officials were better clothed than king Waltha! And it seemed that at the court of this king, he was called emperor, there was also a very powerful priest... and yet this wasn't, he was sure, the Land of the Great Priest, in fact it was the land of the emperor. He decided anyway to reach the capital city - there he possibly could get to discover where the land he was looking for could be, and where he would find the crown.


He was slowly riding in the serene afternoon, and was enjoying the landscape of green mountains and cool watercourses. It seemed to be an ancient country, and for miles and miles everybody worshipped an only god, and every village, even the smallest one, had a house for the god of that land, a white house with a priest dressed in black. He heard about that god, but what he heard didn't convince him very much. A god who, they said, talked about love, but then fixed plenty of detailed rules, making impossible for the men to follow them. So that the man was doomed, against all his good intentions, to displease that god... It was absurd and absurdly complicated. Also because the first who didn't really follow his rules were the black clothed priests of that god...


Suddenly, going round a big rock, he found himself at the boundary of a soldiers' camp - they were hundreds, if not thousands. He stopped. They were all wearing the same kind of clothing, besides some who had to be their chiefs... They had tents, standards, and insignia... He thought wiser to go back and take another road, but he had been seen and he was at once surrounded by two dozens of horsemen.


Their leader asked him, "Who are you, stranger? Where are you coming from, and were are you going? Why are you travelling in full armour and with weapons?"


"My name is Harti, I am a knight of king Waltha of Niederhulig, a kingdom to the far north. I am going to the capital to meet His Beatitude, the priest."


"Don't you know that it is prohibited to travel armed in the imperial territories, except the nobles or the imperial soldiers? And anyway without an imperial safe-conduct?"


"No, I didn't know it. How can I have a safe-conduct?"


"Surrender immediately all your weapons or we will be obliged to kill you. And anyway we have to confiscate all your goods." the chief said.


Harti could resist them, and he was sure he would take many of them to his grave, but they were too many and others were approaching, so that at the end he would be overcome. He thought it was wiser to do an honourable surrender. He rummaged in his memories and...


"Is there a court noble, in your camp?" he asked while letting fall on the ground his weapons, to show them he wasn't opposing their request.


"You are not allowed to ask questions, foreigner!" the chief answered harshly.


But one of the horsemen stepped forward and asked him, "How comes that you speak so perfectly our language, stranger?"


The fact that he asked him the question careless of the chief, made him understand that in spite of the fact that he was dressed like all the others, he had some authority. Could he be the son of a court noble? He seemed to be around seventeen years old, judging from his face, even though his body under the military attire seemed already ripe.


Harti thought it was worth to take a risk, "I put myself under your protection, noble sir. Consider me and my belongings at you complete disposal."


The youth smiled and from the chief's enraged expression Harti understood he had rightly judged.


"Crispinus, this knight put himself under my protection, hence under that of my family, therefore he is my guest. No trouble must befall him!" the boy said in an authoritative tone.


The chief drily nodded, but nobody moved. "As you like, Nikolaos Chrisosteos... I hope you are aware of what you are doing, according him your protection."


"Of course, Crispinus. I am a man, not a boy!" the boy proudly said.


The chief barely dissimulated a slight grimace of contempt at these words, but he ordered a soldier, "Gather all the stranger's weapons and tie them on one of his pack horses. And you," he added pointing to some of the horsemen, "escort Nikolaos and his guest to his tent!" Then, spurred his horse and he went back to the camp.


"I thank you, Nikolaos..." Harti said.


"I am just curious about you, stranger. Follow me. For the moment you have my family's protection - if you behave you don't run any risk." he said and, turned his horse, and he too went to the camp.


When Harti moved to follow him, eight horsemen sided him four each side - he didn't know if he was a guest or a prisoner, but at least, for the moment, they didn't harm him nor take away his belongings. They stopped in front of a tent equal to hundred of the others, and Nikolaos dismounted, ordered a kid to tie his horse to the fence together with the three horses of Harti. Also the knight dismounted and the noble youth signalled him to follow him inside the tent. The exterior was a severe military tent like all the others, but on the inside it was luxurious. Nikolaos made a sign to Harti to sit on a cushion and then took off his armour to sit in front of him.


He clapped twice and the kid came in, "Bring us some wine... and some sweets."


"Yes, my lord!" the kid said with a bow and ran away.


"So, then, what did you say your name was?"


"Harti."


"And your family name?"


"In my country we don't use family names."


"A barbarian from the north, then... that's interesting. You seem very strong..."


"I think I am. But, tell me, all the emperor soldiers live in such luxury and have a personal servant?" the knight asked, slightly amazed.


"No... but I am the youngest son of the imperial councillor Cosmas Chrisosteos, therefore... even though I have to serve as a simple soldier, I have my privileges. Anyway we are going back to the capital and my term in the army is about to end. But feel at your ease, the day is hot, take off your heavy armour..."


"Thank you." Harti answered and, unfastening his breastplate he took it off.


"You are sweaty... I'll tell my servant to prepare a bath for you..." the boy said.


"I would be grateful." Harti answered.


"For a barbarian, you really speak our language well and you know good manners. Why is this?"


"I travelled extensively, and left my land five years ago. Moreover... I am fast learner, if I have the good occasion..." Harti thought thinking that he would "learn" more than willingly from that young man.


The kid came back with an amphora, two cups and a basket full of sweets. He should be about twelve years old, Harti thought - he had a smart, intelligent and efficient air.


"Prepare the bath, and also a soft bed for my guest. Then supper for two. Ah, and you, from now on, will sleep outside, in front of the tent entrance, as the weather is mild."


"As you please, my lord!" the boy answered and again darted out.


"It would take some time to have the bath ready... Would you like Gaius to give you a massage?"


"Is Gaius that kid-slave?"


"No, he is Apollon. Gaius is a young soldier. He is able to give wonderful massages, he has golden hands. Gaius is from a poor family and for a few coins, he does several services for me. Yes, he is always ready and available... You see, here in the army we have no women, but Gaius is able to do as much that I don't miss them, I should say."


"I see..." Harti said with a small smile.


"Do you have a wife and children, in your country?" at a point the young noble asked him.


"No, I do not."


"Ah, and how..."


"I had a squire... he too was skilled in not making me miss the company of women."


"Ah, so... do you want me to call Gaius, so he can make both of us relax?"


"And you, are you married?"


"I? Yes, I am, even though in reality... we were married when I was thirteen and she was eleven. Now she is fifteen, but she still is a virgin, at least I presume!" the boy said with a giggle. "Being the last of eight sons, even though of an important man, doesn't make me foresee a brilliant future. My wife is the only daughter of a rich merchant, therefore I should become a merchant... but it has no appeal to me at all, to tell the truth. But at least I will not miss money... My elder brother will take our father's place, the second will become an important imperial official, the third one a lesser official, the fourth one a monk, the fifth one a priest, the sixth one married a noble girl, the seventh one married the daughter of a ship-owner... and I, the last wheel of the wagon, that ugly toad about which I told you. I never hungered women, and about my wife... an honourable suicide would be better!" he said with a laughter.


He then called his slave and told him to go and call Gaius. They drank good wine and nibbled the sweets.


"Gaius, you will see, is not so handsome, but neither ugly, anyway, but he is divine. When you are in his hands, you forget the worries of the life. And he is incredibly skilled in giving head, if you like it..."


"I like better to enter by the back door..." Harti said, amused.


"Yes, there also he is very skilled, and... your back door?"


"Accessible, at times."


"Perfect. You see, I hosted you in my tent, with the hope you would let me visit your back door..."


"No problem at all, Nikolaos."


"You can call me Nikos, as in a short while we will become rather... intimate." the boy said with a cunning smile.


Gaius came. As the boy said, he didn't have such a handsome face, but his body was noticeable. He saluted with deference, and moved around the tent with the self-assuredness of one who visited there several times. From a chest he took out a wide, white linen cloth that he spread on the floor carpets. He then took out a box with coloured glass vials and put it on the ground. Then looked at the noble youth.


"First my guest, Gaius. And show him how skilled you are..."


"With great pleasure, Nikos." the soldier answered.


Harti noticed that he called the host by his familiar nickname. Gaius should be around twenty-five years old. He had black hair, slightly curled, cut short, dark but shining eyes, a nose a little too big, a mouth a little too large, but sensual. He drew near Harti and started to slowly, methodically, sensuously undress him. The knight at once felt aroused by the light, skilled touches of the soldier. He noticed that Nikos was looking at him with clear interest.


Gaius asked him, "What's your name, knight?"


"Harti."


"You have the body of a heroe, of an Hercules, Harti. It will be a real pleasure to take care of you. Good, you can lie down, now..." He then went near Nikos and started to undress him too. "Where did you find such a delightful guest, Nikos?" he asked him.


"Your mouth is already watering, Gaius?"


"You can say it! Didn't you see what a wonderful body?"


"Of course I've seen it..."


"And that phallus!"


"Yes, I think you will soon experience it. Grease well your anus, if you won't risk screaming like a slaughtered lamb..." the noble youth giggled.


Harti was looking at his body gradually unveiling under his eyes and what he was seeing pleased him. The boy's member was jutting out perpendicular to his crotch, straight like a spindle. It was just the right size to enjoy, Harti thought, pleased. Also Nikos lay down at his side, and Gaius between them, after he quickly undressed. Also his hidden graces were not bad at all. Gaius took a blue vial and poured some of his content in his cupped hand. He brushed his hands together and an agreeable smell filled the tent. He took some more of that balm and turned to Harti, crouching at his side, and started to massage his chest and shoulders - he really was skilled.


Harti noticed that Nikos stretched out a hand, between the masseur's legs, and was gently playing with his testicles. Gaius member slowly rose between his strong thighs. The knight went to play with the masseur's prepuce, and the member throbbed each time he lightly passed his fingertips on its tip, or slipped them under the prepuce skin...


The massage moved on his shoulders, arms, sides, and Gaius started to alternate, caring now in turn also for Nikos. He then passed to massage the feet, the legs, and the thighs. He just avoided the genitals. He then made them turn on their bellies, and massaged their backs and legs, leaving as last the buttocks.


Nikos said to him with a soft voice, "Prepare Harti's hole... I'm going to visit him..."


Gaius nodded and Harti felt his fingers searching for his sphincter. Gaius took another vial and spread its content on the anus, penetrating it with a well-lubricated finger, to prepare well also the interior walls. Meanwhile Nikos was preparing in the same way the soldier's hole. The excitment inside the tent was slowly increasing, becoming more and more acute. Gaius asked them to lie again on their backs, and with another balm he first lubricated Harti's member, than that of Nikos. His intimate massaging and sensual caresses was able to relax them and stiffen their cocks..


"Harti, if you feel ready, tell me how do you want to take me." Gaius said.


"In my land we use... lie on your back, and raise your legs against your chest."


Gaius smiled and readily complied. He really had a jointed body - he made his legs pass under his armpits and with the hands he spread his buttocks. Harti kneeled before the hole that the soldier was offering him and was about to penetrate it.


But Nikos took away his hand and seized his member, saying, "Let me drive you in him... It's hard like tempered steel... prepare yourself, Gaius, a phallus like this is not an everyday thing..."


"I know... I see it..." the soldier answered with a sigh of desire.


Harti felt he was pushed inside the throbbing hole, and summing up his pelvis push and that of Nikos hands, he slipped inside Gaius in just one fast move.


"By god, Gaius! You took all of it in just one stroke!" Nikos said, in admiration.


"Yes, and I finally can feel filled!" the soldier muttered, and moved his arse muscles, almost as if he was milking Harti - it was a new feeling, weird but really pleasurable.


Harti didn't know that such a thing was possible.


"Don't move, now, Harti. I will penetrate you, then you can move back and forth so you impale him and are impaled by me at once..." Nikos suggested.


He felt Nikos' member enter him, open his way, settle in his hot channel, sink with just three pushes. Harti squeezed his anus to make the penetration slower and more agreeable. When he felt that Nikos was totally immersed in him, he started to move forth and back - it was really agreeable to penetrate and be penetrated at once. His two companions were both almost still, Gaius was just flexing his inner muscles, and Nikos was slightly thrusting his pelvis, and these two small actions were incredibly increasing his pleasure.


Gaius started to masturbate himself, but Harti stopped him, "No, wait, I want to take care of it later..."


Gaius smiled and nodded. Nikos was brushing Harti's hard nipples and licking his spine up and down, under his neck. Harti pinched Gaius nipples and lowered to kiss him on his mouth, so that he was now screwing his arse with his pole, and his mouth with his tongue. Gaius moaned like he was in the throes of pleasure. Now Nikos was kneading the heavy and full testicles of Harti with a skilled fingering.


Harti felt his orgasm was approaching fast, and started to give deeper, faster and stronger strokes. Also Nikos at his back increased his vigour and speed. Gaius moaned louder. Harti started to spurt and soon felt that also the youth at his back was reaching a climax. All three were now moaning, prey to pleasure, in a symphony of sounds, jolting, tossing, and shuddering. And suddenly silence fell in the tent, broken only by the three panting breaths.


Nikos clapped his hands, while their bodies were parting. The little slave came running.


"Is the bath ready?"


"Yes, my lord."


"Good. Clean my guest's phallus and mine then prepare our supper. For three people, not just two."


"Sure, my lord." the kid answered and, crouching between the strong thighs of the knight, he started to lick the member that was slowly softening, cleaning it carefully. 


Meanwhile Harti took between his lips the still hard pole of the soldier, and was making him reach the seventh heaven. Nikos was looking at them with a smile, amused. The little slave now was taking care of the noble youth's member. The body of Gaius stiffened, arched up, trembled and poured his tribute directly into the throat of the stranger, who quickly swallowed that lukewarm liqueur.


"Oh, Harti," finally sighed Gaius, "you were driving me crazy with that mouth! You use it like a real master!"


"As you your arse, soldier!" Harti answered, satisfied.


The kid stood up and at the sign of his master, run out.


"Do you also have sex with your little slave?" Harti asked Nikos.


"No, I like mature men. Let's say that at time he takes part but, will you believe it or not, his little arse is still untouched. For the moment he is learning to use his mouth. In about ten years, he will also be ready to be deflowered - I ordered him not to let anybody touch him there, not even by himself, he has to remain virgin for me."


"Did you own him for a long time?"


"I won him at dice two years ago, from one of my suitors who just bought him at the Arab slave market of Alexandria. I think the kid is an Iberian. When I bought him he was scared, he cried all the time. I treat him well, he grew fond of me, and I of him, in a sense."


Harti felt that the soldier's memories were surfacing in him, but decided he would analyse them later. Gaius dressed and tidied everything. Nikos gave him some coins and the soldier went away.


"The bath is ready, Apollon will wash you, I instructed him well, entrust yourself to him." Nikos said and wore a light, short tunic on his beautiful naked body.


After the bath, they had supper. Gaius was back to eat with them, and they all quietly chatted. Harti had discovered that Gaius was infatuated with Nikos, but he contented himself to be just his friend and to serve him. From Gaius memories, he got several interesting information also about Nikos. The noble youth was sexually rather active and very versatile, he liked to take and be taken, to suck and be sucked. Gaius knew that, besides with him, at times Nikos took his amusement and pleasure also with other soldiers, and amongst them the younger son of another court noble, in service in another army century.


Gaius, as a child, thought he would become a priest and so entered a monastery; but then, was caught having sex with another novice, he had been chased away, so he entered the army. The dream of the soldier was to save a tidy sum, buy a plot of land and a couple of male slaves to work it for him, and who could keep him company in his bed, and so retire to private life, growing vegetables and selling them at the market - a small, simple dream. Gaius was a simple person.


After the supper, Gaius said good night and left.


"I think you are tired, it's time to hit the bed. Come, your bed is under there, near mine..." Nikos said.


Harti, thanks to the massage and the bath, was not feeling tired, but nodded. They took out their tunics and lay down. The youth blew on the lantern shutting it.


"Tell me about you, Harti, I want to know more about your adventurous life... Mine is such a boring one..." the youth said.


Harti started to narrate with good will. After some time he perceived the deep and regular breathing of the companion. "Are you sleeping?" he asked in a whisper. No answer. Harti decided to sleep as well.


When he woke up, the daylight was seeping into the tent. He raised himself on his elbow and looked towards Nikos - the youth was lying on his back, his legs parted and between them the little slave was crouched, sucking him.


"Oh, well woken, my friend. Would you too like the morning service, when he is over with me?"


"No, thank you, Nikos... and rather... why don't you tell him to go, and let me try to take care of your phallus?"


"Do you feel like? Gaius said you are a real master..."


"Yes, I would like."


"Go, Apollon, and fix our breakfast." he said readily and the little slave went away.


Harti at once took his place. While he was skilfully giving him head, he asked himself, "Who knows if Nikos could be the right person to become my lover? For what I know of him, I like him a lot... I miss a steady companion... Soon I will know if he is the right one, but then it is to be seen if he too wants..."






THE SIXTH YEAR - JENS AND ALFEO


Jens had had a lover-squire; he met him a few weeks after he lost sight of his Altma. He was the son of a knight of a kingdom where they spoke a language very close to his own. It had been the boy who asked him to take him as a squire, fascinated by the adventure. They wandered together for four years. The boy loved to fall asleep with Jen's member still inside him - it had been a new experience for the knight, and he liked it. His name was Troy.


Then a day, during a snowstorm on the mountains, Troy's horse slipped falling into a crevasse and animal and boy disappeared under a huge snow slide caused by their fall. Jens mourned for a long time the loss of Troy. He went on his journey alone.


He was now thirty years old. He embarked with his horse on a ship that was sailing towards an island called "Three Corners" or Trinacria in the local language. He paid his trip to Messana, from whence the ship would go back.


He was now in the hold with that sailor who made him the sweet-eyes since the very first moment he embarked. The youth was leaning against the bulkhead and he was hammering into him vigorously. At their side another sailor was slowly masturbating himself waiting for his turn to take his young mate. They were lovers, but the older one liked to look at his friend being screwed, therefore he let him have all the adventures he wanted. The youth was really handsome and sensual, and Jens was taking him with real gusto.


He saw the eyes of the older sailor, who was about thirty-five years old, shine with lust while he was crouching between the bulkhead and his young lover to suck his "fish" as those sailors called it. He heard the sucking, accompanied by the rhythmic, light noise of his testicles slapping against the young sailors buttocks with each thrust. The youth gave out a loud gurgling and made his anus throb, prey of the pleasure.


When Jens unloaded in the youth and then slipped out of him, the older sailor stood up and took his place. So Jens crouched to carry out what the other had started. The member of the young sailor throbbed in his throat while he was touching and sucking him at the same time.


When finally all three were sated, the older sailor said, "Thank you, stranger, you have been able to arouse very much my little friend, you warmed him up very well. I never enjoyed him so much, you really made him lose his head."


"I have to thank you, your boy is a really delightful male in heat."


"Yes, he loves the fish, he is a real sailor..." the older man giggled giving his young friend who was dressing a slap on the butt.


They went on the deck. "We are not far from Messana, we should reach it before night." the young one said and Jens felt there was a note of regret in his voice.


"At the port my friend the innkeeper waits for us." the other said, winking.


When they landed in Messana, Jens asked where he could pass the night waiting for a ship for Rome - he in fact came to know that there lived the "pontifex", that is the "Great Priest" who was also the ruler of those lands. A ship for Rome or else one for Reggio, from where he could travel to Rome riding his horse.


The innkeeper friend of the two sailors answered, "You can go to the monastery, as there they always have empty rooms and willingly receive pilgrims. You are a Christian, aren't you?"


"Of course," Jens lied, as anyway he knew the rites of that religion, thanks to his "drinking" as he called it.


"Good, therefore you will have no problems at all. They will receive you. You see, I asked you because you don't have a cross on you..."


"I had it," Jens lied again, "but I lost it..."


"A pilgrim from the Holy Land gave me several of them to hang at the neck. He said they are made with the olive tree wood of the Olive Garden in Jerusalem. If you want, I can give you one."


"I thank you very much." Jens said.


Following the innkeeper's instructions, he reached the monastery that was on the north side of the town, on the seashore, built high on some rocks. He knocked, and was received without any problem.


The monk called a novice, "Alfeo, bring the knight Johane (he so introduced himself, slightly changing his name so that he could seem a Christian name) to the Saint Sergium room, and be at his service for all he needs."


"Yes, papas." the boy answered.


He was about sixteen years old. He was slender and funny, in his black loose coat covering him from his wrists to his ankles, his feet wore sandals, and had on the head a kind of black cylindrical hat that made him seem taller and more slender. He had an olive complexion, dark hair and eyes. His loose coat made it impossible to guess how his body would look like. His eyes were bright and lively.


"Where do you come from, pilgrim?" he asked while he guided him through labyrinth of corridors and stairways.


"From very far away. And you?"


"I?" the boy asked, surprised for that question, "I'm a local, of the outskirt of the town."


"And you are studying to become a priest?"


"A monk, not a priest."


"For how long?"


"Six years. I was just ten when I entered the monastery."


"And you like it?"


"Yes... my family was very poor... here at last I can eat well. Here we are, this is your room, pilgrim."


"My name is Johane, but my friends call me Jens..."


"We are not allowed to be on familiar terms with the guests... Jens." he said with a cunning and amused look then added, "But here nobody hears us."


"Do you have many friends in here?"


"Friends? No, just companions. Friendships are prohibited."


"Prohibited? And why?"


"They could lead to the sin."


"Which sin?" Jens asked - he knew the weird concept of "sin" of that people, but he couldn't get to guess what it had to do with the friendship.


"The sin of the flesh... of the sex... they say that we young people are too hot, and the devil lays traps for us..."


"Ah! And you are... hot? Does the devil lay traps for you?" Jens asked with a smile, while he was settling in the room.


"Yes, I'm very hot. But the devil doesn't lay traps for me."


"Oh, really?"


"No. Who lay traps are people in bone and flesh."


"What do you mean?" Jens insisted lowering his voice in a cospiratory and amused tone.


"I should not tell you, a stranger, but... here there are many who make my blood hot, or to whom I made the blood hot... including some papas." he added with a giggle.


"That's interesting. And then what happens?"


"That afterwards I have to confess." the boy laughed, not at all embarrassed.


Jens said, looking in his eyes, "Yes, you can really make hot the blood of a man."


"Yours too, Jens?"


"Yes, mine too." the knight answered stretching out his arms to pull the boy to him.


But the boy wriggled away laughing and at the door, said, "Jens?"


"Yes?" the knight asked slightly disappointed.


"A step at a time, all right? I don't yet know if I can trust you. How long do you think to stay here?"


"How long may I stay?"


"Well... there are still many free rooms - a week, two... possibly even three."


"So, then... we will have time." Jens suggested.


"Yes, we will have time, a step at the time." the boy said and went away, closing the door at his back.


Jens felt aroused by that conversation, but more then the words, more than the body of the boy that he couldn't evaluate, it was for the eyes and the cunning smile of the novice; as well for his voice already manly, low and dulcet-like. He had just to give him time, and something would come out.


He wore a Greek-style tunic, of fine very light blue linen, with a decoration in white and silver as a laticlavium, that an aristocrat gave him after a crazy night of sex, a belt of damascened leather and a light mantle of Persian silk - he was elegant. He then finished to set all his belongings. He noticed that the heavy door of massive wood didn't have a bolt, but there in the monastery his goods were safe, he knew it.


He asked himself how safe it could be having sex there without being caught. That weird civilisation considered all the sexual relationship of any kind as a wrong thing, and yet everybody indulged abundantly in it in any possible way. It was enough not to be caught and everything was allowed. What a weird people! Jens said to himself.


He saw that under his window there was a beautiful garden and decided to go there. He lost his way several times along the corridors, but finally he reached it. He sat near a well, at the shadow of three little trees, on an old stone capital. The air was balmy. He was immersed in his thoughts when he saw the young monks pass in silence in a double line, under the small porch. One of them left the line and went to him - he was Alfeo.


When he was in front of him he said in a low voice, "We are going to the chapel for the prayers of Nones. If you want to come... or else you can wait for me here, and later I'll come... as you like."


"I'm coming willingly, at least I can look at you..." Jens answered in a low voice.


The novice blushed lightly and nodded, then quickly went back to his line and disappeared behind a door. The knight stood up and followed them. He entered a wide rectangular room with all the walls decorated in coloured mosaics. At one end there was what he thought should be an altar, surrounded on three sides by seats with tall, sculpted backs where the monks were sitting. The common people were sitting on benches in front of the altar, in two rows. Jens went to sit in the first line of benches, the nearer to the altar, searching with his eyes for Alfeo. The boy was looking towards him, but his expression didn't change. Jens followed the rite with curiosity, standing up, sitting and kneeling like the others were doing. The slow, low songs were fascinating. The boy that was given to assist him, was even more fascinating... Their eyes met often.


When the rite was over, the people, in great part women, swarmed out through a great door in the end of the room. The monks instead passing through a small door went to the garden, and Jens followed them, and went to sit again near the well. After a while some novices went to wander in the garden, and finally also Alfeo appeared. The boy didn't go at once to him, but chatted for a while with his companions. Finally he went to Jens.


He sat near the knight, "You didn't cease a moment to look at me."


"You too were looking at me very often." Jens answered.


"Yes... I didn't want to, but... it was stronger than me."


"Why you didn't want to look at me?"


"Not to sin with you too."


"And on the contrary?" the knight asked in an artful tone.


"And on the contrary!" the boy answered, lowering his eyes then, raising them again and looking straight in his eyes, said, "Why did you come here?"


"I liked the garden and was getting bored in my room."


"No, here in this monastery, to me."


"I didn't even know you existed... but I'm glad I met you. Where is the problem?"


"You are the problem... You seem to came out from all my dreams. I could never resist you, not even if I wanted, I know..." he said in a sad and mournful tone.


"But you want to resist me?"


"No!" Alfeo said determined, then added, "Even though I should."


"And why you should?"


"Because it is evil... they say."


"Evil? And why?"


"Because it is against the law of god."


"God makes us meet, god makes us feel ablaze for each other, but then... don't you think it is just cruel?"


"Yes. But if I have to sin... better with you than with others."


"But isn't god love?"


"Yes, but without sex."


"But he created us so, with the sex." Jens insisted searching in his memory what along his journey he had learned about that contradictory religion.


"The papas fucked me, a few days ago, while he was saying - this is a sin, this is a sin!" the boy giggled.


"Did you enjoy it?"


"I like better... There was another novice, older than me, that now lives in another monastery... He loved me... and he said me that he had to tell me so with his entire body... and it was beautiful... To fuck... being fucked... it's a pleasure, sure, but... with him it was different." the boy muttered, his voice filled of nostalgia. "And..." he added hesitant, "you... your way to look at me... is like his own. You don't look at me with... with lust, but with... tenderness."


"And you are thirsty for love, my boy." Jens gently said.


"Yes. But I know that I will never find it."


"And why?"


"Because I have to become a monk, and do it hiding and... and be ashamed of what I feel and... I know the passion... I had just a taste of love... but it couldn't last, do you see?"


They were silent for some time, then the boy added, "Why to love can be a sin? I can't understand that."


"Neither can I, Alfeo. In my country... we have many gods, not just one, but none of them says so weird things. In my land two men can love each other in the open, under the sunlight."


"Where is your country?" the boy asked.


"Very far away."


"Of course, very far away..." the boy repeated, shaking his head. "You know?" he then said, "besides Georgios, I never could talk in this way, of these matters, with anybody. Will you stay here two, three weeks?"


"With pleasure, Alfeo."


"Thank you. Come, I'll give you a tour of the entire monastery, then we will have our supper."


"Together?"


"I with the novices, you with the pilgrims."


"And later?" Jens insisted.


"And later, Jens... when everybody is asleep... If I can, I'll come to see you."


"I hope you can. I'm longing for you to come."


"I too. You did not not just light a fire inside me, but a thousand fires."


"I would like to take you here..."


"God forbid, but... I would love we really could."


They again became silent.


Then Alfeo said, "I don't know if tonight... I possibly don't still feel ready for you..."


"A step at a time, my friend." Jens said.


"Yes, please... I'll try to come, but you promise me..."


"What?"


"That you will not take profit of my weakness."


"I promise, knight's word!"


"Let's go. Our monastery is very ancient, and interesting. It was founded three hundred years ago, in the year 1297 since the foundation of Rome..." the boy started to explain, leading the man on a tour of the buildings.


That night Jens, lying on the bed of his narrow monastery cell, was looking at the dancing shadows made alive on the wall by the lantern and was thinking of Alfeo. That boy was bewitching him. He came, that night. He lay near him and they talked for a long time, then he said good night and went back to his small cell.


During the following day he saw him several times. Then again in the second night, and in the third. On the third night, for the first time, they embraced each other, but without doing anything more. To Jens it was a sacrifice, but he wanted to respect the tormented soul of the boy. A step at a time, as Alfeo said. Then the previous night he kissed the boy and Alfeo literally melt under him, and cried.


"Why are you crying, my boy?" he asked him.


"Because I'm falling in love with you."


"And..."


"And you will go away. I would like to give myself to you, but I'm scared - I don't want to suffer another separation, and yet..."


Jens would have liked to propose to him to go away with him, but first of all, he knew, he needed to have sex with the novice, to be sure, "drink" him to really know him. He was thinking about that, and the dilemma seemed insurmountable. Already a week had elapsed; time was starting to run short. He was also astounded as he usually liked more aged boys, but Alfeo at his eyes was more and more special, more and more desirable.


He heard his door open and saw him enter. He smiled him sitting up on the bed and stretched toward him his arms in a silent invitation.


Alfeo carefully closed the door and drew near him but didn't climb on the bed. "Papas Gherolamos discovered I'm coming to you at night."


"And?" Jens asked in alarm.


"He said... he said that I should possibly ask the vows dispensation and leave the monastery..."


"And you?"


"I said him that I will think about it. He said that... either so or I renounce to my sin."


"Do you want to ask for the dispensation?"


"And then? What can I do? Where can I go? My life is in a dead end. I didn't learn a craft, I don't have a family backing me - they are too poor. I don't have friends..."


"You have me..."


"You soon will go... too soon."


He wanted to tell him - you could come away with me... but he had first to do another step.


"Come on my bed, with me." he said instead.


Alfeo was about climbing on it, then stopped and looked at him, "You want... you desire to..." he said, then blushed and added with an almost imperceptible voice, "you want me to undress?"


"I would be glad. But do you want?"


"I think so... even though I know that... that doing so... I would be no more able to resist you."


"Do you want to resist me?"


"No."


"Even knowing that I will soon go away?"


"We still have some ten days... nights... and at least I will have you in my heart... together with Georgios."


"Undress, then... and undress me too." the man said gently.


Alfeo opened his black coat and let it slid away from his shoulders, and for the first time Jens could see him naked. He was slim but well built, his soft member hanged between his legs, adorned by a thick tuft of curled black hair that thinned in a line towards his navel. The boy took off the clothes of the man.


When he saw his beautiful hard member he blushed and said, "You desire me..."


"Yes, but I will do nothing that you don't want, I promised you."


"But I... I would like... to do everything!" he said and blushed again.


Jens saw that the boy's member was hardening. He pulled Alfeo closer, and lay on top of him. The man wrapped him in his arms and legs, and the boy leaned his cheek on the man's shoulder, with a light sigh.


"It's so different..."


"From what?"


"Of what I always did in hurry, in a dark corner... May I kiss you?"


"You can do anything you like, without asking me. Everything."


Alfeo raised his head, smiled and bent down to kiss him. Jens hugged him with more vigour and caressed his back. The boy caressed his cheek and his hair, lowly moaning his pleasure.


After some time, he parted from him and said, "Let me go now, this is the first time we are naked. I want to admire you... My god! What a wonderful body you have! You are beautiful, you are strong. And you are making me feel desired... it's a wonderful feeling." he whispered caressing the body of the man with gentle hands and dreaming eyes.


Jens shuddered, "You too desire me." he said.


"Yes... and I would like that... even if it will last a few days... I want it to be different, not only to fuck. Am I asking too much?"


"No, on the contrary."


"Touch me, please... ooohhh, so..."


While the strong hands of the man explored his fresh and warm body, Alfeo bent on him and started to suck his nipples, to lick his wide and strong chest, then lowered to the belly. Jens was waiting, hoping that the boy would not stop his exploration journey down and down... And he was not disappointed.


He felt his tongue on the testicles, then along the pole, and finally on his gland. "You have a good scent of male, intoxicating..." he whispered before letting the entire powerful stake slip inside his mouth.


Jens shuddered, tensed, relaxed, enjoying the novice passionate ministrations, He would have liked to take him to turn him around, hug him and take in his mouth his hard young and yet vigorous member, but he had decided to let the boy do as he pleased, therefore he simply slip his fingers in his hair and caressed his head, to make him feel how much he was appreciating his cares.


He then thought, "I don't need to drink from him, it will be enough if he drinks from me and understands and does his choice..." and abandoned himself to that delightful mouth.




CHAPTER 9


SEVENTH YEAR






THE REUNION

After Alfeo drank the last drop of seed from the handsome knight, he lay his head down on the knight's chest and let out a satisfied sigh. Jens tenderly caressed him, waiting.


Suddenly the boy raised his head, and looked at him with eyes filled with amazement, "I can read your thoughts!" he murmured with reverent awe.


"Not really... you are not feeling what I'm thinking, but you are just getting to know my memories. It is a little different..."


"But... but how is this possible? Is it a miracle?"


"I don't know if we can call it so... in my country we rather call it magic. White magic."


"But isn't magic a bad thing?"


"I don't think so."


"You..." suddenly Alfeo said widening his eyes, where was fluttering a mixture of incredulity, surprise and joy, "... you would like to take me with you..."


"Yes. But would you come?"


"If you promised to love me... yes. I would come with you to the end of the world. If you could love me..." the boy then corrected himself.


"I think it would be difficult not to love you, from what I know about you..."


"But you still know me too little. I don't know if you would like me..." he started to say then, as if a sudden thought flashed in his head, under his dark, rebel hair, he asked, "If you... if you drank from me, you would know me totally, isn't it so?"


"Certainly yes. You would have no more secrets from me."


"Then... then drink from me, please. Then decide if you really want me with you."


"And if I wanted you?"


"I would follow you to the end of the world, as I just said."


"All right, as you wish." Jens said with gentleness, sitting up.


The boy kneeled in front of him, stretching out towards him his beautiful, erect, young member. Jens perceived that that gesture was way different from what it could seem to stranger eyes - the boy wasn't offering him his member to get pleasured, but was offering him his soul, totally. He was putting himself totally in his hands. Jens felt moved.


With religious and reverent care, he started to lick and suck that young and fresh flesh, hard and silky, to give him the utmost pleasure. Meanwhile his large hands leaned, assured and strong, on the novice's small, sinewy and firm buttocks, kneading them with pleasure.


Alfeo closed his eyes and started to moan in a low voice and, in a short while, stiffened, almost as to block the final explosion, as to lengthen those moments of joy, but couldn't stand it and finally abandoned himself to the compelling orgasm. Jens drank almost with gluttony the boy's gift. When all was over, he took the boy, hugged him and lay down with him the bed, waiting for the magic to work.


What he saw, what he got to know, enchanted him. That boy was delightful. He was thirsty for love, for his love. He would have liked to give himself totally to him, be totally his, and only the fear to be used and forgotten held him back. Jens looked in his eyes, and then kissed him, deeply, tenderly.


Then, keeping the boy's face between his hands, he looked into the depths of his soul and whispered, moved, "I want you, I want you to be mine... I want to give you all my love... I want to be loved by you... Do you accept, Alfeo?"


The boy's eyes filled with tears, but his face sweetly smiled, "I'm here, I'm yours. I love you!" he said then moving closer to him, almost in a prayerful tone, like an invocation that springs from the deepest corner of the heart, he said, "Take me, make me yours, let me feel you inside me, Jens, please!"


"Yes, my sweetheart, here I am..." Jens muttered, moved, as he finally found true love.


Alfeo opened to welcome him, and Jens went inside him, slow and as solemn as that moment was, and on their faces bloomed a radiant smile full of joy and pleasure.


"Do you feel me, my beautiful boy?"


"Oh yes, I'm feeling you... It's too beautiful... I'm yours, my beloved?"


"Yes, you are all mine, and I am all yours."


"Yes... and it is divine, it can't be a sin. I now feel complete... I now feel like a man even though I'm still a boy, I now feel at peace with the life and with the world."


"I love you, Alfeo." Jens said, moving inside him with a sweet transport.


They spent all the night together, going on to make love, never sated. Also Jens wanted him inside. The fourteen years of difference ceased to exist, they really were feeling to be one only thing. The balmy scents from the garden were permeating the room through the open window consecrated their union. The first sunrays found them still kissing, inebriated with joy.


"Let's dress, my beloved. I'll take you away from here. No... put that black coat in my sack and wear rather this tunic. By all the gods, how beautiful you are, Alfeo!"


"You are beautiful... my spouse!" the boy answered radiant, hugging him. "Let's go. Let's go out through the garden's door, so nobody will ask me questions..." the young novice suggested.


Thy reached the port without obstacles. Jens asked to several sailors, until he found who could transport them to the continent. Standing on the deck of the wide boat, their hair ruffled by the wind, the two, hand in hand, looked at the new land slowly approaching.


Landed in Scylla and paid the ferryman, they mounted the horse and took the road to the north.


"It's good to know everything about the other one, Jens, isn't it? Everything, really everything..."


"Yes, it is very good. I think that no couple ever experienced such a rapture. You are me, and I am you, for real!"


They rode quietly, often stopping to just enjoy the landscape and the mutual closeness, to rest, to nourish the body drinking and eating, and to nourish their souls making love. After a few days they reached Mileto.


All of a sudden Alfeo exclaimed, addressing to a man, "But you... you are Axel!"


The man turned and looked at him with a questioning look, "When did we meet? I can't remember you..."


Alfeo smiled, "We never met, but I know you - I am the lover and squire of Jens, and found you in his memories."


Axel lightened up, "Jens? Where is he now?"


"Not far. Come, I'll take you to meet him, he will be glad to see you again."


"Yes, I too will be glad... the curse is then ended... we shall meet also the others... Ah, and here is Tantas, my... squire and friend."


Alfeo and Tantas looked and smiled at each other. Tantas was a young man of twenty-five, he grew up really beautifully and physically resembled Axel, even though retaining his oriental features. Alfeo guided them to Jens and observed with pleasure the joy of their reunion.


"They are beautiful, aren't they?" he said to Tantas.


"Yes, they are. We have been lucky having met them. Is Jens your lover?"


"Yes, and Axel is yours, isn't he?"


"Not really - in his heart remains his Derk... He is fond of me, I have to admit, but his only love is Derk... you too should know that."


"Yes, you are right, I know. So, then, he didn't change..."


"Not at all."


"This makes you sorry?"


"Absolutely not. To me his friendship, and having been with him up to now, is enough. It has been very good also making love with him. I always knew that our relationship would end the day he will be reunited with his Derk."


"It's funny, isn't it? We know all six of them, even though they still don't know us."


"Yes. Don't you think that Axel and your Jens resemble each other?"


"Of course, as they are the first who drank from each other. You too resemble Axel, therefore I too will gradually come to resemble Jens... and eventually all the others."


"We all are like brothers."


"Yes, indeed we are." Alfeo concluded.


All four celebrated together. After a rest at the inn where Alfeo and Tantas were lodging, the four resumed their way. They knew that now, sooner or later, they would meet all the others. As it happened.


When they reached Amantea, they met Kimon with his Floriano, who had just landed from a byzantine ship. They were wearing identical clothes, almost to underline they belonged to each other. Only the somatic features distinguished them, for the rest they would seem twins. Also their age, Kimon twenty-five and Floriano twenty, didn't seem different, as the first seemed younger and the second more mature.


In Maratea they found Altma with Bughail. They also, respectively twenty-six and twenty-two years old, seemed to be twins. It was evident they were deeply in love. Each of them narrated to the others his story; as, almost for a silent agreement, each preferred to make love only with his own companion, Jens felt he had to exclude himself from Altma for he was in love with Alfeo, but the young knight answered him that everything was just perfect, because he, in his turn, was crazily in love with his beautiful Bughail.


Tantas seemed to become more and more taciturn, but Axel one evening, in front of all their friends, said, "You know, I for ever love my Derk, and feel that he too is still in love with me. But I swear that you will forever be my best friend, the most important one, because of all we shared in these years. Don't be sad, then."


Tantas had a sad smile, "I really thank you but... it is not because of you that I'm feeling sad, you should know it..."


"Yes, I know - you're afraid not to find your lover, you're afraid to not be able to content yourself with somebody different... And yet, I feel you will find, in my Derk's companion, the perfect match for you. Whoever he could be. If I chose you, and if Derk chose whomever he chose, it means that you two will be right for each other. Be confidant, Tantas. Someone up there, the name we give him is not important, is watching on us, on all the twelve of us. We are at this point bound for all our life. You know it."


"Yes, forgive me..."


"A friend has never to ask for forgiveness from a friend, especially when the friendship is deep as our is."


They reached Salerno. Here, as they found a good inn, they decided to stop for a few days. They visited the beautiful and ancient town. A local lord, made curious the group of eight men so heterogeneous for their clothes and features and yet so similar for their physical aspect, gait, and the light in their eyes, invited them for dinner at his place to entertain them. After the meal he gave to each of them a rich gift, then invited them to accompany him to the port to wait for the ship that was bringing home his elder son, who was coming back from the imperial court. In reality his son had decided to visit the North Africa before returning home, so the ship was coming from Tunis.


They saw the Moorish ship land. The aristocrat's son got off and, just after him, with surprise and joy of the octet, also Harti with his Nikolaos got off. Harti, the older of them all, was now thirty-four years old and Nikos was nineteen. They gave each other a hearty welcome and the aristocrat invited them again for supper. Harti and Kimon made clear their respective choices, as did several days before Jens and Altma, without problems. Alfeo, Tantas, Floriano and Nikos became friends at once, perfectly.


The aristocrat wanted all of them to be his guests for several days and organised in their honour hunting games, parties, and shows. The fame of their enterprise spread in the town and surroundings and all the nobility was in contest to meet them and lavish them with gifts. But finally they decided to resume their quest. It was then the beginning of winter. They said farewell to their exquisite host and resumed the journey.


They reached Neapolis. Here Flaviano fell ill, so they decided to stop there and to wait for his recovery. They called the best Greek doctors and had him cared for, lovingly assisting him in turns, even though Kimon didn't want to part from his bedside. They spent in Neapolis all the winter. They had rented a house where they lived as brothers.


The first hints of spring were in the air, and Floriano, convalescent, started to do short walks out of their house. All ten went to the market to sell some of their goods to buy what they needed to resume their journey, when a brawling broke out. Made curious, Nikos went to see what it was about. An aristocrat, for some unknown reason, picked a quarrel with two strangers, and men of arms at his orders, surrounded them. The two foreigners were valiantly and vigorously defending themselves. Nikos, all of a sudden, recognized one of the two foreigners - he was Derk! He at once called the others and all went to give help to their companion. The men of arms, at that point, ran away, and the aristocrat with them.


The ten companions festively gathered around Derk who introduced them Kossur, the boy who was now eighteen years old. Then Axel and Derk embraced and kissed passionately and for a long time, hidden to the passerby glances by the wall of bodies of their friends.


"How much did I miss you, Axel!" Derk sighed.


"Yes, and I you!" They didn't need to declare their mutual love as their bodies were expressing it in an unmistakeable way.


"Let's go back home!" Harti proposed, and all of them went, in a merry group.


Tantas was at the back, where he sided Kossur.


"We two don't still know each other, and yet we have so much in common..." Tantas said, a hint of hope in his voice, to that boy who was seven years his junior.


Kossur nodded, "We have loved the two lovers... and now we are alone." he said, but without sadness.


"We could..." Tantas started to say, but stopped, hesitant, looking at the other in the eyes.


"Yes, we can..." Kossur gently answered. "In me there is something of the Axel you got to know and to love, and in you there is something of the Derk I met and loved without hope... it can work."


"I hope so..." answered the proud young man with a hint of voice, feeling almost like a child.


Kossur stretched out a hand and took Tantas' hand.


The latter squeezed it with gratitude and started to feel less lonely. "You are really beautiful, Kossur."


"You too, Tantas, Your eyes are so proud, but so sweet."


"And yours are so pure and so full of passion."


"I would like to savour the taste of your lips..." Kossur whispered.


"At home, in a short while... I desire you, Kossur."


"And I you... I feel we will learn to love each other."


"It will not be difficult at all..." Tantas answered, and they squeezed with tenderness each other hands.






THE LAND OF THE GREAT PRIEST


As they were at home, while all the others were celebrating, Tantas lead Kossur into a withdrawn room. Their friends noticed that and smiled, gladly.


"Tantas, you... you really want..."


"We are now part of them, with an indissoluble bond. And if they chose us, it is our destiny we two become a couple. We have just to learn to know, to appreciate, to love each other..."


"But you... do you desire me?"


"Yes, I desire you, my sweet Kossur. And you?"


"As soon as my eyes met yours, I felt fascinated by you. May I undress you?"


"And I you!" the young man answered with a smile.


Kossur felt a shudder of pleasure run through him at that glance. And he felt a stronger pleasure quiver when his companion's hands leaned on his body. They were soon naked, one in front of the other, admiring each other, and their members rose to meet each other, building like a bridge of emotions between their bodies.


"Come..." Tantas whispered, pulling him towards the bed.


"Yes..." the boy sighed, shuddering once more.


"Who knows if the magic of the seed still works, now that all are reunited again?" the young man asked, more to himself than to his companion.


"We have just to try..." Kossur answered turning to unite with him in a sixty-nine.


He thought that his member, even though so different from that of Derk, was really beautiful, desirable. Even if the magic didn't work, he wanted to give to the other the best of himself, he wanted to raise in him the highest pleasure his body could be able to give.


They united almost at once, and began the mysterious journey together. They had just met, and yet they didn't feel strangers. They inhaled each other's scent, greedy to know, to please each other. They were in contest to give each other pleasure. They couldn't yet call it love, but... what they had just entered was the main road leading to love, and both were conscious and happy for that. They sucked, licked, and titillated each other until they felt that the companion was in the seventh heaven. Each of them was only caring to give, each of them was grateful to receive. They had had wonderful masters, and they had been perfect pupils.


Finally they quenched their thirst, one at the spring of the other, with long sips, appreciating for the first time each other's taste. Jet after jet, flow after flow, drop after drop.


When they finally parted, almost reluctantly, Kossur turned around and Tantas took him in his arms, they hugged and kissed, sated and happy. The caressed each other and kissed again, while their bodies were gradually relaxing.


All of a sudden Tantas hugged him more strongly and said, in a moved tone, "Oh, my poor Kossur, what an unhappy childhood you had!"


"But I am happy, now - how beautiful you are, Tantas... now that I really know you, you seem even more beautiful to me..."


"It worked!" the young man exclaimed, suddenly becoming aware of what had just happened.


"Yes, and I believe that you really are the person I always dreamed about."


"More than Derk?" Tantas asked almost amazed, but full of hope.


"It seems impossible even to me and yet... and yet much more than Derk, and this is all said!"


"I adore you, my sweet Kossur! You too seem made to measure for me. I never felt such a joy in all my life like in this moment... oh, really, you were really destined to me, and I to you. And the life, the destiny, the gods... made us finally meet. My life is yours, Kossur. You can make of me anything you like."


"And mine is yours, Tantas. I belong to you, soul, body, mind, spirit, and heart."


"Do you mean that you love me?"


"Certainly so, as I can feel your love. Don't you feel mine?"


"Sure... But I would also feel your body inside mine."


"And I yours. Do you think that the others will be surprised not seeing us around for a while?"


"On the contrary, I think that the longer we will miss the company, the more they will be happy for us... Tame me, now, Kossur, enter in me, please, then I will make you my gift."


"With pleasure, my wonderful man."


Tantas placed his ankles on the boy's shoulders and so offered himself with a smile full of passion. Kossur pushed himself inside him, feeling desired, wanted, awaited. Yes, he undoubtedly was his man - he was finally going back home, in the home of joy and pleasure where he belonged, for which he had been conceived eighteen years before.


"Here I am, my beloved, I'm here for you..." he sighed when he was totally immersed in the sweet love channel.


He started his dance of joy and passion, accompanied and urged on by the beautiful young man. They hugged, kissed, and caressed oblivious of everything and everyone - Only they existed in the universe, only their dawning love was shining. Tantas became aware that all his life long he just yearned for that lover, strong in his sweetness, tender in his passion. Kossur was making him feel precious, had the power to soothe his most hidden anxieties, to make him feel alive and serene, as he never felt before.


When finally Kossur gave to his lover all his young energy with long and passionate pushes, he parted from him, lay on his back and almost with urgency, his voice broken with emotion, begged his companion to take him. Tantas rose on top of him, beautiful as a half-god, and entered his sanctuary. The boy felt the strong member slip inside him and fill him, and understood that all his life he just waited for that moment.


The instinct of the prairie resurfaced in Tantas and he took his beloved with joyous vigour. All the boy's body was shaken by the vigorous thrusting, and Kossur felt incredibly happy. His member that had softened after the intense enjoyment he had just experienced, stood up again, throbbing and strong, thanks to the intensity of that ride, so wild and yet so filled with a tender love. Yes, Tantas knew exactly what he needed in his depth - not the rough violence of the soldiers, but the fiery and virile passion of a lover.


They were really made for each other. Their eyes were laughing with joy, their mouths were insatiably searching each other, and their bodies were tightly brushing against each other with increasing passion.


When Tantas finally let himself go, and sprayed his lovers depths with his seed, he said, looking him in the eyes, "I love you, Kossur!"


"Yes, I too love you!"


"I... I would quite restart all now but... but we have all our life in front of us. We will possibly do better if we go to tell our friends all our joy..." Tantas said, regretfully parting from him.


"I think you are right. Let's go."


They got off of the bed upset by their impetuous passion and, still naked, without worrying, holding each other hand, reached the others who were still together in the wide kitchen. As they saw the couple come, they all welcomed them with joyous ovations.


They kissed in front of all their friends then Kossur, asking for some silence, said to Derk, "I thought I had been lucky, and was happy, because you freed me from those soldiers. But I didn't understand that in reality you were bringing me to him... I will forever feel grateful to you, Derk, forever and ever!"


"I too didn't know, but evidently this was what the fate planned. I am really happy for you, my dear friend." Derk said.


Then spoke Tantas, "Axel, I was silly to be sad, that day, and your words were wise and true. You, after that battle, not only spared my life but, taking me with you, made possible this encounter, and lead me to my true love. Never a defeat has been more beautiful and lucky. I'm indebted with you twice. Know that you can totally count on me, on my life."


"Thank you my dear Tantas, We all know we can unconditionally count on each other. Even though love unites us in couples, we twelve are now one only thing. Blessed be our king for sending us to this quest."


"Our king, the good Waltha - I'm longing to meet him as, even if he still doesn't know, in my heart I swore him loyalty for having sent to me my Harti." Nikos said.


"This is true for all of us." Bughail said, happily.


"Let's have a toast for our king, Waltha!" Floriano proposed.


"Long life, prosperity and health. Happiness, power and glory to king Waltha!" Alfeo proclaimed, raising his cup.


Everybody united in the toast.


They decided to resume their journey. They put together all their goods, booties, gifts and purchases, and decided that each would keep only the essential selling all the rest in order to travel lighter and faster, sharing in equal parts the gold they would earn. When they were finally ready, they left. It was a mild morning of spring; the New Year had just started when they left at their back the city of Neapolis, aiming towards the Land of the Great Priest - Rome!


Along the way the locals stopped to admire these twelve champions parade along the ancient Roman road, in old times ran through by the legions of the fallen Roman Empire. It was emanating from them, from the older one, the thirty-four years old Harti, to the younger one, the seventeen years old Alfeo, a force, a self-assuredness, a pride that demanded respect.


Several local lords, along their journey, welcomed them in their mansions. When they finally reached the gates of the Eternal City, a large formation of men of arms, lead by a noble man and by a prelate, was waiting for them. Their fame had preceded them.


"The Bishop of Rome is waiting for you in the Lateran Palace." the prelate said to them without even asking them who they were.


The men of arms escorted them and the twelve friends were aware that it was an honour escort. Along the streets of the ancient city, the people observed them pass with silent amazement - never were seen before so beautiful and so strong knights.


As they reached the Lateran Palace, some servants took care of their horses, while other servants accompanied them to their rooms. An entire wing had been reserved to them and guards of honour were on duty out of the door of their corridor, so that inside they had full freedom and intimacy. Servants had prepared a warm and scented bath. Afterwards the servant gave them special clothes, then food and drinks. As they had refreshment and had rested, they were finally admitted into the presence of the Pope.


After the ritual greetings, the Pope said, "We know that you came here from a far land to find the iron crown and to take it to your king. The crown was taken away eighty-four years ago but, according to the prophecies' exegetes, it will be back here on the next Holy Thursday... and, always according to the prophecies, it will be found again on the day after Easter, but that in four days it will be back in Rome... Each time when the crown comes back, I don't know if you are aware, it means that the king who assumed this crown, or his successor, is dead... as he was unworthy to have it. Do you want all the same bring it to your king?"


Harti spoke on behalf of all of them, "We know for sure that our king is good, and fair, and worthy. Either the prophecy interpretation is wrong, or the cause of the crown's return is another. We are not afraid for our king. Tell us, pray, where the crown is kept, so that we can recover it and take it to our king."


"The faith you place in your king honours both him and you. But I don't know where the crown is. Rome is full of mysterious and unknown caves. If you are deemed to have it, I am sure you will find it. Anyway you have to search for it alone, I cannot help you. But I will surely not hamper you."


"We thank you for your welcome and for these words. The day you said, we will come to you to say farewell, bringing with us the crown. Blessed be, Pope of Rome."


"The blessing of God be on you twelve... You are twelve like the Apostles, twelve like the year's months, and twelve like the day's hours and like the night's hours... Go in peace."


That was, as it had been explained to them, the official leave. They bowed and went back to their quarters. After the supper, they discussed how they had to start the last part of their quest. Then they withdrew into their rooms, of course using only six of them.


Altma and Bughail undressed in haste, filled with desire, and lay on the wide and soft bed.


After a while they were kissing and caressing in the long foreplay they both loved, Altma said, "Bugha... did you notice how the guard of honour at the last door was looking at us?"


His lover giggled, "Yes. He literally undressed us with his eyes... as I did it, to tell you the truth - he really is a handsome young man."


"Yes, I too like him. Would you like a threesome with him?"


"You know that I never step back, Altma."


"Then, wear something and go to talk with him, and see if you can get him here..." Altma suggested, aroused at the idea.


Bughail eyes shone, he got up and wore a short tunic. He took one of the lanterns, quickly passed the corridor and opened the door to the antechamber of their quarters. There was the guard, who at once stood up, straight.


Bughail looked at him from head to toe, then asked, "What's your name?"


The guard, somewhat surprised at that question, dryly answered, "I am Octavius Columna."


"How old are you?"


"Twenty-four, sir."


"Ah. You are really well built, to be so young."


"Never as much as you, noble knight..."


Bughail smiled, and then asked, "Do you have to stay here all night long?"


"Yes... I will have the shift at dawn."


"You have to be tired, all the time standing at this door..." he said, drawing nearer to him.


"I am accustomed to this; it is my duty."


"Why don't you come in to lie down for a while... to have some rest?" he asked, leaning a hand on his hand that was on his sword's hilt, and lightly caressing it.


The Roman looked him straight in the eyes and said, in a low voice, "I would be more than willing, but I cannot leave my place..."


"But behind that door there are two more guards, and at the door further out four guards... and it is night; who can come?"


"But if by chance it was discovered..." the young man said hesitantly, while his eyes were lighting with desire, as Bughail hand, slipping away from his hand, went down to grope, lightly but daringly, between the guard's legs.


"We will say that... that I felt ill and asked your help... come..."


"But..." the young man said in a last attempt to resist him.


"Don't you like me, possibly?" Bughail asked, provoking, passing an arm around his waist and pulling him against his body.


Their erections met trough the clothes and throbbed one against the other. "Yes... to die for..." Octavius whispered feeling his head ablaze, and their mouths met, greedily.


When they parted, the Roman was trembling from head to toe.


"Come..." Bughail repeated.


"Yes..." the guard shuddered, his eyes filled with lust.


Bughail took his lantern and silently guided him to his room. When Octavius entered, saw Altma naked on the bed, his member fully erect, and emitted like a sob.


"Welcome..." Altma said, with a smile.


Bughail was already unfastening the belt sustaining his sword. The young Roman started to undress, in silence and quickly, his eyes riveted on the powerful and beautiful body of Altma. Bughail quickly took off his short tunic and, now naked he too, helped Octavius to take off his last clothes. The member of the Roman was already hard, pointing up to his navel, and leaving so fully visible the full bag of his firm eggs.


Without needing to be invited, the handsome Roman went near the bed, kneeled on it between Altma's legs and started to lick and suck with greediness his member. Bughail at his back, rummaged with his tongue in the buttocks crack, searching for his hidden hole. Octavius raised a little more his pelvis and spread his knees, to give him more room. Bughail tongue found the throbbing hole and while, his hands slipped between the Roman's thighs was gently groping his testicles and feeling his member, started to push the tip of his tongue inside the guard's sphincter, evidently not at all new to such intrusions. Octavius moaned, going on to suck Altma's member with increased will, while his hands swept all over the knight's body.


Bughail thought he had wet enough that greedy hole and, leaning on the Roman, whispered, "Which one do you want inside there, mine or that of my friend's?"


"Both of them!" the Roman muttered, excited.


"Then I will go first, so I'll prepare you to take Altma as his is bigger than mine..." Bughail said and started to push.


"Ahhh... push harder! Fuck me, go on!" the Roman moaned.


Bughail gave a big stroke, making Octavius fall on top of Altma, and as Bughail fell on top of him, all of his cock was swallowed by the Roman's hot channel. Altma hugged tight the handsome Roman, and kissed him, fucking his mouth with his tongue. Octavius was in frenzy.


"We are going to make you pass an unforgettable night!" Altma told him when it came his turn to penetrate Octavius.


"Oh, yes..." the Roman moaned feeling in paradise, and welcoming in him the strong and big erection of the knight into his channel already slippery from the copious load of seed just deposited there by Bughail.


This latter, lying in front of the handsome Roman, started to suck with a great pleasure his hose ready to burst, while Altma was riding his firm little arse, that was for a long time no more virgin. Bughail was waiting with curiosity the Roman's orgasm - who knows if the seed magic was still working?




CHAPTER 10


THE MYSTERIOUS CAVE






THE MYSTERIOUS CAVE

No, the seed magic didn't work any more. Anyway the three passed a night full of fire, taking each other in all the possible combinations. Just before dawn Octavius had to say goodbye and dress again. But he asked them if they would have again such a meeting...


"We two are lovers, even though at times we like having a threesome... Don't you have a lover?" Altma asked him.


"Not a real lover, just a good friend with whom at times we fuck. We also at times like a threesome... or a foursome... a plebeian boy or a young servant... or else we go together to the boys brothel..."


"There is also a boys brothel?"


"Yes, even though a very secret one... only trusted people of the Roman aristocracy are admitted."


"There are handsome boys?"


"All the catamites are very beautiful. Moreover there are boys of all races and colours and they are skilled..."


"We would like to possibly visit it..."


"It would not be easy, but... I will see with my friend." Octavius promised and took leave.


"Now that we are alone, Bughail, let's make love..." Altma said, caressing him, "This was just sex, good sex, but... Oh, by the way, you drank from him... so?"


"Nothing. I think that the enchantment came an end."


"Well, we don't really need it any more, now. Do you love me, Bughail?"


"Of course I love you. And you?"


"Do you want me to show you?"


"Yes, please."


They made love with tender passion, calm, gentleness and vigour, until the room was flooded with the sunrays. The night spent without closing eye was not heavy for them, who on the contrary were feeling full of energy.


When the servants went to tidy their rooms, after giving them their breakfast, were surprised, but not even too much, finding six untouched beds and six rather in a right mess.


The twelve friends, after they confabulated and came to know that the power of their seed came to an end, decided it was time to start their quest. Alfeo and Jens decided to go and talk to the scribes of the Great Priest.


It seemed that none of them were able to give them any clues, but at a certain point an old scribe of Greek origins, using his language, said to the former novice, "It is said that the dreams have not to be believed, and yet at times... Do you know the mystery of the numbers?"


"A little, Father..."


"You are twelve, right? Do you know what is hidden in the number twelve?"


"Well... the twelve months, the twelve Apostles, the twelve hours of the day..."


"Yes, yes, yes... Before coming to know about your quest, I had a dream... I dreamt that upon a time at dawn, there were twelve hands, six lefts and six rights, and each couple of hands were holding a fragment of goat hide, a total of six fragments. I then dreamt a second dawn and there were twelve small bells, tied in groups of three by four rings, and from each ring was hanging a key. I dreamt of a third dawn, and there were twelve wheels, united in fours to three wagons, and each wagon rode towards a different destination. Then in my dream I saw a fourth dawn, and there was a double door with twelve hinges, and six opened one side, and six the other side. I finally saw the fifth dawn, and in the sky that was becoming brighter, there were twelve stars that together formed a constellation that was setting in the horizon, towards the north... and my dream ended here. And you are twelve, and in five days you will leave for the north..."


"With the iron crown?"


"I have no doubts. The fourth dawn will be next Friday... and in the past the iron crown was always found on a Friday."


"But what are the meanings of the hides, the keys, the wagons and the double door?"


"Ha... I really am not able to explain it. But you, certainly, will understand at the right moment what it means."


"And today is the first dawn of your dream?"


"So it seems."


"We are six couples... six couples of hands... do we have to find six pieces of hide?"


"Not necessarily... or possibly yes, who knows? Dreams at times are metaphors, and at times show things as they are, it isn't easy to understand that beforehand..."


"Then..." Alfeo started to say.


But the old man hurriedly stopped him, "I have to go, now... I have nothing more to tell you. I wish you a good quest, knight." he said and, after a short bow, he went away along the corridor of the Scriptorium.


"What shall we do?" Jens asked, thoughtful.


"I don't know. Let's tour the city and... and something will happen." Alfeo said smiling to the man he loved.


They left the palace and started to tour the ancient city that already had one thousand and five hundred years of history. Without a destination in mind, looking around in admiration and marvel, when the sun was already at the zenith they passed in front of a tavern from which was coming an inviting smell of cooked food.


"I'm feeling hunger pangs..." Alfeo said to his man, looking at him in a silent suggestion.


"Yes, let's go eat something." Jens answered, taking him by an elbow and leading him inside the tavern.


They sat at a table and at once a young man asked them what they would like to eat and drink.


"We don't know your cookery, bring us something special." Jens answered.


The youth smiled and nodded.


They ate a first course of Greek "opson" made with onions, olives and meat, then a plate of broad beans and green peas cocked with lard, a serve of cheese cooked on live charcoal, then dates filled with nuts, pine-kernels, ground pepper and fried in honey. A good red wine accompanied the meal. They ate with pleasure.


When they paid, the youth said them, "If before resuming your way you would like to rest for a while... at this time the rooms are almost all empty... may I take you there?"


Jens was about decline the offer, but the peculiar glance with which the youth made his offer, made him change his mind, "Yes, thank you... But how much will it cost?"


"Nothing, it is included in the meal price... come..."


They followed the youth along a narrow stairway, passed through an almost dark corridor, until the youth opened a door and made them sign to enter - it was a small room, with a square bed at its centre and around just enough space to pass. A small and tall window closed by a slate of alabaster let seep in a blade of faint light. At the walls were hanging eighth oil lanterns, now off. In the room there was nothing else. They entered and the youth went in with them, and carefully closed the door with a bolt.


Then smiling he said, "Let me help you to get comfortable..." and before getting an answer, he opened Jens' mantle buckle and took it out, carefully folding it. Alfeo took off his mantle, but the youth said, solicitous, "No, allow me to do it..."


Alternating between them, the youth gradually undressed them and while he was taking off their clothes, he brushed their bodies with expert fingers, in light caresses more and more erotic. When they were naked, they both were fully aroused.


The youth smiled, "I never saw such splendid bodies, knights... it is a honour being able to serve you. You are so different and yet, looking at your bodies, you could seem brothers..." he said caressing with both hands their members proudly erect. Then with a fast move he untied his tunic and let it fall on the floor, remaining naked between them, "Take freely your pleasure... my body is yours..." he said in a low and excited voice.


The two friends sandwiched him between their bodies, starting to caress and brushing against him their erections. The youth had a smooth and warm body, wich was more than desirable. Alfeo kissed him on the mouth and the youth returned the kiss with a pleasure moan.


Jens drew them on the wide bed. Alfeo kneeled and the youth went on all fours in front of him, bending between his legs and started to skilfully lick his testicle sack and the pole proudly erect and throbbing. Jens kneeled at the youth's back and with a finger searched between his buttocks until he found the hole and felt that it was already slippery with ointment and was throbbing. He drove in the tip of his member and started to push - he slowly slipped inside, without difficulty, and felt it warm and tight, welcoming him with pleasure shudders.


Meanwhile also Alfeo had his entire spear of firm flesh slip in the mouth of the obliging youth who, as he felt he was fully penetrated at both his ends, started to rock back and forth, balancing on his hands and knees, so that when one of the two friends' member was slipping partially out, the other slipped in and vice versa. Jens and Alfeo looked at each other with a smile, bent on top of the youth's body, embraced and kissed each other playfully moving their tongues, while the youth between them was gradually taking them towards the peaks of the enjoyment.


The young Roman was skilfully teasing with his tongue Alfeo's member which was stuffed into his mouth, as he contracted his sphincter's muscles around Jens' member, so giving to both of them increasing waves of pleasure - he was undoubtedly experienced. The two friends were almost oblivious to the youth; they were feeling almost as each of them was inside the other in the same time. The youth managed to bring them to orgasm simultaneously.


The three fell on the bed, on their sides. The youth disentangled himself and slipped away, while the two lovers were tightly embracing each other, got off the bed and wore his tunic.


"You have been fantastic..." Jens said turning towards him.


"I am glad I am been able to please you. Here... if at times you want to come again here... keep this..." he said handing them a thin wooden board. He then added, "I have to go back to work. If you want to have some rest, you can stay without worries. I thank you, it has been really good being able to share some time with you, knights." and, making a bow, left the room.


Jens looked at the small board - on one side was painted a small tavern sign, and on the other side there were only some lines and symbols that seemed not to carry any meaning.


"Can it be the first... piece of hide?" Alfeo asked unsure after having checked it in his turn.


"I don't know... let's just wait to meet the others... We have still some hours left before the sunset, what do you think to explore more of this beautiful city?"


"Yes, all right."


They dressed and left the tavern, greeted by the owner and by the youth who was at that time serving three more customers.


"Do you think he will also have sex with those three customers?" Alfeo asked, amused, when they were on the street.


"I don't know, it could be... I found the food quite expensive, but as the service of that handsome youth was included, the price becomes even cheap!" Jens commented with a chuckle, turning the small board in his hands.


The rest of the day passed without particular encounters, admiring the beautiful mansions of the aristocrats and the big buildings for the cult. It was a really wide and ancient city, and had a peculiar fascination. 


That evening, back at the palace where they were guests, they discovered that each couple had had a special encounter, each one different from theirs but which had always ended in a sex session, and each couple at the end received as a souvenir an object. They put all six of them on a table - besides the small board of Jens and Alfeo, there was a bronze medal, a small parchment square, a little slab of alabaster, a small embroidered cloth and an enamelled shard. Each object on a side had different decorations, but on the reverse there were lines and symbols.


They put them one near the other on the reverse side, trying to see if there was an order and what was, until Nikolaos found out that in a certain order they were forming a kind of drawing, something similar to a map. And the odd symbols were lined up making lines of writing, but in an alphabet that none of them was able to recognise. Alfeo took a sheet and a stylus and carefully copied that odd graphic and those lines of unknown characters.


"I think that tomorrow morning we have to go again to the Scriptorium to ask if any them is able to read these symbols and to recognise this map." Jens said.


"Yes, but now let's go to have some sleep, it is already dark." Axel said taking Derk's hand and leading him to their room.


The others readily followed suit, full of desire in spite of the sexual adventures they had that afternoon.


The following day at the Scriptorium, nobody was able to read the mysterious characters, but the map, they were explained, depicted the trace of the ancient Roman roads around the city.


Alfeo told the others about the old scribes dream, "... therefore today we should have to go around in groups of three, I think, and possibly the keys are something that will make us able to read this writing; in fact for each secret writing there is always a key to read it..."


They split in four groups of three and went downtown. Kimon with Floriano and Bughail decided to walk along the river - they didn't know what to look for, but they thought that something would happen. A mysterious power seemed to control their footsteps, after they had reunited. They saw an old bridge and crossed it, so finding themselves in the outskirts of the city.


"Don't you think it would be better to go again inside the city walls?" Floriano asked.


"Yes, but let walk along the river on this side, and at the next bridge we will cross again." Kimon answered.


The day was clear and mild, and pleasurable. They were walking slowly, enjoying the atmosphere of the spring day.


Suddenly they heard somebody crying, then some yells. They were coming from behind a hut. They walked around it and saw a man and a boy - the latter was tied to a tree, his back bare, and the man was lashing him with a bundle of reeds.


"Hey there! What did that boy do to be so severely punished?" Bughail asked frowning, recalling when he was a servant of the land, and was lashed even without a good reason.


"What did he do? He is a little thief and a liar, this bastard!"


"No, it's not true!" the boy screamed turning his head towards the unexpected passersby. Floriano noticed that he was a really handsome boy.


"How it's not true? I saw you stealthily come out from the villa of the noble Sabelli, yes, and look here, sirs, he had this belt, that certainly does not belong to him!"


"Dominus Mercutius gave it to me!"


"Oh yes, he gave it to you, little bastard! Right to you!" the man said ready to resume flogging the boy.


Bughail blocked him by seizing his wrist.


The man looked at him in surprise.


"Is he your son?" Bughail asked him.


"My son? No, he was delivered by my wife, but not with my contribute, that shameful woman! He is just a bastard who cadges my meals! If at least he worked! I should kill him, I should..."


Meanwhile Floriano was looking at the belt with interest, "Man. Give us this belt and this boy, and we will go to talk with the noble Sabelli..." he proposed, then added, "And if he stole it, we will punish him as he deserves."


"You, noble knights... you know the noble Sabelli..." it was not a question but rather a statement, so none of them answered him. The man interpreted their silence as a confirmation. "All right. But if I am right... you don't dare to come near me or this time I will flay you alive, did you understand?" the man said to the boy, untying him and pushing him towards the three men.


The boy tried to cover his back with a thorn coat that was on the ground while Floriano turned the belt in his hands - it was a band of silk weaved with knots, with an odd decoration red and green that remembered him the symbols in their map, alternated by roman letters embroidered in gold. Bughail had circled the boy's shoulders with an arm and all four went away.


"Really, I'm not a thief, noble lords..." the boy said, plaintive, drying the tears on his handsome face.


"So, how did you get this belt? Why do you say it was given to you?"


"Because Dominus Mercutius gave it to me for real!"


"Oh, really? And how it came? Are you his friend?" Kimon asked him.


The boy had a contempt sneer, "A friend? I a friend of... Nooo!"


"So, then?"


"Well, I... I cannot tell, or else the Dominus will kill me..."


"Ha, really!" Kimon said with an unbelieving giggle.


"He gave it to you for a service?" Bughail asked him, crouching in front of him and taking him by the elbows, looking straight in his eyes with a friendly smile.


"A kind of..."


"You can trust me, boy..." Bughail insisted, giving him a light caress on his cheek.


"But I can't..." the boy grumbled.


"What's your name?"


"Marcus..."


"How old are you?"


"Sixteen..."


"I thought you were younger. Do you know that you are a beautiful boy?"


"It is my only asset..." the boy said in a low voice.


"Therefore you are aware of it. And a beautiful boy, at times, can get gifts... for his beauty."


"Yes..." Marcus admitted, hesitantly.


"And dominus Sabelli likes beautiful boys..." Bughail added, smiling him and winking.


Marcus widened his eyes, "How can you know it? He told me that nobody knows that his son likes... He made me swear I would tell nobody..."


"Oh, but we know about it." Floriano said, smiling for Bughail ability to make the boy discover himself.


The boy looked at all three of them, then like brightening, said, "Ah, but then you too like the boys, it is so, right? That's why you know..."


"Yes... But do you like being in bed with a man?" Kimon asked him.


"Well... at times it's really good... at times not, it depends..."


"Listen, if we give you a gold coin, will you give us this belt?" Floriano asked.


"A gold coin? For that belt? Certainly... and if you want to take me in your beds, I'll willingly go with you three... I'm good at sucking it, and my little arse is still tight... Moreover I like you three..."


"We are guests at a place where we cannot take you. But we would like to do something with you... " Bughail said, caressing the boy under his cloak and feeling he was already aroused.


"There is a place... The old Giustina will let us use her hut for just a copper coin... it is not a dirty place... Oh, sir, if you go on touching me in this way... you will make me spurt..." he then said in a low voice to Bughail who, smiling, stopped caressing him between his legs.


The boy was unbridled - even though he did it to earn something, almost as a job, it was clear that he really enjoyed doing it.


At the end, after he had fully satisfied all three of the friends, he asked, "Take me away with you! I don't want to go back to that man! Please!"


"We cannot, but we would like to help you... Listen, I am friend with the noble Columna, with Octavius, who would certainly be interested in meeting you, and he possibly can help you... I can't promise you anything, but... come with us, for the moment." Bughail told him.


"Oh, thank you, thank you knight!" the boy said embracing him and kissing him with ardour.


Back at the palace, while Marcus was waiting in the street, Bughail went to talk with Octavius.


The young man looked by the window, "He seems a really handsome boy... all right, I will take care of him and if in bed he is good as you say, I can take him into my service as... as my personal room servant!" the young aristocrat said with a pleased smile.


The other three groups found a dagger, a copper plate and a silver cup. Each had carved on them symbols and letters - together with the belt, they were able to reconstruct all the alphabet and so to read the writing. It said that they had to find three keys to have access to the mysterious cave, and it also gave the cave location. But is wasn't written where they could find the keys.


"I wouldn't worry," Alfeo said, "we found all this simply wandering downtown, and everything happened as in the old man's dream. So tomorrow we have just to split in three groups of four, and I am certain that each group will find one of the keys."


All of them agreed. They were excited, feeling that their quest was nearing its end.


The following morning, after Octavius thanked Bughail for the "beautiful and fantastic boy" whom he took with him to his mansion, the friends formed the three groups. Harti, Nikolaos, Tantas and Kossur went to the east of the city. They crossed several roads and squares, and stopped to eat at an inn, then resumed their wandering. It was about mid afternoon, but nothing seemed to happen.


An elegantly dressed man approached them, "Noble knights, from your aspect I dare say you are foreigners..."


"Yes... we are coming from very far..." Tantas answered, hesitant.


"Oh... so you should be tired. Please, come with me to have a good rest, here nearby... We have just a new tepidarium, with young efficient girls skilled in massage and... and very available..."


"No, thank you..." Harti said.


"Oh, come on, it is not expensive, and it's worth a visit. We also have very handsome boys, if you prefer, at the Bronze Key..."


Harti, as he heard the name, asked, interested, "The Bronze Key? Why did you choose such an unusual name for your tepidarium?"


"Because, my lord, doing the renovation works, we found in a wall a casket full of old bronze keys, hidden god knows how many years ago, by whom and why, all absolutely identical... Thus, we always give one of them to our most affectionate patrons, each tenth time they use our services..."


"That's interesting. And how much do you charge for the assistance of a boy servant?"


"Ah, the noble knights would like better the boy servants? Well, each time, each boy, is a copper coin... it is not expensive, it is a special price, as we have just started out services..."


"And how many boy servants do you have?"


"We only have fourteen boys, for the moment. But they anyway are all handsome, clean, and healthy..."


"You convinced me. Let's go!" Harti said.


The man brightened up, "You will not regret, my noble knights. You can choose the four best ones and..."


"We want ten of them. And the bronze key, of course, as a souvenir!" Harti said, and the other three nodded, smiling.


"Oh... ah... well, as you like, of course... This way, please..."


It was a real orgy. The youths, besides three who on that side were nothing special, were skilled and having sex in the room flooded with steam was a pleasurable experience. After a good final massage with musky balms, they got their key, and the four went back to the palace. Also the other two groups got, under different occasions, two more keys, one made of silver and the other gold pleated. Satisfied, they prepared themselves for the last day, when they would finally access the mysterious cave.


The following morning, they made two groups of six and went to the place marked on the map. The dream told about a door with two wings - evidently each group had to push one of the wings, they thought, therefore they went there all together, even though divided in two groups.


The point marked on the map was just outside the city walls - along the old Roman road there were several ancient tombs, and the arches of an aqueduct flanked the road. On the spot marked on the map there was a crooked building, in old times possibly beautiful - there remained vestiges of marbles, worn out by the time and by the plants that grew in the interstices. On its side towards the road there was a door with a triangular gable. The door seemed made of massive wood. They tried to push it but to not avail, even uniting all their strength. There weren't keyholes therefore their three keys were not for that door. They toured all around the building but there was not any other access or traces of windows. Back again in front of the door, they asked each other what to do. They were discussing, when they saw an old, white haired woman, dressed in rags, who was walking leaning on a walking stick.


"Oh, welcome, my lords. Would you like to enter in the catacombs?"


"The catacombs? Is this the entrance of a catacomb?" Alfeo asked, interested.


"Yes, exactly so. I know how to let you enter but... the second door... nobody got to open it, not even with pickaxes."


"There is a second door, inside?"


"Yes, down in the depths. Moreover... do you know that you risk dying, down there? It is filled with bones, down there, of people who tried, before you, uselessly."


"How can you know such things, old woman?" Nikolaos asked.


"Ha, young man, in the long years of my life I saw so many people going down there... but very few coming back... and when I went inside to check, there was nothing to do for them, the ones who didn't come out on their feet, were all dead."


"We want try anyway." Harti said.


"Do you have lamps? Down there it is dark... and it's also cold..."


"No, we haven't."


"It would be better you have some, and also an oil jar and some wicks... and why not some food, that can be useful... Come with me, I can get you what you need, if you are really determined to run this risk..."


They followed the woman to a small adobe. On a table they saw twelve lanterns, a roll of wicks, two flints, and an oil jar. Near the table there were some baskets full of food.


"But... you already knew we would come?" Altma asked, surprised and curious.


"In a way... At times I just feel I have to prepare these things, so I go and buy them, then I go to the catacombs and there, there are people..."


"How much did you spend for all that? How much do we owe you?"


"Oh, what your generosity suggests you..." the old woman said, as if the matters was not important to her.


Kimon, who was keeping all their money, handed her some coins. The old woman, with an abstracted expression, gestured him to put them in a small wooden box near the window. Kimon went there and slipped the coins through a slot - he was surprised not to hear them jingle. Made curious, he raised the small box and shook it - it was light and no sound came from it. He slipped inside two more coins - as before...


"This small box of yours..." he started to say, perplexed.


"Well, take all your things and let's go!" the old woman said with unsuspected vigour going out of the adobe.


Back near to the ancient building, the old woman clambered up quick as a squirrel, amazing the twelve young men. On the top of the building, she moved aside some bush branches and pointed to a perfectly circular hole.


"See, go down from there, you will see that there is a set of holds. Go down and you will find three galleries. Chose one, and if you find the right crossing, you will find yourselves in front of the iron door that nobody succeeded to open."


"How can we understand which is the right gallery and the right crossing?"


"You have just to try."


"And the door?"


"The bones of the dead people will tell you that it is the right one. The others don't have bones in front..."


"Aren't you coming with us?"


"No, I can go down there only when the dreams tell me so, if I want to come out alive. Go, now..."


They lit the lanterns, tied the baskets on their backs and started to prudently go down. They reached a wide rectangular room, just behind the blocked door towards the street. On the other three sides were three arches leading to three galleries sloping down under the ground.


"Which one shall we take?" Kossur asked, and his voice resounded in a thousand far echoes.


"The one at the left." Altma said in an assured tone, and then explained, "When the old woman told us to chose one of them, almost unintentionally and imperceptibly, her hand made a sign towards the left."


"Let's try." Harti said.


The gallery was excavated in the tuff and was sloping down abruptly, bending to the left. They reached the first crossing.


"Let's go straight." Tantas proposed.


It was a real labyrinth. The air was cold and wet and a weird smell permeated it. Along the corridors there were ancient graves some decorated with marble and sculptures, other small and simple, all excavated in the tuff. They walked for a long time, until they decided to stop to have some food. They then resumed their exploration.


"The bones!" exclaimed Harti who opened the line.


He turned to the right, and they were in an almost round cave, with more graves all around, and in front there was a big bronze door. All over in the cave there were scattered bones, some still with clothes wrapping them. Remains of baskets, lanterns, showed that they were the remains of previous explorers.






KEYS TO UNDERSTAND AND TO OPEN


On the bronze door there was a keyhole. Using their bronze key, they slipped it in the hole and turned it inside. The key made three turns without difficulty, but with a sharp noise of three clicks. Then, trying to push, six men to each wing, finally the door opened, loudly creaking and screeching and the noise resounded in the caves and corridors like a thousand damned souls were crying and groaning in a chorus.


On the other side of the door, there was an octagonal room, with eight arches made of bricks. In one was the door they had just passed through, the other seven lead into dark corridors. At the sides of each passage there were sarcophagi of white marble, all carved in bas-relief, and the twelve friends saw that each couple of sarcophagi represented different scenes. Only the two sarcophagi at the sides of the big entrance door were totally smooth.


The twelve friends carefully observed them, lighting them with their lanterns.


On the first couple of sarcophagi, on the left one were represented scenes of rulers and kings, sitting or walking on the bodies of their subjects, using them like stools or carpets, careless of their suffering and pain. On the one on the right, instead, kings and ragamuffins were sitting at the same table eating together in a merry company.


Tantas and Kossur said, "These images made us think that they carry a teaching - the rich, the powerful, the aristocrats... should not put on airs for what they have, but should remember that all the men are equal for dignity and deserve the same respect."


Everybody nodded in assent, and moved to observe the scenes on the sarcophagi at the sides of the nearby passage to another corridor.


On the second couple, the one to the left showed scenes of men holding tight sacks of coins and caskets, turning their backs to poor, ill and dying men. On the right one there were represented rich men giving coins to the poor, and caring and assisting them with a smile.


Altma and Bughail after observing the bas-reliefs said, "And here it teaches us not to be jealous of our goods, not to keep our riches only for us, but to be generous with what the life granted us and share it with the others, avoiding to become niggards."


On the third couple, on the left one there were scenes of men and women making sexual acts on slaves tied or chained, or paying prostitutes and catamites; while on the right one were represented couples tenderly enlaced, kissing and caressing, serene and full of joy.


Axel and Derk happily said, "And here it teaches us not to use badly sex, but to live it as the higher expression and manifestation of the love that has to unite us, don't you think?"


All the others nodded in assent and almost instinctively each couple moved closer, some holding their hands, other tenderly smiling to each other while they moved to the next sarcophagi couple.


On the fourth couple there were people with upset features, shouting abuses or wildly beating each other, while on the right one they were all smiling and exchanging the peace and forgiveness' embrace.


Harti and Nikolaos then said, "Nothing is worst than hatred and anger - here it teaches us we have to try to live in peace, forgive the offense, and accept all the others like brothers, looking for what unites and not what divides us."


On the fifth, at the left there was a banquet were everybody was gobbling down and getting drunk, throwing each other pieces of food or sprinkling each other with jugs of wine, while on the right there was a convivial meal, where everybody was merrily eating and drinking with moderation and pleasure.


Kimon and Floriano commented the two scenes, "And here it teaches us the temperance in enjoying food and drinks that life offers us, not to waste them, not to exaggerate, but to enjoy them in a moderate way and according to our needs, in a merry convivium."


On the sixth, at the left there were people prying from behind windows, curtains or trees, with an envious expression some rich, beautiful and well clothed passerby, and on the right sarcophagus the same people seemed instead to be pleasurably together, any way they were dressed, rich or poor, beautiful or not.


"Here then it is shown how we have not to surrender to envy towards the ones who are more beautiful, rich, strong or wise than us, and again it teaches us to remember that in spite of having different talents and lucks, we are all essentially equals - Naked and without anything in our hands we are born, naked and without nothing in our hands we will die." 


On the seventh, at the left there were represented loafers lying to rest, sleeping on their works, with a bored expression, amongst spider webs and tall weeds, while on the right each one was busy in a joyful activity of any kind of works in tidy places or in well cared gardens.


"This teaches us to always be joyfully active, not to put off till tomorrow what we can do today, not to waste our time in an unproductive laziness..." several said.


"Yes, all these sculptures are filled with very good teachings, but now, which of these seven corridors do we have to take to reach our destination?" Kossur then asked.


Derk said, "In my opinion we have to take the corridor opening between the two sarcophagi with sex and love scenes. In fact, my brothers, is it not sex and love that lead our way until we got here?"


After a short discussion everybody agreed.


The corridor was, as all the others, lined at the right and the left, with graves, and often it opened in smaller corridors or small caves, some square or round, some rectangular or elliptic, these also full of more or less beautiful or simple sarcophagi.


The main corridor was still sloping down, at times bending to one side or the other, and the air was still oddly fresh and pure, in spite they should be very low under the ground level.


They finally reached an hexagonal room, entirely excavated in the tuff. In front of the gallery that lead them there, there was a door that seemed to be made of massive silver. On the door were inserted four panels, two on the left and two on the right, with bas-reliefs.


On the left top there was represented a young man with a hand in front almost to say to wait, and with the index of the other hand on his lips as to say to be silent. On the left bottom there was represented another young man, a king, his eyes blindfolded, his hands in front of him at the same level, and on one was sitting a rich man holding a casket full of jewels, and on the other was sitting a poor man, his hands empty.


On the right top there was a knight, powerful and beautiful, his legs slightly spread, his hands in the hilt of a big swords standing in front of him, the tip on the ground. On the right bottom there was a youth pouring wine from an elegant jug in another simple one and graduated, as if he was measuring it.


"These sculptures," Alfeo said, "are the symbols the virtues that every man should have..."


Everybody nodded then Harti took out the silver key and tried to open that door. The key turned twice with resounding clicks, and as he pushed the two wings the door opened with a light and shrill note.


They were now in a square room, all covered with multicoloured inlaid marbles representing trees, flowers and fruits. On the other three sides were opening three corridors. Each passage was sided by two columns with a beam surmounted by a triangular gable. 


On the beam at the left were carved, with the mysterious alphabet they had discovered, the words "Believe in me", on the central one was carved "Trust me" and on the right one "Love me".


Nikolaos said, "We should possibly take the one on the right, where it is written to believe, as who believes will get an everlasting prize..."


"In my opinion, instead, we have to try the corridor wit the words trust me, because the one who trusts will receive a prize." Floriano said.


Bughail then said, "Don't you think instead that the one who loves can have in his hands the entire world... therefore also the crown we are looking for, for the love of our king?"


"The old woman said that if we take the mistaken corridor, we risk to die under here, not to ever find the way back, and what's worst, not to be able to bring the iron crown to our king..." Jens made them notice.


"We could split in three groups, four in each corridor, at least four of us will be sure to go back with the crown..." Tantas hesitantly proposed.


"No, I don't think it is wise to separate. We have anyway two possibilities on three to be wrong..." Jens made them notice.


"Before we had as much as six possibilities to be wrong on seven, but it seems we made the right choice..." Derk said.


Then Axel said, "Before, we chose the way of love and we have been successful. In my opinion we have to try again with the way of love, as after all it has been, is and will be our real strength."


Everybody nodded in assent. They therefore entered the gallery that had at its entrance the words "love me". The gallery this time was devoid of graves and instead of going straight, the corridor was a series turns and twists, of upwards and downwards stairways and it seemed to become narrower and lower, so that in a while they had to walk in single file, bending.


They went on in silence until Alfeo, who lead, threw an exclamation, "Good Lord, that's incredible!"


"What's up? What did you see?" several voices asked behind him.


"Let's go in, and you will see..." the young man answered in a whisper.


They were in a kind of terrace carved in the rock, from which a very steep stairway was going down. The terrace overlooked a wide circular hall that seemed carved in rock crystal, lit by a round hole on top of a dome shaped roof. The light entering through that hole was reflected by the walls in thousands of rays with all the colours of the rainbow, so creating a kind of phantasmagoria of such a beauty to leave them breathless.


They slowly went down that stairway, looking around and holding back their breaths. When they reached the floor of the wonderful hall, that seemed made of a mosaic of precious stones, they saw that at the centre of the hall there was a round table, this also carved in crystal, with on it a tabernacle in fine gold. The door of the tabernacle had carved a text whose letters were made of mounted tiny rubies.



"Here is kept the Iron Crown, whose core is a iron leaf obtained by one of the nails with which Jesus of Nazareth was nailed on the cross. Only the hands of the one who has kings' blood in his veins can touch this consecrated crown. Only the son of a king can wear it on his head. If this son of a king will rule with justice and wisdom, with right power and understanding, the Crown will bless his deeds and make them fruitful. But if he is lacking even just one of these virtues, the Crown will become an unbearable burden. If he will mend his ways, it will again be a light and fruitful weight, but if he persists, he will lose his worldly life and his eternal life, and the crown will come back here. The one who found it once, will never find it a second time. So it has been, so it is, and so it will be forever."


Axel whispered, "We have found it; king Waltha will be glad."


"Hoping we will be able to bring it to him. Arseno foresaw that also the way back would be filled with difficulties..." Jens remembered them.


Harti took the gold key and pushed it in the keyhole of the tabernacle. He did a turn and the door opened.


Inside there was a casket of smooth clear wood without decorations, surrounded by twelve small, red, lit lights. On the glass of each of the lights was carved in gold the name of one of the twelve friends.


Bughail exclaimed, "There are our names!"


Floriano whispered, "Therefore we twelve were deemed to come right here..."


Harti tried to extract the wooden casket but it didn't move from its place - it was either too heavy or fixed in some way to the floor of the tabernacle.


Kossur said, "Let's each of us try to take the light with his name on, and let's see if it will become easier to lift the wooden casket."


They did as Kossur proposed, then Harti tried again, but the casket didn't move.


Then Derk said, "Let's swap our lights - I will have that of Axel and he mine... and like wise the other couples... I feel that so we will be able to take also the casket."


Then each couple swapped their light, then Harti tried again, and this time the casket came out of the tabernacle with no difficulty at all. Putting it on the table in front of the tabernacle, Harti opened its cover - inside there was an iron casket, smooth and shiny like the iron of a sword, with dark studs keeping it together. Harti extracted it and put it in front of the wooden one. He raised its cover - inside there was a fine gold casket, all worked in precious filigree. Harti extracted this also, with reverential awe, put it in front of the iron one, and raised its cover.


Inside, on a cushion of purple silk, was resting a crown made of eight gold plates, lightly curved, decorated with precious red and green stones and with green and white enamel of exquisite workmanship. In the inside part there was a blade of dark iron, connecting the eight plates...


"It's incredibly beautiful..." Altma whispered.


"Be careful not to touch it..." Nikolaos said to Harti.


The man nodded, then closed the gold cover, put back the gold casket in the iron one, and this inside the wooden one.


"We can now go." Harti said, taking in his hands the wooden casket.


They turned towards the stairway they used to go there, but they couldn't see it any more. Somewhat surprised, they looked around to find a way out. They then noticed on the crystal wall a door that was slowly opening. Almost in a procession, they passed through it. They were in a dark, ascending corridor that only their twelve small lights were faintly lighting, but sufficiently to go forward without problems. In front of them, still far, they saw an arch from which the daylight was entering.


They walked in silence, until they reached it and went out on the side of a low hill. In front of them the Roman countryside was stretching under a luminous and warm sun. They looked back just in time to see the rock wall silently close. They were asking themselves what direction they had to take to go back, when a shepherd leading a flock of twelve sheep, with a small lamb on his shoulders, came.


Jens greeted him and asked, "What way do we have to take to go back to Rome?"


The shepherd said, "You don't need to go back to the city. The servants of your host, the Pope of Rome, are waiting for you with your luggage and your horses, just behind that bend. Farewell, knights. You are valiant, strong and wise, and you will overcome all the difficulties you will meet along your journey."


"Who are you, shepherd, to know these things?" Derk asked, curious.


The young shepherd looked at them in the eyes, one by one, with an indefinable smile, "I am the first of the lasts, and the last of the first... be satisfied with this answer. Leave here your lights, noble knights, they will be of no more use, now. But don't forget to have with you the belt, the dagger, the cup and the plate - without them you will not be able to overcome the last tests waiting for you."


All twelve the friends deposed in front of the young shepherd their light, feeling it would be useless to ask him more questions. Then in silence, escorting Harti who carried the wooden casket, they went to the road pointed out by the shepherd.


As they were beyond the bend, they saw there really were some servants in livery were waiting for them with their twelve horses already harnessed, and eleven other horses loaded with their luggage. A twelfth horse had two packsaddles, the left one containing some objects and the right one empty. A priest wearing a wide red coat greeted them paying them homage.


"All is ready for your journey back. Place the wooden casket in this empty saddle pack and, with God's blessing, start your return journey."


Harti saw that the empty saddle pack was of the right shape and size to carry the wooden casket. Jens went to check the content of the other pack and saw that, kept in four boxes of good wood, there were the silk belt, the steel dagger, the copper plate, and the silver cup.


The twelve friends mounted each his own horse and, after a gesture of salute to the prelate and to the servants, they set out along the paved road that led to the north.




CHAPTER 11


THE WAY BACK HOME






THE WAY BACK HOME

The twelve friends and lovers rode to the north for days and nights, at times stopping as guests of feudal lords, at other times at monasteries, and also at inns. Everywhere they went, they were admired for their handsome good looks, the composite elegance of their clothes, their shining weapons and their vigour.


They decided, to avoid attracting untoward interest, to tell nobody the fact that whey were transporting the Iron Crown, but they were introducing themselves as knights errant who together with their squires, were retuning home after a pilgrimage to Rome.


Often the young maidens in the castles would court them, but, as they could not reveal they were in fact couples and lovers, always told they had taken a vow of celibacy, before their return to their king's court and thus had to avoid the pleasures of sex. Thus the damsels, hearing their explanation and seen their faith to the vow, had to soon resign themselves not to get what they wanted from these very beautiful and masculine young men.


The mild winter was moving to its close and already the spring was joyfully announcing in her delicate colours that heralded the renewal of life. They soon reached the shores of a wide lake lying in the north between tall mountains, and saw that on its shore rose a mighty castle.


While they were approaching it, a group of mounted soldiers lead by one holding a standard, blocked their way.


"Who are you, and what are you looking for, strangers?" the one with the standard asked them.


Axel answered, "We are six knights of king Waltha of Niderhulig, a kingdom in the mountains of the far north, and our six squires. We are returning from a pilgrimage to Rome, and are on course for our king's lands. Who is the master of these lands and of that castle?"


"The lord of this country is the duke Beran-gair, the youngest son of king Wido, sovereign of all the lands between the mountains and the sea at the north and the south of the great river Heridanus. That is the duke's castle, and he sent us to ask you who you are and what you are looking for."


Alex said, "Who we are, I just told you. What we are looking for... our journey will still be very long, we possibly covered just one fifth of all our way, therefore we ask for hospitality for a few days in order to have some rest and recuperate before we tackle the remainder of our journey."


"If from Rome to here you have covered only one fifth of your journey, then the kingdom you are referring to, has to be really very far from here!"


"The way back home seems always short, for him who goes back." Axel answered with a smile.


"Follow me then, and you will meet the duke and you can ask him for his hospitality."


"Do you think he will host us willingly?" Jens then asked.


"The duke Beran-gair has always been very hospitable to travellers coming from far lands. He likes to hear of their stories and their deeds."


So, escorted by the soldiers of the duke, they reached the gate of the castle. They passed the drawbridge, and were in the first yard where, on a stairway of seven half-circular steps, opened a big decorated door leading to the residence of the duke. On the threshold was standing a rather plump man wearing a crown, a blue mantle and a white tunic decorated with yellow lozenges, with a short, reddish beard and curled hair long to the shoulders, of the same coppery red of his beard.


The soldier with the standard quickly climbed the stairs and said something in a very low voice to the man on the threshold. The man nodded with a smile. Then the soldier went down the stairs and with a gesture invited the twelve friends to follow him.


"The duke agrees to offer you his hospitality for all the days you would like to rest at his castle. Pray leave here your weapons and your luggage, and come with me."


Alfeo said, "Thank you, but I have to take the saddle packs of that horse and bring them with us, if this doesn't displease you." He went to take off from the horse the two saddle packs with the crown and the boxes of the four objects that they were carrying with them after the quest.


They climbed the seven steps of the stair and were in a bright hall, where they met the duke with his wife and their three sons and two daughters. They greeted each other then the twelve friends introduced themselves.


The duke said, "I am the duke Baran-gair, this is my spouse Daga-bertha, my first son Alde-Mar, the second Agil-ulf, then my first daughter Ermen-gair, the second Gert-rud, and finally my youngest son, Leudi-brand. You are welcome to our residence."


The duchess approached them and with a smile, offered them six small breads, a jug of wine, and a cup of salt as a sign of welcome. Harti received them on behalf of his companions and thanked her.


"My son Leudi-brand will take you to your rooms, my noble guests, where the servants are taking your luggage, then we wait for you in the great hall." the duke said.


The duke went away with his family through a door, while his younger son guided the twelve friends up a wide stone stairway. At the first floor, they passed a wooden balcony surrounding an inner yard with a fountain at its centre, and then went in a corridor with four doors at the right and four at the left. Each door lead to two rooms, one with a table and two seats, the other with a wide bed at the end of which was the little bed for the squire. Each couple settled in one of the rooms, taking inside the luggage that had been left in the corridor.


Nikolaos noticed that Leudi-brand was looking at them with badly hidden interest and read in his eyes a clear desire, but veiled by sadness. When the boy helped him to take inside his luggage and they were alone in the room, Nikolaos looked at him with a smile.


"Your name is Leudi-brand, isn't it?"


"Yes, knight, but everybody calls me just Leudi..."


"I am just a squire, the squire of knight Harti, the elder amongst us. You too are a knight, I presume."


"Yes, for just one year."


"I guessed so. You are really beautiful and I think also strong and valiant... Who knows how many damsels are making sheep's eyes at you..."


"Thank you... No, no damsels have found a place in my heart... But you too are all very beautiful, strong and, I believe, valiant... much more than I... even you squires, if you didn't tell, would pass for knights..."


"Do you too have a squire?"


"Yes, of course. He is a boy of Roman stock, and his name is Mucius. He is five years my junior and very affectionate to me."


"We too are all very affectionate to our knights..." Nikolaos said, "We are all ready to do for them anything that can please them... really any thing, do you understand what I mean?"


"Yes, of course. Also my Mucius is always ready at my commands, he is diligent, solicitous and full of attentions. It is good being able to count on a squire like him... or like you, I think."


"And... tell me, Leudi, is this boy, your Mucius, also ready to soothe your lonely moments?" Nikolaos asked, with a cunning smile.


"He would be, if both of us didn't fear my father's anger. The duke doesn't admit we have too much familiarity, therefore we have to be always very careful to never show in front of the others what we really feel in our hearts for each other..."


"But in the secret of your room you can freely devote to each other, isn't it so? Harti and I, when we are alone and the door of the room shut, or else when we are only with the friends who travel with us, don't have such problems any more..."


"None of you are married?"


"None of us are, and none of us will be - we made the vow to never lend out eyes or our limbs on a damsel... and to devote all our life exclusively to each other."


"My father on the contrary decided I will have to marry... not now but soon... even too soon... This is why my Mucius and I are feeling so sad..."


"Yes, I noticed your sadness, and I now understand the reason. I wish you and your squire may find a solution that would allow you to be together."


"Thank you, but I have really little hope..." the young man answered sadly and said goodbye as he went away.


During the supper with the duke's family and his most important men, the twelve friends had the possibility to see Mucius, about whom Nikolaos had told them about - he really was a splendid boy, with a strong and well developed body, a gentle aspect and polite manners. After the rich and abundant meal, and after spending some time all together in amiable conversation, each of them withdrew in his room.


Also Kimon and Floriano were in their room. The squire, after they both undressed, leaned at the window and was admiring the moon that was reflecting on the quiet lake waters, his arms on the windowsill. Kimon looked at him and felt at once inflamed with a powerful desire for the boy he loved. He kneeled behind him and started to caress his small, firm buttocks, skilfully teasing with his tongue the pink, hidden bud.


"Ah... Kimon... take me, please..." the squire moaned, prey to an increasing desire, almost trembling in the sweet waiting.


Kimon then stood up, took him at his waist and pushed against him his beautiful pole, already erect, hard, hot and quivering. Floriano pushed back to meet the vigorous push of his lover. The strong member opened its way and slipped in the sweet channel of love, sinking to the hilt in a single determined push.


"Yes... make me feel how much do you like taking me..." the boy whispered, skilfully tossing his pelvis to give more pleasure to the young knight, and to better feel that powerful tool that had just conquered, invaded him.


Kimon started to give him vigorous pelvic strokes, in a strong and virile back and forth thrusting while, bending onto his lover's beautiful body, caressed with both hands his fresh and strong body. Floriano turned back his head, Kimon moved forward and, after playing for a while with their tongues, they united in a passionate kiss, while Kimon was going on to toss inside him with virile pleasure.


In the neighbouring wing of the castle, in another room, Leudi and Mucius were also at the window, they too united in the same position, and were passionately making love. Leudi was hammering inside his beautiful Mucius with loving passion, and the squire was moaning love words, prey to the pleasure that his lover was giving him with that virile and yet tender penetration.


But that night the duke wasn't able to close eye, therefore he got off the bed, went out of his room and started to walk nervously and in a bad mood along the corridor of the ducal quarters. When he was at the end of the corridor, he opened the window and leaned out to breathe some fresh air. From a near window, that is that of his younger son's room, he heard moans and love words that the unaware Leudi and Mucius were exchanging. He at once understood what was happening in the room of his son and was furious; he ran into it, so catching the two youths, totally naked and still united in their intimacy.


Soon all the castle was woken up by the angry yelling of the duke. The man went back to his room, took his sword, determined to punish with the death the young squire, and went back in Leudi's room. Meanwhile the two lovers had summarily donned their clothes.


The yells of the duke attracted the attention also of the twelve friends who, hastily putting on a short tunic, ran to see what was happening. When they reached Leudi's room, from where the yells were coming, it was crowded with all the duke's family.


They saw the squire lying on the floor, Leudi kneeling at his side, who was saying, "... and before killing my Mucius, you will have to kill me, father!"


The duke, his sword raised with both hands and ready to strike with all his means, answered, "Why not! It's better to eliminate the rotten blood from my family!"


The duchess was clinging to her husband's arm, and cried trying to stop and calm down him. The twelve friends at once, opening their way amoung the crowd, interposed between the unlucky couple and the furious duke.


Altma talked for all of them, "Duke Beran-gair! Don't do something you will have later to repent!" he said aloud.


"Repent, I? I never repented for having done my duty! This unworthy son of mine disgraced my home and my name letting himself go to abominable practices with his squire! I have to wipe out this offence with their blood!" the duke roared, not at all placated.


"Possibly, duke, it really is the hand of fate that lead our paces to your castle." Altma then said, "To prevent you from accomplishing an act that would befall on you and all your family, with dangerous consequences. Calm down and come back to see reason." 


"My anger will be placated only when I have punished these two scoundrels with death!"


At this point Altma remembered a dream he had a few days before reaching the castle, and that he didn't understand then. So he hurriedly sent Bughail to take in their rooms the wooden box containing the long belt of green and red silk embroidered in gold that they bought from Marcus in Rome.


When Bughail gave it to him, Altma stretched it in horizontal between his hands, "Look here, duke - I will now prove you if your sword has or not to cut these two lives. Deliver your most powerful downward blow at the centre of this belt - if your sword will be able to cut it, their lives will be in your hands; but if it will not be able to cut it, their lives will be in my hands. Do you accept this test?"


The duchess wailed, the duke had a sneer and said, "I accept, yes! My sword is the sharpest one of the entire kingdom, it cut in two powerful cuirasses, strong lances, and cut off a few heads from their torsos. Keep it well tense, and far from your body - I don't want to shead your blood too."


"Don't worry, duke, as I don't!" Altma answered.


The duke rudely pushed away his wife, raised again his sword with both hands and delivered a terrible downward blow at the centre of the belt. A "Ooohhh" of amazement rose from everybody when the sword, as it hit the thin silk belt, bounced back without cutting it.


"What magic is this? What material is that belt made of?" the duke, frowning, asked with a more controlled tone of voice.


"it is just woven oriental silk, duke. And there is no magic and I will show you. Can you give me your sword just a moment?" Altma asked.


The duke handed him his sword. Altma folded in half the belt making a hook, slipped in it the sword and with a light movement, cut the belt in two.


"Now, duke, Leudi-brand and Mucius' lives are in my hands, no more in yours, as you promised."


The duke took again his sword, then wanted to check the two pieces of the beautiful belt, "There is no tricks... what magic is it, so?"


"There is no magic but, coming here, I foresaw this in a dream, as it would happen." Altma said.


"I have just only one word. I will spare the lives of these two wicked people and entrust them to you. But Leudi-brand is no more my son and I order that both of them leave forever my lands!"


"I thank you, duke. Tomorrow we will leave your castle, as we now know that the only reason for our visit was to rescue these two lives. The two youths will come with us."


Thus, the day after, the twelve friends took their horses, and together with Leudi and Mucius left the castle. They rode along the shores of the lake going upwards to the mountains. When they were out of the duke's lands, at a crossroad, Altma gave to the two unfortunate lovers the two pieces of the silk belt.


"Here our ways part. Take these two pieces, they are still long enough so that each of you can use and wear each half of the belt. We have now to leave you. Go, without worry... my dream also told me that, after a short period of difficulties, you will find a settlement allowing you to live together in ease and comfort and to share without dangers your love."


"Why don't you let us come with you, noble knights? We owe you our life, we would be honoured to become your loyal servants." Leudi-brand said and Mucius vigorously nodded in assent.


"No, this is not what I saw in my dream, and the twelve of us we have to go on in our way alone. We would have liked having you as friends and companions, but this is not what the destiny decided for us. Go in peace, dear friends, and love each other with all your heart."


"Farewell, then, Altma and also all of you, dear friends. We will never forget you and we will always wear these belts, in your memory and to remember the help you provided us. We will pray  God to assist you along your way back, and then also in your whole life."


So they parted. Passed the tall mountains, crossed a really wide, thick and dark forest, in Summer they were in sight of a fortified town raising from a low sandstone hill, along the ancient road connecting the Rhein river to the Donau river. There was no castle but strong towers spaced the walls out so that from far it resembled an emperor's crown. It was in fact the town of Norenberc, where the Saxon emperor went often to take his rest.


The twelve friends entered the town between two wings of people who looked at them with admiration and amazement. They reached a square with a fountain, and there soldiers with the imperial standards stopped them; their commander asked them who they were and what they were looking for.


Tantas, who was leading their caravan, answered, "We are pilgrims coming back from Rome, and we are riding to the north, going back to the court of our king Waltha of Niderhulig. We are looking for an inn where we would like to rest, before resuming our journey."


The commander answered, "You need to first obtain the authorization of our burgrave. This town belongs to the emperor and only his burgrave can authorize you to stop inside its walls."


"Well, where can we meet him to ask him his permission?"


"Here he is, just coming..." the soldier answered.


They in fact saw a man approaching on horse back being accompanied by more soldiers, all footmen, all armed with long halberds. He was a middle-aged man, still powerful, wearing a light blue tunic hemmed with white fur and covered by a green mantle with golden eagles embroidered on it. On his head he was wearing a round crown with eight points, each ending with a pearl.


"Welcome, knights, to the imperial town of Noremberc. I was waiting for you, and I already ordered to prepare some rooms for you in the count's house. I pray you to accept my hospitality, on behalf of our sovereign that I here represent."


"Were you waiting for us? How could you know about our coming?" Tantas asked, surprised.


"An old monk, a holy man, came yesterday to see me and announced me he had had a vision - he saw twelve horsemen coming from Rome, who would stop in our town. He also told me you are transporting a sacred relic..."


"So it is, noble burgrave."


"Come then with me, be my guests and have a rest for your long journey and later, do me the courtesy to let me see this precious relic."


He guided them to another square where, on one side, was a mansion built in red bricks, with a solemn and noble aspect. Through a wide external stairway they went to the first floor, entered a wide hall with the walls covered with drapes and from there the burgrave lead them to three wide adjoining rooms, each with four tall beds made of carved wood, ready to be used; two bigger beds were on a side and two smaller on the opposite side. Each room, in front of its door, had a window looking on the square. In each room there was a servant standing in front of the window.


"I leave you now, so that you can lie and have some rest. The house servants will assist you for any need you could have..."


They settled, then said to the servants they could go, as they didn't need their help any more.


Kossur then said, "I don't know why, but I don't trust that man, the burgrave... he could well have received the visit of that holy monk, as he said, but his curiosity to see the crown makes me suspicious."


"He didn't talk about the crown, but just of a holy relic." Tantas made him notice.


"Yes, but the only relic we have with us is the iron blade that keeps together the eight plates of the crown..." Kossur answered.


"We can show him the silver cup, that is anyway very ancient, and tell him that it is the relic we are bringing to our king..."


"What relic should it be?" Axel asked.


"We can say that it is the chalice with which Simeon Petrus, the first Apostle, celebrated the Lord liturgy..." Alfeo suggested.


"I don't like so much to lie in such a way." Jens retorted.


Harti then said, "Our first duty is to bring the crown safely to our king, and if in order to do so we have to say a lie, we will say it. It is just a question of wisdom, my friends."


The others agreed, and so they did.


When the burgrave invited them to tell him their deeds and adventures, and made so to lead the conversation on the "relic" they were carrying, they told him about the silver cup. The burgrave asked to see it, so they shoved it to the man. The burgrave admired it for a long while and the twelve friends noticed in his eyes a flash of cupidity, even though the man gave it back to them without saying a word.


They all went then to have some rest. When they were in their room, Axel and Derk, full of mutual desire, started to undress, to kiss and to caress each other all over their bodies, while their squires, Tantas and Kossur, were preparing to go to sleep.


Axel kneeled in front of his lover, who leaned against the tall edge of the bed, and started to lick and suck with devote pleasure the beautiful, erect and hard member of Derk, who closed his eyes, prey to pleasure, while caressing Axel's head and shoulders.


Tantas and Kossur were already lying each on his bed, and were looking at their knights with pleasure. Then Kossur uncovered himself and looked with an expression of silent invitation towards Tantas' bed. This one smiled to him, got off his bed and climbed on the bed of his boy.


"Our knights are beautiful, while they make love, aren't they?" Kossur asked in a whisper.


"We too are beautiful when we make love..." Tantas answered.


Kossur, lying on his back with his lover on top of him, spread and raised his legs and lowered them on his lover's shoulders. So offering himself to him. Tantas smiled at him and after skilfully kissing and caressing him, penetrated him with his powerful flesh spear. Kossur moaned in a low voice all his pleasure.


Derk and Axel, who meanwhile had also climbed on a bed, turned to look at them and Derk whispered, "Our squires are beautiful, while they make love, aren't they?"


"We too are beautiful when we make love..." Axel answered, unaware they had repeated exactly the same words that just before their squires had exchanged.


They remained for three days in the count's mansion, guests of the burgrave then they finally took leave and resumed their journey. At their first stop, Jens went to check their precious goods. As they had feared, the silver cup was missing from its wooden box but, luckily, the crown was still at its place.


"You were right, Harti, we did well to lie to the burgrave - he succeeded in stealing from us the silver cup..." Jens said.


What they didn't know was that, as soon as the burgrave, filled the cup of vine, drank it, fell heavily to the floor, dead and the cup disappeared.


"It's so. But I still ask myself what will be the use of the copper plate and of the steel dagger... They evidently have a close connection with this journey back home..." Harti said, thoughtful.


"Yes, I too think so... these four objects have been the key to allow us to find the mysterious cave, and now they seem to be the keys to allow us to bring the crown to our king..." Nikolaos commented.


They travelled through mountains and valleys, they crossed rivers and forests and summer was rapidly coming to its end.


Autumn had already started, when they were in sight of a small town rising at the border of the river Weser. The entire town resembled a building yard - all around teams of workmen were building a defence wall and in the centre there was a very wide building yard, and from the walls already tall as a standing man, it was clear they were building a cathedral. When they reached the town, they asked who was the Lord of that town and of the surrounding land. The came to know that it was the Bishop Clothar, coming from the Neustria, sent there by the king of the Francs.


They just heard that when three priests addressed them with the usual question they heard so many times during their journey. The twelve friends qualified themselves and, like the other times, said they were pilgrims coming from Rome. Then one of the three priests went hurriedly to tell the Bishop. He was soon back, telling them that the Lord of the town was waiting for them at the Episcopal Palace.


The bishop was waiting for them in the Palace Hall, sitting on a throne of very plain wood. He was a man of about thirty-five, in the fullest of his vigour, wearing a peculiar mix of religious, warrior and aristocrat's clothes. He wore in fact a sword at his side, a crown on his head, a big cross on his chest and the pastoral leaning against the throne. At his feet, on the dais of his throne, sitting on two cushions, were two boys of uncommon beauty. One was seventeen or eighteen-years old and was wearing the cassock of a minor clergyman, the other twenty or twenty-one years, wore rich court clothes in the Franc's style.


Clothar gave them the welcome and, after the twelve introduced themselves, introduced to them the two boys sitting at his feet, "This is Karl, my primicerius, and he is Hlodwig, my page. I never part from them, be I in peace, in war, at a hunt game or in the church... Never! They are my sons and their closeness is my support in all moments of my life..."


"Your sons, Excellency?" Alfeo asked, surprised, "Are you then married?"


The bishop laughed, then said, "No, I am not married and I didn't give them life... And yet... they are my sons."


"Spiritual sons." Alfeo nodded, thinking he had understood.


"All the souls of this town are my spiritual sons... But these two are my sons in the flesh..."


"I don't understand..." Alfeo protested, confused.


"You don't understand? And yet I know you are six couples and you live as... as spouses."


"You know that? How can you know such a thing, as you don't know us and you have just met us?"


"Dear friends, who like me loves the company of people of his own sex, is able to recognise those who share these same preferences."


Alfeo said, "But, your Excellency, when I was in a monastery, I was told that to... carnally love somebody of his own sex is a great sin. And yet you, a Bishop..."


The bishop-count smiled, "Yes, they say so... But in my opinion it could not be a sin that which comes from the instinct that the Creator gave to each of us, and even more when it doesn't harm anybody..."


"Doesn't it harm the human society, as with this kind of love the procreation doesn't happen?"


"If it was as you say," the bishop answered, "also the claim of Rome imposing celibacy onto her priests is harming the procreation, and should therefore be a sin."


"But a man's genitals aren't deemed to procreate?" insisted Alfeo.


"Of course, they are also deemed to procreation, as well to urinate and also to experience pleasure. The same as the mouth, deemed for eating, but also to breath, to talk... and to several kinds of pleasure... Don't you think, my dear boy, that I didn't ask myself these questions a thousand times? My answer is that, at least about this matter, our well beloved church is wrong..."


"And your Excellency loves both these boys?" Axel asked, rather perplexed. "I could not love of the same love two different persons..."


"Each of us is different, my handsome young man. Yes, I can love these two boys, and I love them with the same love. And they not only love me, but love each other as real brothers, even though not as lovers."


"Aren't they jealous of each other?" Derk asked.


"No, they are not. We three are living in perfect harmony. But now enough talking about us, I would like to hear about your deeds..."


The twelve friends felt they could trust that sincere man with such a sunny character, so they narrated him their entire story. 


They remained at the mansion of Clothar for some days then, well rested and refreshed, they decided to resume their journey. The bishop gave each of them a fastener with the twelve zodiac symbols. Then Jens, remembering their copper plate, proposed the others to give it to the bishop. Not all of them were sure about that, but when they took it in their hands saw that on it, instead of being represented three deer as they well remembered, were represented three young men holding each others hands, understood that it was right to give it to the bishop, who appreciated it very much.


They resumed their way to the north. As they reached the seashore, after a few days they found a Norsemen ship that took them to the island of Sjael. When they landed there, they crossed it on their horses. It was starting to be cold and the weather was more and more hard and grey. They were on a rise and from there it was possible to see the last stretch of sea they had to cross to reach the land that lead to the kingdom of their king Waltha, when they across a big group of Norseman horsemen who stopped them.


The one who seemed their leader,  a man with long blond braids asked them, "What are you doing here on my land?"


"Lord, we are going back to the land of our king, and we are crossing this land in peace. We are going to the sea shore in the hope of finding a boat to take us to the opposite shore." Alfeo answered in a respectful tone.


"What are you carrying on your pack horses?"


"Our weapons, our clothes, some food and beer-skins to relieve our journey."


"Are you carrying also gold?" the powerful man asked in a haughty tone.


"Very little, Sir, as we are almost at the end of our journey." Harti answered.


"Anybody passing on my land without having been invited has to pay me a toll. If you have with you too little gold, you will pay your toll working for me. You all seem young and strong. I'm just building a stronghold near the river, protected by a strong palisade and an embankment and your arms is just what I need..." the chieftain said, looking at them one after the other.


"We will be glad to give you an hand, if you would host us..." Harti suggested.


"Yes... I will host you... and you will work for me for the cycle of one full moon." the Norseman sentenced.


Escorted, or to better say watched over by the group of Norsemen, they went down towards the river and saw that at its mouth was a busy building yard. They noticed that the warriors were watching over several dozens of men who were hardly working, and who seemed to be servants if not slaves.


But what they didn't yet suspect was that the chieftain of that gang of warriors, laid his eyes on Tantas and decided to take him as his bed slave. As the vigorous warrior guessed that the twelve were very close to each other, he decided to use a stratagem. He invited all them, before starting to work for him, to share with him and his men, his mess. Unseen, he ordered his servants to add a powerful drug in the food of his guests.


So, after they ate all together in merriment, the twelve friends were seized by a strong sleepiness and one after the other fell down on the table, asleep. Then Knud, the chieftain, had each of them tightly bound, and had Tantas brought on his bed.


He undressed him, then undressed himself, his eyes filled with lust, and lay on the bed where he started to caress the young squire, excited at the thought that he could from now on profit of him at his pleasure.


He was already on top of him, and was brushing his hard member on the soft and velvety skin of Tantas, turning him around to be able to finally take him, when Kossur, who ate less than the others, woke up and became aware of what was going to happen. The boy understood that it was to no avail to try to wake up his companions, as they all were tightly tied. Their weapons and luggage were piled up in a corner of the wide tent, so he thought that if he was able to reach a blade, a dagger, he could try to free himself and run to the rescue of his lover.


Kossur didn't think a single moment that Knut, so big and powerful, could easily get the better of him - the only thing he cared, and urgently wanted, was to do something to rescue his lover and avoid the rape that was about happen. He looked around but saw that all their weapons were out of reach. He then remembered the dagger they had found in Rome and he ardently wished he had it in his hands.


A wonderful thing then happened - the pack where it was in its wooden box, seemed to vibrate, the box slipped out, fell without a noise on the ground and its cover opened. Kossur saw the gleaming of the sharp steel blade and desired he could use it to free himself. The dagger seemed to shine more intensely, then hovered in mid-air, slowly flew to Kossur and cut the rope imprisoning him.


While Kossur was standing up he saw the dagger was flying to free all his companions. He then silently moved to take his weapons. One after the other the others were freed and they woke up, at once becoming aware of what was about to happen.


Knut, totally inflamed by his lust to enjoy the beautiful Tantas, didn't perceive anything. He was putting his prisoner in position to be able to finally penetrate him and so give vent on him of his yens, when suddenly a voice made him become still. He then saw around him the twelve friends of Tantas, awake and with their weapons in their hands.


"Leave immediately that boy!" Kimon ordered with a menacing voice.


Knut tried to seize his sword that was near him, but Derk put a foot on it.


"You had better to leave at once Tantas and to dress up, if you don't want us to put an end to your life!" Axel said.


"What would you do, you idiot strangers? I have just to raise my voice and dozens of my warriors will run here and cut you in pieces! Let down your weapons, it will be better for you." He said in a self- assured tone and an amused sneer.


Kossur then thought of the magic dagger and in his mind asked it to help him. The dagger hovered in the air and flew to Knut's throat, stopping just when its sharp tip was brushing against it. Knut, more than for the menace of the dagger, was scared by the fact that he clearly saw that it was acting as if it had its own will. He tried to take it away from his throat but in spite of all his efforts, he wasn't able. He grew pale and looked at the eleven friends with wide eyes.


"What kind of magic is this?" he asked with raucous voice.


"We have been sent on a mission by our king for a sacred quest, and you violated the sacredness of our persons, attempting to rape our friend. Don't try, hence, to oppose to us - let us go with honour and nothing will happen to you..."


In spite of all Knut was not ready to surrender, therefore he threw a call. At once his men ran headlong into the tent, their weapons in their hands. But even before the eleven friends of Tantas could face them with their weapons, the dagger flew in the air and with a set of incredible twirls, in a flash disarmed all the Norseman warriors that, seized by fear for that prodigy, ran away taking to their heels. Then the dagger went back to Knut's throat.


The man was now literally terrorized and his erection had disappeared, "All right, all right, take your friend and go immediately from my land. I don't want to have anything more to do with you, you are sorcerers, not human beings!"


"No, we are just six knights with their six squires and not sorcerers. Now we will leave, but you have first to find a ship to take us from here to Lund." Harti said.


"All you want, as long as you at once abandon my land!"


"Put on your clothes and go to give the needed orders. You will also gave us have some food and drinks to carry out our journey. And you will call the town you are building, to remember this event, Havn."


"Havn? Why Havn?" Knut asked while he was dressing, his face dark for having had a let down.


"In our language it means dagger, to remind you that there exists a power superior to that of weapons, of human body or of deception."


Kossur dressed up Tantas who finally woke up, totally unaware of what had just happened, Kossur kissed him and told him everything.


Knut, the dagger always following him in each of his movements with a great astonishment of all his men, gave all the needed orders. A great boat with a single sail was immediately rigged and on it boarded the twelve friends, with their horses, luggage and food provisions. Then the big boat set out to the east and sailed until it reached the opposite shore of the sea strait.


Once the twelve friends were safe, the dagger fell to the ground at Knut's feet. The man picked it up, studying it for a long time, felt somewhat hesitant if to keep it or to throw it in the sea, then slipped it under his belt. But as he did so, with his utmost amazement, the dagger again hovered in the air and with a hissing sound went to stick, to the hilt, in the trunk of a big tree that was nearby. To no avail Knut and his men made the biggest efforts to take it out. At the end they gave up and called that place Kobn-havn, that is "The place of the dagger".


Meanwhile the twelve young men, mounted their horses, took the road to the north searching for the Hulig river, to follow it to the lands of king Waltha. Along the road all who crossed them stopped to look at them, both because they were twelve really beautiful young men, and for their rich and elegant clothes, of a foreign style, like nobody ever saw in those lands.




CHAPTER 12


DISAPPEARANCE OF THE CROWN






THE USURPER

The winter was more severe than all the others they ever had experienced in those foreign lands. Blizzards were following blizzards and the twelve friends were preceeding with difficulty towards the land of their king.


In the castle, the king was wandering about the rooms, feeling agitated. None of the knights he sent on the quest for the iron crown was still back, Arseno, after leaving the castle with that child didn't show again and almost to worsen the situation, that winter was the harshest he ever experienced in all his life. The closeness of his three sons and of the queen could soothe very little the pain he was feeling inside his heart.


King Waltha often asked himself if he did well to send his three best knights on the quest for the iron crown. He feared he had sacrificed them to his desire and this saddened the good king. If he just could have opened his heart to the old Arseno! The wizard had always been at his side in the difficult moments, and his wisdom always had had the power to infuse him courage and strength.


Down in the High-city, in the old and wide house with the straw roof, also the witch Zedee was walking back and forth, restless. All long all those years of waiting, she prepared numberless times the potion of the magic vision, hoping to single out the three knights who had to bring back the iron crown. On the quivering surface of the greenish liquid no image was taking shape to tell her if the three knights found the crown or where they were.


Zedee even dreaded that the potion she prepared in her cauldron could have lost its power, or that she could have made mistakes in preparing it. It was essential, if the three knights with their squires found the crown that she intercepted them in time to be able to steal it from them in order to give it to her son Atlah, who could so become the king of that country and would have a power that nothing and nobody could resist.


In the mean while Atlah was at the upper floor, shut in his room with a couple of young merchants that he succeeded in bewitching just a few days before on the market place. As he liked, while he was mounting with rude violence the woman, he had her cousin mount him with vigour. Atlah was not yet tired neither of the eighteen years old girl nor of the twenty-four years old young man, and he was enjoying them both, day after day, even several times each day, with an unappeasable lust. To avoid the two from getting tired of those sex jousts, he made them drink, with each meal, a potion of herbs that increased their sexual resistance and yen.


He liked feeling the hard member of the young man hammer inside him with violence, so pushing deeper, with each stroke, his hot member into the girl's vagina. He kissed them, in turns, with passionate kisses, pushing his tongue deeply into their mouths, and scratched their limbs with his hooked nails as his enjoyment was increasing and his orgasm approaching. When he finally reached it, he howled his pleasure almost like a hungry wolf in the winter nights. His mother hearing him smiled, proud for the ravenous luxury of her son.


One night, while her son was sleeping sated between his two sexual slaves, Zedee prepared for the umpteenth time in the cauldron her concoction and she finally saw an image taking shape on the greenish and steaming surface - from a big boat with a square sail and a curve, tall prow, were landing twelve young men on their horses, and in three of them she recognised the three knights she was waiting for years - Harti, Axel and Jens.


She emitted a low and gurgling laughter of satisfaction - if they were back, it meant they had found the iron crown! She uttered some magic words and saw it, enclosed in the golden casket, inside the iron one and inside the wooden one. It was splendid, and soon it would belong to her son. Atlah would at last reign over all the lands belonging now to king Waltha, and possibly also on the neighbouring kingdoms. And she would live like a real queen!


She had planned for a long time how to cheat to the knights to seize the crown before it could fall in king Waltha's hands. She knew plenty of enchantments and she would use all of them. She already knew she would never be able to charm those men so unresponsive to the womanly graces, no, it was not that the right way. But she could do so that her Altha assumed the features of king Waltha, and herself those of the queen, go to meet the knights before they reached the capital and have them give her the crown.


The only problem was that the king and the queen would never leave the castle without an adequate escort of dames and knights. But to this also she could possibly get round. She hurriedly went to her son's room and woke him up.


"Put on your clothes, Atlah, hurry up, we have to go." she said in an urgent tone.


"But mother! It's still night, let me in peace!"


"No, obey immediately, don't make a fuss. You will see that it is worth. If you do all I am going to tell you to do, you will for sure have nothing to regret, on the contrary,"


"But what can I do of these two? I still want to enjoy them for a while,"


"When we will have done what we have to do, we will have at our entire mercy all the males and all the females you can desire, and even without needing to do a spell to get them."


"All I want? Without spells?" the young man asked, his eyes shining with lust.


"Of course, I can assure you. Now send away these two and prepare yourself, we will have to walk all night. Cover yourself well, outside it's very cold, the snowfall is heavy."


Atlah sent away his two bed companions, with some regret, and carefully muffled himself up. Meanwhile his mother put in a sack all the ingredients she needed to do the enchantments that would help her to fool the knights.


They went out in the dark and cold night, sheltering as they best could from the icy and cutting wind that was blowing between the houses with a sinister howling. They reached the valley gate and Zedee put a spell on the guards who at once opened for them the postern gate letting them go out.


They took the road that, flanking the river Hulig, was leading to the lake. They walked all the night and just after dawn they reached a small village still asleep.


"Mother, will you tell me where the fuck are we going, and what the fuck to do?" the young Atlah asked, gloomy.


"Atlah, my son, I'm keeping my surprise for you. But you have first to help me to do an enchantment. Go and gather some wood, we have to light a fire." 


"One of your usual spells? To do what?"


"You will see, you will see,"


They lit the fire, and then Zedee took from her sack some herbs, roots and special preparations and threw them on it. Soon a thick, acrid violet smoke rose and started to spread all over the village. Atlah was looking at his mother with a bored expression.



"Mephitic air, breath of witch,

All the villagers bound to me.

Old people and children let still asleep,

But men and women to me have to obey.

Make them awake and come out here,

To give us two the owed honours.

In knights and dames transform all of them,

To get in our hands all this kingdom,"


the woman declaimed tracing in the air mysterious signs with both hands.


Atlah looked at his mother with an air half bored half curious. The doors of the village poor houses started to open and out trugged the men and women who gathered around them and the fire as if they were puppets devoid of any will. 


Zedee then threw another handful of dusts and herbs on the fire and a yellow smoke gushed out. As the yellow cloud wrapped the crowd, they lost their humble and shabby aspect, straightened up assuming a proud air and a noble gait, and their clothes started to change shape and colours so that in a short while they all seemed to be the dames of the queen and the knights of the king.


Zedee threw a last handful of her concoctions and a red cloud come rose out of the fire, "Breathe this smoke, Atlah, breathe it deeply!" the woman ordered him, bending herself too to breathe it.


And lo! Atlah assumed the aspect and the clothes of king Waltha, and Zedee those of the queen his wife.


"Well," Atlah said, amused, "what's the use of that masquerade? Now we resemble the king and the queen, and we have even a semblance of a court, but we haven't the power, I know you aren't able to give me that also,"


"Not I, my son. But soon you will be able to seize it in your hands, literally," Zedee said triumphant, and finally explained to her son the story of the iron crown and what they were about to do.


"That crown will really give me the power of a king?" the young man asked with a sneer.


"Certainly!"


"And I can have all I want, without any limit?"


"So it is!"


"All the males and females I want in my bed, all the gold and silver I desire in my coffers, all the food and drinks I want on my table?"


"Exactly so."


"I adore you, my dear mother! I will finally get a life worth to be lived!" the young man exclaimed, excited.


"Remember, Atlah, that from now on you have to say you are Waltha and I your spouse,"


"Should I also screw you, dear mother?" the youth asked, laughing out loud.


"No, we will have to pretend only until you have the crown in your hands. We will then resume our real aspect and nothing and none will ever hinder us. We have now just to wait until the knights pass here to go to the capital, and do as I explained you."


In the mean time the twelve friends were climbing up the road flanking the river Hulig, going to the capital, happy and unaware. Soon their king, who was a good and wise man, valiant and strong, would wear the sacred crown and he would rule making the justice and wisdom triumphant, exerting the right power and the law. All of them were conscious that, thanks to their enterprise, the good king would be remembered for centuries and centuries.


When they were in sight of the village where Zedee was waiting for them, Kimon was the first to see that, at the village entrance, there was a crowd standing on the road, as if they were waiting for them. Drawing nearer the twelve friends recognised the king and the queen, surrounded by the court.


"Isn't it odd, Harti, that they came to meet us here with all the court?" Jens asked.


"I don't think so. After such a long waiting, Arseno possibly told our king we were coming back with the crown and the king decided to honour us coming to meet us at mid-way, instead than just waiting in his castle," Harti answered.


"But how does it come that they are on foot? Where are their horses?" Axel asked.


"They should be behind the houses, where the villagers are taking care of them," Harti quietly answered.


When they were in front of whom they believed to be king Waltha, all twelve dismounted and kneeled on the road.


"Our good king, we salute you! We are glad to finally see you again, after so long years!" Harti said.


Zedee, slightly frowning, asked, "You left just as six knights, how come you return as twelve?"


"The other six are companions we met along our journey, who united to us in the quest for the iron crown. They shared with us hardships, dangers and adventures, and now they ask you to be admitted into the king's service." Harti explained.


"The crown, where is the crown?" Atlah asked, impatient.


Derk was a little surprised by that tone, but took the sack from the horse, extracted the wooden coffer and deposed it in front of the man whom he believed to be his king.


"Open it!" Atlah ordered.


Derk took away the wooden cover, extracted the iron casket and put it on the ground, then opened its cover, extracted the gold casket and opened this also.


Zedee was triumphant, her eyes shone. "My good husband," she said with a mellifluous voice to her son, knowing that he only could with impunity touch at the crown, "take the crown and put it on your head."


Atlah bent down with a smile, took the crown with both hands, straightened up and, slowly, wore it.


"Here it is, that's done. I am now the most powerful king on earth!" he exclaimed, satisfied.


"Yes, my son!" Zedee said and burst in laughter as she saw the surprised expressions of the twelve friends, who were still kneeling on the road, then added, "Poor dumb little men! Stay on your knees in the dust and swear obedience to your new king, my son Atlah!"


She made a gesture with her hands and all the villagers fell down on the ground, senseless, their clothes turned back to poor patched-up rags and the witch and her son resumed their real aspect.


The twelve at once stood up, their hands at their swords, but Zedee stopped them with a gesture, "Don't move, idiots! You can do nothing against Atlah! Swear him obedience, for your good!"


"How is it possible he could wear the crown without dying?" Harti exclaimed, astounded. "Only the son of a king can wear it with impunity!"


Zedee laughed scornfully, "But my Atlah is the son of a king, his father in fact is the father of Waltha. And now, at last, the rank of my son will be recognised. Atlah is your new king."


"Never! We rather prefer the death than to betray our king, the only king, Waltha!" Axel yelled, unsheathing his sword.


"Mother, should I make them die?" Atlah asked amused, and not at all scared.


"You don't need to. They will suffer much more alive and free in their helplessness, meditating on the facts. They dared to humiliate me, now it's the time of their complete humiliation, when they will see their Waltha, his wife and their three sons serve us like the lowest servants."


"Our king will never bend to such a thing!" Jens exclaimed, unsheathing his turn his sword.


Also all the other friends unsheathed all their swords and all together hurled themselves against the witch and her son. But as they were just at one step from them, they froze - a powerful and mysterious force prevented them advancing any further to use their swords against the two usurpers.


Atlah laughed and asked, "Mother, what will we do with these foolish men? I would rather take one after the other to my bed, after all they are not bad at all."


"No, my dear son, it will be more amusing ordering them to escort us to the castle - just think how much they will suffer in being powerless to help their Waltha, seeing him humiliated and not being able to do anything. They have to stay with us and witness all we will do, without being able to move even just a finger to avoid it, Don't you think it way better than just submit them to your yen? You don't need them, you have all the kingdom in your hands to amuse yourself,"


"You are right, mother. So, then, I order you to give us the most beautiful of your horses, and to escort us to the castle!" Atlah said in a haughty tone.


The twelve friends could do nothing else but to obey, in spite of being furious with rage. So the train moved towards the capital. As it was full day, the city gates were open. They passed through the Low-city, then the High-city, and finally entered the castle esplanade.


Atlah dismounted and said to the major-domo who came out to see who had just arrived, "Lead me to Waltha, hurry up!"


The man couldn't oppose that order and led them to the castle hall. In the meanwhile the king Waltha, seeing the train come and thinking he recognised in some of the men the six knights he sent in the quest for the iron crown, had just reached the great hall.


Thus Atlah and Waltha met in the hall.


"Hey, Waltha, my dear half-brother, the day has came when justice is restored!"


"Who are you? And how can you wear unpunished the iron crown?" Waltha asked, amazed, then he looked at the knights, "You had to give to me that crown," he asked more astounded than in an accusation tone.


"Sire, he fooled us, he assumed your aspect and came to meet us. Unhappily he too is the son of your father, he could therefore take the crown with his hands and wear it, without dying for that, before he reassumed his aspect. Too late we thus became aware of his fraud." Harti said in a sorrowful tone.


"Yes, Waltha, he is my son Atlah, and the son of your father and hence of royal blood. And now he is the king of all this land, and your king too! Bow in front of him!" Zedee said, radiant.


"Never! If he is the son of my father he is a bastard son, and according to our laws he should have been killed even before to see the light!" Waltha said.


"Oh, yes, you will bow in front of me and you will serve me. About that law, I, being the new king, repeal it - the bastard sons will from now on inherit all the father's belongings and the legitimate sons will have to serve them! About you, Waltha, now you will take out all those precious clothes and give them to me, while you will wear my cheap clothes. Obey!"


King Waltha, in spite of being furious and aroused to indignation, felt compelled to do what Atlah commanded him. He took off his beautiful sword studded with gems and the elegant clothes he was wearing and wore the clothes that meanwhile Atlah had taken off.


"No, you are still too well dressed, so. Go immediately to the stables and swap these clothes with those of the worst clothed stable man! And you, former queen, take my mother to your rooms and make her choose the most beautiful clothes, and about your three sons, they will be my personal servants, after all they are my nephews. Aren't they? How old are you, boys?"


The older, Sverger, answered, "I am fifteen years old, my brother Torgils is thirteen, and the little one, Kjell, is ten,"


"And I bet you all are still virgin, aren't you?"


"Of course we are!" Sverger answered with pride.


"But you will not remain so for long time. I can assure you!" Atlah answered sneering.


"Atlah, you will not dare to profane their purity! They are still children!" Axel protested, scandalised.


"I will dare, for sure I will dare. But don't worry, I don't like so much children, therefore at the right moment I will start amusing myself only with Sverger, for a couple of years or three, I will then deflower Torgils, and two or three years later, I will take care also of the nice little arse of Kjell. As you see, I am a wise and reasonable king, am I not?" Altha said and started to laugh scornfully. He then added, "And I will tell you more, you twelve will be the witnesses of my deflowering of these three boys, I want all of you around my bed, each time I will enjoy their virgin hole!"


The twelve protested, but they knew that, even against their will, they would have to obey also to that last horrible order.


Then Atlah went to sit on the throne and ordered that all the aristocrats, the chiefs, the knights of the kingdom went to prostrate at his feet in sign of obedience, and to bring at court all their younger sons and daughters so that he could take them on his bed each time he felt like.


He also ordered that all his subjects had to give to the crown one third of all their income. Those who refused, had to be lashed in the public square, be he a farmer, an artisan or a noble,


When the evening came, Zedee, clothed as a queen, said to her son, "So, Altha, are you happy with the gift your mother gave you? Do you see that my promises, that you never wanted to believe, are all becoming reality?"


"Yes, mother, I should admit that you are right. But now let me take off this crown, I didn't think it was so heavy,"


"Be careful, my son. If you give orders without wearing it, your orders can be disobeyed,"


"I will always have it at hands reach, don't worry. But it is really heavy. Anyway, I can't for sure sleep with it on my head,"


"But when you take it off, be sure you have carefully shut all the doors of the room where you are, so that nobody can harm you or steal it."


"But only those of royal blood can touch it, isn't it so?"


"Sure, but remember that in this castle Waltha and his three sons can touch it. If they seize it, we will be lost, never forget it! Moreover, wrapping it in a cloth, is possible to take it away without touching it,"


"I will be careful, and tonight, when I will screw in the arse my dear cousin Sverger, I will keep it on my head! Now go, mother, I want to amuse myself a little," Atlah said, laughing.


He then summoned the twelve friends in the royal bedroom and ordered them to go to look for Sverger, to take him there to him, to undress him, and to make him ready on his bed.


As they were out of the room, Harti asked the others, "What can we do to avoid such an shame? How can we rescue Sverger from his horrible fate?"


"If at least Arseno were here at the castle, but I've heard that he left just after our departure and he never came back," Jens sadly said. 


"We could tell him to hide, then to tell Atlah we couldn't find him." Kimon suggested.


"It would be useless, he would just have to order us to find him and to take him to his room, and we could not oppose." Derk said sorrowfully.


Meanwhile Sverger came where they were and heard their discussion, so he said, "Don't worry, that man can use violence to my body, not to my spirit. Unfortunately we cannot oppose to his sick mind. But my father explained to me that as more bad, perverse, unfair things he will do, so more the crown he stole from you will become heavy on his head and if he doesn't mend his ways, the iron crown will kill him."


"I really think he will never mend his ways." Axel commented with sadness.


"So much the better, he will therefore die soon and we will finally get rid of him." Sverger then said, with a serenity that hit the twelve friends. Then the boy added, "Come on, take heart, take me to him. I am ready, as I know that my sacrifice will not be useless!"


The twelve friends, their heart full of sorrow, escorted the young prince into the room where Atlah was waiting. When they entered, the son of the witch ordered, "Good boys! Now bare him totally and bring him here on my bed."


Sverger made a sign to the twelve not to move and started to undress by himself, looking straight Atlah in his eyes with a look firm and full of dignity then, once he was naked, went on the bed.


Atlah laughed, "Ha, dear cousin Sverger, I see that you are longing to having a good taste of my cock in you virgin little arse! But you have to first suck it for a while, to make it become even harder. And you all have to look, to look carefully how I take my amusement with him; it's an order!"


The twelve friends would have liked better to die, they would have liked the floor to swallow them, but they could do nothing but obey. More than one of them had tears in his eyes. 


Atlah undressed, always careful to maintain the iron crown on his head, then kneeled on the bed and showed his already hard member towards his cousin. Sverger bent down and started to satisfy him with his mouth. Atlah seized his head and started to screw him in the mouth, each time pushing it as deeper as he could, laughing each time the boy had a retch at that violent intrusion.


Then Atlah ordered the boy to turn around, to go on all his four and tried violently to penetrate him. After several attempts, each time more violent, he finally succeeded in winning the natural resistance of the inviolate hole and with a triumph yell sank inside him. He then started to hammer in him with wild fury, grunting like an animal, abusing his cousin with lewd expressions, keeping him still at the waist at each mad stroke with which he impaled him.


Sverger shut his eyes and silent tears started to run on his cheeks, but he didn't utter the lesser sound. The twelve friends were disgusted and upset and in spite they were trying with all their forces to hurl themselves on that bed to stop such a horror, they were unable to move. They couldn't either turn away their eyes or close them. They had thus to assist to that rape, totally powerless.


Atlah was amusing himself, and was doing his best to delay his orgasm, to enjoy as long as possible that wild ride and so humiliate his cousin.


"Are you enjoying it, Sverger? Look at him, look at him you all, be my witnesses of how the one who was presumed to be the heir of a kingdom became nothing more than a little whore at my total disposal! He wanted the baton of command and instead he has to take my baton in his arse, isn't that amusing?"


But while he was going on so, the crown on his head was becoming more and more heavy, so that at a certain point Atlah had to stop and brought his hands at the crown to try to take it away. But he saw that the twelve friends were following with careful attention each of his moves and understood that, if he took off the crown, he would risk finding himself in their power. He therefore lowered again his hands, pushed away from himself his cousin with a strong push slipping out of his aching hole.


He yelled in anger, "Go away! Everybody out of here! Go away!"


The twelve friends took the clothes of the prince, helped him to dress and escorted him out of that room. As they were out they heard the door bolt fall in place and shut it.


"Sverger, we are so distressed," Harti said.


"Not I, my noble friends. Just, I pray you, not to sadden my father and my mother more than they already are, don't tell them what you had to witness."


"Certainly not, we swear!" Jens answered for all of them.


In the following days Atlah did all that was in his power to humiliate Waltha, the queen and all the court dignitaries, and his crown was becoming each time heavier and heavier. But this, instead of convincing him to cease with his perverse games, was making him more and more furious.


Zedee in the mean time was amusing herself in her own way, mainly confiscating estates, taking to her bed married men under the eyes of their wives, and when her son complained for the heaviness of the crown, answered him, bored, to stop always complaining and to enjoy what he could get without anybody able to oppose.


But Atlah, more than for the problem of the crown, was furious for the proud and challenging glance of Waltha and his family.


So, determined to tame once and for ever Waltha, he summoned him in presence of all the court and ordered him to sodomize, there in the hall, in front of all his family and all the court, first his wife, then all his three sons, and finally to cut all their throats.


Waltha flared up and said that he would rather die.


Atlah laughed, amused, "You well know that you cannot oppose my orders! You will do it now, and you will not die, as you will have to suffer all your life long. Stop then with all your chattering, and do immediately what I ordered you!"


Altma rose up, "You cannot order such a monstrous thing! Stop it Atlah. Or you will regret!"


The son of the witch sat on the throne and burst in laughter, "Well, Altma, as you are so sensitive, it will be you who keep still Waltha's wife while he will tear away from her the rags she wears, while he will fuck her arse, and also when he will cut her throat. Go, it's an order!"


Altma tried to resist, but in spite of himself he had to move, to go near the queen and seize her arms.


Crying, he said, "My Lady, forgive me, it is not my will to make me do this. I would like to die..."


The queen smiled sorrowfully, "We all know it. Evil got hold of this kingdom, but not yet of your heart."


Altma then yelled, "I curse you, Atlah, I curse you! May you die with the worst torments, and may your name be execrated for all the generations!"


Atlah burst in laughter and said, "Waltha, tear away from that whore of your wife all her clothes, now! Then fuck her like the bitch she is!"


Waltha tried to resist to that order, he was pale for his efforts not to move from his place, but a power superior to his will forced him to move. When he was in front of the queen, he attempted a last desperate resistance, but to no avail.


While he was raising his hands to seize his wife clothes and tear them, Waltha said to her, "My queen, you know that I love you! My love for you will never end, any thing may happens!"


Atlah burst again in laughter, "Love! Love! How pathetic you are, Waltha. Love doesn't exist. Only power exists, and now power is in my ha..."


He couldn't end his sentence. The iron crown all of a sudden became heavy, more and more. Atlah brought his hands to it, screaming, trying to take it away form his head. He staggered, fell from the throne on the floor, wriggling and screaming, but the crown didn't fall from his head. Atlah was writhing on the floor. All the lanterns died out as for a powerful blow than nobody could feel. The earth trembled and from its bowels came out a deep and dreadful groan.


Zedee ran to her son screaming in her turn like a mad woman and tried to take away the crown from her son's head, but as soon as she touched it, from the crown sprang out a lightning, a deafening rumble filled the hall and the woman fell on the floor, burnt out. Then also Atlah, with a last agonizing scream, died, his eyes and mouth wide open.


Then the iron crown, with a dazzling flash that left everybody blind for some moments, disappeared.


For a short time everybody remained still, as petrified, trembling. Then Waltha embraced his wife, called their sons and all five hugged tightly, crying.


The twelve friends embraced each other, relieved, then also all the people in the hall embraced each other, festive.


Then Waltha spoke, "The nightmare is over, my valiant friends, we are at last again free. Evil killed himself!"


He then ordered a pyre to be built on the castle esplanade and to burn the two corpses. Their ashes were then dumped in a deep hole and covered with earth. On it was spread abundant salt and was poured spring water on it, so that nothing could grow on it. The place was then surrounded with a ring of white stones, and was called the "grave of evil".


Everybody avoided that place for it was forever more filled with fear.






THE RESTORATION


First of all Waltha gave back to his subjects all that Zedee and her son had collected at their advantage and did his best to put the evil they had done right, with wisdom and justice.


He then summoned the twelve friends at his presence.


Harti kneeled in front of him and said to his king, "Waltha, we did our best to bring you the iron crown as you ordered us. But we let those two fool us, like the most naive of the children. Can you ever forgive us?"


Waltha smiled, "No, it is me who has to ask your forgiveness. You obeyed my orders, so losing the best years of your youth to grant my desire. I should have been a wise, fair, good king, but I only caused grief to my subjects and to you. It is really me the one who has to ask for forgiveness."


Jens then said, "No, king Waltha, your purpose was good, and rather very good. You are a good, wise and fair king, and you just hoped, thanks be to the crown, to become even more so."


Axel said, "But after all, our beloved king, you didn't really need the crown. We know that without needing to wear on your head any crown, you will always be a fair, good and wise king."


Waltha said, "You are generous telling me so. But you see, I evidently wasn't wise enough, because I didn't understand I really didn't need it. But now I've learned the lesson - we have to find inside our heart, in our will, in our intelligence and not in a crown the strength to become more and more wise, good and fair.


"But now, as before sending you on the quest of the iron crown I had a dream, and several aspects of that dream already came true, I now feel I have to realize also the remaining part. I saw, in the deepest darkness, twelve stars slowly falling all around me with faint silent trails, and this has clearly been the period when you had to obey the usurper in spite of yourself.


"But then I saw that each star was lighting a part of my kingdom which became again green, full of life, towns and villages again alive at their place, as well as all the mountains and the river... This is why I decide that my kingdom will be organised in twelve parts and each of these parts will be entrusted to one of you, as a peer of my kingdom. But you will not have to reside there, because I want you all here with me, as my councillors and friends.


"I therefore will knight the six friends you brought here with you from your journey as your squires, as I know they desire to enter into my service, as they already loyally served me even before meeting me. Waiting for the organisation of the ceremony, you will not to go back to your houses, but you will be my guests here, in my castle."


Then Waltha summoned a skilled master builder and in great secret ordered him a new building, to erect on the rock spur that was northwest of the castle, and united to it by a covered stairway. It had to be a circular two floors building, with a corridor reaching its centre, in which were opening six doors leading to the same number of apartments, composed of four rooms each. The stairway then proceeded, always covered, leaning against the external wall, to the upper floor. Here was a great hall with twelve arched windows and between two of them the entrance door.


In the upper hall, having a vaulted roof formed by six great arches crossing near the centre so drawing a star, he had a wide round table set, sustained by the big stump of a very ancient tree, All around the table there would be thirteen tall seats, all exactly identical. At the sides of each window there would be two stone seats. At the centre of the vaulted roof, hanging down from the keystone, there would be a great chandelier with thirty-six lamps hanging in three concentric circles.


Each apartment of the lower floor had a wide canopy bed in an external room and two twin beds in the side room, while in the internal rooms there was a table with chairs, and shelves, the wall that had also the entrance door, and trunks and shelves on the last room. At the centre amongst the four rooms there was a circular fireplace to warm them in the cold months.


When the building was ready with the carved furniture installed and the tapestry at the walls and fur carpets on the floor, king Waltha gathered all the court in the esplanade in front of the castle and announced he was going to knight Alfeo, Nikolaos, Floriano, Bughail and Tantas. He then announced that all twelve of them would be nominated peers of the kingdom and his councillors, and with a second ceremony he imposed them the collar symbol of their new rank.


He then led them to the new building. And told each couple to chose one of the apartments.


Finally he led them to the upper floor, everybody sat on one of the tall seats and Waltha said, "This will be the hall of our meetings. As you can see, no seat is more important that the others, as here we will really be peers. But now each of you has to choose his new squire. Like you, they have to be couples and lovers, like you they will not have a wife or children. And when one of us will leave this world, like my son will take my place, so your squire will have your place and will have to choose a new squire who in his turn will one day succeed him. You are my real iron crown, I don't need any other crown, you will be the ones helping me to be fair, good and wise, helping me with your advice, with your assistance."


Harti, being the elder, talked on the others behalf, "Yes, my king and friend, our lives will always be in your hands and we will serve you with honour and devotion to the very last breath of our lives. We will chose amongst the youths of the kingdom the most worth to take one day our places to assist your son when he will be king."


So the twelve settled in the lower floor apartments. Already that first night made love with joy and passion, with desire and tenderness. Then each of them went to the territory the king had put under his governance, to choose there his new squire. It was not of importance the youth to be a farmer, an craftsman, a merchant or of noble family - he had to be strong, loyal, generous, clever, and a lover of his own sex. As they found their squire within the year they allowed themselves, they all went back to the king's castle.


It was a day of spring when the king, leaning at the balcony with his wife and his three sons, saw coming through the esplanade of the castle a man wearing a beautiful tunic and a tall pointed hat that he well knew, Waltha for a moment thought he was his friend Arseno, the old court wizard. Thus he ran headlong down the stairway to meet him, feeling full of joy.


But when he was in front of the newcomer, he saw he was a young man, "Who are you..." he then asked him.


The young man smiled, "King Waltha, I am back... I am the new Arseno... You can't remember me, the last time you saw me I was just a somewhat scared, little child..."


"Arseno?" the king exclaimed, "So you are our new Arseno. My good old friend kept his word, then. Will you now remain forever here with me, with us?"


"Certainly yes."


"Do you know what happened here in all these years?"


"Yes, its echo reached us up there on the sacred mountain."


"So, you also know that I couldn't have the iron crown, that I could just see it..."


"Yes, as I know also about the usurper. But you see, my king, that crown did anyway bring you wonderful results, after a great suffering..."


"It is true, I learned many things, thank to it."


"Not only, but you also found twelve valuable councillors. Twelve like the hours of the day, like the months of the year, like the constellations in the sky..."


"And now I have you again, my new Arseno... I hope we will become friends as I was with my good old Arseno."


"So it will surely be. But now I have to see your son Sverger... give me the key of my quarters, and send him up there to me."


King Waltha went immediately to take the key and accompanied Arseno to the top of the tower where the old wizard had lived. The young wizard went in and at once started to prepare a potion.


After some time Sverger knocked at his door, "My father told me I had to come and see you... are you the new court wizard?"


"Yes, prince, the new one and the old one at the same time, as the old Arseno passed me all his powers. Have a seat. I know that during the short reign of the usurper something very unpleasant happened to you..."


The boy blushed, "They swore to me that they wouldn't tell to anybody... also my father came to know about it?"


Arseno smiled, "No, Sverger, they didn't tell this to anybody. And no one besides me nobody knows about it. But I know that what happened to you deeply troubled you, and that still in these days, during the night, you live that horrible moment over again and that it haunts you as a nightmare..."


"It is true..." the boy admitted, "I try not to think about it, to resign myself, but... I know it has not been my fault, and yet..."


"Yes. Then drink this potion I prepared expressly for you - it wouldn't erase your memories, but it will give you the needed serenity and will totally heal your spirit as well as your body. Drink it, prince, and be healed!"


Sverger drank and at once felt permeated like by an inner fire, and then a sweet somnolence seized him, and felt asleep on his seat. Arseno stood up and put his hands one on the boy's hand and the other on his heart, and chanted some magic formulas. He then gently shook the young prince waking him up.


"How do you feel, Sverger?"


The boy looked at him with luminous eyes, "I'm feeling well... I'm feeling again well, my heart is free from anguish, my mind free from shame, my spirit free from dirtiness..."


"Yes, Sverger, do your best to keep you clean inside and outside, and one day you too will be a good king as your father is." 






A SAD EPILOGUE


So in the land of Niderhulig everybody lived in peace and harmony for several generations, under the rule of king Waltha, of king Sverger and of his descendants. And the peers of the kingdom, always chosen amongst men lovers of men, who assisted them one after the other for all the generations.


But in the year 1208 of the Christian era, the very Christian king of Sweden came with his troops and his priests up to the Hulig valley and after brave battles, invaded the entire valley and stormed the royal castle of Niderhulig. The king and his family were made prisoners and shut until their death in the dungeon of their castle by the new king. The twelve peers of the kingdom, as pagans and "sodomites" were all put to death - their heads were cut off with the axe in the hall of the thirteen seats.


Arseno, as a pagan and charged with witchery, was burned on the stake.


All this in the Name of God, and of His Love!








THE END
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