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Trigger Warning: There’s some parts with detailed descriptions of sexual abuse, so read at your own discretion. 


Fourteen hours pass before Lev wakes up. The sun is already out and it's past lunch time. Downstairs, the mother is already preparing a meal for supper. Lev rubs the crust from out his eyes, cleans his tail, and stretches for a moment before he steps out of bed. Still tired, in need of coffee. He looks around the room. ‘Oh. So it wasn't a dream?’ He thinks. ‘No way. I really slept with Bryan?’ He blushes to himself as he puts back on his kimono, which is a bit wrinkled now. The horse is eating outside of the window. He smiles, feeling a bit relaxed, then moves downstairs and stands in the dark in silence, falling into a trance while food is made in the other room. A distant voice is speaking to him in a language that he doesn't understand. It's taken the form of a shadow, almost like that of an old man, hidden in the corner of the dark room. It vanishes as he feels himself going dizzy, a slight buzzing headache growing. ‘Uggghhh... Please, not again.’ Thankfully, the pain passes. But he continues to stand there as if he were lost.


Aldan enters from outside. He's carrying several small packages. He's about to pass by Lev, standing stone still in the dark before he notices him. “Lev? He asks quietly. Are you okay?”


“Huh?” He looks back at him. “I'm... fine. Just kind of out of it, I guess. Need coffee. Where's Bryan?”


“Coffee's this way.” He nods towards the kitchen, and leads Lev that direction, walking slowly and looking back at the boy. Concern is obvious on his face. “Bryan's at school. Should be home in an hour or two. Hungry?”


Drew nods. “Starving.” He pulls up a seat, sitting on his feet to make him feel taller.


Aldan grabs a plate, placing a pair of fresh trout on it. He hands sets it down in front of Lev. “Coffee will be a minute. Drew always liked fish. I hope you will, too.” He heads back to the kitchen, leaving Lev alone at the table with his fish. He returns a couple of minutes later with a pot and two cups. He pours coffee for each of them.


Lev takes a fork and knife, cutting the trout into nice slices as he eats it, taking large gulps of the warm coffee in between bites. “It's delicious. Not too tender, not too flaky though.” He fills his coffee cup back up. Thank you for the food, sir. Lev's hair is a bit greasy today from sleeping for so long and having strange dreams. He pushes his hair out of his eyes each time he goes down for another bite of fish.


“You're welcome.” He smiles. “You don't have to be so polite. Drew would tear into his food. I'm used to it.”


“Well, I am commanded to be polite to my elders at school, or else it's a beating on the arms.”


Aldan frowns. “Bryan's never mentioned beatings.”


“We don't go to the same school.”


Le finishes his plate, taking it to the sink before he sits back down.


“Oh, I thought you did. How did you two meet, then?”


“Yesterday as I was leaving the library he noticed me wandering around, obviously lost, since I don't come to this part of the kingdom much... The library where you live is quite beautiful though. Sometimes I like to just be inside of it more than I like to read in it.” He gazes upwards as he speaks, then looks back at Aldan to sip on his coffee. “He pointed me in the direction towards his home, then asked if I wanted to see his horse! A horse as a pet? I thought they were only for battles and traveling. So he showed me the horse, how he rides it, had me hop on, then showed me what he feeds it.” He finishes his second coffee, filling for a third, last in the pot. “Sorry for drinking it all. Ours at the temple is much stronger, which is what I'm used to.”


“Drew used to make coffee for us.” Aldan smiles at the memory. “It had other effects than just waking a person, a being, up. You live under the temple?”


“Yes. It's very small, not as small as some of the others though.” His face slowly depresses. “You miss him a lot, don't you?”


“Every moment that I breathe. Awake or asleep. He stares off into the distance. Sometimes, if I look far enough away, I can almost see him. Waiting for me. I was able to speak to him briefly yesterday, thanks to Aizen. In two years, I can speak to him again.” He smiles, but it is a sad, sorrowful smile. “That's not so very long, I suppose.”


“Maybe to you, since you're a human.” He pauses. “I don't understand, though, what made him so important to you. Plenty of other boys and girls his age and younger are executed at least every month, if not bi-weekly, right? Do you not agree that the penalty for his crime should have been death?” He's very serious, not trying to offend, but just confused. “I know these details because my school is close to the prison and jail. It is for youth that have been delinquent, but are sick mentally, so they aren't taken to the jail. There are only five other students with me. A month ago, we were forced to see an old student that had done something bad go to the block. The crowd was probably the most disturbing of it all. You weren't there though... Sorry. I do not mean to ramble or offend.”


“No, Lev, you're fine.” He thinks for a minute. “I don't know, well, I didn't know what was different about Drew. There was something about him that. . .intrigued me from the moment he was brought in.” He smiles remembering the first meeting and subsequent attempts to win Drew's trust. “It was almost the full month before he opened up and we talked for the first time. Not as jailer to prisoner, but as equals. I loved him by that time. I confessed my love, not directly. But he understood.” He shakes his head and starts another pot of coffee. “Maybe he was just bored or lonely or afraid. Maybe all of that. I held him. He kissed me. We gave each other head. After that, it was love.”


“Go on...”


“The next day I brought him some fresh food. We lunched together. We fucked. He gave me this.” He pulls off his tunic and holds out his arm, showing the scar that marks Drew's favorite spot to bite and draw blood. “We kissed with my blood. I bit him and we kissed with his. And more. Third day, I brought in a priestess of Selune and Drew and I were married. He touches the pendant around his neck. He's fairly well put together for an older man. She told us that we'd been married before. Been lovers before.” He stands and goes to a large chest of drawers and hutch. He picks up a small box and brings it back to the table. “We'd sworn an oath in some past existence.” He takes his dagger and pierces the tip of his thumb, dropping a single drop of blood on the box. The symphony of their love, Drew and Aldan, begins. “We find each other in life after life. We meet and fall in love again and again. Then we are parted by death. So it has been, so it shall be. Until finally we are allowed to be together forever.” He wipes his eyes and breathes a heavy sigh.


He feels sad for him, but still a bit frustrated. “I'm sorry for your loss... But you still haven't answered some of my questions.” His arms are crossed now.


“Which questions?”


Lev sighs. “I asked if you agree that his penalty for his crimes should have been what he was given. I also wanted to understand why he was different than other young ones. All I know is that you were both meant to be together, which is fine, it's no doubt the truth, which can be proven by this prophetic magic and the crystals you wear. But I still don't understand why if you had been so affected by his loss that you would continue with your job.”


“If I had refused to do my duty, I would have been stood beside him on the block. If I have allowed him to escape, I'd have joined him on the block. Odds are my wife and children would have been punished as well.” He shrugs. “I tried to think of some way to gain clemency for him, or to help him escape where I would not be punished. I could think of none.” He looks at Lev. “He tried to escape early on. He failed and was tortured for three days and nights.” He stands and retrieves the fresh coffee, pouring a cup for Lev. “As for his punishment. He did kill four men. There may have been mercy if his father or a friend had stood for him at the trial. No one did. No one even tried to visit him.” He stares down at his cup, absently playing with the handle.


“I see...” He falls into deep thought. “A true tragedy.”


“Yes. Besides, I'm a guard. My opinions on justice and punishment is not sought out by the great and powerful.” He sighs. “But no, I don't think we should be hanging or beheading children.”


“Would you prefer to see the king suffer?” Lev finishes his cup. “It's a joke.”


“I'd rather no one suffer. Man, boy. Human, demon, wolf. No one. I've seen enough of that.”


“One of my higher familiars tells me that one must suffer in order to understand suffering and find freedom from it. She is the only one in the temple that helps me. The others have given up hope. They think I am already dead. I work with ever almost every day after finishing school. She heals me, tells me what I need to do, what to read...”


Aldan nods. “I suppose that's true regarding suffering.” He looks at Lev. “Why have they given up on you? Drew hadn't given up you. He wanted me, wants me to help you.”


 Lev looks down, falling into deeper sadness. “He was visited by a spirit, like the other boy that committed a massacre. I think that's how he's connected to me. I was also visited by it. The third so far. Everyone sees what has happened and they have given up hope. They are afraid of me, because I have perfected the spells that the familiars have been practicing their entire lives effortlessly, naturally.. And I have gifts they haven't seen before either, which also disturbs them. They know, I know, what will happen. It has already affected me with lunacy. I am driven insane by the power, the evil... Sometimes I feel like if I let it out, the entire world would explode. Maybe I should just kill myself before I do any harm. That's what I tell myself all of the time.”


Aldan leans forward and puts his hand on Lev's shoulder, squeezing gently. “Hush with that sort of talk. Drew told me to find Aizen and together he and I can help you. I don't believe you're insane. I don't believe your unalterable destiny is to destroy the world or yourself. Drew had that power. He could have used his magic to escape, leaving bodies behind him. He chose not to. He chose. Just like you have a choice, Lev.” He kneels down in front of Lev, maintaining his hand on the shoulder and squeezing his leg. “I'm not going to let you go through that. I couldn't help Drew. We found each other too late. It's not too late for you.”


“What if it is?” He pushes his hand away. “I... I... I am insane. Sometimes I black out and forget where I was. I get these horrible migraines and destroy things when they happen. I've hurt people too, but it was justified by the court and law... Except the last thing, which landed me into the school.”


“Let Aizen and I help you.” He replaces his hand on Lev's shoulder. “Drew wouldn't have told us find you if we couldn't do anything to help you. We just have to figure out what's happening and why. You're not alone. I've seen how you look at Bryan and how he looks at you. You're both very young, but you know how you feel. Are you prepared to just give that up?”


He gulps.” How could he have known so quickly? No, he must mean friends... Good friends. You don't understand what I've gone through. Aizen could, not fully though. Nobody can. If Bryan knew some of the truth about me, he'd freak and probably never talk to me again. I'm a monster, Aldan. I mean, just look at me.”


Aldan looks Lev in the eyes. “I've seen monsters, Lev. I've fought them. You're not a monster. Just because you may have done monstrous things, that doesn't make you a monster.” He stands and goes to the window, staring out at the horse cantering in his corral. “I walked my husband to the chopping block.” His voice is heavy with emotion and regret. “I knelt him down and watched.” He gulps hard. “I held his head for the crowd to see. I've done monstrous things, Lev, terrible things. Am I a monster?”


Lev looks back at him, the insane look returning. “I don't know... Are you? Maybe, we all are. Maybe... we need to be cleansed.”


Drew turns back. “Or maybe forgiven.” He watches Lev's face. “Cleansed? Let a being look to his own self before deciding on the guilt of others. Does Bryan need to be cleansed? Mikkey? Sally?” He moves next to Lev and kneels down beside him again. “I couldn't save Drew. I can try to save you. He wanted that. I have to try, for him and for you. You're not a monster. You're a boy. Just a boy.”


The demon doesn't say a word and begins rocking back and forth, staring through Aldan instead of at him. “I don't know. I don't understand anything.”


Aldan hugs Lev, whispering to him. “I don't either. Not completely. But it was Drew's last wish that I find you and save you. Even if it wasn't, I'd want to try...you're just a boy, Lev. For your sake, for my sake, for Bryan's sake...let me help you.”


“But how?” He looks at it his hands, which are shaking. “Not even my familiar can save me. Or the school.”


Aldan leans back, sitting on his heels. “That I don't know.” He takes Lev's hands in his own. “Not yet, at least. Tell me what happens, what you're afraid of. I know it's hard, I know it's close to the problem Drew had, he killed people without meaning to, without wanting to.” He stands and pulls his tunic back on. “Let's pack some food and get started. I think we should talk with Aizen. And if you'd like to see Drew's resting place, I think he'd like for you to visit him.”


Le slowly stands up out of his chair, a dazed look on his face. “How do you know Aizen so well? He just moved here.. What will we do at Drew's grave? Will he.. Speak to me?”


“I just met Aizen yesterday. Drew told me to find him and you.” He runs his hands through Lev's hair, combing it with his fingers, careful to avoid his horns. “I don't know. . .I just know he'd like to see you.”


Lev nods “Okay. Remember, I'm lost. You'll have to lead me the way...”


Aldan gives Lev a look, arching an eyebrow at him. “Don't snarl at me. I'm on your side, remember. If you want to stay the night again, that would be fine. I know Bryan would be thrilled. He couldn't stop talking about you at breakfast. But we should talk to your grands first. Got everything? If so, let's go.”


“I'm wearing everything I have.” He follows Aldan out of the door, tightening the string around his kimono. The weather is cloudy and cold, not beautiful and calm like yesterday, but instead tense and sorrowful. “Nice weather, huh?”


“Oh, I don't mind the gray and the cold. It is what it is.” He looks at Lev. “Will you be warm enough? This is all you have? All?”


Lev nods again. “Yes, yes, yes. Let's go, old man! I'll race you.” He gets into a motion as if he's really in a race, but Aldan seems all too serious to be playing around with him. “Or not... It is probably a six mile walk or so.”


“Six miles? That's nothing.” He looks at Lev, smiling. He nudges him with his shoulder. “I was in the army, remember. I've done plenty of marching. In weather far worse than this. May I ask you a serious question, Lev?”


Lev stops for a moment. “Maybe... I guess.”


“You said this is all you have. Is that your choice? Or are you not allowed?”


“What else would I bring?”


Aldan slaps his forehead with his palm. “Oh! I thought you meant that this was all you owned in the world. My mistake.”


He spins around as he walks. “Well.... It's quite close. I have my bed, a few pieces of clothing, and my schoolbooks. That's all.”


“No toys? No books for fun?”


Lev shakes his head. “Nope.”


“Hmmm.” Aldan nods gravely. “What do you do for fun?” He sets a brisk pace, a soldier's pace.


“I don't do anything at the moment, since my life revolves around rehabilitation. I wrote for the paper a few times though, just about books and such, or new laws in the kingdom. After my recent incident I had the job taken away from me.”


“I see. Perhaps you could keep a journal of this time. Publish it later.” With his aura of command, and his uniform and sword, people clear out of their way as they walk. Aldan doesn't push people out of the way or try to draw attention to himself. “It might help spur reform. It would be a step forward if we could stop the execution of children. We're visiting the grave or finding Aizen first?” He looks at Lev. “Hmmm. That's a serious face.”


“Either. I won't mind either way.”


“I'd like to check on Aizen. was exhausted when I carried him back to his apartment. Do you know his girlfriend?”


“His GIRLFRIEND?” Lev bursts out laughing. “You mean his BOYFRIEND? Yes, I know them! Him, I mean. An elf boy. Very polite, very handsome, but I would never want to get on his bad side.”


“Boyfriend? I see. A demon and an elf?” Aldan whistles and shrugs. “That's no stranger than Drew and I, I suppose. What about you, Lev? Have you a boyfriend or girlfriend?”


Lev looks down at his feet. “I don't know. I'm working on it.”


“Well, don't tell Bryan if you do. He'd be devastated.” He looks at Lev, smiling. “He's got quite a crush on you, you know.”


Lev makes a sharp gasp. “Oh? He does? I didn't, I didn't notice... Well, I am not interested in men, so you don't have to worry about that!” He fake laughs.


“That's probably a good for both of us. I gave Bryan some advice on that topic at breakfast.” They’re making very good time. They smell coffee. Strong, fresh coffee. The smell becomes more powerful as they walk.


“They must be roasting beans. Busy day I guess.” Lev shrugs his shoulders. “What did you tell him? Maybe some of the advice could help me?”


“I told him that he's awfully young, and that he needs to be careful. But if he really likes you, he should tell you.” Aldan shakes his head. “Gods know I'm not the one to judge anyone's love anymore. Whose to say you aren't meant for each other?” He points to the coffee shop. “Fancy a coffee?”


“I'm fine. I'll have one back at home. There's one just above our temple.”


“Are you sure?”


Lev nods. “Trust me. Our beans are better.” He licks his lips. “There's something about our coffee that brings the deviants to us all of the time. People leave the shop kissing, stripping on the road, and we have to push them into the bushes so that they'll stop!” He giggles. “One time I caught three girls having sex under a tree by the shop. Outrageous! I had to hit them away with a broom!”


Aldan nods. “Yes, I've felt that. Drew made me coffee.” He smiles at the memory. “Promise me, Lev, that if you're not interested in Bryan, that you'll let him know without hurting him. That's all I ask of you. Don't hurt him.”


“Okay. I'll, uhm... Tell him tonight, that I'm totally not interested in him, or any guy in any way, but I'll say it nicely.” He points at down the road. “Here we are!”


“That's not exactly what I meant. Yes, here we are.”


The two of them enter the dimly lit coffee shop, pulling up two high chairs by the bar. The man over the counter, taller with long horns, full beard and mustache, looks at the two of them. He sets up a pourover set up and says to Lev. “Now Lev, did you wash your feet before entering the door? Do you want extra cleaning duties around here?” Lev looks down at the soles of his feet, which are black with rocks stuck into them. He grunts, runs back to the door, and comes back with clean feet. “Sorry sir.” The coffee is grounded, heated up, and presented to them in three minutes tops.


“You really make a ritual out of your coffee.”


The man making the coffee bows. “It's a meditation.”


Lev reaches in the pocket of his kimono and gives him two coins.


Aldan doesn't say anything. Thinking back to the first time he had coffee with Drew. He closes his eyes and breathes in the steam, smelling the beans. Remembering. He sighs, wipes his eyes, and takes a small sip.


“Are you alright, sir?” He's already drank half of his coffee. Lev reaches over the counter, taking a single herb and putting it into his coffee. “Helps me relax.”


He smiles at Lev mournfully. “Yes. I was just thinking about Drew. The coffee reminds me of him. Of our first time together.”


Lev nods. “Old man would say he made some of the best coffee here. But he won't. They won't, because they're full of shit.” The old man is gone to a different room, which is full of absinthe. “To be honest, he doesn't like me either for much of the same reasons.”


“What do you mean?”


“They think I'll be like Drew and the other boy before him. That I'll hurt people and end up on the block.” He makes a line around his neck and a sound. “I think almost everyone here hates me, except my familiar, and Aizen, and his boyfriend, Holt.”


“Did they hate Drew?”


Lev shakes his head. “Of course they do! He makes demons look bad for what he did! They're normalized from living in this community of fake people, who they think actually like them... Idiots by the lot.” He finishes his coffee. “But in the forests, they would feel more empathy I'm sure, because they don't live under illusions of false security and that everything is okay.”


Aldan grunts. “What makes them look bad is standing by while a boy rots in prison. What makes them look bad is not one of them visiting him once, not once, because they're too scared about their precious image.” He speaks loudly. “Drew paid for his crime. And not one of his 'people' stood by him. Maybe if one of them had tried, he never would have ended up there in the first place.” He pushes the coffee away angrily. “His coffee was better.”


The two of them make their way down the bottom of the staircase the apartment floors. He stops by one door halfway down the hallway, almost knocking, then continues down the hall to Aizen's door. “I'm just gonna open it and shock him. Try to scare him or something. Don't worry, it'll be funny!” He opens the door, rushing inside, but stops dead in his tracks to see Aizen in bed with someone under the sheets moving their head up and down.


Aizen’s eyes are closed and his hands are behind his head leaned up against a pillow on the wall. “Oh yeah, Holt. Suck that three incher! Oooooh! My love! My love! Ahhhhh.”


Lev makes a fake cough a few times and the two boys in bed shriek, Holt rolling over and off of the bed, naked and exposed with a hard on. He hides it, running to put on his clothes as Aizen takes his time to wrap on his fundoshi. Aizen blushes, “Oh, sorry about that. You should have knocked, Lev!”


Aldan blushes as he stands in the doorway. He coughs and clears his throat. “I'm, uh, glad you're recovered, Aizen.” he turns away from the boys as they dress.


Lev walks over to Aizen, looking at his clothes on the floor. “Holt, I'm taking some of your clothes. I've had to wear these damn dresses all week. No more!” He strips off his kimono. Now there are two of them almost bare naked. 


Holt rushes to the kitchen, knocking Lev in the shoulder on accident. He speaks up, “I better get going. Don't want to be late for training!” He rushes out of the room, opening it back up to say goodbye to his love and blow him kisses. After he leaves, the two dressed demons make their way over to Aldan. Aizen sits back up at a tall chair like usual. Lev sits on top of the table and messes up the order on some of the music sheets. He's wearing pants and a bit large shirt woven with brown fabric that reveals some of his chest.


“Well, uh, this isn't awkward at all.” Aldan sits, uncomfortable at his erection.


Aizen looks over at Lev. “What do you say, Lev? Should we take care of the old man?” He looks back at him. “I'm kidding. So... Now that the three of us are together... What do we do?” Lev is confused, crosses his arms. His tail accidentally slides all of the papers off of the table.


“You two couldn't handle me.” He smirks. “I don't know. I thought that perhaps we could put our heads together and figure something out. Some plan of action. I'm still not sure what Lev is capable of or afraid he might do.”


Lev retorts, “But I haven't even done anything.”


“And yet, everyone fears you? Drew told me had visions in the flames that he could summon. That's how he knew what you looked like, Lev.” Aldan leans back in his chair. “He felt a connection to you. Knew you were… coming to a crisis point and that Aizen and I could help you. Or stop you.” He thinks to himself.


Aizen looks back at Lev. “What about your parents?”


“What about them?” He looks down, frustrated.


Aldan remarks, “It might help us understand. Drew told me about his mother. That was very hard for him. I know you've just met me, but if you don't trust me, how can I help you?”


Lev stands up, cursing them. “Fuck this. I'm not saying shit to EITHER of you!”


Aldan sighs. He's unsure of how to proceed. Press the boy? Or back off. He opts for caution. “I'm sorry to press you, Lev. Tell us what you can about what happens with you.”


Lev fights back. “I already told you! I destroy everything! I hurt people!”


Aldan reaches into his tunic, pulling out the charm Drew gave him. “These are supposed to protect us from your power. One for me, one for Aizen, one for Bry. He was very specific about that.”


“Protect? You mean, protect me from killing you all?” The temperature in the room is rising and Aldan starts to notice that he’s sweating profusely. 


Aizen stands out of his chair, cautiously walking to him. “Calm down, Lev. You don't want to destroy our home, do you?”


He falls to the ground, hitting his head. “Maybe I should since you all just want me to die! I don't know! I don't get anything! You're all just going to kill me. It's me or you! You can't help me!”


Aldan moves over to Lev, his face worried as he wipes sweat from his brow. He kneels down. “Lev, I don't want you to die. I can't accept that it's us or you. There has to be a way to save you. Calm down.” He looks at Aizen confused and concerned.


Lev looks back at him in anger, throwing him with a certain power against the high chairs, a flame emerging from his hand. “It didn't protect you from that, did it?”


Aizen is frozen in place, unsure of what to do. He knows that Lev is far stronger, in fact, the strongest demon currently alive.


Aldan recovers and stands. His hand wants to go for his sword. He doesn't though. Lev is just a boy. Younger than Drew. More scared than Drew. Lonelier than Drew. “You weren't trying to hurt me. Lev, listen to me. If I wanted to kill you I could have slit your throat after Bry left for school. I could have hacked you down in the street. I don't want to kill you. I want to save, Lev. You're letting your fear and anger at everybody else who's turned their backs on you and given up. Written you off drive your anger. I haven't written you off. I haven't given up on you. Think about what you really want, Lev. If you won't trust me, trust Aizen.”


“You want me to kill them, instead?”


Aizen grunts. “No, you idiot! We're trying to help you! No more talk about killing people. This is ridiculous!” Aizen grabs his hand, which is still on fire. “See? If you really wanted to hurt us, you would turn me into ashes right now. But you won't.” Lev let's go, looking ashamed of himself. Aizen slaps him across the face. “Now calm down, you fool! We're trying to help you. Let us...”


Lev backs into the table, squeezing his legs.


Aldan kneels in front of Lev. “It's okay to be afraid, Lev. You're not alone. You've got people right here who care about you and want to help. I just don't know how. I look at you, I look at both of you, and I see so much of Drew. I have to help you, don't you see?” He sits. “I just don't know how yet.”


 Lev hides his face into his knees. Aizen walks over to the bed and sighs, practicing his guitar. “He's not gonna open up to us.”


“It's up to us to prove ourselves, I guess.” He sighs and leans back, stretching his legs out in front of him. “How we do that I don't know.”


He looks at Lev. “Lev, you like Bryan, right?”


The demon slowly nods. “Yeah....”


“More than you've said.” He holds up his hand, silencing Lev before he can deny it. “I'm not blind. I know what I saw last night in the bath and when I was telling you two the bedtime story. Why else would Drew give a stone to Bry if you two weren't meant to be? Do you think I'd let something happen to you knowing how devastated Bry would be? Just tell us what you can. You can't keep shit like that bottled up. It builds and builds and that's what will end up making you explode.”


“I don't know where to start...”


“Start wherever you want. What were you thinking when you threw me across the room?”


Lev looks up at him, his eyes teary. “That you were going to attack me. Hurt me...”


Aldan looks hurt. “I wasn't. I wouldn't. Not unless you were out of control and I had to save Bryan or one of my children. I wasn't, Lev. Gods, I just want to hold you and make you feel better.” He sighs.


“Don't touch me!” Lev digs he feet further into the table. “I mean, without permission...”


“I won't. You growled at me when I fixed your hair, remember. Even though I know to be careful of your horns.”


Aizen stops playing his guitar, putting it down and asks his friend, “Why don't you want him to touch you, Lev? You let me play with your hair or lick your tail. Is it because he's older? Something else?”


Lev anxiously looks around the room, not wanting to hurt them, but also afraid of speaking.


Aldan listens with curiosity. “Don't be afraid, Lev. I know most boys your age think I'm ancient. Or is it something else? Did a human hurt you?”


He nods his head. “Yes...”


Aizen walks over to him, carefully moving to him, to pet Lev's sparkly ebony black tail, theirs playing together for a moment, trying to calm him down. “Lev... It's okay. You can tell us. Aizen moves up closer to him and massages his shoulders. Was it like what happened to Holt?”


Lev looks at him, a sad, childish face. He nods again.


Aldan looks at Aizen. “Holt is your boyfriend, from earlier? What happened to him?”


Aizen looks to him. “He was raped by women at some point in his life... He won't go into details.”


Aldan shakes his head. “Did the human rape you?” Aldan asks gently.


Lev nods again. “There were six of them... And I was seven.”


“Six of them?” Aldan's face grows dark.


“It took me three months to recover from the attack... I was able to give a description on three of them. They were hung, burnt in public... And they were soldiers too. They would have been given the sword if it weren't for a petition the demons made.” He sniffs up his snot, wiping away at tears. “And I don't know where the other three are.”


Aizen continues to rub Lev's shoulders. “I remember the people at home talking about it... I had no clue it was you. I'm so sorry, Lev. You didn't deserve it. Nobody deserves anything like that. You know that it wasn’t your fault, right?” The two demon boys tails play with each other. “Lev, maybe you should tell him about your parents since we're already this far. What do you say?”


Lev groans. “No.... I can't do that. Hurts too much. I can't let Bryan know... He'll hate me.”


Aldan reassures him, “We don't have to tell Bryan anything we talk about, Lev. And he won't hate you.”


The demon wolf begins to cry again. Aizen whispers something into his ears, letting him cry into his shoulder and chest for a moment before he's able to get out of it. Aizen explains for him. “His parents were very abusive to him. When he was ten, they were in the midst of a violent fight. His mother was pulling on his horns as hard as she could, saying she wanted to see if she could tear them out. And he lashed out with a flame that ripped her apart... His father tried to kill him, but Lev was too fast. He was held in court, but with all of the eyewitnesses at the temple, it was deemed that it was self-defense. I have no doubts that it was. Everyone in the temple would agree.”


Lev taunts. “No more... I can't. I’ll fall apart.” 


Aizen wraps himself around him, hugging him tightly. “Ssshhh. You're okay. We're going to get you through this.”


Aldan asks, “His mother was demon? Or part demon?”


“His mother was wolf and his father was demon.”


 “You can't blame yourself, Lev. Pulling your horns...she knew what pain that would cause. Drew blamed himself for his mother, too.”


Aizen slowly helps Lev stand up, rubbing his back as he does so. Their tails are intwined tightly, almost as if Lev doesn't want to let go. “He's still scared. Lev, Drew said, he confirmed, that if you weren't helped, then you will destroy the entire kingdom and maybe the world... I don't think that's what you want. I think, whatever it is that visited you when you were younger, it's trying to use you or something. Somehow, we're going to save you. Right, Aldan?”


Aldan's eyes go wide. “He did say that, yes. I didn't want to tell you, Lev, because I thought it might scare you. He also said that Aizen and I could save you and the Kingdom. Bryan has some part to play as well. I go back to our stones. They must protect us, somehow. Do either of you know anyone who might know more about them?”


Both of them nod. Lev continues, “They're stones from a sacred rock that dates back in ancient times; it's magic is said to allow the dead to watch over and protect loved ones.”


As they speak and explain, Aldan looks at his stone as he twirls it.


Aizen goes on, “I think there's a way to figure out what it is that's been possessing demons for the past twenty years, but this person... He's an enemy of ours. His kind was at war with us for a very long time until three hundred years ago. None of the familiars in the area would dare visit him, but he is a specialist in possessions by spirits, ghosts, and ancient deities...”


Lev shakes his head dramatically. “We will not visit him. He is a member of a tribe that slaughtered thousands of our people! And yet, because he gifted land to the kingdom, they allow him freedom here.”


“But if he can help us save you, we must. I perhaps I should go alone?” Aldan glares at both of them.


Lev is still frightened by the idea. Aizen asks, “But how could you do so without revealing who it is that's possessed?”


“I'll tell him I'm asking because of Drew.” He looks down. “That I wonder if I'd met him sooner if I could have helped him somehow. If I could have saved him.” He lowers his head into his arms. Closing his eyes, he sighs, trying to block the pain of missing his love.


Finally, Lev is able to let go and control himself. “I should go. I have to talk to my grandparents before I can spend another night.”


“Would it help for them to meet me?”


Out of nowhere, Lev gives Aldan a hug. He hugs him tightly for a long period of time, then he lets go. “I'm sorry for hurting you.” He runs out of the room and down the hallway.


As soon as he's gone, Aizen sighs loudly. “Man... For a second I thought he was gonna incinerate us.”


Aldan sighs as well. “I don't think so. I think these stones will protect us from any real harm he means. He's so young. We have our work cut out for us. Save Lev and the city. Then track down those three and end them. Maybe the poor boy can have some peace then.”


Aizen stares down at his feet. “Yeah.... But Drew didn't get any peace... Well, he did have you. Maybe that’s good enough. No, it was more than good enough.” He smiles. “Because he loved you more than anything and did that ritual with you.” His voice cracks as he speaks. “And you were there for him even to the end. Because of you, he was able to... die in peace. I guess I contradicted myself, huh? No wonder you're the key to saving the kingdom.” Aizen laughs as he fights back his tears.


 Aldan rests his head in his arms. The stress of the day has taken its toll. Worry for Lev, remembering Drew. He weeps. “I miss him so much. I saw how Bry looked at Lev last night. I saw how he looked when he talked about him this morning. I don't want Bryan to feel what I feel. We have to save Lev. He deserves it, too. He's just a boy. Just like Drew.”


“If you really want to figure out what's wrong with Lev, you'll have to visit that expert I mentioned... I don't trust him, but maybe you can get through to him. He lives just outside of the kingdom in the country, a tiny house shaped like a capsule, and many people regard him to be the most knowledgeable on abnormal entities in all of this continent.” He looks away from Aldan. “If I saw him, I'd kill him myself, no matter what the cost. It's disgusting that this place, regardless of how peaceful it is to us, grants him asylum just for donating his land. His family was part of a tribe that killed thousands of my people.”

Aldan stands and brushes himself off, restoring his tunic and slipping it on. “Did the person take part in the genocide?”


Lev walks down the hallway back to Aizen's door, not opening it, only waiting for them to finish conversing. He's too busy sorting through his bag, which is held over his shoulder.


Aizen nods. “We know that he killed at least twelve people. His family was murdered in a rebellion, so he lives alone. You should get going. I have to head back to school and practice for the symphony next week.”


“I will.” He takes a moment to memorize the name of the person and how to get to their residence. “Anything else I need to know, Aizen?”


“Just... Don't mention anything about demons to him.”


“What? How the hell am I supposed to get information out of him without mentioning demons?” Aldan grumbles as he heads to the door. “Might as well tell me 'Don't use words with vowels!'.”


Lev looks up at Aldan as he exits. “What's with all of the yelling? Is it about me destroying the world?”


“No. About me saving it without using words with vowels.” He looks at Lev. “Have some hope, Lev. I'll do everything I can to save you.” He smiles and waves to Aizen and heads out.


“Ready to go, Aldan?” Levs tail wags in excitement like a dog getting a treat. “My grandparents said it's fine, but I have to make it back to the school around lunch tomorrow.”


They continue their walk up the stairwell and out of the temple, taking their time to admire the smell of the coffee.


“One for the road?”


Lev runs back inside, jumping over the counter, grabbing a bag of coffee for himself. The man on duty is passed out at a table with two bottles of absinthe next to him. “Damn alcoholic criticizing my feet. He should be fired!” He runs back out, stuffing the fresh beans into his bag. “Now you have fresh coffee for a week or two!”


Aldan frowns slightly. “That's stealing, isn't it, Lev?” He fishes around in his pocket for coins and leaves a few on the counter. “Let's go, Lev.”


As they walk down the desolate roads at night, Aldan dances from side to side, running in circles around the older warrior, or grunting for him to go a bit faster. He doesn't realize how much weight of armor and weapons he's carrying. In fact, he's never touched a weapon in his life. “You know... That man that drank two bottles of absinthe, that's considered stealing too. Like... about two hundred silvers worth of stealing! But I get it... You're a man of the law and all.”


“Not the law so much as right and wrong. I had the coins for it, and as much as we may love it, we don't need coffee to live.” He quickens his pace. “Besides, I don’t want to see you get into trouble and end up in jail. Which reminds me, Lev.” He looks at the boy. “Why are you in your special school?”


“You can't tell Bryan… It would disturb him.”


“I don't know, Lev. He's my son and I will protect him.” He nods. “But I'll give you every benefit of the doubt that I can. If it was for beating up eleven-year-old boys, that would be bad. If it was for stealing? That's not something he needs to know, you're right.”


“I hurt someone real bad...”


“I see.” He looks at Lev, his eyes concerned and sympathetic. “Tell me.”


He puts his arms behind his back, leaning his head down in shame. “Back in my other school, there was this girl. She was so rude, a horrible person! Made fun of other girls just because she was prettier. Not that I care about that, you know. But one day she was making fun of this younger girl who had a birth abnormality. She had no arms. Defenseless! How could she make fun of her?” His voice deepens with anger. “So I went up to her, put my hands around her neck, and began to squeeze tightly. Someone tried to stop me, but I knocked them towards the wall. It wasn't until I realized that I was about to end her life that I stopped. There was this voice in the back of my head telling me to keep going, use my power to disintegrate her or something, but I wouldn't give in. I wonder if Drew heard them too and they brainwashed him into doing those crimes.”


“He heard the voices.” he looks down as he walks. “The first person was his mother. He didn't give me details, just that he wasn't in control of what happened. The next people were a man he was burgling who caught him, again, he was trying to escape. He didn't set out to kill him. The last three he lost his temper. They had threatened and harassed him. They were likely going to beat him or worse. He killed two, and the third as he begged for mercy.” He looks to see Lev's reaction. “He heard the voices. They told him to kill more and escape the prison. He wouldn't though.”


“Because of you, right?”


“I don't know. Maybe I helped. But he made the decision on his own. It's easier sometimes to do something hard when there's someone who believes in you and loves in your corner.” He looks at Lev, curious. “Do you hear the voices all the time or do they come and go? Is it one voice or many voices?”


“They come and go. It's only one. That of an older man. Ancient. I mean, before any deities existed. At least that's how I imagine it.”


“I see. One old man. We got this, Lev.” Aldan says smiling, trying to sound cheerful. “This fellow we're visiting doesn't like demons, so I don't know what to do with you.”


“Yes. Every demon here knows who he is.” He spits. “Not like I really want his help, but whatever. I don't know how you'll get anything from him. I guess you could say I'm an elf or a plain anthro. Having horns on my head gives things away, though. That’s beside the point - I’m not going in.”


Aldan nods. “What will you do? Wait for me nearby?”


“I don't know. You could go alone, or you could talk Holt, if you're too afraid.”


“I'm not afraid. I thought I was going to have to visit him alone, but Aizen suggested you tag along. I thought maybe you two had some sort of plan. We're halfway there. so I don't fancy going back.” He looks at Lev. “You just hang out somewhere nearby and watch for me. If something happens and I don't come out, you can warn Aizen and Holt.”


“Alright... I mean, what do you even plan to say? Hey, I think some spirit is haunting my friend?” He runs in front of Aldan, facing him as he walks backwards. “Honestly, I think you should just WOP his head off right as soon as you enter, but that's just me...”


Aldan chuckles. “It's not a bad idea and from I've heard, he deserves it. But it's really hard to get answers from a decapitated head.”


Aldan fell into silence as they walked. Lev is obviously still so young. His playfulness as he walks shows that. He thought of Aizen, also young but more even keeled. He thought of Drew. Dear Drew. His heart grew heavy. He looked at Lev. He was certainly a beautiful boy. He'd thought of him often since seeing him experimenting with Bryan. Lev was attractive, that was clear. Seeing him nude had sent shivers through Aldan. Thinking back on Lev and Bry in the tub, their dicks hard. Bry was very cute. A good body. Aldan shook his head. 'I shouldn't think such things. We're facing annihilation and I'm getting a hard-on thinking my son and his best friend.’


“No. I'll figure out something. I'll stick as close to the truth as I can.”


“Alright,” he whines sarcastically. “So he lives close to you, huh?”


“Closer to me than your temple. Which given the way he views your people, makes sense. Can I ask you something you aren't going to like?”


“No. I mean, I guess I don't have a choice, do I?” stops in his tracks, looking both ways. I think I know the way from here. “They always said it's down a hard road with the tallest trees in the kingdom.”


Aldan follows behind him. “You know what happened with Drew and his mother? Did something like that happen with your parents? Or did they send you to your grandparents when your power became evident?” He speaks cautiously, trying to convey with his tone that he knows this is hard for Lev.


“No... They were lucky in that aspect. When it happened, I had ran away from home, and it came to me in the forest where I slept.”


Lev stops walking. They come to a small house shaped like a capsule stuck halfway in the ground, the front door open with the lights on. Two horses are out by the front as well.


Aldan stops. He reaches into his pocket and hands Lev a pair of gold coins. “For a coffee or snack while you wait. Don't stray too far. Those horses make me nervous for some reason. Be careful, Lev.”


“Yeah... If I'm not back here, I'm off venturing to your house to find Bryan.” He takes the coins. “See ya. Be careful.” He sprints off at his wolf speed. 


Aldan arches an eyebrow. He approaches the capsule home of the genocidist. He looks at the horses, observing their kit and tack, looking for military or militia markings or some other sign of who they belong to.


A man steps out in front of Aldan. The man seems like he’s in his eighties or nineties white hair on his head and many wrinkles all over his skin, but his back is bent straight, and he walks perfectly fine. He pulls off his gloves and pats one arm on Aldan’s back, looking him up and down. “I know who you are. Prison guard, right? Served in some pretty big battles too. Killed that vampire a while back.” He laughs to himself. “Ahhh... Is it, Ardin or something of that like?”


“Aldan. I'm afraid you have the advantage on me, sir.”


“Ah...” He steps away and walks to the front door. “You're looking for answers? That's the only reason people come in here. Step inside, son.”


Aldan follows behind him. He's cautious, but not rude. Two horses, one old man. Could mean nothing, could be trouble. “You've heard about the Vampire Count, huh?”


“Yes, I have.” He leads him inside, immediately fixing him a plate of rice. “It's not much, but if you're hungry...” Another person emerges from a library room, a teenager, maybe 16 or 17, six-foot, muscular, with short brown hair and a dirty face. He bows to Aldan and heads outside. “That's my apprentice. He's been in training for a few years now. Won't live forever, will I?” The man chuckles. “So what is it you want to talk to me about?”


He nibbles on the rice as they talk. “As I understand it, you're an expert on demons and their culture and folklore. I'm looking for one particular demon. Supposedly endowed with tremendous destructive powers. I need to know how to nullify those powers or strip him of those powers so that I can take him into custody.”


“How do you know it's a demon?”


“I've been given a description.” Aldan takes a bite of rice. “Horns, tail. Could be half-breed, I suppose. But what else could he be? Supposedly the third blessed with such powers. I have to stop him before he kills people.”


“So... You're looking for a particular demon, half-breed, with extreme powers?”


“Yes. I spoke with someone who knew of him. It's said that he hears a voice, urging him to destruction. An ancient voice.” He looks as if he's thinking hard. “I have to be able to nullify his powers, perhaps even disconnect him from the voice. Otherwise, it's virtually certain that he'll use his powers to kill who knows how many people.”


“Ahhh!” The old man points to Aldan, smiling. He sits down across from him. “Now we're talking. There was a boy, about eighteen years ago, that went insane and slaughtered around twenty of his own people. Apparently, he saw voices, and the power he had was unlike anything they'd ever seen before. Some kind of spirit had haunted and influenced him to do the deed, at least that’s what they say. A good deed, too.” His laugh is cruel, ugly. “What possesses your fiend isn't demon.”


Aldan cocks his head in genuine curiosity. “What is it, then? And how can we. . .how can I defeat it and render this demon harmless?”


He calls out. “Cody! Get back in here.” The boy rushes in, shoulders awkwardly close to his body and never looking to you. The old man whispers into his ear, the boy rushes into the library, then returns with a book. “You finish your food.” He looks through the pages for a moment. It's a great, large book, thousands of pages with detailed pictures and tiny text. “This is what I'm looking for...” He slams it down on the table. Dust flies out. “It's more like a dark energy that hundreds of thousands, if not a million years ago, came into formation. It drove the first demons crazy, made them into pure evil lunatics, as we all know much about in their history. It would use them to learn and control their powers, magic, and spells, then leave when it felt they had what it needed. When the great conscious rising happened in those days, a few demons somehow were able to pull out of the energy's power, lure it to a cave as if it were a ghost, then sealed it away where it would never escape. That's just the folklore though. Nobody believes it actually existed. Just like all scriptures. Just stories people take too literally. It could be something else. Just a plain old spirit that has the liking for demons. But this would fit. It was the first thing that came to my mind when I heard about it. Many species have had spirits like this in their scriptures that possessed and controlled them for their powers to become their conquerors, deities, or bringers of destruction too... Any species with unique ancient powers has gone through this.”


Aldan reads the pages, trying to read and memorize the words and pictures. “If it is this ancient evil force, this dark energy, why does it choose this demon? And how can it be defeated and destroyed?”


He pulls up a chair a bit closer to Aldan, motioning with his hands as he speaks. “Shouldn't that be obvious? No new spells or magic was known of until this boy had been possessed eighteen years ago. Now you tell me another has been found, possibly just as destructive! How exciting! I think... It knows that there isn't much left to be learned of their magic, and it knows that if it unlocks the final key through this demon, it can do whatever it wants with that power and knowledge. But if this is true, it will not leave the source like it did with the others beforehand. No. It will stay in its body for as long as the body lives.” He shuts the book. The teenage boy walks over, taking it away, and running back to the library. “If the source is possessed, piercing it through the heart of chest with enough force would push it out of the body. This could be done with an arrow or sword. I'd say, you should pierce the sword through the demons heart and kill him. It is what's best under those circumstances, am I right?”


Aldan thinks for a moment. He expected this to be the old man's first suggestion. “If we do that, we only kill the vessel this spirit is using. Next time, it may possess a demon, and we may not discover our danger until it's too late. We need a way to imprison or destroy it or we'll never be safe!”


“Well... The arrow may be able to reveal its true form. You should be able to kill it then. This happened with a species of elves, although this energy wasn't as powerful. Apparently, a rival queen had harvested the power of this energy and used it to manipulate and sabotage the community of elves, but once an arrow had been shot through the sources heart, she emerged from him. She tried to fight but was murdered on the spot. Demons would be the perfect species for this energy source to take advantage of, because of how powerful they are and the fact that not many species are still trying to understand their true potential.”


“Hmmm.” Aldan frowns. “Once the host is killed, will the spirit be vulnerable to our weapons? Is there another way to force it out of the host? I could likely engineer a situation where I would be justified but attacking without cause is still a crime. I might have to wait for the demon to commit a crime. If we could force it out, even temporarily, there's no law against slaying a ghost or spirit.” He smiles as inwardly he apologizes to Drew. “Once the spirit is defeated, perhaps we could arrange for you to examine the demon host? Surely there would be knowledge to be gained through your special talents regarding their kind.”


“As I said before, you don't have to go through the heart. The chest would work as well, but it could most likely kill it too. An arrow through the chest would do best. Ha! That rhymes. Yes yes, once it has been killed by your weapons, you must bring it to me! I will make sure that it does no harm to any demon ever again. You can trust me on that.” He smiles widely, showing his rotting and missing teeth.


“I see.” He thinks hard and grins. “I can wound the demon, forcing out the spirit. Destroy the spirit being and bring the demon to you? It sounds simple enough. Is there magic that can force it out?”


“Not that I know of...” The old man shakes his head. “There must be pressure that enters and exits the chest or heart. I guess a good hole in its chest would work too. I mean, there are so, so many beautiful ways to kill a demon.”


“Oh, yes. But then we have nothing to question or interrogate.” Aldan makes his own skin crawl as he speaks. “I'd rather have a demon for you to torture and interrogate, call it payment for your assistance.”


He laughs maniacally. “Ha ha ha ha! Now we're talking. Consider it done. Free of charge for today! Well, sir…” He stands up and lifts his hand out to you. “Good hunting.”


“My thanks.” He stands and shakes hands. “Rest assured, I'll make you get something for this. You deserve it.”


Bryan fidgeted all day in school. Even during his play time, he fidgeted. Lev had been asleep when he left. He'd tried waking him up, but the boy demon-wolf had been out to the world. Bryan blushed as he remembered watching Lev sleep. He had wanted to lift the blankets and. . . 


"Look out!" Kimber yelled as the ball struck Bryan in the gut. He doubled over with a loud 'OOOF!' as the air left him. He was out. Standing under the shade of the Star Elm, he forgot about the game and school. He could only think of Lev.


When he was released from school, he ran home, tearing through the streets with abandon. He called out for people to make way, and when they didn't, he called back, begging their pardon. He didn't slow down. When his house came into view, he stopped and slowed to a walk. What if Lev wasn't there? What if he never saw him again? He began to feel his stomach tighten. He flung open the door and looked around the sitting room. No one there. He raced to the kitchen. HIs mother was taking something out of the oven. He sniffed. Peanut cookies. His favorite. He tried to catch his breath. His mother leaned over and kissed his cheek. “Your friend Lev is upstairs. I let him wait in your room.”


Bryan raced for the stairs, dashing up them as fast as he could. His mother called after him You boys can have a snack in an hour. Bryan pushed open his door. His heart leaped. Lev was there.


Lev was meditating a few feet up in the air until Bryan pushed open the door, scaring him, and making him fall on his butt. He rolls over, looking to his friend, and blushes with love. “Bryan!!!”


Bryan speeds into the room, tossing his chalkboard and book to the floor. He runs over to Lev and moves to throw his arms around his friend. He stops and blushes, thinking for a moment that Lev may not like being hugged. “Were you floating? Can you show me how to float? Can you fly? Wow, I missed you today. I tried to wake you up but couldn't. You're staying tonight, right? Please, please please.” He pauses to take a breath.


Lev kisses him softly. “I can stay over, but I have to go back to school tomorrow around lunch time.” He hugs him back. “I can't fly, but I float a lot when I meditate. Most people have to be meditating for forty or fifty years just to get up two feet.” He points up to the ceiling. “Oh, oh! You wanna see something really freaky?”


Bryan hugs Lev tightly and kisses him. “In a second, Lev. I just want. . .I want to hold you for a second. If that's okay? Then you can show me.”


“Okay.” The hold each other in the middle of the room, standing idly together. Lev leans his neck over Bryan's shoulder, relaxing into him, smelling his fruity skin, always like tangerine, and rubbing his nose into his hair. “Bry... Does this mean we're like...”


Bryan relaxes his hug enough so that they can look each other in the eyes. “Like what?”


“You know... Boyfriends.”


Bryan shrugs. “I'm not sure what that means exactly. You're like more than my best friend. I heard my dad describe something to my mom . How he couldn't stop thinking about Drew, how he needed to see him and be with him. Is that boyfriends?” Bryan breaks the hug and goes to his dresser, pulling a clean shirt. “I'd like that because I can't stop thinking of you. Maybe we can be like Drew and dad. If you want.” He peels off his shirt, dirty and sweaty, turning suddenly to face Lev. “I want us to be like that. I hated not being with you today! It was like torture!”


“Yeah?” He walks over to him, grabbing his clean shirt and throwing it away to the bed. “Boyfriends means we'd be in a relationship with each other. Like your mom and dad or like Drew and your dad. I mean, you love me, right? Because I love you.” He reaches in to massage his hand against Bryan's chest, feeling at his ribs, then up to his soft nipples. You're the most beautiful person I've ever met.”


“I am not. That's silly.” He laughs. “You're way more beautiful than me. You've got a tail and horns and wolf ears.” He steps back and looks down, waving a hand in front of himself. “I've got this. There's nothing special about being human.”


He turns away, immediately putting on a smug face. “A lot of people are afraid of these.” Lev points to his horns, ears, and tail. “Everyone is scared of me and now people are saying that I'm going to blow up the world!” He imitates a big explosion. “How am I beautiful then? You might be human, but you're extraordinary.”


Bryan dismisses Lev's comment with a little wave. “Lev! Your tail and horns and ears are so beautiful! I know I can’t touch your horns, but I want to.” He scrunches his nose as he thinks. “You're not going to blow up the world.” He puts on his necklace and stone, pushing his pants down and pulling a clean pair from his drawer. “Dad's going to save you. Besides, if you love me you can't destroy the world. You couldn't sleep over anymore if you did that.”


He laughs at him, his erection growing. “Man... Are you gonna keep changing in front of me?”


“Oh.” He looks down. “I thought we could play.”


“I'd like that. You never answered my question though... Are we boyfriends or not? Do you love me?”


He blinks at Lev. “Duh. Of course I love you, silly. And yes, we are boyfriends.” he looks at Lev, shyly. “Do you really love me? What do you want to play today?”


He's frozen in shock. “You... We... Are...” Lev almost falls over. “I can't believe it! I'm in love! I'm in love! Ha, world! I'm in the love with the most beautiful person in the entire universe!” He stands up, kissing Bryan on the face a dozen times. “We'll play anything you want. But I have to show you this thing!”


He points to Lev's erection. “If it's that, I've seen it.” He giggles.


“No, no, silly. Okay. So here I am walking on my way back here today, not paying attention as I walk around, and then there's a wall in front of me! You'd expect to go BLAM! But... This happened!” He closes the bedroom door, sprinting and leaping through it, then again back into the room a few seconds later. “I can walk through walls! Well, that one was luck. I think it's because you're here and I'm happy!”


Bryan's mouth drops open and his eyes bug out. “How do you do that???? Can you do that through people?”


“Uh... He looks at him weird. I don't think I want to run into you. What if I hurt you? I just said that I love you!”


“I know. I was just curious. What's it feel like?” He pulls down his undergarment and rubs his balls, sniffing his hand after. He shrugs and jumps on his bed, falling into a crossed-leg seated position, patting the space next to him. “Can we kiss some more?”


“It feels like... walking into a curtain.” Lev walks over to his boyfriend, then leans over his body on the bed, standing on his knees. Slowly, he lifts off his shirt, his tail rubbing against his calves. Then he pulls down his shorts, dancing a bit in his fundoshi.


Bryan giggles. “You're a lot more beautiful than I am, Lev. You know what sounds like Lev? Love.” He straightens up and clears his throat. “I love Lev. I love Lev. I love Lev.” He giggles again. “Not really a tongue twister.”


Lev falls onto the side of the bed, reaching over to kiss Bryan on his cheek, then moves his fingers up to examine his lovers genitals. First, he massages the much smaller sack in his hands, then his penis, pinching the head, rubbing one finger over the urethra, examining every part of it. “You can play with me, too. I like feeling yours..”


Bryan looks at Lev, his eyes are pure adoration and enchantment with his boyfriend. “I can play with your third horn?”


Bryan reaches down and carefully touches Lev's dick. With one finger, he traces the rim of the head, then the pee slit. He squeezes it as Lev has squeezed his. He sighs. “I like the way this feels.” He begins to mimic Lev's fondling of his dick, repeating Lev's motions on Lev's dick.


Lev unwraps his fundoshi, letting his boner slap back right under his belly button. “Do you know what a blowjob is?”


“Nope. What is it?”


“I'll show you. Just try to relax.” He moves down to angle his mouth over Bryan's erect four inches, quite large for an eleven-year-old, holding it in front of him with two fingers, then licking his lips. “Can't believe this is happening. This is the best day of my life.” He begins to suck softly, unsure if he's doing well since it's his first-time giving head. After getting the taste of him into his mouth, he goes down to suck his nuts and get an idea of what they taste like as well. It's hard to decide which he likes best, but he knows he should probably focus more on sucking his dick while using his hand to play with his testicles. He looks up at him to make sure he's doing okay.


Bryan coos and purrs like a kitten “Wow, Lev... That feels really, really, REALLY good.” He scrunches a pillow under his head so he can watch Lev sucking him. He reaches down to stroke Lev's hair but remembers his horns. He's unsure of what to do, but decides and rest his hand on Lev's shoulder “How did you learn this??? Oh...it feels soooo goooooood!”


Lev pulls him out of mouth, stroking him with his spit. “Uh, I've witnessed a few sex rituals before at my temple... And I've kind of walked in and spied on my friend and his boyfriend do this a few times.” He goes down again, licking the underside of the shaft, then sucking again, this time a bit harder, but at the same pace. He teases the nuts as he does this, then brings his finger to Bryan's hole, pressing a finger there, then lightly rubbing it.


Bryan moans, high pitched and breathy. He spreads his legs. “You do this...ohhhh...at your temple? I wanna go there! Oh, Lev...”


He pulls out, wetting a finger and slowly massaging his hole. “Do you like that feeling?”


Bryan nods his head vigorously. “Yeah, that feels really good, too. When you're kissing my peepee is best, though.” he moans again. “Can I kiss yours?” He moans again, shivering slightly. “When you're done, I mean...”


“You can kiss mine.” He leans back beside him. “I want to... Have sex with you, but I want to ask someone older for advice before I do. Like.. I just want to do it right, so it doesn't hurt you, you know?”


Bryan leans close to Lev, their chests touching. He slides his leg between Lev's bringing his thigh up to rub against Lev's package. “How would it hurt?” He kisses Lev on the lips, licking Lev's lips as he answers.


“Well, it just does. Because I have to put my dick in our butt.” He laughs, kissing you back, this time letting his tongue slide in to touch Bryan’s. “You have to have something to make it feel good and easier to put it in. Even then, it might still hurt at first, but once you get over that initial feeling, it's supposed to feel wonderful.”


“Really? Better than your mouth?” Bryan looks at him with disbelief. “I can't imagine anything feeling better than that! Can I kiss yours now?” He lightly strokes Lev's cock and balls.


“Sure.” Lev caresses Bryan's nipples as he's touched. He fixes his hair out of his way as he rests on his back, moving the pillow under his head. “Just be careful not to bite or scratch me with your teeth.”


Bryan nods enthusiastically. “I won't.” He kisses Lev once more, then starts to slide down. He stops suddenly and leans closer kissing Lev's nipples. He sucks it clumsily but happily, almost as if he's pretending his nipple is a mouth. “Does that feel good? I like it when you touch mine.”


“Yeah. That feels great.” He pinches Bryan's nips for a second, then rubs his shoulders. “My tail doesn't like being sit on right now. I think if you stroke it just lightly it might not feel so agitated.”


Bryan kisses the nipples again and moves down to Lev's crotch. He reaches for Lev's tail, stroking it very gently, very tenderly. As he's doing that, he leans close, letting Lev's erection rest against his cheek. His cheek is so smooth and soft. Bryan sniffs Lev's dick, then his balls, letting the dick rub against his face the whole time. He kisses Lev's balls and cautiously licks them once. He looks up at Lev. “Does that feel good?”


“Yeah... It feels good.” He's nervous for some reason, maybe afraid that Bry won't like and enjoy giving him a blowjob.


Bryan looks up at Lev, the dick against his chin, lips, and nose. He's smiling more than Lev has ever seen, his eyes almost twinkle and glow. “I love you, Lev.” He licks the underside of Lev's dick, from his balls all the way up the shaft and the head. He smacks his lips. “You taste neat. You should live with me here.” He takes the head carefully in his mouth and sucks. After a moment or two, he begins clumsily using his tongue on the head.


“Ahhh... I'd like that. But I don't think your brother would... FUCK!!! Approve of this when he gets back.” He's moaning loudly, already feeling as he could cum in his lovers mouth at any moment. “Sheesh... Sorry, I am super sensitive when my tail is being touched.”


Bryan stops and pulls up, looking at him. “Should I stop?”


“No, no... I mean, I might cum.”


“Oh.” Bryan goes back down on Lev's dick, slowly sucking it up and down, being very careful with his teeth. “What's that mean?”


“It's this stuff that comes out of your dick. Not like pee. It can taste good.” He arcs his hips up as Bryan slowly goes down on him. “I'll tell you when it's about to happen.”


“Can I eat it? Will it hurt me?” He goes back to slow, careful sucking, and continues to stroke Lev's tail as he works, bracing himself with one hand on Lev's thigh. He takes that hand and squeezes Lev's ballsack. His mouth freezes on Lev's dick, his tongue working slowly, as he squeezes and fondles Lev's balls.


“Bry.... Bryan... Don't stop.” Lev traces along Bryan's ear, and continues running hands through his hair. “I'll cum soon. It won't hurt you to eat it.”


Bryan nods, Lev's dick still in his mouth. He seems to remember the rest of what he's been shown, and slides his mouth up and down, a little faster than he had been. He squeezes Lev's testicles, massaging them as he pulls them. His eyes are closed and his face has a look of perfect bliss and contentment. He sucks and swirls his tongue around the head.


“Bry, squeeze my nuts a bit harder!” He feels himself seconds from cumming. “Fuck! Get ready!”


Bryan nods. He squeezes Lev's nuts harder, as requested. He rests his nose in Lev's pubes, sucking hard. At the first taste of cum, he pulls up slightly. Lev can feel him rolling the precum around on his tongue, tasting it. His face shows great concentration then relaxes back into bliss. He lets out a contented moan and sucks and squeezes harder than he has before. Bryan bites his lip as his dick pulsates in his lovers mouth, brought even further into ecstasy to the pain and pleasure of having his balls squeezed. He shoots three times into his mouth, the rest oozing out, mostly clear and watery, a sign that he still has much more room for growing. 


“Ffffuuuck. My heart...” Lev holds one hand to it I'm so dizzy... I've never came that much in my life.”


Bryan swallows the load his lover gives him. He stops and looks up at Lev, smiling cheerfully. He wipes his mouth and crawls up to lay with Lev. “I liked that, Lev! You taste good. Your stuff tasted good too. It felt really good when your dickie was throbbing and spraying. Are you okay, though? I didn't hurt you, did I?”


Lev kisses him with an answer, his tongue trying to get any remnants of semen out of his mouth. “No. That was the most amazing thing ... like ever.” He laughs to himself. “I can't wait til’ you can cum and I can taste yours. I already know what it will taste like though.”


“Really?”


“You always smell like oranges. Tangerine? Sunshine? Warmth? Love....” He hugs Bryan deeply, leaving kisses along his neck. The end of his horns accidentally scratch his cheek as he does this and his tail curls around both of his thighs.


Bryan hugs him back, giggling. “Wow, I must taste good. You taste like...” He's thinking when his boyfriends horns scratch him. He reaches for his cheek. “Ouch!”


“Sorry. Told you they're not beautiful.”


Bryan frowns at Lev. “Hush up. They are too.”


“So what do I taste like?” He stares into Bry’s eyes, still smiling.


Bryan kisses him and then snuggles up close. “Mmm. Like mushrooms. Fresh picked and just washed mushrooms. That's what your dickie tastes like. Your cum is sort of sweet.” He pauses. He taps his fingers in order on his chest as he thinks. “Mmm. Like coffee with molasses. No! Coffee with a little bit of fresh honey! It's weird but good.”


Bryan thinks about it. “Sounds kind of weird... But as long as you like it, that's okay.” The two of them cuddle until Bry’s mother knocks on their door to remind them that the cookies are done. Both of them giggle in the bed sheets, quickly getting dressed. Before the two leave the room, Lev kisses Bryan again, this time more passionately or with some sense of urgency. It's as if he's bestowing everything that he is to him. “Bry... There's a lot that you don't know about me and I'm not sure if you'd like me if you did. I want to tell you, but it's hard... I have issues with trust. I love you and I don't ever want to lose you! If I did, maybe the world really would blow up! You save it for me.. You.. Are.. The key.’


Bryan kisses him back. “I love you, too, Lev. I'm not anything special. And as long as you're not mean to horses, dogs, or my family, I'd still like you no matter what.” He takes Lev's hand and holds it as they descend the stairs, only releasing him when they enter the kitchen. There are four plates set at the table, one for Lev, Bryan, Sally and Jereminy. Lev's place is obvious. In addition to cookies and coffee, there's diced chucks of raw fish and eel in a bowl.


“I'm not sure what you like, Lev, but fish and eel seems a good bet, I hope,” Bryan’s mother says, giving mill in sturdy clay mugs to the younger pair. “If there's something that you like or can't abide, let me know, hon.” She sits in between the two youngers and tries to mitigate their mess creation. Bry pulls his chair closer to Lev’s and gently eases his tail into his lap.


“Thanks, ma'am. Uh, what’s your name, again? Sorry.” He takes his seat, using his hands as he devours most of the eels.


She smiles at Lev. “Call me Katy. Short for Katiana.” She takes her apron and wipes some milk from Sally's chin.


“I really appreciate you preparing my food, Katy.” He licks his fingers clean, then looks over at Bryan and plays footsies with him, getting the upper hand since his tail is already ticking his legs.


Bryan giggles as he eats his snack. He looks at Lev, his eyes are warm and dreamy, looking at Lev with unabashed love. Katy is too busy with Sally and Jereminy to notice their prepubescent flirtations. She does speak to Lev, though. “You're staying again tonight, Lev?”


“Yes. My grandparents and Aldan said that I could.” The tip of his tail goes under Bryan’s shorts, rubbing at his underwear.


Bryan chokes on a cookie, crumbs spilling from his mouth. He begins turn a bright crimson. He starts to reach down, glancing at his mother. He begins to gently stroke Lev's tail. Katy is preoccupied with the little ones and doesn't notice Lev. “Is there something you'd like for dinner tonight?”


I think I'll be full after this.” He begins working on his fish, using a fork just in case she's offended. “Bry, can I see your horse again after we're done?” He uses his right hand for his fork, which is trouble for him, but he wants so badly to feel Bryan's skin under the table again.


Kate looks at Lev. “Really? Do your people not eat as much as humans?” 


Bryan spreads his legs a little. He smiles happily as he answers “Sure. We can go for a short ride if you like!” He looks at his mom. “Can we, mom?”


Lev answers her question as he talks. “We eat plenty. I'm just feeling a bit overwhelmed by the gentleness from the family is all.”


Katy looks at Lev, genuinely surprised. She stands and moves over to him. Bry quickly closes his legs. She very gently kisses Lev's cheek. “That's a very sweet thing for you to say, Lev.” She returns to her chair. “I'll confess I don't know much about your people. I've tried to talk with Aldan and learn what I could. Trying to understand. . . Well, you know. I hope you'll forgive us when we do something rude or inappropriate.”


The two boys finish their snacks and race for the barn. The paddock and barn are behind the house. Lev looks around. It's a large plot, set back from the road. There are trees, fruit trees, and a vegetable garden. Bry climbs the fence, stopping and straddling the top rail. He reaches down to help Lev climb up.


Lev falls down, grunting that he can't even climb the rail. Instead, he simply walks through it. “It's getting pretty late, huh? You ever ride your horse late at night?”


Bryan shakes his head. “Nope. Dad says I can't yet. It's not always safe. Should you do that? Walk through things where people can see?” He hops down and falls in beside his boyfriend. “You can help me rub him down and put him in his stall.”


Lev follows Bryan, being careful around the larger animal. “Probably not... You're right. It isn't safe. I learned that the hard way, I guess...” 


“Hey, what's wrong?” Bryan suddenly looks worried. “Did I say something wrong???”


He doesn't know if he should explain or not. Probably better to say nothing, he thinks. “I'm fine. Let's move on.”


Bryan looks back behind him, towards the house. He takes Lev's hand and leads him into the barn. He throws his arms around Lev when they're out of sight of the house, hugging Lev tightly. “You have to trust me, Lev. You can tell me when I mess up. And if Whirlwind makes you nervous, you don't have to help. We can talk while I curry him and feed him and all.”


“Okay...” He follows him around, looking down and holding his own hands. “Uh, Bry... Do you know what rape is?”


Bryan brushes Whirlwind, and the horse whinnys and neighs happily, turning his huge head and nuzzling Bryan. “Yeah, I think so. When people force themselves on a woman who doesn't want them to. Dad hangs them sometimes.” He furrows his brow He's always angry on those days. “He doesn't like people who do that.”


“Well, it happens to guys too.” He walks up closer to him, leaning against the wall. It's relaxing to watch Bryan tend to his horse. Maybe it wouldn't be so painful to explain to him after all... In the dark, he can't really see his facial expression too much either. “And it happened to me... Some of them were caught and hung, but the others got away. I couldn't remember what they looked like for a few months and by then, I'd never see em again.”


Bryan stops brushing Whirlwind. “You were raped, Lev? What did they do? Wait a minute! They?! Them?! What happened???”


“Calm down...” Lev sounds worried. “Just keep doing what you're doing. Pretend like you're not listening.” He wipes away a few tears that form, sucking up his energy, then explains. “I was seven. Had wandered off to the forest one night, not really knowing why. As I was leaving, they attacked me. Six of them. They uh... Touched me, made me do things, then did things to me. When I fought back, they pulled on my horns and tail. My, my powers wouldn't work at that time. I was so defenseless and scared, and my body just froze at one point and I gave in. A milkman found me outside of his home in a wheelbarrow, passed out, bloody, naked. I'd had been treated for a few months before I could move out of a bed and speak to anyone. I told your Dad, but not like this.”


Bryan goes back to the rub-down. His shoulders shake at one point and Lev hears him sniffling. He gulps air a couple of times, leaning against his horse. When Lev finishes his story, Bryan wipes his face with his sleeve and keeps working with the horse. Every few minutes he shakes and wipes his face again. Whirlwind neighs and nuzzles him, his tail swishing anxiously.


“That's not everything, either.” He's silent for a while.


Bryan nods. When he's finished rubbing down his horse, he fetches a bag of oats and attaches the bag to Whirlwind so he can eat. Without look at Lev, Bryan speaks very softly. “I have to get water. I'll be right back.” He takes a pair of buckets and heads for the pump, just outside the barn doors. He stops and, again without looking directly at Lev, says, “I love you, Lev.” Lev can hear the pumps and the sound of rushing water filling the buckets.


Lev walks over to the horse, rubbing its face gently and looking into its eyes. It's then that he realizes why Bryan loves the creature so much. Not only is it beautiful, it responds, it understands, and loves... The horse licks at Lev's hand, possibly due to some coffee ground residue left behind on it or something else. He stands back until he's against the wall again, looking at it directly into the eyes.


Whirlwind watches Lev. Sensing the demon boy's pain, he stamps the ground and whinnies. His tail twitches. Bryan returns with two buckets full of water, He empties these into the trough inside the stall and unties Whirlwind and tries to guide him into the stall for the night. The large animal balks and moves slowly towards Lev. It neighs softly and rests it's head on Lev's shoulder. Bryan stops trying to coax him into his stall. He sniffles and wipes his face again. “He does that when I'm upset. He won't leave you alone until you hug his neck.” Bryan keeps his eyes averted from Lev and kicks at a stray bit of straw.


Lev brushes his head into Whirlwind's, smiling gently, feeling a wave of relief hit him. ‘He still loves me. Will he after I finish?’ Lev hugs Whirlwind, feeling his fur, his tail reacting by dancing in the air. As he lets go, he takes two steps away from Bryan. “A year after my twelfth birthday, I found the other three that got away.”


Bryan leads a reluctant Whirlwind into his stall, hugging the horse tightly around the neck. The light catches Whirlwind's huge, dark eyes and Lev could swear that the horse is weeping. Bryan closes the stall and secures the latch. He leans against the stall door, keeping his eyes off of Lev. “I want to hug you but I won't until you tell me it's okay.”


Lev’s legs go weak and he descends to the dry dirt floor, holding his knees as he hides his head. “It was late at night as I was walking home. Happened on a street that one would consider safe. I could hear a woman screaming, the men with her, all of them in the bushes by a closed restaurant. She was about your mothers age, but half leopard. They were in the midst of attacking her, having stripped her already.” He forms a rope and noose out of fire in his hand as he stands up, the light from it radiating and glowing. “I made this without even thinking and apprehended all three of them simultaneously, pulling them away from her. As they suffered, their throats burning away at their vocal cords, I then began to form these thin red lines from out of the ground... They twisted and wrapped around their bodies like tape and when I made a fist…” He closes his fist, the fire vanishing. “They were incinerated into ash. The woman told me she'd never tell a soul. Said that I was her God. I told her that it was Luca, Lord of Light, that brought me there to save her. I thought doing that would bring me resolution, but now I feel consumed by the violence. You and her are the only ones that know now. You must not tell your father, Bryan.” He walks over to him, his heart cold and soul weak. “Do you still love me? For what I did?”


Bryan looks up at Lev, the tear streaks obvious on his cheeks. The tears are still flowing. He wipes his nose with his sleeves. “No. I don't love you for what you did.” He wraps his arms around Lev and cries into his neck. “I love you because I love you. You saved that lady and killed the men that hurt you. Why would you even ask if I still loved you? But we have to tell my dad. He wants to hunt down the ones that got away.” He looks into Lev's eyes. His own eyes are wide hurting as he weeps. “Oh, Lev! Why would you think I'd stop loving you? I love you, I love you, I love you!”


He runs into him, not through him, and hugs him deeply, almost squeezing the life out of him. At that moment, as he puts his head over his boyfriends shoulder and ties his arms around him. Suddenly, he begins to sob. “I love you too, Bryan... More than anything. I'm so scared of my myself. I don't want to hurt anyone...” He kisses him a single time before wiping away his tears and hugging him again. “I just want to be with you forever... All I know is that I love you.” The crystal on Bryan's necklace lights up, a beautiful, sparkling, and shiny purple color, but they don't notice, as it only lasts for a few seconds.


Bryan holds Lev. “I'm not afraid of you. Not at all. Don't be scared, Lev. I love you, too! And I know my mom and dad like you lots.” He wipes his face and kisses Lev on both cheeks. “I wish you could live with us! We'd never let anything bad happen to you again. You're my boyfriend now, right? So now you're not alone with this stuff. You have me and Dad on your side now. And he's killed a Vampire Count and a drake! He won't let anything happen to you. And if we have to, we can ride away on Whirlwind...” His face is serious and earnest. “I'd do anything for you, Lev. Anything!”


He looks into Bryan's eyes for a moment, his tail unconsciously lifting up the back of Bry's shirt a bit to comfort his skin. He brings him in, mouth to mouth, tongue to tongue, kissing him for what seems like forever, forgetting everything else in the world. His heart swells, beats viciously with all of this love he has for his boyfriend. After they break their kiss, Bryan begins to walk with him back to the house. “Maybe you should move in with me? Your brother wouldn't want to watch us having sex all of the time. Although, you'd have to come home every day to your horse!” His tail slaps around and Lev catches it, a bit frustrated with it. “Damn tail. Always acting crazy.”


“I like your crazy tail. It's like it thinks on its own. It's soft, too.” He holds Lev's hand. “I can't move in with you. I'm just a kid and I have school and dad's teaching me to use a sword and a bow and I have Whirlwind, too.” He looks at Lev, and again his face is serious. The tears are gone and they shine happily in the waning light of the day. His eyes...has there ever been so beautiful a green as Bryan's eyes? “I can't even cook. What would we eat? You can move in here. We'll send Milliken to a military school or we can put him in a room with Sally or Jereminy. We can talk to dad about it.” He looks shyly at Lev. “If you want, I mean. You really can trust him.” His eyes go wide. “You haven't seen it yet, have you?” He looks at the sky and his face falls in disappointment “Shoot. We don't have time. Ask daddy about his box when you can! Promise me!”


Lev nods. “Okay. A box, huh? Like a shoebox? Must be some really nice shoes. Not like I've ever worn any in my entire life.” He leans in closer to him, their hands rocking back in forth as they walk. “Let's keep holding hands. Even if your mom see's us doing it.”


“Okay. Are you sure? She wasn't all that happy when daddy told her about Drew.” He shrugs. “I mean, at first. But when he played the. . .”  He stops and grins. “Nevermind you! You'll…” He glances down the road and yelps in surprise. He begins waving with his free hand and pulls Lev towards the road. “It's dad!” He stops and looks at Lev. “I won't tell him, but I really, really, really, really think you should. About the other men who hurt you.”


Lev squeezes his hand. “Not now... Later.”

