An Hiompróir na Tintreach 
– The Lightning Bearer –

This story is one of the prologues of "Call of the XIIIth Hour". Introducing the character of Cait Sídhe, one of the protagonists of this fic. 
Of course the said fic will probably never been posted
–Sincerely, I don't think it would interest someone-.

I know I am not an experienced writer, however I took time to translate it (from my native language), and even if a short story you will have fun whilst reading it. Otherwise…
Well, my apologise to have wasted your time.
I don't master English, and don't have found any people able to help me with Irish Gaelic and Welsh.
So, it's possible there is some mistake. I apologise but at least I would have made you laugh.
I tried to make it interesting, background as dialogues.

The four first chapters don't content porn. Only the fifth and extra chapter have it.
It's straight porn (M/F) with Masturbation, Fingering, oral, vaginal and anal penetration.
I hope it would be good and you will have fun. ^^


Chapter 0 - Réamhrá (Opening) [第零章 - 前奏 (Zensō)]

Isle of Ker Ys... founded outside of the continent by the High-King, Ker Ys was the royal estate and capital of the Avalon nation, and the place where the royal family live inside of the city-state of Caer Sidi.

This island was the place where the royal dynasty been created and ruled since centuries… a fortified city state, impregnable and naturally protected by its geographic position. No one ever succeeded to seize it despite the raids and wars… and no one imagined what would happen…

Year 994  (editor’s note : It take place in the past, the nowadays year is the 2000): 
It was the evening and the city, the starry vault was cloudless and the sea quiet. A light breeze crossed the streets… caressing the fur of some Kleinians going in the pub or joined their homes.
It was a mere day… but not for everyone…

On the majestic castle of the High-King, a couple of flashes lighted up the windows of the overlooking edifice. Nothing worrying for the citizens who didn't noticed what was occurring inside of the castle's walls… the air was just a bit static. It's only when a blinding flash recovered the palace, blasting walls and windows that the citizens acknowledge the tragedy which just occurred.

Wondering, most of the citizens were staring at the royal house, others should have done the same…
Clops resounded from the castle's path, from one horse rushing towards the city… followed by other clops, from a bunch of soldiers, shouting.

Galloping through the dark, a 40’s and slander cat, reins in hand, commanded the horse to go faster whilst in the animal's back, a 30's lady, lamenting, was holding a 9 year old kid on her harm, unconscious.

Oooh, what have we done ?!
… W-What happened was unpredictable. Fear not, We…

Still commanding the horse, the nobleman turned the head to see the group of soldiers pointing spear to the couple. Frowning, he focused some energy on his gloved hand swept out some guards with the back of the hand, shattering them with ethereal claws before resuming his horse's leading.

But it didn't prevented the other guard to jump over their fellows' cadaver and resumed the hunt, trying to hit the fugitives or impale them in throwing their spears : They all missed, at least until that one of the spear intercepted their escape and made the horse to rear up in panic and unseat its riders. 

Holding her child firmly in her arms, the lady was projected against some bush, whilst the nobleman performed a flip, landing loudly on his feet but in front of the lady, to protect her.

Blast!
Stop right there, murderers!

In the following seconds, every soldier dismounted and surrounded the couple, menacing them with their –remaining- spears.

Don't move any further… by the rules of Avalon, you three are under arrest.
… It was an accident. ! The kid is innocent, I didn't cont-
Silence! Whatever the cause are, the result only matter : You have committed a regicide.
-Yeah on ravage a historic pla-
Shut up, rookie. So… Mister the Duke, I am afraid but I…. !!!

The Duke didn't feared those guards, and he could kill them… but when the trees were staggering and the ground shaking, he knew that there is something more dreadful incoming… The ground shook harder and the soldiers lost their balance under the armours whilst the panicked horse started to run… and it is thank to this fortunate diversion that the couple succeeded to catch one of the horse and escape against under the surprised glanced of the soldiers.

What are you doing! Catch the… O mo… dhéithe! (Oh my gods)

Near to them, the castle was collapsing as for the ground, raising pieces of terrain and making trees collapsing. The earthquake was so fast that none soldiers had the time to run away, swallowed by the seismic breach.

For, only some minutes after, in the city the glasses started to vibrate, the houses to shake… galloping as fast as possible, the Duke's horse dashed through the way to the capital… and it was the chaos : peoples ran from everywhere, screaming whilst the buildings were collapsing as the temple's bell in a loud noise crushing some citizens with its tower.

The city went like unsoldered, engulfed by the surrounding sea, The duchess, her, avoided to look to all these people dying  around them. Holding hard Sétanta, her son, she however noticed that the earth was not collapsing on their path to the harbour. It was luck?... or actually the kid’s feat, even if Sétanta was still unconscious.


Running thought the city, avoiding the edifices and bursting water, jumping over corps, the horse leaded the couple on a straight line towards the harbour were a ship is waiting for them… or was… because the ship was already sailing away from this cataclysmic mess.

Oh, no, no no no!

Pushed by the desire to protect his family, the Duke was ready to even swim until he reaches the ship. He can jump with the horse; no, he must jump on the ship. Gritting his teeth the Duke was exhausting the horse to death… but in vain, the ship was ten meters from them… and more the duke was reaching the wharf, more the ship was keeping away… and the isle to sink totally.

*Is it the end ?! O Asherah, make a miracle… please*

At this very moment, beyond all hope… Sétanta slightly opened his eyes, awoke by the tears of the duchess… and his irises glow of a white light… and the three Kleinans vanished into a blinking flash of light.

They were dead? All seemed so silent, and bright… Suddenly distant screaming echoed and the light faded away. they were standing on a floor… of wood ?... a wet parquet… the couple then looked around and just realised : They were aboard of the ship. As some Kleinians around them were looking to the family, taken aback. And a knocked out horse not far from them.

Your Graces…
W-where…

Like pushed by his curiosity, the Duke walked to the ship's edge… and saw the isle vanishing in the sea with the last survivors. This vision shocked the duke and his spouse which joined him, crazed.

We… we should… h-help them…
I am afraid it would not be possible Your Higness. The wave would swallow us as well…

Slowly, the duke moved the head to see their interlocutor… it was the captain and this one took his hat in hand and did a reverence.

Welcome aboard You- Hmph!

In rage the Duke jumped on the captain, and gripped his coat, raising him at some centimetres over the ground.

Why… Why have abandoned us ?! huh ? We have a child!
I… I didn't have the choice, kid or not, the-the crew have families too… you, you are not the centre of the world, My lord!
… All these citizens, dead… crushed by buildings… swallowed by earth and sea… I…
Your Grace… if I would not have sailed… we would all be die right now. I… don't know how you managed to reached us… but you did, and now you are safe… your Lady and kid are safe !
… I…
… Darling…

Releasing the captain the Duke then fell on his knees… still under the shock. But he admitted that the captain was right, and the speech set him straight. There were not bad guy in this tragedy. Silent, the Duke rose up, and removed the dust on the captain's coat as a kind of apologise, trying to regain his composure.

Hey you the mouse, come here and escort our guests to their cabin…
Aye captain! 
You guys be prepared, we'll sail towards the Duchy of Elkeid.

And it is in a last sight on the flooded Caer Sidi, that the ship sailed away… towards a stormy sky… 


Chapter 1 -  An Fairtheora (The Sentinel) [第一章 - 精代理人もの  (  センチネル) (Seidairijin-mono)]

70 years later : 

A light rain beat down on the huge and mystical Sanctuary of Annwyfn, whilst the chaos spread over the mortal land. Climbing the marble stairs, a cat in golden armour reached a high and massive stone door adoring nicely worked gilts, and gems embedded a finely sculpted bas-relief… kept by two gigantic statues holding golden halberds. 

With a move of his hand, the gems shone and door suddenly opened, magically, revealing a large place, sanctuary made of marble with shrine and other edifices and statues fulfilling the place.
Without carrying about this place ha have seen many time in years, the cat walked towards the central edifice, a kind of castle where the Duchess lives : the Citadel.

Passing thought the long corridor, he kept moving towards a spacious circular room where, in the centre, was standing a vixen sat on a finely-made throne. 
The Duchess was wearing a weeding-like veil recovering her face. She was also wearing a tunic chastely recovering her whole body.  The cat then knelt in respect and at her turn she greeted him, before adding with a gentle voice.

What are the news, Marshal ?
The chaos is still strong My Lady. Yet the dragons Gorynych, Ladon, Zilant and Zirnitra are stabilised. And for Níðhöggr and Fáfnir, they are put asleep… however, Bolla been… defeated. By a mortal…

Weirdly, those words were unfasing the Duchess… even if fighting such dragon is impossible for one only Kleinian… at least not without self-sacrifice.
Silently, she moved her "glance" to the ceiling were a big golden astrolabe-like device magically displaying stars representing the Bearers and in the centre a glob of Klein. Some years ago, in the region where Bolla would be in the future, she noticed a dot shining of a purple gleam… The Bearer of Stars…

And it would not be dumb to think it was this Bearer which has killed Bolla. Fortunately, they have, in the sanctuary a bearer too.  It would be interesting to see what they could both beget if gathered.

We see… We thank thee. Let us continues the observations… Marshal ?
Yes, My Lady?

Smiling, the Duchess made appear a letter, a levitating parchment, in the front of the cat.

We would like thou givest this letter to the kellas Sentinel.
As you wish, My Lady.
…oh, and… welcome back, Ferdiad

During this time, in the "Halla Taibhsí " (Ghosts Hall).

What ? Again ?! B-but… how ?
I can assure you, those dices are not loaded.
But… how do you do ? To that extent it's not mere luck.

The relatively young cat casted the dices again, displaying a pair of 6 under the exasperated sigh of the other player.

It's not some of luck : it's mastery. Everything is in the gesture…. Look.
Double 6, again ? …Oh, come on… 
Eheh… fortunately we didn't take bet, isn't it?

The cat took again the dices in hands, ready to cast them… but suddenly the room's gate opened, letting enter Ferdiad.  The Ghosts Hall was the place were soldiers and heroes took a break between two missions,  a kind of pub for dead heroes and the Citadel’s military only. 

The solders bowed the head to the Marshal, a cat in the early 20's yet older of two centuries. Removing his helmet, he putted it on the other cat's table, sitting in his front whilst the solder left the two cats chatting  together.

So, what are the news Ferdiad ? You have taken your time, you know…? How this travel was?
Pfff… exhausting, even chaotic.
"Amusing" ?
… "Entertaining”, a real play. On another topic, I have an engagement letter.

The kellas, Cait Sídhe, putted the dices in the table and took the letter in hand, starting to mentally read it. It was a kind of old Kleindesh, like used during the first civilisations 1000 years ago yet it was perfectly understandable. The letters from the Duchess were magical, in touching them they could visualise their mission and heard her voice as well (like a recording). And if they were unable to get it, the text was explaining with details.

Oh… interesting.
… What? Why are you staring me ?... I have blood on the face?
Eheh… well, you will not see me for a while.
Huh? Why, you are sending in the south?
Higher.
Wait, in the north?
No… the centre.
Ohoh… don't tell me you…
Eheh… I have to go. Nocht tú féin (Come forth) Gae Bolga!

At his command, a magic orb made of golden light appeared in his palm and immediately turned into a spear (made of light at first) then a material golden and white spear recovered by mystic scriptures. 
In this word, five artefacts called the Treasures exist, Gae Bolga the divine spear, indestructible and able to ban the evilness, was one of them.

So, see you later Marshal ?

In the top of the marble stairs, Cait looked to the massive doors closing themselves and then gazed to the facing continent… and the big belfry, the "Dagda Clock tower" in the centre. He smiled, and vanished in a lighting flash.





Chapter II: Clog Drochtuarach – An Ominous Clock  – 
[第二章 - 一つ不吉時計塔 (Hitotsu fukitsu tokeitō)]

Central region – Halldhem Village.

300 years ago, a tower been founded by the High-King Eochaid… a monument for his reign and for his people. However his prime minister, the necromancer Devos Dagda, had other plans, sinister ones for this Belfry… thus started the reputation of this clock tower. It made two centuries now that the edifice had vanished in the ground… until now. And Halldhem was the first city to be ravaged, and also the territory of the belfry. 

The region was dived into a sinister atmosphere, very palpable. And it is in this oppressive mist crossing the desert streets that Cait appeared. From each building a gloomy feeling of morning and despair oozed, yet less strong than the Clock Tower, erected among the village's ruins, which in a weird way was matching the landscape. 

Well, well… let's explore the tower.

Only some sunray succeeds to light up the path to the sinister edifice. And Cait’s walk lasted just five minutes to reach it, five minutes in walking among the bits and pieces of abandoned houses as some decomposed cadavers here and there… males, females, and even a couple of kids. 

This sight made the cat to grind his teeth… no matter the reasons, he could not approve innocents' deaths, and cubs as well. 

However Cait is not a righter of wrongs, and not here to protect the weak and defenceless… it was sad, but mortals' matter were not his concern yet he was far from an egoist, opportunist or jerk, even if some drastic or sadistic choices must be done sometime, Cait been raised in some moral code by his adoptive parents and later by the Blind Duchess: Regarding to the role and powers granted to a Sentinel, it was pre-required to be in the good side of ethic.

Finally, the tower… the edifice was standing right in his front, spooky and dilapidated. When the cat's hand touched the cold stone, a 	shiver crossed his spin, a grisly one fulfilled with malevolent energy.

Brrr, devilish… I should start inspecting the zone around, first…

When he turned back, an ethereal called him. Nice and grave at the same time, the voice coming from the Belfry's door was hard to tell if it was the one of a male or a female.

Please, enter… Sentinel.
.. Cía ? (what ?)
… Come here, I know what thou wishest for, I can feel it.
… Sure, you do.
Thou wantest it, I know it. It is thy desire

Frowning but still back to the door, Cait summoned his Spear and turned back to face the door. The voice laughed coldly, before resuming.

Thou wantest it, I know it. It is thy desire to end the chaos… and also to gain thy own freedom.
 "My freedom" ? … what freedom ?
"What freedom" , hm ? Exactly. What freedom ?  the one to stay at the order of the Blind Duchess, and not for thyself ?.
…Pff! This choice was result of my own will. My life, my "freedom" belongs to My Lady only, and I don't need your opinion.
Eheheh… 

The voice shut up for a dozen of second before that resound in the desert place the creaking of a massive door moving, opening to the guest. Then the voice resounded, even more ominous than before.

Thy mission is to… annihilate me. So, come. Try thy luck! … What art thou waiting? Dost not thee want'd to slain me ? I am here, I am waiting for thee. Come, come… come forth, accomplish the purpose of thy arrival… 

The cat was hesitating a bit… should he enter and defeat the master of this place. Or should he resuming his observation mission ?

… *Hm… if I go further, I will have an opportunity to put an end to this mess. But, I would then be obliged to return on the isle, and thus lost the bit of freedom I am enjoy now. But if I investigate around, I would be able to explore the land. Freedom, or Order… eh?*

Sighting, Cait walked towards the entrance and gazed to the tower, worried.

… *The chaos must ends*
Eheheh…

And then he entered inside, His spear lighting up the darkness around whilst the doors closed violently behind him.

hmm…
Look, I think he is rousing.
Yn wir (indeed), hihi
… What… w-where…, am I ?

A weak voice went out from the cat, his mind was hazy and the darkness occulted his sight. He was feelings or just something comfortable behind his head. He was feeling really weaken and exhausted. As to conform him, a carrying and young voice replied to him.

You… are in the Olcadèrh estate, Sir.
What… happ… en to…me… ? I can... not…
Please, save your energy.  And have a rest, you are in good hands

Silent, yet comforted, Cait stopped to struggle against his body's sate and decided to let sleep dive him in its oneiric realm.


Chapter III : Nasc ó na Thart - A Bond From the Past  –
[第三章 - 過去からの絆 (Kako kara no kizuna)]

The day after.

Lying on a bed, mumbling, a pillow under his head and a cover over his body, Cait Sídhe was awakens from his slumber by the warm and radiant sunbeams entering his room and which lighted up his face. 
Little by little he opened his eyes and putted a hand over his forehead as a reflex to protect his sight from the blinding light.

During an undefinable amount of time, a headache have seizing him… but, fortunately, it was gone now. Only the quietness remained… and the luxury of the room was accompanying his awakening. 
The cat stayed a couple minute on his bed before finally rise up with a bit of difficulty.

Standing shirtless and barefoot, Cait was only wearing his white trouser… but his first reflex was not to take his boots standing next to him, but instead to watch around to find any clues of what he does here and where he was.

He first glanced to the window, and from there he could see the courtyard and a kind of city in his front. But nothing really indicative about the place… also, despite the sunray it was raining and the landscape around was painted with grey tone, as then the sunbeam been occulted by the dark clouds, diving the place in a grim canvas. 

Hmm…

Turning back, the Sentinel walked to the mirror in the corner and gazed to himself: A kind of "tattoo" was drawn on his thorax, representing a Celtic cross adorned with a spearhead and some mystical runes-like symbols. He frowned to his reflexion but resumed his inquiring nonetheless.

The wood used for the furniture was costly and upmarket, as for the gilding and some pictures on the wall… although it seemed to miss one. There was nothing more interesting to look at and anyway he didn't had much time : Some knocks resounded from behind the door, and he turned back, slowly, inquisitive when the door be opened.

A young vixen damsel in the really early 20's, nicely clothed jumped at the sight of the half-naked cat, more surprised by the fact he was awaked than sexy… even she admitted he was –very- nice looking. A little rogues side but unlike bandits, Cait's posture and allure was Dignified. Like a nobleman…

Oh, you are awake, Sir. .. Dyna drueni (what a pity), I was willing to wake you up ^^.
… huh… eheh?

Cait didn't know what to say about it… to tell her. But he must admit she was charming, and… he didn't know, her "joyful behaviour" was somehow pleasing. Yet something was coming in mind.

… What, what happened…to me?…
We have found you, lying on the ground. Do you remember it?
I, huh… it is possible… I think. So… You… you are the servant which took care of me ?
It is correct, Sir. But "Servant" is ill-chosen… hihi, I am Deryn Angharad, second daughter of the Marquess Llywelyn II Olcadèrh. Welcome in his manor, Sir ^^.

A bit embarrassed by his statement, Cait looked to Deryn's courtesy and did the same, a hand in his back and the other on the chest, bowing.

A delight to meet you, Lady Deryn. Please… forgive my clumsiness. I am… I… my name is…
… Sir ?

Pausing, Cait looked at Deryn with a shocked glance and felt like a electric discharge crossing is head, sudden and painful making him to collapse on his knees, holding his head with his hands. 

Who he was ? Cait was unable to remember his name, how he comes here ? What was the meaning of his tattoo ?… he was not even sure about his age and ethnicity. His thought and memories were blank… yet he didn't forget how to speak or act… even to fight. Inwardly he could feel a powerful energy within him, … “electricity”?

Hmph!

Immediately some visible electric sparks oozed from Cait's flesh and they turned into electric arcs crossing his whole body, electrifying the air around him. Deryn was surprised by this reaction and what she was witness of, but it didn't last long when Cait's managed to stop it by accident and gained some composure.

The Sentinel didn't control this… at least not totally. A part of him managed to prevent a catastrophe, sure that he would have probably destroyed the whole place with his power. Fortunately, even if amnestic, these years of training to master his power were not so easily forgivable. He didn't know how and when he learned to tame his power however.
Under the eyes of the young lady, Cait rose up and looked to her, apologising.

Eh… it seems I cannot give you a name… You, you have… no idea who I am, right?

Silent, Deryn shook slowly her head. Actually, she was hoping get to know her mysterious guest. But she was disappointed that she would never know the identity of the cat, and above-all was feeling bad for the Sentinel. It must be hard for him.

However, amnestic or not, he was still a guest and as a host, Deryn been perfectly educated. So, she took her composure and smiled to him politely, before adding with a friendly tone.

The lunch will be ready soon. Please dress up; your clothes are on the wardrobe. When you are ready, you can ring this bell and someone will come for you.
… why ?
… Huh? Oh, I forgot. My father want to see you too, maybe he could answer to some of your questions.
… I… I see. 

Smiling to Cait, after looking another time Cait and blushing, she bowed the head and let him alone, closing the door behind her. Cait, him, walked towards the mirror then sat on the bed, with a blank stare. 

Later in the day. Escorted by a butler, Cait was crossing the place's corridors silently. Marquess Olcadèrh ? The marquisate of Mey'rhâc? It meant nothing to him. Sure, he knows what a marquess is, and for some reasons Cait knew the nobility hierarchy. The high-king rules, if unable to it's the duke, if there is no duke, it's marquess… and if the marquess can't, it's a bunch of aristocrats, a council, which is formed and take power. 

Thanks to Deryn, Cait knew that the High-King and the Duke died long ago, no one know how, but since nearly a century, it was the House of Olcadèrh which was  managing the land… and in a way, were the ruler of the nation.

Finally, the butler stopped in the front a door, and added in a polite yet cold tone :

My master, the Marquess, awaits you.

Thanking, the cat opened the door and immediately when he did he been blinded by the sunray reflected by the dome of strained glasses. The room itself was not a big one, yet it was spacious enough to be a fulfilled library, where wall shelves held more of a thousand of books, codex.

A circular table was adorning the centre of the room. Made of expensive wood, Cait was sure to have already seen this table somewhere… in a castle. The crest was the one of the High-King’s dynasty and it was possible that was a gift of the High-King to the Olcadèrh house, or that the marquess succeeded to find it among the ruins of Ker Ys and restored it.

The table also adorned Celtic symbols, and nearly erased scripture telling something like "le scoláireacht, iad a sheolaimid i dtreo." It was difficult to read, and Cait thought it would maybe means "With scholarship, we shall lead them". But he was not sure about the meaning like the fact he can understand this language. In the bottom of the library, back to Cait, a silhouette was standing straight, a book in one hand.

When he turned back, it revealed a German Shepard, brown-coloured fur, black hairs and two golden eyes. In the 50's, the dog was still nice looking, in his outfit as he allure and appearance and looked like a mid-aged man.

Ahhh, good waking up?

Cait looked doubtful to the marquess, for some reason, something weird oozed from him. But as he was the ruler of the land, the cat didn't fix him any longer and bowed in respect. After-all, he was maybe some answers.

Not totally… May I ask what happened to me, Marquess?
I cannot tell, Sir Sétanta…
… "Sétanta" ? I… is it my… name?. Who… I am ?
Oh… Amnesia ? You do not really remember who you are, how you come here ?
I… I am afraid. However thank you for your hospitality, Lord Llywelyn. So, "Sétanta", you said?

The marquess had a smirk to the name "Sétanta". Sétanta… it was improbable, even impossible for some reasons that this cat was the illegitimate son of the last High-King… yet…
Clapping, a guard brought to them an item, something large… like a picture? And indeed, when he placed it on the table, Cait could see it was a portraiture painting… and not a mere one, the Sentinel noticed it was a "Ferchertne".

Ferchertne was a famous painter, having the inner skill to instantly draw with 200% of accuracy anything he was seeing. Like a –living-  camera. But he could not edit them, yet he was the favourite painter of royalty.  Not only from Avalon, he travelled thought many nations and been paid by most of the actually royalty. The painter died decades ago, but he was a living legend back in time.

But what was calling to mind Cait was not the adult it represented ( An aristocratic couple of cats…) but the 6 or 7 year old cat standing next to them in nice outfit looking really like a young self. Noticing the confusion of Cait, the marquess commentated, happy of the little effect he have provoked.

You see, this picture is a representation of the Duke and Duchess of Elkeid : Sir Maithias Láeg dé Samhildánach, and Lady Isleen O'Géileis… and their "son", Sétanta Duhann…

At the realisation of the name presented by the marquess, Cait slowly moved his head, to see the marquess which was at his turn staring to the cat, a dark smile in face.

You may not know it but they were friends of my… house, my father. It said they died long ago… but this child…
Are… are you implying I am… this Sétanta, Marquess?
Eheheh… of course not. It picture was taking mostly a century an ago… so, you cannot be him. However… the similarity, the fur, the eye…I would not be surprised that you are a descendant of Sétanta. A grandson… or, a faker willing to take my crown! Or worst, tarnish the Samhildánach house's name.

Cait could not fake or hide the shock he was feeling right now… of course he can understand this guy, but Cait never had any meant ambition or intention, heck! He was not even remembering his own name. So, the best way to settle the situation is to use plainly his amnesic state. Or change of topic… or both.

I'm very sorry about that, Sir… but I held no memories of my own name, even if I was a faker and planned what you are fearing… I am now unable to remember any reasons of my presence here… but I am wondering, however, how have we come together? If I may ask…

The dog was willing to resume his "menace", yet Cait's words were right… he was amnesic, so even if he was Sétanta or a faker, he could have no way to be a menace. He was also too young-looking to claim to be Sétanta, or he should have proofs to be his descendant if we wanted to claim his family power. 

Also, the inner skill of the marquess what to perceive other people's intentions or desires. From this cat, only confusion and neutral feeling, neither benevolence nor meant-spirited desire, were oozing. 

So, Cait seemed to be sincere… but still, his appearance, his allure… there was something noble even royal in his posture. The problem is that Llywelyn, due to be the ruler of the nation, knew every aristocrats in the land and even beyond… so, who this cat is really?

Staring at his guest, silent, the dog finally replied.

Hm… two days ago my daughter saw you roaming in our property… you were... how do she said ? "soulless"? Anyway my militia tried to make you go… but even in your.. huh.. "trance-like" state you have overpowered them. When my daughter returned you were lying unconscious… a spear in hand.

Silent, Cait listened to the dog, and slightly looked down… entering in the ruler's homestead and attack his guards for no reason was not really a decent behaviour. However the fact he was on an altered state was reassuring, even if he had no idea how he became like this. All was hazy and the dog didn't really bring useful informations. There was also the possibility that the marquess was lying…  but it seemed improbable.

Nonetheless in this speech, something caught his attention… A spear? When he woke up Cait was not bearing any… even if it wold be logical for many –safety- reasons that they would have token it. There too, he didn't have any memories of a spear… yet, he could feel a kind of sensation in his hand, it was indescribable… but he indeed has the impression to have or be accustomed to wield such weapon. Even if it was as vague as his identity.

A spear, you say Lord Llywelyn? 
… Indeed, however it has vanished…

More sceptical than surprised, Cait crossed his arms, a sarcastic look in face. He was willing to shout a blasé "seriously?" but he thought it would be disregarding to the ruler of the nation. The marquess immediately understood the cat's perplexity, and suddenly pointed to Cait.

Do not look at me in such way… when my daughter bring me to you, I see it : It was Gae Bolga !  As portrayed in the minstrel’s songs and history books. I do not know how you acquired one of the Five Treasures, but I understood it would be a trump for our salvation.

Gae Bolga…? Weirdly, this name was not unknown to the Sentinel. As the names of the four other treasures : He knew the legend about them, how? He has no clue, but he could feel that inside him a lot of knowledge are locked. The Five Sacred Treasures are :
Gae Bolga, Andraste's Torc, the sword Laevateinn, the Orb of Resurrection (sféir aiséirí), and the Book of Omens… The first High-King was the owner of this artefact, until that he destroyed it at the moment of his death.

It was improbable for Cait that he was bearer of one of such artefact… otherwise he would probably be famous. And also, why he is speaking about Salvation? It sounded off…. Somewhat.

"Salvation", Sir?
Eh… you are a good warrior, wielding a legendary weapon. I would be pleased if you could do something for me? A task…

Crossing his arms and coking an eyebrow, the cat was wondering about this "task"? With noblemen and wealth peoples he must be prudent. Especially that he has a debt now and as Llywelyn was the ruler of the nation, Cait could technically be one of his subjects…

You have helped me, ar bhealach (In a way)… I am beholden to you. What is this task?
Ah… good spirit. You see, this era… our epoch is a calamity: staring civil wars, "natural" disasters, these damn winged lizards, and that awful belfry which intensely stresses me-

"Belfry" when he heard this word, Cait Sídhe received a succession of flashes where he saw a clock tower then a misty huge door. During this moment he was totally disconnected from reality, thinking about the flashes.

[…] and these bloody scoundrels which ruin my field and manage to escape. A bunch of rats! Hey, Chyfrgolla mae'n! Are you listening to me ?!

Immediately after, got a grip on himself, shaking the head.

My apologises… so, you want I serve you? Like a mercenary… ?
No. More like a knight or armed emissary… you have potential, I am sure you could serve me, and your nation, well. Is it not great? Here are the terms of this agreement: if you join me you will be allowed to go everywhere you want, you can even obtain an army… a lot of advantages –which would be useless in this fic-, if you get ride off this clock tower.  So… ?

Cait didn't know about it, what to think about this proposal. The offer was interesting… yet something, inwardly, was making him feel like he was already serving someone else… is he have the right to accept the proposal? In a second thought, the clock tower could be the same than the one in his flashes… and with this authorisation he could maybe remember who he is, by inquiring places and people he could encounter… 

The cat took a minute to think about this, about the consequence, outcomes, and the mission. He didn’t know why but he had the feeling to have a knife under his throat. In a pragmatic way he wanted to accept this, but something in his head, his soul, was against this. 

… Hm.
So?

Sighting, he looked to the Marquess, before kneel down to him, silent, under the smile of the dog. This one took a kind of badge or amulet with the crest of the Olcadèrh and slid it on the table.

Good. I hereby dub you as my herald and High-Knight. At least as long you serve my interests… It maybe looks unofficial but we do not have time for a ceremony.  Save Avalon; it only matters me… 
As you wish… 
So be it. Now, you may leave. I have documents to sign.

Cait bowed a last time, and quitted the room, blasé… this promotion meant nothing to him, neither title nor the privileges. And it was probable that he would have refused it… yet, if he would have refused he was sure that the marquess would have ban him from any place… and thus could not find who he is. So, better to cooperate… at least until that he remembers who he is.

Walking in the corridor, he didn't notice the presence of Deryn, waiting for him. Until this one called him, and immediately after he turned back to see her… he must admit, she was more pleasant than his father, physically and mentally.

In respect he bowed to the cat which had a giggle.

I heard what you have spoken with my father. He maybe look scheming, but he do care about our subjects… so, High-Knight, hm?  Rhyfeddol! (wonderful!). Going everywhere, be above the laws… not that I want to, but… so much freedom.
…Aye. So, it is what you are looking for milady?  "freedom"?
I…

The young vixen stopped a bit troubled. It was really the first time someone takes time to care about. Maybe it was due to her rank but no one asked about, until now. Sure she was not discreet about it, but it was nice. Her eyes dove to the emerald eyes of the black cat, blushing.

I… I want to find my sister… Eireann. But, I cannot leave my father and my mother as well. Aside, I am far from being a warrior… and huh… anyway, I have host obligations toward you.
^^, I appreciate. May I inquire about your sister ? As I can travel, I… maybe could seek her for… you?

Deryn blushed even more… he was so nice looking and affable. And it was the first time she saw him smiling, and she must admit he was cute. But his proposal was bothering her a bit… embarrassed her. She was willing to find her sister, but the task of Cait was way more important for he wastes his time. Eireann is an adult, but she vanished months ago… and it was very worrying, especially with what happens outside.

Hesitating she started to walk always, followed by an inquisitive Cait until that the young lady consider the proposal. She could first speak about her sister, and she'll see.

Well, about my sister…

Chapter IV : An Banmharcas agus do Iarla – The Marchioness  and the Earl – 
[第四章 - 女侯爵と伯爵 (Jokōshaku to hakushaku)]

One week passed since Cait be promoted High-Knight, one whole week to hunt brigands and defend the homestead. At least until that the preparations were finished: raiding the clock tower requires preparation, and fight a dragon too. Some signs were informing that one of the dragons will move to the region soon.

Thus the priority was slightly different for now and the clocktower's dial displayed one less "hour" before the end. But in this dark times, Cait could only notice how Deryn was lighting his day. She was nice and gave positive energy which motivated the Sentinel. 

They were friend. And even if he was still amnestic, Deryn didn't hesitate to speak about herself and her family. Then, Cait learned that Deryn's older sister, Eireann Gareich, been married –two years ago- to a nobleman a bit older than she was. But for months now they haven't given any sign of life.

Cait also learned that Deryn and Eireann have been adopted by the marquess and his spouse, Lady Meredith, when they were cubs. And he learned also that Madam the Marchioness was living in her own dominion, the estate of Helvhiym. 

And it was the mission of Cait : Escorting Deryn in Helvhiym relatively far away from the incoming dragon. 

Please, Milady.

So, it was why the High-Knight, holding Deryn's hand, helping her to get in the carriage before taking place at her side.

It was a rainy and dark day, but as usual her gentle manner and the radiant smile of the young lady was enough too bright it. The ride lasted three hours, three hours under a cloudy sky. Sincerely, Cait was forgetting how the sun was so enjoying : in one whole week the sky only spotted a couple of sun lights. 

Fortunately, Deryn was a talkative vixen : She can speak about mundane topics as more serious one, she had an opinion of everything, and was never boring. Well, Cait was the only Klenian, since her sister's disappearance, with who she could speak frankly and have  friendly chat…

Even if she doesn't know him since a long time, she knew that Cait was trustworthy and very friendly… even if their relationship remained formal: Formal talk, even in private, deference and politeness. Cait was respecting her social rank, and she herself knew that it wouldn’t change

Despite the great appreciation she have for the High-Knight, protocol was protocol. By her title she is obliged to act like some would expect from the ruler's daughter.

The silent atmosphere been ruined when laugh resounded from the carriage making the cabman to wonder what the two kleinians were speaking about. It was not his business but in year it was the first time that he heard Deryn laughing so frankly… a distinguished yet spontaneous laugh. Give a faint smile, the cabman gazed towards the horizon, spotting the farms and the city of Helvhiym.

[…] You have really done this?
Yeees! Hihi… you should have seen the look of my father after it. Hahaha… But, I know it was reckless. 
… I cannot disagree, milady. "Llawn yw uffern o fwriadau da" (Hell is full of good intentions), I am right?
"Y ffordd i uffern yn frith o fwriadau da", indeed. My family want I act like my rank requires it. I want it too… but, I am a living being. I do not ask to choose my husband… just to let me be myself.
I see… it is a legit request. To be ourselves… it's a nice inspiration you have ^^.
Oh… huh, thank you…  I, huh, I think so...

Damn smile… Cait was not smiling a lot, but each time he does Deryn felt her temperature increase and made her to blush. And Cait… well, he must admit that Deryn was charming and cute, especially when she displayed joy. Her orange fur, dark hair and sapphire eyes. He didn't know if she was or would be –eventually- interested by him. He was himself not in love, but he indeed was attracted by the vixen's physic and personality. 

The vixen resumed with a smile, under the attentive High-Knight's glance. 

I… would like to be like my sister… you know. She has her own estate. She can act as she want, be herself… and also… she have someone which… love her.
… ? It is not your case?  I mean, you parents…
… hihi. You are nice but… it is not this kind of love I am looking for. True love, romantic and passionate. But I know it will never happen.

Inquisitive, Cait remained silent to the vixen's words : She was charming… even beautiful, intelligent, nice and well-mannered… plus she was rich. He was not really able to see why it would not happen.

The actual situation doesn't fit for a wedding or anything like this. The atmosphere is too grim… oppressing and fearsome.
… Hm. I suppose… but, if milady allows me, in these dark hours… maybe joy is what people want or need.
Ma… maybe, yes.  But there are no suitors… and I am afraid I will have an arranged marriage and be swap for an alliance. It is the most probable outcome. At least, as long as my world will continue to be dark…
… You know. I think you have forgotten me… if I vanquish the dragons and deliver Avalon from the clock tower… 
… It will bring peace? And then a better life… right? ^^ 

Deryn sighted. It was what she thought too and expects… and she was sure that thanks to the High-Knight, her life will be better. In a way or another. She has seen his battle skill, and was certain he will accomplish his task. 

I believe in you…even if you and I do not know your identity, I can see in your eyes that you are our saviour ^^. I, I trust in you.
Milady…

Cait was really pleased by this. Not the compliment itself, but the fact that she trusts him. He blushed a bit but remained collected. 

… Can I confess you, something? 
As a matter of course.
Eheh… I am 21 years old but I never… well, you know… it is a bit embarrassing, but there is... something I… I would like to… try or feel… Like, hmm… eheh, I, I never but I would like to… to. Ah, sorry. I cannot formulate it… you know, this kind… of love.

Cocking a mental eyebrow, the cat was trying to figure out what she was speaking about. He analysed her words, her sentence and the tone of the chat and also why she was embarrassed to speak about "this"… but he thought to have get it. Finally, spontaneously he replied :

Is it carnal plea…sure ?

Silent, and her face turning red, Cait knew that he was right. But also that was not really professional and well-educated to speak about such subject. Sex was not taboo, but it the upper class it was a lack of refinement to speak about this, like for gambling, or private matters. Cait immediately lowered the head, apologising for the awkwardness of the discomfort of the situation.

I beg your pardon. It was inappropriate…
N-na. It… it is me. I know a lady should not… speak about it. But… now that… we have started, I, I was wondering… if we… we could resume… ?
Bu… bhuel (Well). If, if you want it… so, if I understand well, you fear to always be… a virgin?
… -////- … it, it sounds stupid… na? Yes, I would feel like… I am no more a little girl. To do it… do, do you understand ?
Honestly ? I… barely. I mean, yes I understand. But… I…

He was willing to say that "I never felt this need", but before he could finish, the carriage stopped suddenly : they were standing at the entrance of the city, and the crowd was blocking the way. But some guards opened the way to let the carriage pass.

Intrigued, they looked through the windows and saw it was a bit chaotic outside. Maybe due to the dragons or something, but people bearing foods and weapons brought them to their houses, whilst the others were listening to the town criers and news from the other countries and regions. Some peoples were crying, other intrigued or passionate by the news, and some even chatted about it.

After 4 minutes they finally reached their destination : The Angharad estate of Helvhiym. The house Angharad was a famous one in the region, mostly the ruler of Hevhiym, even if it's a council which manage the region. Deryn's family is one of the council's member due to the oldness of the family, and it was why she was why Deryn's mother was not living with her husband : She have duties here and can only rarely quite the city.

The Angharad homestead was standing on the eastern part of the city, in the opposite part of the citizens' houses. It was a classy mansion, spacious courtyard (which, centuries later, will became a hotel managed by the descendants) . 

Immediately after the carriage stopped in the front of a statue representing Morríghain, a national and local heroine. Standing in armour, a Celtic-like ostentatious long sword in one hand, the Avalon's banner in the other.  

Cait looked thought the window, analysing the place whilst Deryn stretched, eased to be finally arrived… even if the travel was far for being boring, thanks to Cait which was a rather good company. However, she regretted that they didn't finish their chat… but it was too late now. Plus her mother, even if nice and understanding, been raised as a perfect lady… with all the codes. The vixen turned to Cait and added with a low voice.

Sir, may I request what we have chatted about… you know, "that topic" remains just between us ?
Of course, milady.  ^^
T…Thank you… 

Blushing a last time, she heard the sound of her door being opened by a valet; helping her to go out while Cait did the same, for his part. In the front of the edifice's door, a canid lady in a classy yet not pimped out dress was glancing to the guests, a smile in face. 
The brown fur, grenadine eyes and blond hairs slightly grey. Lean as every Kleinians, she was in the early 50's, but looked younger however.  And still beautiful for a mature woman. 
Deryn, Cait and the valet walked toward the lady, then stopping and bowing.

It was the protocol, and Cait have learned it before to start the trip. As Deryn… even if she was her daughter, she was still a subject of Avalon and had to show the respect towards a leader, or leader's spouse. 
Yet, Deryn was not hiding the smile of happiness on her face. She liked her mother and it was mutual, especially since the disappearance of Eireann.  There always been a kind of favouritism towards her older sister… but Deryn understood the reason, and actually even if having a friendly rivalry with Eireann, Deryn was not jealous or anything. Her adoptive parents loved her enough… however, it was maybe the fact that Eireann was the favourite that pushed her to willing more freedom.

[bookmark: _GoBack]My dear daughter, welcome home. Please come to me…
Aye ^^.

Raising, the vixen joined her mother and they hugged each other. 

Oh, Deryn. I am glad to see you again. And that your travel been safe… it been safe, right?
Yes mother ^^. Although I was fearing nothing, thanks to Sir Lughaidh. Our High-Knight.
… *"Lughaidh" ?*

The cat cocked an eyebrow, wondering about this… until that he remembered that Deryn told him, days ago, she will find him a name. Cait thought she was kidding… until now. "Sir Lughaidh"? Well… it was a bit weird, but not sounding that bad plus it was a dialectal name related to his assumed language. 

The mother looked to the High-Knight and nodded.  She has been informed that her husband has appointed a High-Knight, and this one was planned to accompany Deryn… but his name never been mentioned.  Meredith was suspicious about her husband's choice : or High-Knight (Archmarchog , Ardridire or Uhelharod, depending of the region. Even "Paladin" from the sandlandic "Bạlah'ud-Dīnn" (Balahadin ), was an important and prestigious title. Give it to someone he didn't know, was rather odd. 

She even hired some peoples to investigate about this High-Knight… but even there, they heard about Cait's deeds with the bandits and how he has protected the region.

And she had to admit that he was looking younger, and refined than she imaged. Meredith imagined the High-Knight as middle aged cat, or a veteran, or even a kind of muscular brute… but his attractive look, his style and even the hint of nobility in his allure reassured her.
Cait immediately did a reverence when the Lady glanced to him. And it pleased her to see a respectful and polite young boy. Finishing hugging her daughter, Meredith nodded to the High-Knight.

Sir Lughaidh, we have heard about your deeds. I am pleased to meet you… Will you accept dinning along us?
Your Grace honours me. Thank you for your invitation, Madam the Marchioness. I cannot refuse.

Of course the proposal was far from be selfless. Despite the inner skill of her husband, his choice, and the news she heard about the High-Knight's skill and feats, What Meredith wanted is to see Cait by herself and have her own opinion about the one which have to protect the land, and her daughter…

Chapter V : Pléisiúr Ciontach – A Guilty Pleasure  – 
[第五章 - 有罪喜び (Yūzai yorokobi)]

Hours later.

It was the night over the city, and Deryn was walking in the mansion's gardens, glancing to the starry sky. The dinner was finished since a moment now, and everything went fine. Her mother has spent the dinner to test Cait, and to a point Deryn felt like the High-Knight was her boyfriend judged before the wedding. She was always subtle, yet her questions remained quite risky for the High-Knight. It was used to figure Cait's personality, integrity or ambitions out.
Any wrong answers or weird behaviour were noticed and at the end…

Fortunately Cait replied successfully to the mental ordeal, with sincere, natural and polite answers which even made Meredith to doubt about herself and her questions. Cait was either a manipulator or a paragon… in any case he have pleased  and impressed the Lady which apologised about this ordeal… before that Cait, surprised, asked of what she was speaking about. 

Useless to say that it have charmed Deryn… Cait was now what she expected from an husband : heroic, affable, nice, beautiful  and which would respect her desire to be herself. The only problem was that she would like to have children… and as she is a vixen and he a cat, they were not biologically compatible. If they had sex, it would be only for the pleasure.

This thought was fulfilling her head that they could not have children… but, it was maybe something she can make use of…  Deryn will not hide that she was willing to experience sexual pleasure, especially at her age.  Virginity was not something really important, and not required for a wedding. So, maybe…

She continued to roam in the garden, until she found a familiar silhouette. 
Sat on the edge of a fountain, Cait was standing a book in hand. He apparently was not aware of Deryn's presence, so he was not hiding something which surprised the vixen.  There, between the cat's legs, there was bump on his trouser. Apparently he didn't notice it, or if he did he don't minded or ignored it. And it was the case, he ignored it thinking it will vanish… 

But he never guessed he would be spotted. A malicious smile in face, Deryn caught slightly and the High-Knight jolted, closing his book in surprise. 

Oh, Milady. You, you have…
Hihi… I am sorry, but did I... scared you ?
Oh, no. Is that…

Gaining his composure, the cat crossed a leg over his erection to hide it and resumed with a quiet yet charming, and a bit embarrassed voice.

I was reading a book about… and…
Yes... it what I seen. It must be an exciting read, huhu.
… I… huh, what are you… talking about, If I may ask?
Oh… nothing ^^ huhu…

Then she slighted moved the head to see the book he was reading : It was the third opus of a series of legends about the continent. And this one was called "Y Teyrnas Duges Dall" (The Dominion of the Blind Duchess). Having the allowing of Lady Meredith, Cait spent nearly an hour in the library, a large one… and this book's title caught his attention. The others opus were "Y Pum Trysorau Cysegredig" (The Sacred Five Treasures),  "Ankoù, Dewis Marwolaeth" (Ankou, Chosen of Death), "Arwyr, Brenhinoedd  ac Sylfaenwyr" (Heroes , Monarchs and Founders) and also "Y Salamandrau Adeiniog" (The Winged Salamanders).

Deryn immediately remembered that she have read "The Dominion of the Blind Duchess" once, it was about a heroine chose by Asherah and which had the mission to protect her fellow Kleinian against the evils entities. For this, she became immortal and gathered the knowledges about every magic art to be able to fulfil her mission. 

This heroine, after defeating a primordial demon and saved the mortals became a demi-goddess and had another mission this one : Ruling and guiding soul of departed heroes and worthy Kleinians.

Nowadays this Blind Duchess been referenced as a psychopomp, or fairy-like archmage. And the patron of heroes. 

I was unaware legends interest you, Sir Lughaidh ^^.
"Lughaidh"… I, I suppose I have to thank you for this name, milady. However, I… I hope to remember mine.
…  Huh ? oh…^^. I, I am sure you will. May I ?

Nodding, the cat moved on the side, to let a place for the vixen to sat down. Taking her dress in hands, lifting it slowly she sat next to the cat, smiling. 

You know… I… I spent time to find you a name, in your language. Aindreas ("Hero"), or Nolan ("Young champion"), Garalt ("Ruler of the spear"), Maithias ("Gift of the gods"). Every of these names were in a book of baptism. But in this book I saw another name... "Lughaidh" meaning "Brightness" or "Bringer of Light"…
I see… but why?
Hihi.

She looked to the stars, a tender smile in face. And Cait did the same, seeming really interested by her reply… but also, for some reasons, he appreciated to be at her side. Maybe because she is the one that be always nice and friendly to him. Plus they have more or less the same age… at least he believed it. Then Deryn resumed.

When I met you the first, you collapsed on my knees… I, I do not know if you remember it ? You were menacing and like a wreck. But… when we contacted, I felt no evilness from you, just light. I chose this name… because I think; I believe you are the light this world need. And… you always illuminate my… my day. ^^ 

This… made Cait to blush. Never had he thought that je was this kind of people, bringing hope and joy. Actually he did it for egoist reason, not by altruism…yet he appreciated to help others and harvest their gratitude. Thinking about it, he noticed too late that the vixen was standing in his front, her mouth at one centimetre of his, but she then kissed his cheek instead, a short but affectionate kiss. 

Useless to say that both Kleinians were blushing hard, at least harden for Cait which felt the hand of Deryn rubbing his bump and then revived his erection. 

Hmmh… Mi-milady, huh. You are…

Wondering, Deryn lowered the head and saw her hand placed and his crotch. Gasping she immediately moved it, embarrassed, apologising. It was not intentional… yet, she agreed it was feeling good. She immediately sat back next to Cait.

S-sorry again… It… was not…
"Intentional" ?
That is…
Hmh…

During one whole minute they remained silent, awkward. Feeling her hand caressed him was interesting and enticing… he must admit that he didn't masturbated since his awakening, actually he was not sure have be involved to anything sexual in his life. And to be honest, it was the first time he had an erection, and it was in thinking to Deryn… at least he guessed it. 

Only the sound of the fountain could be hear whilst the two Kleinians were silent, embarrassed. But, finally, a sigh resounded from the cat thus catching Deryn's attention.

Y…you know. I was thinking… maybe we could, if you want, resume our chat… the one we had in the stage-coach 
Oh… well, I-I would… like. Thank you, Sir… Lughaidh.

But instead of starting it, they both remained silent and unable to resume it, or at least a way to resume it. After what happened it would not be so easy, except if displaying some daringness. The vixen glanced to Cait's crotch and noticed that it was still hard, and to be honest the High-Knight was no more hiding it, probably too troubled by the situation to think about this and the book.

I… please, forgive my boldness but… what, what make you… to show so, hmm,  so much arousing ?
… huh?

Then he glanced to his erection, and now noticed it : He totally forgot about it and was not sure to be able to answer to the vixen. Why he is arousing? Well, today was an exceptional day. The reason of this erection… ? maybe it was just a chemical reaction… but, in his heart, he was sure it was something else. 

When he was reading the book, alone, he has briefly thought to Deryn and he got shortly after an erection… so is it the reason? Deryn is the one provoking it? He slightly gazed to Deryn… but when their glances crossed, his maleness became harder. 

It was too much for Deryn which felt the heat crossing her body and soul, and it gave her an idea. She would probably have no other opportunity… especially if her land was about to vanish. Plus, the vixen's idea could profit to the cat's issue.  Nothing ventured…

Sir… Lughaidh. Could… could you show… show it to m-me…?
… hm, what?

Cait was confused… what she was speaking about? Show her what? … He preferred to have clarification before showing whatever she asked. The vixen, for her part, blushed… realising what she just asked. But it seemed that the cat did not understand… Deryn didn't know if she should stop there or resume… and she finally decided to pursue her idea. 

So, with a dignified yet shy voice she correct.

Can you show me… your sex ?

That is, she did it. She just did it… she didn't believed it and her heart paced, beating hard. Looking at the cat, this one seemed totally taken aback, speechless… not shocked, but clearly troubled. He didn't know what to tell, or do, how to react. Embarrassed he looked down to his erection, unmoving.

Cait knew why she asked it, he understood it. But is it was right? The consequences ? but… in  a second thought, it's not like he had signed a contract and have moral obligation. Plus it was a request of Deryn… and finally, inwardly, he felt like is body needs to release this urge, sexual one notably.

Sighting, he moved his hand in his trouser, under the surprised and excited glance of Deryn. Then he opened the trouser, looking to left and right to spot any presence around and released his penis in a moan. 

Not letting Cait out of your sight. The vixen felt her heart beats harden, but unlike what she thought some indignation was seized her mind. Especially after the education she had, yet the sexual desire was stronger.

Cait's maleness was an average size from Klenians, black coloured fur with a foreskin and some grey pubic hair… and top of that some precum was dropping under her amazed glance. She hesitated to go further, looking Cait's hand holding his penis' base.

He was blushing, but added trying to look collected… and charming ?

Like… what you see ?
I… hmh. Y-yes… ohhh…

If she had the opportunity, right now, she would probably self-pleasure herself… but the dress she was wearing had objection. So, instead…

Hm… can, can I… touch it?
I huh… At the point we are…

He smiled awkward to her and she did the same, coming closer, her hand touched the erected penis, caressing it… under the light moan of the cat. He can't deny it was feeling good and even more when Deryn's hand caressed the member in the length, before slowly grapping it and stroke it. Not harsh or firm strokes however, they were tender.

Do it feels good ?
Huhm…

Glad, she pulled up her hand to the foreskin and rubbed slightly before noticing that something sticky was touching her finger. She thought it was sweat at first, but when she kept away her finger's tips, a net was connecting it under her surprise and the embarrassment of Cait.

Is that…?
I… am sorry. Hold on I have a tissue, and…

But when he placed his hand on his pouch and noticed only after have took it fabric that the vixen was licking her finger, tasting it…

Milady… you…
Hihi

Giggling, she lowered her head, placing her muzzle in the front of the penis then licked the tip. Again, the High-Knight was speechless but feeling her warm breath on his member, the filling of the tongue… it was very arousing, and even if he was trying to keep his composure, the vixen noticed it and without warning her lips recovered his tip, then they went down and swallowed the maleness. The cat tried to "struggle", but the lustful sensation and pleasure was stronger.

Deryn was still a virgin… but like any girl destined to be married, she had some sexual education about how to please a future husband. Since this time, she always was fascinated with sexual activity, willing to test it. She never practiced however, for some obvious reason. Then, she hopped to not harm or does wrong.

For Cait, he could only feel the huge pleasure overwhelming him. As he never experienced before he could not say if she was good or bad at this, but she sure know how to please. The Lady then pressed her lips against the penis, sliding her mouth up and down, several time not without glancing at the High-Knight's reaction.

M-milady I… I don't… ohhhh…

Cait scanned the zone, the horizon, to find any presence except of them. He must admit that the place where they stand is "hide" by the garden's ornaments. However if someone come closer, then they could get busted. No guards, no Lady Meredith around… smiling, he closed his eyes and let the vixen pick up pace, bobbing even harder.

Mmmm… we… we should mmm… n-not.

Yeah, they should not do it. It was Deryn assumed… but she had for the first time an opportunity fulfilled her repressed desires. Feeling the hard flesh in her mouth was a delight and she didn't stopped. She was very skilled with her mouth, massaging the cat's member with her tongue as she went up and down with her mouth to a fastest pace. Before she was madding eye contact, to see any reaction from Cait, but then she closed her eyes to focus, giving firm blows.

Ooooh… haah! M-milady, I… I am…

Feeling his heart beating hard and a warm in his penis. He guessed what was about to come, and as he have reached the point of no return, it was too late for Deryn.

I… Ngh! Ha... haaaa....

Cait yelled when he felt his flow of semen invading the vixen, his hips bucking upward against Deryn's mouth as his member throbbed and twitched, releasing thick semen in incontrollable thrusts. 

Mmnhnphn!

She opened her eyes wide when she felt her mouth quickly fill with the semen, blushing deeply as Deryn struggled to swallow as much as she can, though lot of it oozed out around her lips and chin. She expected it, yet she freed the sex from her mouth to cough. The taste was not bad, slightly sweet and had a cream-like texture like for every Kleinian.

A-are you alright…?
That… that was… interesting. Thank, thank you ^^

Cait blushed when he she smiled to him, sperm on her face and dress. Then he took his tissue and gave it to the vixen which used is to clean her face and dress from the sticky liquid.

T-thank you… 
T-Tá fáilte romhat… (You are welcome…)

The sensation when she sucked him and the orgasm… it been amazing for the cat, and he would have loved if it have lasted longer… now that he have felt carnal pleasure he was not against another round with the vixen as his still hard maleness was indicating it. But he was afraid to ask.

Another silence settled in the gardens but it last just a dozen of seconds.

S-sir Lughaidh… I… would you… accepttodeflowerme???
… Cad ? (what?) Ah, huh… sorry… You have said?
M-my bad, I bumbled… I, I liked this… and do you accept to-
Yes!
…to deflower me…. Really?
Ah… well… I mean… 

His reply was an example of what happen when be in a new and "confusing" situation, for Cait at least. That was not really he have expected, at least right now, yet it was a proposal he could not refuse… not after what happened. Daryn's face was beaming to him, to his affirmative answer … and Cait knew that they both need it.

Eheh… As, as you wish… milady. ^^ I, of course…
Hihi ^^.  well then…

Slowly, she bowed to the sitting cat, and closed his trouser, gently, touching a last time the hard penis. Then, she connected her lips to Cait's and kissed him enamoured yet shortly. Giggling.

So… at my apartment at 22H30?.
Deryn ?

Immediately a voice resounded from the garden's entrance several meters from them and it made both Klainians to jump in surprise. Cait immediately took his book. Crossing his legs and Deryn moved to see her mother and wave to her.

I am here. Sorry, Mother. I just had an intercourse with Sir Lughaidh.

Meredith cocked an eyebrow to her daughter's words and moved the head to see the said High-Knight : Cait was sat on the fountain, his erection hided by the night and shadow. 

Ah, really ? And what you both have spoken about?
Well… as my personal guard, I asked him if he could keep me company tonight. I rarely have people of my age with whom to interact ^^
… Hm. I see… faire enough, I guess.

Meredith looked a last time in the direction of Cait, and then placed a hand on her daughter's shoulder, inviting Deryn to follow her.

It starts to be cold and late, let us return inside.
Wrth gwrs (Of course), mother...

And they left the High-Knight, alone. Deryn didn't asked him to join them due to his erection, plus she have to display some distance with Cait... in the front of her mother at least. The cat, him, didn't minded and took this opportunity to finish his reading, waiting to get ride off his boner.

Later this night...

Walking in the corridors of the wealth house, escorted by a guard, Cait quickly reached Deryn's room under the suspicious glance of the guard. The cat knew that he was a kind of outsider there, but Deryn invited him and the guard have to deal with it... as the vixen showed it in politely sending off the guard whilst she allowed Cait to enter.

The room was as wealthy as the other rooms, furniture as background. However the lack of bed, made it looked more like a living room due to the table, chairs and tea set...
Cait was even wondering if they will have sex in the table, or against the floor.

Deryn said nothing, a smile in face, and moved a curtain against one of the wall, revealing a door.

Nice room, isn’t it? ^^. I like to be there to read or take the tea... sadly, the walls are not that thick. Guards could hear us, or will noticing something is wrong. Especially with odd noises...

The guards could also hear conversation coming from the room; however it would not be very intelligible. The room been conceived to assure the safety of the occupier : The walls were not thick to let guards hear if something happen to the occupier, yet they were thick enough to reduce chatting, and keep some privacy. However there was a "hidden" room, the bedroom to be precise, which due to its position and walls were soundproof. For the occupier as the guards.

The vixen giggled and opened the door leading to a spacious room, less than the principal, but big enough for several massive furniture and a three-place bed.

Cait's eyes immediately looked to the bed. It was tidied up that the rest of the bedroom, but they both know in what state the bed will end up after they will finish.

Here is my chamber... soundproof. There, they will neither hear the bed moving nor hear us moaning I am sure or it.
Really ? I mean, it's a very nice room you have, decorated with fine tastes. But you must no moan a lot, huh?
Hihihi! oh... tell it to my finger ^^, or the candlestick...

Confused by this reply, Cait was trying to get what she wanted to mean by this... until that he realised and blushed.

Oh... you, you mean...
^^. I am maybe virgin, but... I still have some "need".

The cat looked to the candlestick, blushing even more. However he thought to understand the vixen... also, speaking of this remained him something, an event, occurring in the past... the chat just triggered it from his memory, a memory that he was sure to have kept for himself :

It occurred during his training on Annwyfn... once he encountered a magical creature, a lesser one yet one of the numerous residing on the island.  He was alone and wore his apprentice tunic, as a training spear whom the blade was maybe an enchanted metal, but the shaft/pole was just a wooden stick.

Anyway he faced this monster... but too cocky, Cait been caught by the creature which taught him a lesson : Seizing the spear, the foe struck the blade on the ground before removing the prey's trouser. Then, holding Cait, the beast "impaled" the cat's anus on the pole and moved him up and down, ramming, abusing Cait's rear with the wooden stick

it was quite hazy right now in his mind, but the High-Knight thought to remember the sensation he has been subject of :  a mix of pain and pleasure. At least it seemed him. Actually it was just a short blurry flash with unsure sensation. What happened after this was unknown.  What was sure is that he get hard right now and Deryn noticed it, giggling.

Eager, hm ? Hihi... Sir Lughaidh, before we start I have a couple of things to perform, it will not last long but may I propose you to make yourself comfortable  ^^?
Well, thank y-
By this... I mean to undress yourself.
Oooh...

Gulping, the High-Knight managed to keep his composure and nodded to the lady which, smirking, opened the door near to her bed, leading into a little room where she can have a wash, and change cloths. Closing the door as Cait did with the bedroom's one that he locked.

He sight to the sensation of his erection poking against his trouser and didn't waited to open it, releasing his hard flesh. Then, he removed his jacket, the frilled shirt, boots and trouser. He was rather embarrassed, he must admit, and tidied up his outfit on a chair. Waiting straight for Deryn... not without touching himself.

A couple of minutes passed, and finally the door opened. Deryn came out, move gracefully to Cait, blushing. It was the very first time she was naked in from of someone... "naked"... well, actually she was wearing a housecoat, white and light, recovering her body from neck to ankle.

It surprised a bit the cat which was totally nude, erected. At first Deryn looked away, but then she giggled in thinking to what will come. But for now she stared at the body of the High-Knight and a bit of juice from her femalehood dropped on the flour : she was sure now to want this cat badly. Cait noticed the vaginal fluid, and it gave him an idea... without expecting that she will give him a chance right now.

Deryn never be wet for someone before, at least in the reality. When she masturbated in her dreams, she always imagined a nice-looking silhouette taking her. Her first orgasm was when she thought, once, to her sister's husband. Damn, he was sexy... and she would not have minded that he took her virginity with love, or ravaged her. But with years this turned into a more unknown silhouette and since a couple days, it was Cait which hunted her wet dream.

Oh... it, it seems to be hotter there... may-maybe could you help me to... remove this coat.
As, as you wish.

Understanding the message, and smiling to his idea, he walked to the vixen and connected his lips to Deryn's. What she wanted was softness, love... somewhat. So he moved a hand to the chest, removing the first toggle-fastening, then the second, holding her tight while the coat started to fall and reveal her shoulders and chest.

The vixen felt the penis poking to her groin... and she like it. Still kissing she managed to rub her vagina against the maleness while the cat was massaging her breasts.

Now, Cait lowered his hand and removed the last toggle-fastening holding the coat : it immediately opened wide, leaving the High-Knight to  see at her nude body, to caress it and noticed how wet her vagina was.

Oh... it seems that milady needs some cleaning...
What- what are you...

She didn't had the time to finish her sentence that she been kissed, Cait moved their bodies in a waltz-like move and have her sit down on the bed's edge, Cait knelt down to Deryn.  The High-Knight eye-contacted the young lady, a sly smile in face.

In the gardens... you made me discover a new sensation, so... let me return you the favour.

On these words, Cait's month kissed the girl’s chest, making the Daryn to quiver in anticipation: it was more than she expected and never thought to have such activity so soon. Moaning, she followed her lover's head lowing more and more… until that, as for the forehoof previously, his muzzled faced her femalehood.

*I hope… I'll do it right…*

He spread her legs a bit and then he licked her vaginal lips, doing little circle before finally inserting his tongue inside, starting a gentle cunnilingus. The vixen gasped and shuddered in delight as the cat's tongue dove into her slit, lapping at, twisting and turning inside it. Doing his best to make her feel good and he succeeded. The reaction of Deryn was a lovely surprising and pleasing. She liked it, had fun, and it was the aim

One minute passed and Deryn was in pure bliss right now, with every long suckling of his tongue her moans became more frequent and she urged him to continue going as deep as she held tight the bed's cover, laid on the back, twitching under the wave of pleasure. Doing this to the vixen kept Cait's penis to be erected as he noticed it. So maybe they could start the next step?

In purpose he stopped the cunnilingus and moved his muzzle away, while the young lady was catching her breath. In a way she was glad he stopped: not because he was bad, actually it has been a delight for her, and surely for him too, but she was certain that if he continued she would have climaxed... and what she wanted was to climax while taking her virginity.

The cat gave an enamoured smile to, looking to her whole naked body. He was not totally sure about his feelings right now, however he was sure about his desire to take her.  Not without her allowance, of course.

So… do, it… was good ?

Finishing catching her breath, Deryn was feeling the mix of her vaginal secretion and Cait's saliva wetting her.  She smiled to the High-Knight, nodding.

Your… lady is… pleased…

Then, she rose up delicately and moved her mouth to the cat's one, licking his lips before kissing him. A short kiss, yet she took his sex in her hand and rubbed it, gave him some quick stroke before breaking the kiss. Her finger connected with a bit of precum, Deryn moved the finger to her mouth in an enticing way while bringing the cat over her naked body.

Mmm…

Cait felt his body sliding over her own, his groin poking to Deryn's, and his testicles caressing her anus. Giggling, Deryn felt her heart pounding hard, excited. She liked felling him over her, the sensation of his maleness rubbing her tights. Cait for his part connected tenderly his lips with the young lady's ones, closing their eyes.

Then Cait placed a hand towards his penis and griped it, and rubbed the length of his shaft up and down her womanhood slowly, to be sure she could get some more of the wetness onto it so it would be easier to insert within her. He then moved back slightly, slowly lining up the head off his maleness with her vagina, a bit unsure however if he should continue.

*Should... I do it..?*

He was concerned about hurting her and the consequences... but Deryn was not that scrupulous. The cat felt a gentle hand moving over his and he immediately eye-contacted the vixen which gave him a cheerful smile before leading his penis to her entrance and slide the tip inside.

At the hilting's sensation Deryn gasped and even had a scream when it broke her hymen. Cait tried to remove it when he heard the scream, but the vixen held his maleness by the base and even trusted it in her. It was not a scream of pain, but one of pleasure and now the High-Knight was seeing it, having no more doubt about his deed.

Then he started to move his hips forwards, slowly, and looked to Deryn, to see her reaction. And she actually seemed to like it, as her cute moans indicated it. She was feeling some pain deep in her she has to admit, but she hides it unwilling to stop this moment. Also she did not dislike the pleasure wave this first penetration gave her.

P...please... re-resume, nngn...
Alright...

Then Cait moved his hips backwards but still keeping his penis inside her and immediately trusted it, gently at first then a second one, a bit more energetic followed by another.

Aahhh-!! Mmmn...

As it was their first time to both, Deryn didn't know if Cait was doing right, but she was sure that his way to pounding her was feeling good: ramming forward strong yet gentle thrusts. A minute passed and the thrusts became swifter and fluid, the penis sliding way better into her while the High-Knight laid down over her body, an arm in her back. He filled most of the part of her insides and she got used to the maleness' swiftness.

Cait was more easy in raving Deryn's womanhood, dealing more assured pounds even sliding his wholeness inside her. Both moaning at the feeling of the balls slapping against her body.

Ahh! Aahh ! Ahhh ~ ♥  S-sir HaaH! Lugh...lughaid... y-you are so! So goodmnn! Aah y-yes, h-harder!
… ? As... as you w-wish.

Without waiting any longer, the cat speeded up his thrusts, the pace of the hips. Groaning. It asked little efforts to him, but at this order he changed his position : No more leaning over the girl, he knelt while placing his hands over her ankles, grabbing Deryn firmly and held her legs up and apart then moved his lower abdomen back on forth.

Laying on the back the vixen was wondering about this change but when Cait resumed his pound she gasped and moaned louder, in ecstasy. The penetration was more intense and very deep, making her to wince in the sheets, grasping them hardly.

Ahhh! C-continue... Mmmh!

Deryn moaned out : She loved how his penis was fulfilling her wet inside while Cait was pleased by the moans and the begs of Deryn which sounded cute to his ears. Plus from there he has a prime view of the cute girl and enjoyed it. Pounding as fast as he can. As her vaginal walls were dripping some juice, he was sliding quite well, even better than before. And as they can't be hearing, he gave all he had.

D-deryn... Mmhn...

Minutes passed and, cringing his teeth, he felt that he was close to release his orgasm and decided to let her legs while he laid over her, an arm beneath her head. Cait was standing muzzle to muzzle to the vixen and slowed down the pace.

For their first time the High-Knight wanted to finish in a more romantic note and therefore placed his lips on the one of Deryn, kissing her.  She did the same and while they kissed, their tails swirled on each other in love.

They were very close of the orgasm right now and the kiss didn't lasted long, overwhelmed by the blissful feeling crossing their bodies.

L-Lugh... I, I am...
Ngh! I am... too... Aaah... D-deryyyn!!! Nngh!!

Under the lust, Cait dealt a couple of thrusts before reaching the peak and release his semen inside of lady, fulfilling her inside with warm seeds and waves of pleasure. The sensation of the ejaculating liquid invaded her clit triggered her own orgasm, her first one -aside of the masturbations-. She screamed in delight at her own peak and the feeling of their mixed fluid dropping on the couch.

Slowly he removed his member from the lady, looking down at the mess. Cait was satisfied, almost, feeling the fluid over his penis, drying at the air… the blissful face of his lover. Yet he was still feeling like he needed more, like if he needed to get rid of his lust once for all. He could explain it but he was still hunger for sex…

Laying on over the girl, his warm breath tinkling her breasts in delight. The cat's breath crossed her neck then her muzzle and delicately Cait placed his lips over the ones Deryn, romantically.  Deryn giggled and replied with her tongue, dancing in the High-Knight's mouth… but she didn't notice the cat's hand downing the long of her body and to her rear. Cait's hand was moving like instinctively, caressing the rear before entering a finger inside at the surprise of the Deryn. Moaning…

Haahn… S-sir… mmmn…

Silent, the cat then moved his finger back and forth, gently, fingering her deeply. Deryn of course already fingered herself but it was different to have someone doing it for her. It was… more pleasurable. And Cait was doing it quite well, she even wondered if he did it before, have practiced…

Aah… y-you, you're… good…
…I…

As Kleinians don't do their business… it was not in their biology, anatomy, to go to the toilet/bathroom unlike some other species. Penis had only reproductive use, and the rear was only an erogenous zone, so it was a well-known fact that fingering was provoking pleasure. But this feeling, the one of the warm flesh around his finger…

Cait had like a flash , which fulfilled  his  mind… : He was seeing himself over a bed, in the middle of a large and classy room…

Cait can't remember this fact but when he was still a kid he did once when he discovered the joy of self-pleasure. Fingering, masturbation… he used to do it before joining becoming a bearer… he even tasted his own semen out of curiosity the first time he ejaculated, But even if he was not remember this right now he still have kept some reflex.

With mastery he dove his finger deeper, and drawn son circles with it not without trusting it in and out. And getting harder on in excitement. Deryn’s moans were really turning him on and this one was closed her eyes, appreciating.
But she didn’t saw that Cait had somewhat no more control of his body… he was like overwhelmed by the lust which seized him.

Then, slowly he moved away of the Deryn’s body, still fingering her during enough second to him to take position : His erection placed in the front of her anal tunnel, Cait removed his finger and instead caressed the vixen’s rear with the tip of his penis. His heart was pounding hard, like if he felt like being about to do something wrong, like if he was about to rape her… after-all she never gave him the permission to go there.

The lust was too strong nonetheless and slowly he dove his tip further, feeling the walls playing with his foreskin.

Ngh…

Still lying on her back, eye closed, Deryn didn’t react immediately at the new situation, the tip’s sensation against her anus was not that bad… but it was strange too. Intrigued, the vixen opened her eyes and saw the cat about to enter her. 

W-wha-

Totally taken aback by the twist she struggled a bit and delicately protested. It was making sense now, but she thought that the cat was being going a bit too far. 

S-sir…
I… I am sorry. I don’t know what is happening to me… I, I am feeling like… I need this, I need more… It’s… enticing me.
Huh…? … oh, well… eheh. I, I was just… surprised. But you served me well, Sir Lughaid… os gwelwch yn dda (if you please)… huh, please, p-process… gently.

The vixen didn’t know why she have felt weird or have minded being sodomised. Maybe it was the thought of the pain… A finger it was cool but a whole member ? Her only experience were with the candlestick used as dildo in her vagina. But she admitted that she never been disappointed since they have started.

She trusted him and now he was about to thrust her back… Nodding, Cait took his shaft  in hand and pushed deeply inside her, gently. She moaned at the insertion but fortunately her lover’s sex was well lubricated and her love tunnel stimulated enough even if the Kleinian’s maleness was shaped to enter perfectly.  The cat groaned slightly while a rush of heat began to fill Deryn up, making her groan out loudly around the penis. And look skywards in pleasure as well.

Haahn~ ♥

Hearing her cute pleasure noise was delightful for Cait which didn’t waited more : Driving his member all the way into her depths in the first thrust, slow and painless, the High-Knight let out a little scream of pleasure. Then he immediately dealt another thrust, quicker, and another with a bit more force. 

After dozen of seconds he was happily pounding away at the lady' tight rear, he could tell she hadn’t taken it in this hole before, but it was still very pleasurable. He pounded his pelvis into her, feeling her jiggling plot wedge into her thighs, moaning slightly every-time he did so. 

Ahh! S-sir Knight, y-you are so vigorous mmm…

Wincing delicately, the girl felt her legs being spread apart by the cat whilst this one was ramming hard, feeling the climax build itself quickly. 

Minute passed and both kleinians were panting hard. Their fur getting wet under the sweating. Cait was struggling between releasing his seeds with powerful thrusts or make it last. It was his real first orgasm and he wanted not too rush it. Still holding the vixen’s legs apart he forgot to ask her about it, and unaware that she had her own plan. between the pounds and pants she managed to do a sentence.

L-Lughaid… stop. Please…
…? Huh?

Hearing her voice made Cait lost his train of thoughts and looking at the pleased eyes of Deryn, giving slow thrusts until he stopped with a lot of effort. Cait was confused, it was visible in his glance but Deryn just giggled and made him sign to turn back : He didn’t questioned and did so, hearing the girl walking out of the bed and made the High-Knight to sit down on the bed’s edge.

Milady…?
Hihi… there is something, something I want to try…

Like previously, Deryn took the wet maleness in hand, griping it firmly and placed it under her rear before lowering her hips down harshly, leaving a scream of pleasure. Then she raised her rear and lowered it again with the same swiftness under the moan of Cait.

In a seated sexual position, Deryn used the penis like a dildo, impaling herself in letting nothing for cait to do than look at her and appreciate the show, moaning. Especially at the sensation of his erection about to explode making him to cringe his teeth under lust and pleasure.

hHaaHn! Hanh! D’you, do you like it! Mhnn!
I… aye, I y-yes… A-and I think… I…

Unable to hold more like having no control over body he putted his hands on Deryn’s hips and bestially impaled her, at the surprise of the vixen. But she nonetheless liked this situation.

Aahh! Ha-Harder! Oh yes ! Harder !!

Her rear sliding the long of the penis, smacking Cait’s pelvis, up and down frenetically and with force made her to lose her mind under the lust but in an enhanced way. She moaned, gasped and huffed under the thrusts and it was better than she ever imagined. A couple of time she almost lost her balance forcing her to place her hand on the cat’s shoulders to support herself.

Nyaa… Harder! Harder ! HArDer !! Ah, Yees, Yeeeesss !!
Nnggh...Deryn...!
L-Lughaid !!

Only moments later though, the cat grunted loudly in bliss at the second orgasm, burying his member deep inside the squeezing snatch of the vixen before it erupted powerfully, gushing forth a stream of his semen inside her. Both Kleinians screaming in unison. Climaxing.

Aaahhh! ~ ♥

At this very moment a flash blinded him and like struck by an psychic discharge, his body quivered while is mind been fulfilled with a series of quick flashes.
It lasted just a couple of second IRL but for Cait it was like a whole minute. When the blackout finished, the cat groaned, feeling Deryn’s walls tightly around his penis at the same time; painting her inside a second (or three  times, with his semen as it oozed out all around the warm orifice, dripping down onto the floor below.
Deryn totally lost her mind under the flow of feeling fulfilling her, blushing and panting : her chest against her High-Knight’s and her head over his shoulder.

That… huff… That was… whoa…

Cait was panting too, the tongue out and his heart beating… it was his first orgasm in half a century… and he knew it because his memories went back at his climax. He remembered everything: his name, his past and his mission… he didn’t know how but he was himself again. But even if asexual and virgin prior the meeting at the tower, he still found amazing what they have done.

S-sir… Lughaid… are you all right?
… hm?

Noticing the concern of the girl he smiled to her and caressed her face to reassure her. It was funny because he was old enough to be her father… but he kept this info for himself and decided to appreciate this magical moment.

I am fine… ^^

He rubbed his muzzle against her and looked at the girl slowly raising her rear, removing herself from his penis in a *pop* sound, stream of sperm recovered his penis and flowing through her anus. Still panting, although less heavily.

S-Sir Lughaid, I-
"Cait Sídhe"
Huh?
My name… it’s Cait Sídhe … I… remember, I remember who I am…

At these words, the face of Deryn lighted up, exhibiting a mix of surprise and shocks at first… then genuine happiness. “Cait Sídhe”, eh? It sounded a bit like an old-fashioned fairy or folkloric name, heroic nonetheless… but she was really glade for the cat, glade that he finally remembered who he was. However the Sentinel was not planning to reveal anything else about him, or at least nothing that could reveal who or what he, especially being aware of the Marquis’ link with Cait’s late family... 

Anyway, Deryn immediately smiled to Cait and kissed him another time, on the forehead before commentating.

Sir… Cait Sídhe. I am happy for you, sincerely. Even if for me you will always be Lughaid. … So, you are remembering everything?
… Aye. I am an orphan, rose as warrior. Cait Sídhe is the name of the one which adopted me when I was a cub. And...

When the words “Nocht tú féin” resounded, Gae Bolga appeared in his hand, shining of its solar power. The spear was like Deryn remembered, but this time she have the time to feel the magnificent and divine aura oozing from the weapon. Watching with awe in her eyes.

And… I am here to purge this land from the evilness… to free the mortal realm against the dragons and the belfry. So, no matter my name, I will still be Lughaid for you… my lady. ^^

Then he expelled the spear and looked at Deryn which, silent, smiled to the cat, blushing and touched by his words. Yet some tears crossed her face, feeling that now he remembered who he was, his mission, they would probably be separated earlier than expected. Noticing her tear, the cat then gentled moved his finger to Deryn and wiped her tears.

However he doesn’t understood why those tears, and must admit that living in the Otherworld , realm of supernatural entities, dead heroes and fairy-like creatures, made him to lose touch with mortals’ minds… even if he’s himself one of them. Anyway, no matter the reason of her tears, he thought it was his gentleman job to ease the girl.

Deryn stayed speechless yet appreciative of this deed and bowed the head in thanking.

Now that… you know who you are, your mission… you will go, r-right…?
… eh? Eheh… I will, yes. But for you sake… 
…Huh?
Sorry.., I mean… I will go, for your security. I will not wait that the dragon attack the estate. Now I remember what I can do, what my powers are… I will defeat those entities before there is more casualties… milady. ^^
… hihi… well then. Let us wassail your mission ^^
… What do yo- oh…

With a seductive body gesture, the vixen kneelt to Cait, his penis met Deryn’s muzzle. As Cait would have to left and that he can’t sleep with her, Deryn decided to taste him a last time knowing she would not have other opportunity. 
Deryn then gently gripped the base of the cat's sex and gave a lick on his length before opening the mouth and placing the tip on his tongue then swallowed the whole maleness. Staring to bob his head with gentle yet shift blows

Standing straight, the sentinel watched Deryn’s head moving assiduously, and licked his entire length from the base 
Cait jerked as a bolt of pleasure hit him when she took him fully in hermouth.

Ohh…

Cait mumbled as the vexen bobbed her head up and down. With one hand, he gently grasped the back of Deryn's head, guiding it. Deryn increased the pace, giving swift blow, her hand holding the penis' base the other entering in Cait’s rear, massaging his entrance. 

Ngn…

She admitted to nt be sure about this but wanted to do it nonetheless and looked at her lover, eye-contacting him to see any reactions. And she saw that Cait was not really minding… he was even having a bit of fun of the fingering, remembering his first time. And feeling the same pleasure.

So, She trusted her finger in and out of the High-Knight which, after a minute, felt the orgasm build up. Looking skyward and his breathing becoming more rapid. Hiss grunts began to come faster and faster as he approached the orgasm, the pleasure overriding all other thoughts. As Tao came closer to finishing,

D-Deryn…

The lady speed up the trust to enhance the ejaculation while in a last grunt and the tingle of an orgasm building Cait grunted as he climaxed, shooting his load straight in her throat, his penis throbbing.  Producing a few meagre shots, but still enough for Deryn

Hmmphf!

Deryn happily swallowed the sperm, drinking like if it was hydromel and used her mouth to clean the penis as well. Removing her finger from Cait’s rear she had a smile on her face and rose up suddenly, kissing the cat and then sharing the semen she had in mouth.

Cait was not hiding his surprise but he coopered and admitted the taste was not bad, swallowing his semen in avoiding breaking the kiss… as it would be their last kiss, they made him last. Kissing tenderly and amorously, closing their eyes to profit of this moment in the silence. Finally it was Deryn which broke it, a sly smile is face. Giggling at Cait’s gulps.

Hihi. Ymddiheuraf (My apologises), Sir Lughaid. It was too tantalising ^^
Phew… No, no need to... we had fun, after-all ^_-.

Then he looked down at his penis and saw how clan it was, even the pubic hair. And his erection definitely gone. He looked at it with some regrets, regrets that it didn’t lasted long. Nonetheless he will cherish this moment spend with Deryn forever.

T-thank you… for the clearing.
Hihi... thank you, you, for deflowering me. I have wait many years but it was worth it…  ^^
… Well, my pleasure milady. ^^… So, we should maybe dress up before anyone see us.
Oh, no one will… but you are right. Huhu

Kissing a last time, the two Kleinians then dried their sweaty bodies (not without cleaning the cum from their furs) and get dressed quite quickly. No one could tell something happened. 

But even if dressed, they still had some free time tonight to spend together; after-all Cait was allowed to accompany her. So Deryn asked for hydromel and both chatted together about personal ad various subjects, experiences : And the vixen had to admit she discovered a new person in her front… but the charm was still there.

Finally, around a cup of hydromel, Deryn started on a subject which was dear to her… her sister. She even showed a picture to the cat for that he can identify her.  Then two hours passed and Meredith politely told them that the time was up, that a good lady as Deryn needed to sleep to stay beautiful, and that Cait should  take some rest to be able to do his Nigh-Knight job.

It was in a fake employer-employed relationship that they have been separated.  The day after they just stayed together a couple of time before that Cait’s decision was taken, and he asked Meredith’s allowance to secure the region before starting the dragon hunting. 


Office of Lady Meredith. 14h00.

In a wealthy room, wearing her finery, Meredith was standing face to the window, looking at the sunny sky… and the roar of the dragon resounding in the valley. It made dozens of minutes that the hearing have started, and a couple of minutes that Cait explained his situation and the reasons of his request. Using all of his rhetoric to convict the old lady and now he waited for an reply, silent.

Silent, the female dog finally turned back to Cait, looking at the divine spear next to him to reinforce his argumentation…

… Even if I have responsibilities towards my subjects… I like Deryn like if she is my biological daughter. So, having a High-Knight to watch over her… is reassuring. I really want her safety, I am sure you understand it ?
… Aye,  Lady Meredith.  As every mother want.
Perfectly. However… if you can overcome the threat before it realises itself…  we shouldn't deprive yourself of it, right ?
… It is my ambition, indeed.
…

Meredith eye-contacted the cat during few long seconds, staring with insistence… before sighting at the doubtless glance of Cait.

You know, after what happened yesterday in the night between you and Deryn… I should not really trust you…

Suddenly Cait froze when he realised the words and innuendo of the Lady, totally taken aback. At first he tried to hide his reaction with false questioning look. But he was sure that the she-dog have seen the change in his behaviour… and it was indeed the case. Meredith’s tone sounded like she was sure about her statement, and Cait’s reaction was confirming it.

Oh, I know that you have copulated together, my dear Sir… a mother feels these kinds of things… That you did not just chatted : I has been young myself. Yet I thought taking action.  But, Deryn seems happier than before And less frustrated…. She is somewhat in full bloom since the late night… 
…
And You should probably wonder where I am coming to ? She held you in esteem, and even if she consider you as a friend rather than a lover Deryn would be sad if she lose you…

The lady then went closer of Cait… and smiled slightly to him.

So, if you can promise me you will and can defeat this dragon and return alive then  you will then have my blessing. Otherwise, I will not let you break her heart in a futile attempt to look heroic… am I clear?
… eh.

Rising up, Cait took the spear in hand, standing next to him against the chair and expelled the weapon, looking to Meredith. 

I promise you, Lady Meredith… I will bring back light on this word and make this land safer for you and her.  I swear… I am a Knight after-all .
… hm…

The Lady of course didn’t know that Cait was more of than a knight. As adoptive son of the Duke, he was technically above the marchioness in both power and rank, and even in age. and even if bastard son of the High-King he was still from royal blood. Making Meredith unaware that she gave order to the legitimate ruler of Avalon : her boss.

And thanks to his memory Cait knew it, about his position and legacy. And it found the situation a bit amusing. But he was not looking for power or claiming the land. He has started a new life and the Marquis did a quite good job about the management of the Island. 

Suddenly a roar resounded in the valley which made smile the Sentinel.  It seems that it’s time to say goodbye.  So, he looked at the worried lady and did a reverence, old-fashioned one but one she still recognised : It was utilised in the royal court since centuries and it troubled her.  

Due to being born decades after the isle of Caer Sid been wiped of the map, she never had the opportunity to see  a live reverence from the royal court, however Meredith ‘s mother taught her about this, and shower her one, during her apprenticeship of the a perfect lady.

How do Cait knew it? She didn’t know, probably like her… while reading or having seen someone performing it. But the Lad replied by with the former curtsy.  

How do-…

But when she looked back she was alone and it totally taking her off guard. Without waiting she rushed to the window and saw the cat kissing her daughter in the courtroom before vanishing in a seal of light, amazing Deryn at the same time.

Thus started to journey of the High-Knight Cait Sídhe, born Sétanta Duhann Dé Samhildánach, Duke of Elkeid and divine Sentinel. 


