ON board of a ship stood Raven on the railing looking at the port they are closing in. As he watches over the ever-growing buildings in the distance he turned his face to the weavile on his side. HIs mate Thema, a weavile that is native to the land they are just arriving. "So" mused the Zangoose who recently gave his fur a shave to cut down the length of it as the place is quite warm "That's Alexandria of the Sand Continent?"
"Yes, it is" nodded the weavile "The citadel of the Sand Continent and for those outside the cultural centre of it. We will spend our first days here as there are much to see."
"I see." nodded Raven and mused "Where will we stay? I recall you have sent a bunch of letters to prepare for our trip here."
"And old associate of mine will pick us up or will send somebody to do that in her stead." answered the Weavile. Raven nodded to her.
Thema is a Necromancer, whose job it is to commune with the death and if necessary appease them. A job that isn't the easiest and according to Thema self it harbours many dangers and a lot of pain.  Due to the sometimes painful looks when she is talking about it, Raven has refrain to dig too deep into it. What he once asked but never got a clear answer was, why all Necromancers in the Sand Continent are Weaviles, despite being a Dark/Ice type. Rather in general why ice types, in general, live there.
The reason they are here is that Thema expressed the wish of Raven having a first-hand experience of the Weavile's homeland and the Mercenary Zangoose did agree, hoping to understand some aspects of her better.
It didn’t take long for the ship to reach port. Once it was safely tied on the pier, Raven and THema began to walk off the ship with the few belongings they brought along for the trip carried by the Zangoose. 
Thought what Raven was surprised of was that individual people were bowing as they saw on Thema her mark of a Necromancer. Was there something she missed to tell him?
Then a young Braixen appeared in front of them. Her clothes were well made but Raven saw that she wears a collar, a clear sign that she was a servant or slave. IN this culture both wear collars but the difference was lost on Raven for the moment.
She knelt down in front of THema and spoke "Greetings Lady Thema. My master Merad is sending me to pick you up and tells you he is sorry for not appearing himself. But unexpected unrest in the local crypt was calling for his attention."
Thema nodded in understanding "Raise up" she told her and gestures to Raven "And take off our belongings from my mate. OR does he have to carry it all the way to your master?"
MOving up in surprise, the fire type rushed over to Raven and took off everything that was weighing him down. Moving his shoulders to from the loss of weight and he looked at the bowing Braixen before she turns back to Thema "Mylady, please let me guide you to my masters' house… I have a carriage ready for you."
"Thank you. Guide the way." she simply said and to which she follows the Braixen and Raven joined his mate, being curious of where this will lead. Once in the carriage it began to move, Thema pointed at first to a large building on top of a large hill "That's the great library. It's the largest one in the entire COntinent and has knowledge collected from the entire world. Some even say it is the memory of our world."
Looking up Raven looks very impressive as it is without a single doubt the largest building he has ever seen. “That’s one impressive library. I think I will visit it once during our stay here.” 
"Of course you will." she nodded and points to a very large tower "That's over there is the Great Lighthouse. It's also the tallest tower build by mortal Pokemon. NO help from any legendary. It guides the sea travelling Pokemon even in the deepest nights with its light."
“I have heard of it… but to actually see it. Even at this great distance… that’s so impressive.” whistled Raven while they are moving. 
As the carriage moved and Thema pointed over to a few other sights they will visit during the stay in the town and then they stopped in front of a mansion. Raven looked at Thema "You got quite a loaded friend here."
"I am aware" she simply replied and the two got off the carriage. They are guided in, where a young sneasel stood there. From the clothing and tattoos, she was a Necromancer… properly a student.
BOwing in front of the two she said “Lady Thema. I am Asira, an apprentice and under the guidance of Master Merad. He hasn’t returned yet but I have already prepared your rooms and also a place in the gardens where you can rest from your long travel.” then she turned towards Raven “I welcome you as well Master Raven.” 
To which the Braixen was gasping surprised who followed in with the couples packages "Lady Asira. You know of Lady Thema's mate?"
"Yes, I did. DId master not tell you?" she asked to which the Braixen shock her head "HOw unfortunate… well, nothing ill grew I assume, so we will handle it later." before turning her attention to Raven "While my master is not here  for a proper greeting, I am ready to do my part of it with you as my master doesn't have a mate or lover taking that role."
Raven was wondering what she means by that as Thema only told him about the greeting rituals of this place is that between commoners it isn't much different than elsewhere. Between nobles thought, and due being Thema's mate he counts as one, she stated he "will enjoy it greatly."
Nodding to it, Raven then spoke to her "Alright, then let us proceed." to which the sneasel began to undress and Thema whispered him to do the same.
Slightly redundant about it at first he did like his mate said and began his own undressing as well. It wasn't long until both of their bodies are fully exposed. The Zangoose, out of a habit he didn't lose yet, gazed over the female with his single good eye and judged her build.
Due to her relatively young age, Raven would guess she in mating age at best for a year or two, she appeared to him as slightly fragile with nice breast of firm b size.
Giving the young dark/ice type a nod, Thema put a hand on Ravens back on a casual way thought from the slight push he felt, she was gesturing him to move over to her. Which he did and Asira came close to him and on the point they met, she got on her toes/claws and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him slightly and kissed his lips.
Kissing back, the Zangoose was putting his hands on her butt and lifts her up a little to ease the kissing and it wasn’t long before their tongues are dancing to each other. She gave a little moan to it and was eagerly showing her skill. 
For Raven’s surprise, she was quite skilled with her tongue, knowing how to interact with the mercenaries one. It may be true or biased but Thema had the better skill in his opinion but the sneasel gave a worthy adept 
Once they break the kiss, Asira moved down on her knees and her claws of the hands travelled down his body as she repositioned in front of him and felt his package.
Murring to the sensitive touch, Raven looked down as she was lifting his sack and his half hardened penis and rubbed her head along of it. Causing to get even louder murr as her reward.
If Raven hadn't put it together before, he definitely did it as she started to lick and nibble on his manhood and balls, that the greeting between nobles is a round of sex. And he had to admit… if Asira's skill and looks are any indications so far, he will enjoy it. Thought he felt jealous about the fact that in reverse, once the Sneasels master was back, he would take his mate.
This strange mix of jealous feelings and the curiosity of taking the sneasel in the entry hall of a mansion was turning the zangoose on and his pride was swollen to its preferable size, making the young female look in astonishment.
WHich made her admire the size of him and felt it some more in her kneeling position. A smile appeared on the Sneasels face and she let go of his pride and got down on the floor, her rump raised up with the help of her legs, while the upper body was close to the ground as possible and with her clawed hands she spread her butt, showing him her two holes… and her womanhood was wet.
Thema was musing with a smile “It shouldn’t be a surprised by now that you get this reaction out of inexperienced and impressionable young females when they see your fully grown partner.” and places her hands on his hips from behind her mate. LIcking his ear she whispered “NOw take her. Give her a good fill of your essence.”
Nodding Raven knelt down behind Asira and places one hand on the Sneasels rump while his other hand holds his pride, guiding it to the moist and anticipating hole of hers. A shiver runs down her spine as she felt his tip slowly pushed at first against her, then slowly sliding inside her, spreading the wet walls. Welcoming the pride of a man. Raven moved his hand from the dick to the other side of the hip and used that hold to fully insert himself inside her.
The sneasel gave a loud moan as she felt the size of his and her walls by instinct are clenching on it, massaging it to please the one taking her. To earn the right of the fill. 
Moving back herself, she met his rhythm, increasing the pleasure for the two more as they moaned and moved. Those moans of the two are filling the room and even extended to an extent outside, letting anybody passing know what is happening here.
Rewarding her eagerness, the zangoose increased his speed while giving slight slaps on her butt which she answered with louder moans each time he hit her or went inside, her walls getting more eager to press against him. Starting to claw the ground, the younger sneasel was almost meowing. Her mind was filled with lust, wanting more of him. Wanting him to fill her. Claiming her. Dominating her. 
ANd he gave her what she desired, controlling her movements now he pounded without remorse, only lust, his instincts are now controlling his actions and his eye shut down while starting to snarl like a feral, his claws digging into the skin of the woman that was giving herself to him. 
Thema watched the event unfolding in front of her and while she knew about Raven's way, being exposed to it regularly, she notes that the becoming Necromancer has still a lot to learn regarding of the traditional meeting between nobles. THought she has little doubt that in the Necromancer side of hers are well developed, knowing the Sneasels master and the Weaviles friend.
 It didn't take Thema by surprise, that the sneasel was very soon screaming madly as she was already climaxing, while Raven kept his barrage like pounding, claiming her in his feral predator state. Only after she came for the fourth time, he slammed himself deep inside the sneasel, giving an almost roar-like groan as he emptied the balls of his inside her.  
Asira was rolling her eyes back and the tongue hanged out as she felt him finally release inside her, spend greatly from the way he outdid her endurance and once he finished and pulled out, she let herself fall to the side and curled in, her hands on the stomach while some of the mixes of her juice and his cream are leaking out of her folds.
Panting the Zangoose watched the sneasel and could swear he was hearing something. Thema put her hands on his shoulders “Well looks like you left quite an impression.” and looks down that pose and the words she is mumbling “it’s a prayer. To ask that you may be blessed with many offspring.” 
The Braixen that has watched as well, as she was told never to leave Lady Thema's side unless told otherwise, was on her knees and her hands on her own folds, biting her lip. That display did turn her on and if she were in the right position… she would have taken a turn as well.
Then the clapping was heard. Turning around, they spotted a Weavile of similar clothing as of Thema's but in a male edition. Smiling while clapping he told "That was quite a show, Mister Raven. I may not have seen all of it but if the last few moments are any indication, I can see why Thema has chosen you to be her mate."
Then he turned “I welcome you to my home Thema. It has been a while since we saw last each other.” 
"Greetings Merad. It has been indeed a while." spoke Thema and nodded back to the fellow necromancer "I heard you were coming later. THought I am positively surprised it wasn't as long as your apprentice and your servant may lead us to believe." and starts to remove the clothing, to prepare her half of the greeting ceremony.
The male weavile undressed as well and while Raven was now aware that he is witnessing a custom of this land and was even part of it himself, he couldn't help but feel jealous that another guy was taking her.
HIs mate in question, knowing the male zangoose well enough, looked at Asira and the sneasel was looking back. THen Thema made a gesture towards the sneasel, who nodded in understanding. 
Before Raven could ask what her gesture means, Asira was leaning on him again and kissed his lips deeply, pressing herself against him. The zangoose eyes widened and realized what the plan was: To distract him. And it seems that it wasn't aimed solely to her, as he felt warm for pressing against his back… the Braixen has joined and was now nibbling his neck, taking a share of his attention span as well.
Thema in the meanwhile was felt by Marad and she murred at his touches “Fearing that your apprentice couldn’t handle him more than once?” 
“She could… but I have researched your mate after your letters” said Marad before giving her breast a long lick. “And learned about how much he cares about his mates… and with you one of them, about to have sex with a different man… I prefer not to feel his wrath when his jealously snaps in the middle of the act.”
The female weavile nodded to his reasoning and felt his package with one of her hands, showing her skill of pleasing him and earns a loud moan. 
XXX
A couple of hours later the "greeting" was over thought Marad, his apprentice Asira and the Braixen female were spent, while THema was being taken by Raven. She couldn't really blame him as parts of his instincts are acting beyond knowing better.
As such, once the male weavile was done with his round with THema, Raven took it as a chance, the moment he filled the Braixen to take Thema to "reassert" his claim over her body.
For some that might look very petty but for her it is understandable. She knew her mate and his upcoming. Aware that he spends years in the wilderness, only relying on his own smarts and instincts to survive. How he became a mercenary who was very efficient.
The loss of an eye… a deliberate injury he took to protect somebody that had to be protected with one's life. HIs metal arm… a betrayal that went beyond anything even she has seen in her years as Necromancer. And given the horrors she had to endure during her own training, that is saying a lot. So she let "reassert" his claim over her. Proving to others he is her mate.  That she simply enjoyed him taking her body.
About the Apprentice and the servant: She knows that Raven only considered them to be something temporary. Just not sure how long and she doubt Raven knows it either as while they are staying for a few days so she can show him the city, she wasn't aware of Mareds plans during the stay.
Also, she cared very little about it right now, as she was too deep in her own lust and loud moans as her mate's strong body were taking her. And even less as he came inside her, the bliss of her body overruling any sense of care for anything other than her mate.
XXX
The rest of the day was rather uneventful. After all, parties had recovered from the greeting ceremony, they all went for a bath and had fresh clothes. While THema wears something of her usual attire, Raven was given something of the continents clothing and some fitting jewellery and the Mercenary had to admit: It feels just weird.
While he does recognize it is just because he is unused to that type of clothing or at jewellery in general, it has something he never really witnessed in his life: The sudden change of behaviour of those around him.
Everyone who is clearly not a noble is bowing to him and if he spins that line of thought further, the nobles would show respect for him like a noble as well. That was overwhelming for the Zangoose. The only times he got any respect from nobility is when he has proven his worth as a sellsword. And that is not always guaranteed.
Shaking his head, Raven looked also around the room they were given. A big one with a bed large enough that seven people could fit in there. He has seen beds of nobles before. Quite a number of female nobles thought of it as an adventure to get him into their bed. Depending on situations, his mood and a couple of years now, his loves he either refused or jumped the chance. But even the largest heh as seen before stopped at a size for 5 people. 
He should add that is assuming those people were of his size.
Hearing the door open, his mind snapped back to reality and turned around, seeing Thema smiling to him “Comfortable in those clothes? They are a gift of Merad.” 
"I appreciate them," admits Raven truthfully. He never had better clothes "But it would take a while until I am used to them."
"Understandable." she nodded to him and moved closer "Meradi is asking for us. It's almost time for lunch. After that, we will head for one of the sights of the town."
Raven didn't take long to nod "How about the lighthouse first? Seems for me to be the more feasible thing to explore than the library. It's large after all and with many books and scrolls."
Thema nodded to him in understanding. At the beginning of their relationship, she was surprised at first for his surprisingly large arrange of knowledge, even some that would be on first glance useless for a sellsword, even more, that he takes his chance to read novels for entertainment or books that help him broaden his horizon. Today it is a valued asset of his.
And the weavile wouldn't be surprised if Raven decided to stick in this towns library for days instead his usual adept to stay at least a few hours in a normal library back home.
That has proven her already this trip was worth it for Raven. Just like half of her intention coming here was.
