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Demon Stones : Chapter 1
Jarin was bored. He had been observing and repeating the same fighting maneuvers for over an hour now, and
they were already burned into his memory. To him, learning to fight was pointless. He was a noble, and would
always have people to protect him.
The instructor placed his weapon aside and smiled at the students in front of him, dismissing them. Jarin stood
up and slid his sword back into its sheath. He could feel someone watching him as he took his hand away. He
turned to find one of the other boys staring at him. That was common, since he was the son of the high lord.
Glancing at him silently, he started to walk out.
"That's a nice sword you have there," the other boy stated, without hesitation. "I have been trying to place you
all afternoon."
At that, Jarin rolled his eyes and turned to face him fully. "Really, now. Just who am I, then?" He was not the
least bit surprised that someone had recognized him, but he did not like it when other people took note of who
he was.
The other boy stepped back, sizing him up twice with his eyes. "Well, judging from your clothing and
demeanor, you must be Lord Jarin, son of High Lord Nathaniel," the boy smiled, confident in his conclusion.
Jarin thought for a moment, then smiled. "Everyone knows who I am. If you can tell something personal about
me, I will change my conclusion that you are only talking from common knowledge."
The boy thought for a moment, then grinned. "You store your sword in the upper compartment of the armory,
so no one can mess with it."
Jarin cocked his head, intrigued. He was always careful when putting his sword away, to not let people see
where he put it. It was strange that this boy would know that.
"Okay, you're good. How do you know that?" he regarded the other boy curiously. "Who are you? You should
really consider going into my father's intelligence agency."
The other boy laughed. "I have considered it. My name is Adriel. My father is the captain of your guard."
Jarin nodded. "It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance. Would you care to join me for a horseback ride?"
"Sure," Adriel grinned.
They went riding, and for the next six years, were inseparable.
**************************************************
"You know, Clarisa should have been mine," Adriel sighed, tightening the girth on his saddle. "I mean, we've
known her a lot longer than that cousin of yours she was paired with. It just isn't fair."
Jarin shrugged, then swung up into his saddle. "It's a matter of status. He's the son of a lord, and you're the son
of the captain of the guard," he paused. "Besides, do you really want to be tied down in a relationship?"
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Adriel groaned, throwing his friend a dirty look. "You always have to put things into perspective, don't you?
You do have a point about being tied down, though." He handed his reins to Jarin while he mounted his horse.
Jarin laughed. "At least you have a chance around here, with all the other women. That's better than I have,
not that I want to be tied down." He repeated his point from a moment ago.
"True," Adriel leaned down to tighten his girth again, while staying on his horse. Only Adriel knew Jarin did
not have any romantic interest in women.
They started down the beaten trail that they had chosen, riding in silence. Adriel finally spoke. "You know,
there's hope for you, also," he said quietly, studying his friend. "Maybe if you flirted once in a while, someone
would notice you."
"Right," Jarin said sarcastically. "That's really going to happen with my father around, and without looking
like a freak. I'd say, just forget about it."
Adriel grinned. "Just leave it to me. I'll bet you my horse I can find someone for you by the time your birthday
comes," he challenged.
Jarin rolled his eyes, but shook his friend's hand, anyway. Adriel had a nice horse, and Jarin was confident he
had just acquired the animal for himself. "All right then, you have a month."
"I can find someone by then," Adriel nudged his horse into a trot. "You're on."
They raced across the field, taking advantage of the open space before they had to slow down to go through
the woods.
Once they got there, Jarin smiled. "Are we splitting up again?" He was asking, because that was what they
usually did this to add more adventure to their ride. When Adriel nodded, Jarin spoke again. "Let's meet at the
rocks, okay? Can you get there from that trail?" The trail Adriel was taking was fairly new to them, and Jarin
wanted to make sure he would not get lost.
Adriel raised an eyebrow skeptically. "I should be able to get to the rocks from any trail, so yes, I will be
fine."
Jarin nodded again, laughing at his friend's confidence. "Alright, we'll meet up there, then." He started down
his own trail. He had to pay close attention to his horse, because she was not completely trained, and was still
unsure in the woods. She danced around, pulling at the bit, wanting to go faster. Jarin held her back, petting
her neck to calm her down. He made a mental note to ride a different horse on a ride like this next time. It
would put less strain on his arms, and be more fun.
He could not help feeling her nerves, however, as they rode on. It felt like the woods had unseen eyes,
watching their every move. Jarin took his mind off the strange feeling by concentrating on his horse. It
seemed to calm them both down considerably.
A while later, Jarin loosened the reins, letting the mare trot. He remembered the clearing that lay not far
ahead, and he felt comfortable with the pace. He closed his eyes briefly, enjoying the rhythm of his horse's
gait, only to open them a second later, when he heard the footing change from the soft ground to rocks. Jarin
fought to pull the mare back to a walk, aware of the dangers of trotting over rocks.
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After a moment of this, she stopped suddenly, focusing her attention on something unseen. Snorting loudly,
she ran toward the edge and turned sharply. Jarin, who had been trying to take control of her, and, not paying
attention to his own balance, was thrown off. He rolled to the edge of the cliff, unable to stop his own
momentum. He grabbed onto a tree branch to keep from going over the edge. Pushing against the rock to pull
himself up, he was on the verge of panic. His anxiety increased when he heard soft footsteps approaching. It
didn't sound like Adriel.
"Let go with one hand and raise your arm," the male voice that spoke was quiet and calm, with the slightest
hint of a rasp to it.
Jarin grimaced. "Are you insane? If I let go, I will fall. I'll just..." the thought trailed off, since he did not have
any better ideas.
He heard a soft laugh, which angered him. "What did you have in mind, hanging there all day? If that was
your original intention, your arms will give out, and you will end up falling, anyway," the man snorted. "Just
do as I say. This'll work."
Jarin hesitantly let go with his right hand and raised it slowly, knowing the man was right. He heard rustling
for a moment, then nothing.
"You might want to close your eyes," he heard, second before a rope fell around him. Grabbing it, Jarin
leaned into the tension.
"Now, lean on the rope and pull yourself up. It'll hold you. Just trust me," the voice sounded strained, which
worried Jarin slightly.
As soon as Jarin braced himself, the rope tightened even more. He was able to pull himself up easily now, as
the man had said. Once he was on level ground, Jarin lay there, catching his breath. Remembering the rope, he
pulled it off.
When he had regained his senses, Jarin pulled himself into a sitting position. Now curious about his rescuer,
he looked up. He saw that it was not a fully grown man, but a boy around his own age. He was busy gathering
the rope, and did not look at him. Jarin took that moment to study him.
The boy was shorter than Jarin, but more muscular with straight, light blond hair that brushed his shoulders.
His skin was fair, and lightly freckled. He was dressed in tight, solid black clothing that covered everything
except his arms, which were bare to his wrists, where the black gloves he wore began.
The other boy finally looked up, studying Jarin carefully. "You should check yourself over before you try to
stand, to make sure you aren't injured," the boy said.
"Uh, okay," Jarin smiled, now somewhat flustered now, seeing that the other boy was quite good looking. He
felt his arms and legs, satisfied there were no obvious injuries. He started to stand, then winced as a sharp pain
shot through his left side.
The other boy had been watching him, and frowned. "Hold still for a moment, if you would," he said, moving
to Jarin's side. He stopped for a moment, thinking. "I'm gonna need to take your shirt off, so just bear with me
for a sec. That way I can make sure there isn't anything broken," his voice was still calm and reassuring.
Jarin nodded, blushing hotly. The light haired boy lifted the tunic carefully, pulling it off. He glanced at Jarin
briefly, his smoky blue eyes serious. Removing his gloves, he ran his hand over Jarin's skin, feeling each rib.
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The boy smiled and blushed when he saw how Jarin's body was reacting to his touch, with his cock hard and
pressing against his breeches.
Once the other boy had taken his hand away, Jarin tried to catch his breath, only now realizing he had been
holding it. His entire body was still shaking when he lifted his heated dark green eyes to meet the other boy's.
Taking a deep breath, Jarin offered a crooked smile.
"Thank you for everything. If you hadn't come along when you did..." his voice trailed off. "My name is Jarin,
by the way," he said, holding out his hand to the boy.
The other boy hesitated briefly, glancing at Jarin's fancy clothing. They were not of the same status, and he
felt somewhat out of place. Gripping his hand anyway, he shook it firmly. "Kain," he looked at Jarin's horse,
who was now standing quietly. "Are you gonna be okay on her?"
Jarin frowned at the mare. "Yeah, I'll be fine. I have a friend who was supposed to meet me here, so I'll just
wait for him. Thank you, again."
Kain nodded, studying the direction from which Jarin's horse had spooked with alarm, then looked back at
Jarin. "Well, if you're sure you'll be okay, I need to be getting back. Be careful." He walked over to his own
horse and mounted. He left the clearing, glancing back at Jarin.
Jarin stared after Kain, still shaken the ordeal. He looked at his horse, thinking. Something had definately
frightened her, and it had not been the blond boy. Whatever it was had not made a sound. Looking in the same
direction Kain had, he felt a chill run down his spine.
Wrapped up in his thoughts, Jarin jumped when he heard a twig break behind him. He turned around to see
Adriel grinning at him.
"You had quite an adventure just now," he grabbed Jarin's horse and swung on. "Ride mine. He's more calm,
and I'm more used to her type."
Jarin frowned, but got on the grey horse, anyway. Turning toward the woods again, they began their ride
home.
Halfway down the trail, Adriel turned to Jarin. "You were most certainly turned on by that blond guy, judging
from your reaction when he was checking you over." He added extra emphasis on the last three words,
grinning at Jarin.
Jarin ground his teeth, annoyed. "Stop it."
Adriel just laughed. "This just makes my job that much easier. At this point, all I would need to do is find a
male that is willing, and you just picture your hero. We won't have a problem, then." He yelled out as a soft
branch was thrown in his face.
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Chapter 2
Part
For the next week, Jarin rode by the rocks every day, hoping to see Kain. Each time, he was disappointed. His
final conclusion was that Kain must have been passing through.
One day when Jarin was finishing a sparring session, he noticed Adriel leaning against the practice fence. He
was talking to a tall, black hair boy around their age. Jarin saw he was wearing the tall, black boots, white
breeches, and the black and green uniform of his father's guard. Jarin figured he must be one of the errand
boys for the soldiers. If he was good enough, he would go on to be a guard, himself.
The young man sparring with him backed off and lay down his fighting stick. When Adriel cocked his head to
one side, the other young man in the arena bowed to Jarin, and left.
Jarin turned to Adriel, confused. "What was that all about? I'm guessing it was you who got rid of Alec. We
were not done with our session," he glanced at the boy standing next to Adriel, starting to figure out the
reason. "You want me to spar with him." He concluded, frowning at his friend. "We all know that it's against
regulation for me to spar with the soldiers, and people associated with them."
Adriel nodded confidently. "Yeah, I never did get why your father set that rule. However, I cleared this with
my father. You can ask him, if you would like me to." He waited for Jarin's reply before continuing. When he
remained quiet, Adriel continued. "Jarin, this is Breely, one of our guards in training. He's going to spar with
you, and..." he spoke more quietly now. "...he would like to get to know you better." He put emphasis on the
last three words, grinning at Jarin.
Jarin glanced at Breely, surprised, then spoke to Adriel quietly. "Okay, you're good. You're sticking around,
though, right?" he asked nervously.
Adriel snorted quietly. "Of course not, idiot. Have fun." He smiled, then left, catching up with Alec, who
glanced back at Jarin apologetically.
Jarin watched Adriel leave, then bent to pick up the fighting sticks. Looking at Breely, he motioned for him to
come into the arena.
"Hi, I'm Jarin," he held out his hand, which Breely took gently. The other boy's hand was warm.
"I'm Breely, one of your soldier interns, or errand boy, if you would rather," Brylee smiled, catching Jarin's
eye.
Jarin grinned. "It's a pleasure to meet you," he paused, annoyed at how nervous he was. He did not know what
to say, so he looked at the other boy. "You don't need to be so careful around me. You may speak freely, if
you like."
Breely laughed quietly. "Alright, then. Are you finished sparring, or would you like to continue?" His dark
blue eyes were dancing. He seemed to be a very happy person.
Jarin smiled again. "I'm sure you must be more used to the sword than fighting sticks," he said, mentally
kicking himself for sounding so vulgar. "They are more fun."
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Breely smiled. "That sounds fun." He waited for Jarin to select one of the swords, then took one for himself.
Settling back into a stance, he waited for Jarin to advance. Once he did, they started their session.
The two of them sparred until it started to get dark, then gathered the fighting sticks and swords. Jarin
watched Breely as he was picking up the weapons, admiring his well muscled frame with a familiar hunger he
had not felt since the day at the rocks.
"I can help you put those away, if you would like me to," Jarin unconsciously licked his lips.
Breely smiled at him. "Okay," he said handing Jarin the weapons he had used, and they started off toward the
barracks. There was a shed beside the main barracks, where the spare weapons were stored. The area was
quiet, with only a few guards walking around, preparing for their night shifts.
Breely pushed the door to the shed open, letting Jarin go in first. The building was dimly lit, with just enough
light to see where the weapons were supposed to go. Jarin helped the black haired boy put away the weapons,
then turned to Breely, his eyes serious.
"You didn't come out here only to spar with me, did you?" He looked up at Breely. "I don't have anywhere to
be for a while." He was feeling very bold, as was evident by the pressure in his breeches. He was trembling
slightly already.
Breely met Jarin's eyes, then glanced briefly over the other boy's body. "It's whatever you want to interperet it
to be. I won't rush you, though I have been watching you for many years. This is not just because of Adriel."
Jarin nodded, running his hand down the side of Breely's face gently. "Okay. I will admit I am not very
accustomed to this, but..."
"That's okay. Like I said, whatever you want, is yours," Breely's voice was now low and husky with passion.
He kissed Jarin lightly on the neck. At that, the aubern haired boy backed up to the only free wall, motioning
for Breely to follow him. Breely kissed Jarin lightly on the lips, letting him set the pace. When Jarin invited,
he deepened the kiss, sliding his tongue slightly into Jarin's mouth. Jarin followed by sucking it inside, and
sliding one of his hands behind Breely's head. He ran his free hand down Breely's side, where the other boy
caught it with a groan, guiding to the front of his breeches. Jarin paused at Breely's cock, but was incouraged
to continue by the older boy grinding his body against him, touching Jarin's own hard cock with his own.
When Jarin gave a low moan, Breely moved his mouth back down to his neck, sucking there, while Jarin
explored his body. Jarin let go when he felt the member pulsing, but Breely smiled against his neck.
"It's okay. Just relax and enjoy," Breely caught his eye before thrusting against him gently, allowing Jarin to
get the feel of the movement. When Jarin began moving with him, Breely increased the force, thrusting
harder. Jarin tried to follow him, but gasped suddenly, then cried out as he released at the same time as Breely,
who found Jarin's mouth again, kissing him fiercely.
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Chapter 3
The next day was Jarin's birthday. Adriel knocked on his door early, and Jarin rolled over, groaning. He was
not a morning person. When the knocks became persistant, he finally got out of his bed, grudgingly. Walking
over to the door, Jarin cracked it open. Adriel pushed it enough that he could slip in, closing the door after
himself.
Adriel grinned at his friend expectantly. "So, how did it go last night? Did you get along with Breely?" His
dark eyes were shining.
Jarin smiled. "I got along with him fine. He's very nice, and I think I remember him. I just never knew his
name."
Adriel smiled. "Yeah, I figured you might recognize him. His father was the weapons master, but he got killed
two years ago. Bree started training then." He grinned when his eyes focused on Jarin's neck, where there was
a dark mark. "I see you got somewhere last night. You had better cover that," he moved over to Jarin's dresser,
rummaging for a suitable shirt.
Jarin grinned, taking the dark tunic Adriel handed him. "Thanks," he said, pulling the shirt over his head.
"Before you ask, we didn't get any further than making out."
Adriel nodded. "I know. Breely wouldn't go any further, unless you wanted to. That's just how he is."
Jarin gave his friend a sidelong glance. "You already knew he would like me, didn't you?" he paused. " How
old is he, anyway?" he asked, reaching for the door.
Adriel smirked. "Like I said, I've known Bree for a long time, and I know he's liked you the entire time.
Besides that, I like my horse too much to not have a plan beforehand. He's eighteen, by the way."
Jarin opened the door, frowning at his friend. "Why didn't you introduce us years ago?"
Adriel laughed out loud. "If I had done that, you would have been all over him. That might have made things
a bit uncomfortable."
Jarin snorted. "It sounds like you're calling me a whore. Thanks." He glanced at the servants milling around as
they made their way downstairs. They were no doubt getting ready for his birthday party. He hated the fact
that his father always made a big deal out of it, every year more embarrassing than the last. There were too
many people that he didn't know, and there was no room to breathe.
Jarin turned to Adriel, grinning. "Let's get out of here. It's so crowded, and the party will not be starting for a
while, yet."
Adriel nodded. "I know. The servants are already getting the horses ready for us," he grinned.
Jarin shook his head. Adriel always seemed to be one step ahead of him. His insight was appreciated more
often than not. "Thanks. Let me guess. You have a trail planned, also."
Adriel shrugged. "Of course. We'll go on that one I followed a few weeks ago. It was nice."
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When they got outside, Jarin noticed three horses tied out ready for them. "Who else is going with us?" He
had a feeling his friend had invited Breely, something he did not mind at all. Adriel would be there to keep it
from being so awkward.
Adriel smiled. "That's Alec's horse. I don't see Breely yet. Knowing him, he prepared his own horse."
Jarin groaned inwardly, giving up on the situation. It might be an awkward ride, after all. "You're good,
Adriel." He muttered, through gritted teeth.
Adriel ignored him, turning his head as Alec and Breely approached. Breely was leading a tall, sorrel gelding,
and smiled when he saw them.
Once they were all mounted, they started down the trail. With mild annoyance, Jarin noticed how Adriel and
Alec rode on ahead. That left him alone with Breely.
There was silence, until Breely broke it, asking Jarin questions about himself. They started talking after that,
and the atmosphere lightened.
Jarin found out that Breely had grown up in Alertisia in a small village. He had two older brothers, who were
both guards. He also had a younger sister and mother. Breely had dreams of becoming a soldier in the royal
court someday.
They came to a clearing and decided to rest. There was no sign of Alec and Adriel, and that made Jarin
somewhat uncomfortable. Tying their horses out to graze, the two of them sat down on the soft grass. Pulling
out their lunches, they ate in silence.
When they had finished their food, Breely pulled out a small, wrapped box, handing it to Jarin. "Happy
birthday," he said, smiling shyly.
Jarin took the present with a smile, unwrapping the box and opening it. Inside lay a silver necklace with a blue
sapphire encased in blown glass. Lifting it out carefully, Jarin examined it.
Breely scooted closer to him, brushing against Jarin's hand as he touched the pendant, making him shiver. "It
is said to protect the wearer from harm. I have known people with pendants like this, and they seem to work."
Jarin tore his gaze from the stone, looking into Breely's eyes. "Thank you. It's beautiful," he leaned over,
kissing the black haired boy lightly on the lips.
**************************************************
For the next month, they continued to meet in secret. Jarin found it difficult to concentrate on his studies,
thinking about the older boy.
One evening when they were finishing their sparring session, Jarin turned to Breely, looking into his eyes.
"What is it?" Breely asked, worried.
"Will you come to my room tonight?" Jarin appeared to be completely serious.
Breely studied him carefully, then smiled quietly. "Are you sure about this?"
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Jarin nodded. "Yes, I am. Just come to my chamber after dinner."
Breely took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. "If you are certain, then I'll be there," he leaned down and
kissed Jarin.
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Chapter 4
That night, Jarin tried not to appear nervous, waiting for Breely. He made sure everything was in its place in
his bedroom, even though Breely had seen his room before. This was different.
There was a light knock on his door, and Jarin opened it. Breely closed the main door and kissed Jarin. The
younger boy closed his eyes and deepened the kiss, passionate hunger burning down his body, exciting his
cock.
Breely backed Jarin to his bedroom, still kissing him deeply. He broke the kiss to pull Jarin's shirt off, then
began trailing his lips down the younger boy's neck. While he was doing this, Jarin unbuttoned Breely's shirt,
letting it drop on the floor behind him. Breely pulled his own pants off, along with his undergarments. While
Jarin stared at his lean, muscular body, Breely did the same to Jarin.
Breely glanced at Jarin to make sure he was not getting too embarrassed, then stepped back to admire the
younger boy's body. "You really are breathtaking," he murmured, running his hands down Jarin's side. Jarin
looked up at him and shivered. Grabbing the back of Breely's head, he pulled him down to the bed on top of
him. Moving Jarin's legs up and over, he settled between them. He paused to let the other boy think about this,
knowing it was a big step in their relationship. When Jarin started kissing him again, Breely ran his hand
down his leg, massaging his buttocks before moving to his opening. Wetting his fingers with his tongue,
Breely pressed two of them in, stretching the muscles there. Jarin moaned, arching against him. Once he knew
it was enough, Breely removed the fingers.
Looking at Jarin, Breely smiled. "Are you still comfortable? We can stop any time you feel like you have had
enough." Jarin smiled and nodded, unable to speak.
"This may hurt a little at first," Breely warned Jarin, placing his hard member against the opening. Kissing
Jarin's neck to distract him, Breely pushed the head of his cock in and froze. After a moment, he pushed all
the way inside slowly. Jarin groaned, arching his back.
Breely looked back at the other boy, who nodded to the unasked question. He pulled almost all the way out,
then pushed back in just as slowly as before. Jarin moaned again, his eyes closing with pleasure.
He continued this pace for some time, letting the younger boy adjust to the feeling. Once Jarin began to move
with Breely, he thrust harder. The younger boy wrapped his legs around Breely's back, and he pumped into
Jarin furiously.
Jarin's eyes opened wide, and he cried out, his release shooting onto Breely's abdomen. Breely thrust in twice
more, yelling as he poured his seed into Jarin. Kissing the younger boy passionately, Breely smiled, pulling
out slowly and collapsing on the bed beside him.
**************************************************
The next morning, a servant approached Jarin.
"Sir, your adviser would like to speak with you. Are you ready to see him now, or should he wait a while," the
servant smiled, lowering his gaze.
Jarin frowned. The only time advisers ever wanted to speak with him was when he had done something, or
when there was something seriously wrong. He wondered what it could be this time.
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Smiling at the servant, he went to the study. Once there, he was motioned in by his adviser, who was looking
over some maps.
"Have a seat, if you want to," the older man said, distracted.
Jarin declined the seat, since he was just a little sore from the night before, and leaned against a wall. "You
wanted me?"
The adviser turned to face him, offering a strained smile. "There has been a robbery. Two magical spell books
were taken last night. Your father did not think it nessassary to inform you, but I do. You are old enough that
you should not be kept out of these matters any longer."
Jarin nodded. "Thank you, sir. I appreciate that very much. Why is my father concerned with magical spell
books? He does not do magic."
The adviser was quiet for a moment, then he continued. "He is concerned because they are not regular spell
books. They contain dark magic, such as necromancy and sorcery, which should not even be used. He is afraid
of the wrong people getting them and using them."
Jarin frowned, still wondering why his father would have them. It did not make sense. "I see. What is he doing
about it?"
The adviser smiled grimly. "I'm not sure yet. I just wanted you to be aware."
"Thank you," Jarin said, leaving the room.
As he was leaving, he ran into Adriel. His friend grinned knowingly. "I see you had fun with Bree last night. I
knew you would like him."
Jarin looked at his friend with an expression of disbelief. "Sometimes, I swear you are attracted to men just as
much as I am. You could have a little decency and stay out of it," he grinned at Adriel.
Adriel shrugged and shook his head. "No, because if I do that, you could be alone forever. You need to take
advantage of the opportunities you get."
Jarin sighed, smiling. "Seriously, it was..."
Adriel cut him off, holding up a hand. "Okay, that's where my curiosity ends. I'm glad you had fun, but don't
want to hear about it. I'll leave you alone from here on out. That is between you and your new lover."
Jarin laughed, shaking his head. "Agreed. I didn't want to share details, anyway."
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Chapter 5
For the rest of the year, Breely and Jarin saw each other. The men in the barracks knew all about it, but said
nothing when Jarin stayed there with Breely. He was almost afraid of how much he was beginning to care for
the older boy. He thought about him all the time.
Jarin had become used to Breely leaving to go on missions for the guard, even though it worried him every
time. He would sometimes stay away for days at a time, which was not easy for Jarin to deal with.
One day, Breely seemed to be especially worried, so he and Jarin went on a walk. Partway up the road, Breely
cut off into the woods, following a trail. They came to a lake, where they decided to rest. Breely sat down,
pulling Jarin in close to him.
"The leaders think they may have located the spell books that were stolen from us this spring," he bit his lip,
looking down at the grass. Finally, he looked up at Jarin with a worried expression. "I have never been this
afraid of a mission. I tell them all the time that it won't do any good for us to go after these men. I mean, it's
dark magic we're dealing with and nothing with magic ever ends well," he sighed. "I mean, am I just being
cowardly by not wanting to go? I signed up for this."
Jarin smiled at him, trying not to show how worried he really was. "Look, everything should be okay. Here,
take this," he removed the necklace Breely had given him months before and handed it to his lover.
Breely shook his head. "I can't take this. It's supposed to protect its possessor, and if they happen to attack
here, you might be put in danger," he kissed Jarin on the forehead. "I couldn't bear it if something happened to
you. I love you too much," he added the last part quietly, whole-heartedly.
Jarin smiled, with tears in his eyes. "No, I will be fine. Please, just take it with you, since you will be the one
in danger." He pressed it firmly into Breely's palm. Closing his hand over it, Jarin kissed him on the lips. "You
can give it to me when you get back."
"Okay, if you insist," Breely managed a weak smile.
"Thank you. I love you, and if something happensâ ¦" he swallowed the lump in his throat. "â ¦it'll be beyond
our control. Try not to worry about it so much," pulling him in for a long kiss, Jarin smiled softly. "I love you
so much."
They lay there for a while, watching the stars as they began to appear. Finally, Jarin stood up, pulling Breely
with him. "We had better get back."
They spent as much time together as they could, but a week later, Breely had to leave. The last night he was
there, Breely took Jarin to the woods, where they camped out, making love in a tent and snuggling from the
cold air.
The next morning, Jarin made sure Breely had the necklace, and kissed him goodbye in front of the other
soldiers. When they rode away, Jarin felt an ache he had never felt before.
The entire day was like moving through a foggy haze, and Jarin could not concentrate on anything. He had a
terrible feeling that things were not going to go well.
****************************************
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Breely studied the map of where they were supposed to find the spell books. It was heavily guarded, but he
thought he may have a plan to get into the hold. Discussing his plan with the other soldiers, they agreed to it.
He would enter dressed as one of the guards at the gate, using a uniform he had found lying on the ground. It
was a risky plan, but they had to get those spell books back, or Lord Nathaniel's wizard would not have the
formula he needed for the spells he needed. Breely, along with the others doing the job did not understand
exactly why they were supposed to be doing this. They were only following orders from Lord Nathaniel.
Breely and the other soldier waited until a second set of guards entered the gates, and slipped into their ranks
fluidly. Once they were safely inside, they began searching the hold for the spell books.
Breely had always been good at picking locks, so it was not an issue getting into the wizard's study as soon as
he had seen the man exit. They found one of the books, but it was not the most crucial one. It would take
another tactic to get to the other book, since it was probably locked away somewhere.
The two of them left the room just in time to meet the wizard. He shot a bolt of lightning at Breely, who
tossed the book to the other soldier with him. He yelled at the other man to run, kicking the wizard in the
stomach. The wizard cursed, angry about being caught off guard. He turned to shoot a bolt at the other soldier,
who had the book, and was rewarded with a punch to the mouth.
Breely saw as the other man kicked the window, screaming at Breely to follow him. Breely refused, and was
hit with the full force of a lightning bolt. The last words he heard were "he's not the one." He saw Jarin's face
flash in his mind, then everything went black.
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Chapter 6
That night, Jarin couldn't sleep. He had been sad for several hours, for a reason he could not name. He should
have been happy, since Breely was coming back the next day, but he was not. Finally, he forced himself to go
to sleep.
The next morning, he woke up early, since they would be back by now. He was nervous, waiting to see them.
He went down to meet them with Adriel, and his friend seemed nervous, also.
They saw the soldiers ride up on their horses, and Jarin's heart felt like it was being squeezed out of his chest.
Two of the soldiers were leading horses, and two more were carrying what looked to be a body. Glancing at
Adriel, he ran over to them, and dropped to the ground, unable to breathe. Breely was not with them, and his
horse was being led. The ground began spinning, and Jarin felt like he would faint.
He had known something had not been right the night before, though he had not been ready for this. He had a
thought that he might have been wrong about his lover being dead, until he saw one of the soldiers talking to
Adriel, who sank to his knees, sobbing. The world went black, as he passed out, welcoming the darkness.
**************************************************
Jarin woke up a few hours later in his bed. He wondered what he was doing there, at first, then remembered:
Breely's death. He lay there for a moment longer, feeling sick to his stomach. Finally, he uncovered his head
slowly. He needed to talk to the soldiers and find out what had happened. He did not understand why Breely
had been harmed, when he should have been protected by the necklace.
He opened his eyes to see Adriel sitting in a chair, staring at something in his hands. Realizing it was the
necklace, Jarin studied it more closely.
It certainly did not look like it had been through a battle. Frowning, he looked up at his friend's face. What he
saw was pain and disbelief. His head going dizzy again, he sat up, knowing he needed to comfort Adriel.
Breely had been one of his closest friends.
Forgetting about the necklace and answers, Jarin spoke softly. "Come here."
Adriel lifted his head slowly. He smiled at Jarin, his face clouded in pain. As he moved to sit down, Jarin
moved the blankets over. Covering both of them up, Jarin looked at Adriel. Knowing his friend was in as
much shock as he himself was, he remained silent. They stayed like this for a while, drawing comfort from
each other.
Adriel was the first to recover from the silence. Looking up at Jarin, he handing the necklace to him. "The
necklace would have worked, but he stuck it in the spell book before he tossed it to Rodney," Adriel closed
his eyes, a single tear running down his face. "He wanted it to get back to you. I guess he felt that was more
important than staying alive," Adriel added with a touch of bitterness in his voice.
Jarin hugged his friend, choking back a sob. He could imagine the rest of the story. Breely had probably seen
the opportunity for either he or Rodney to get out, and had given that chance to the other man. Though pained
at the thought, Jarin could see his lover's logic in the action, and he was a hero for it. He was still wondering
why it had been so important to retrieve the spell books that they had cost Breely his life. It didn't make sense
to him.
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Kissing the necklace, Jarin held it held it close to his heart, rocking softly. Even though he was trying to stay
strong, once a tear fell from his eye, he could do nothing to stop them. Shaking with silent sobs, he slipped the
necklace on, vowing to never take it off again.
**************************************************
Two days later Breely was buried. Jarin felt like he was walking through a fog during the entire service. None
of it felt real to him.
When it came time to lay his lover in the ground, Jarin stared into his face. He looked peaceful, like he was
sleeping, and would wake up at any time. Jarin found it strange that he did not feel any emotions, looking at
him, as if he couldn't feel at all.
At the end of the service, Jarin found Rodney. The young soldier looked like he was going to be sick, standing
silently by the others. When he saw Jarin, he turned his gaze away. Jarin touched his shoulder gently, lifting
his head.
"Thank you for taking care of Breely. I know you tried to talk him into leaving with you," Jarin felt tears
stinging the back of his eyes, but blinked them back. "I don't blame you at all. You did all you could, and got
the spell book out."
Rodney shook his head, swallowing hard. "I should have talked Bree into getting out and abandoning the
mission. We could have come back for that. Breely didn't have to..." his voice gave out, as he gasped back a
sob. "I'm so sorry, Jarin."
Jarin closed his eyes, tears spilling from his eyes. "No. If Breely was given a task, he would see it done, no
matter the cost. Besides that, he probably knew that both of you couldn't get out. He made a split second
decision, and we should honor that. There's nothing to blame yourself for," he turned to the soldier standing
next to Rodney. "What all happened there?"
The older soldier offered him a weak smile and told him the entire story. After Rodney had jumped out with
the book, they had prepared to go back in for Breely, when they had seen a bright flash of power from the
window. In the second that they were blinded, Breely's body had been tossed out. He had grabbed the young
soldier's body, and they had fought off the soldiers in the way and fled. Once they had gone far enough away,
he had lay Breely down. He had checked for any signs of life, trying unsuccessfully to revived him. After that,
they had hurried to get back to the castle.
ã Jarin thanked the soldiers for their efforts, then left. His mind was filled with pain and anger for what that
wizard had done.
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Chapter 7
The months dragged on slowly, and Jarin buried his pain in his training. Though the act of picking up a sword
reminded him of Breely, it also helped with closure. Jarin knew his first love would always have a place in his
heart, but he also knew Breely would want him to continue on as best as he could.
His father never found out about the relationship he had shared with Breely, though he wasn't as concerned
about that now. His personal interests seemed to be so trivial, compared to recent events.
One of the soldiers tried to keep Jarin's attention, and Jarin gave it all the effort he could, but they never got
any further than kissing. The soldier understood and backed off, respecting Breely's memory. It took an entire
year and a half for Jarin to be able to touch someone else. When he did, there was not commitment. It was just
sex.
Jarin's father never found the spell book he had been looking for, and his soldiers eventually stopped
searching. To him, it was now too dangerous to try a mission like that again.
The years passed, and Jarin became much more skilled with the sword. He had made a vow at Breely's grave
to find the wizard who had killed him and get revenge. He was not sure how he would do that, but he was
determined to do so.
One afternoon, Jarin went for a ride by himself. He was feeling down, and did not want to deal with anyone
except his horse. He took one of the familiar trails, so he would not get lost. As he rode on, his mind wandered
to the past, and what should have been. If only Breely had survived, things would have been different now. He
felt an ache in his heart, thinking about it.
As he rode on, the trail seemed to darken, and Jarin stopped Shadow, his mare. Listening and looking around,
he started to become increasingly nervous. Stroking Shadow's neck, he urged her on. She continued, though
on edge. Further down the trail, it got dark again, where there were not any shadows. This time, Shadow
snorted loudly, dancing around when Jarin stopped her. He was considering going back, when Shadow
neighed and reared up. Jarin was not ready for it, and fell from her back.
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Chapter 8
Jarin woke up to the sound of voices, which seemed to be too loud. He groaned and touched his head as a
sharp pain shot to his right temple.
He lay still for a moment, letting the pain subside. Once it had, Jarin opened his eyes. He was surprised to see
the walls of a tent.
Holding his head, Jarin sat up. While he was checking his body for injuries, he heard men talking outside. It
sounded like they were discussing map routes.
Where am I? He thought, then lay back down as he heard footsteps approaching the tent. He stayed on alert,
unsure of the situation.
The flap opened and a tall, grey haired man stepped in. He smiled at Jarin, setting down a brown, leather bag.
"How are you feeling, young man?" The man removed a bottle that was also brown. When Jarin glanced at it,
the man smiled. "This is for your head. It'll ease the pain quite a bit, though not as quickly as a shot of
whiskey would, don't you think?"
Jarin grinned, liking the man instantly. He sat up straighter, then answered the doctor. "I feel okay, for the
most part. My head does hurt a little, so the medicine will be much appreciated. What happened, if you don't
mind me asking?"
"You fell from your horse, and were knocked unconscious," the doctor poured some water on a cloth, dabbing
at Jarin's head. He applied some of the brown medicine to the cloth, then wiped it across the young man's
forehead. As soon as it touched his skin, Jarin felt it dulling the pain.
The sweet smell of it was making him tired, also.
The doctor moved to his bag again. "Some of the men found you and brought you here. It was a good thing
they found you when they did, with all the snakes out there."
Jarin frowned. "Where am I?"
"In the Alendale forest. It's a good thing you didn't fall off a little further on, or you would have been dumped
on the rocks," the doctor smiled. "Do you remember anything of what happened?"
"I was riding, and my horse spooked at the sound of something in the trees," Jarin thought about how similar
this incident was to when he had fallen and saved from a cliff. That had been five years ago, and it had
happened around the same place.
The older man nodded. "I see. Well, you don't seem to have any further injuries than scrapes and bruises."
Jarin smiled. "May I talk to your leader? I would like to meet him and thank him."
The doctor smiled back. "Yes, as soon as you feel up to it," he said. "Our leader just takes precautions with
people we come across, but please understand you are not a prisoner."
Jarin nodded. "Of course. Thank you. By the way, how is my horse?"
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The doctor frowned. "She is fine. The men had quite a time of catching her, however. She is a nice horse, and
very lively."
Jarin grinned. "She is spirited. Thank you for catching her."
"Of course, young man. You may rest some more, if you want to. You are also welcome to wander around,"
the doctor gathered his things, then left, smiling at Jarin again.
Jarin lay back down, still feeling dizzy and tired. He fell asleep, still wondering what kind of place this was.
He would ask the leader, when he had more energy.
****************************************
The next morning, Jarin woke up early. Looking around the tent for his clothes, he found others in their place.
Pulling on the brown pants and dark green tunic, he saw they had left his boots. He noticed they had taken his
sword, which was to be expected.
Once he was fully dressed, he slipped out of the tent. He looked around and realized it was beautiful here. He
had ridden in the forest several times, but had never taken time to enjoy the scenery. It was just after dawn,
causing the sun to cast a golden sheen over the grass and trees. It was breathtaking.
As he watched the sunrise, Jarin felt like he himself was being watched. He turned around slowly, but did not
see anyone there. Confused, he looked toward the tents, and noticed several people were beginning to come
out of them. There were already men preparing the morning meal. He figured it could have been any one of
them, as they were probably curious about him. Shrugging it off, he made his way to the corrals. He found his
grey mare, which was eating. That was an indication that she was getting along well with the other horses.
"Hey, girl," Jarin spoke softly, but Shadow heard him and left her hay to go to him. Slipping through the
fence, the young man leaned into her powerful body. Shadow curved her neck around, touching Jarin's back.
He closed his eyes, reveling in the warmth and smell of horse flesh.
After a few moments of this, Shadow lifted her head, her body alert. Jarin let go of her, looking in the same
direction as his horse.
Listening carefully, he heard he heard hoof beats approaching. Slipping out of the corral, Jarin stayed on
guard.
As he watched, four horses stepped out of the trees, their riders talking excitedly with each other. They
stopped at the corral, dismounting and unsaddling their horses. A few of them acknowledged Jarin, and he
smiled back.
When he turned to leave, Jarin heard another horse approaching. Looking in the same direction as before, he
noticed a man on a tall bay step out of the trees. He stopped briefly and listened behind him, then continued
on. He was dressed in all black, unlike the other men. They were dressed in clothes more like Jarin's. When he
got to the corral, he dismounted and dropped his reins. Reaching into his pack, he handed a scroll to one of the
men, before unsaddling his horse.
Jarin watched as he threw his hood back, mainly out of curiosity. He had straight, light blond hair that was
layered and hung almost to his shoulders. The man was short, but well muscle, much to Jarin's satisfaction. He
had fair skin that was covered in freckles. He turned to one of the other men, speaking quietly. The man
nodded, then left with the scroll. After that the blond looked at Jarin, who gasped in shock.
Chapter 8

21

Demon Stones
"Kain?" He recognized the man instantly as the same boy who had rescued him five years earlier. Kain
glanced at him again, but said nothing. Patting his horse one last time, he gave the bay a treat. Looking at
Jarin again with a look that almost seemed to be cold, he picked up his saddle and carried it to a tent.
Jarin watched him, confused and angered at being brushed off as coldly as he was. Glancing toward the tent,
he walked off. He was getting hungry, and could smell something good cooking.
Unseen by Jarin, Kain watched him leave.
****************************************
Throughout the day, Jarin found it difficult to keep his mind off Kain. He had thought about the light haired
man often since they had met at the rocks five years earlier. That had been one of the instances that had
prompted him to seek out the leader. He wanted to find out what kind of place this was. He found him
working with one of the horses, waiting until he was finished. When he had handed the horse off to one of the
other men, the leader turned to Jarin.
"What can I do for you, young man? My name is Devin, by the way. As you may have already heard, I'm the
leader around here," the middle aged man grinned.
Jarin smiled. "I'm Jarin. I wanted to talk to you mainly because I'm curious about this place."
Devin nodded slowly, coiling a rope and setting it aside. "Would you care to go on a walk?"
"Sure," Jarin said, pulling on his outer tunic.
They walked in silence for a moment, when Devin spoke. "You're wondering what we do around here. Well,
you may not like what you hear. Do you still want me to continue?"
Jarin nodded. "I will be going home soon enough, and I will not expose anything you may be doing here.
Besides that, I am curious about what kind of man saved my life five years ago."
Devin sighed, then cleared his throat. "Alright, then. We're thieves, in our right. We usually take back what
has been stolen by other thieves, and give it back to the community. The reason we do this is because the
justice system doesn't care, and they let thieves get away with anything," he glanced at the younger man. "I'm
not sure where you stand in matters like this, but that is what we do. It's a form of justified thievery."
Jarin cocked his head. "I have never heard of anything like that, but it makes sense. You are still criminals,
however."
Devin laughed. "Yeah, we are. However, if you think about it, so are they by not doing anything. The other
thieves do whatever they please, and never get caught. We do something about it, and everyone is happy. As
long as we don't get caught, it's all good."
Jarin grinned. "I have never heard of anything like that, but it makes sense to me. Now, what can you tell me
about Kain? What is he like?"
Devin smiled, knowing this had been coming. "He's a nice guy, but he likes to keep a personal distance. If you
get to know him, he is a nice person."
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"I see," Jarin frowned. He figured that had been why Kain had avoided him earlier. It might just be the way he
always reacted to new people.
Devin watched him carefully. "We should head back soon. I have some matters to attend to."
Jarin nodded. "Okay."
They went back in silence.
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Chapter 9
Later that afternoon, Jarin was approached by a young man with wavy, auburn hair.
"Hi, you must be Jarin," the man smiled at him. "I'm Fletcher," he leaned his lanky frame against a tree,
studying Jarin.
Jarin glanced at him, then returned the smile. "It's nice to meet you," he was drawn in by Fletcher's easy
manner. "How long have you been here?" he asked the question straight out.
"About six years. Devin found me in the woods, beaten up. He brought me back here, and this is my life
now."
"He's a good man, isn't he?" Jarin observed. "He seems to take care of this place."
"Yeah, he does," Fletcher smiled again. "Hey do you want me to show you around?"
"Sure, I would appreciate that very much," Jarin stood up from the log he had been sitting on and followed
him.
****************************************
Early there next morning, Kain was called into Devin's tent. When he got there, Devin asked him to have a
seat. He was counting money, so Kain waited quietly, until he had finished. His leader finally turned to him,
putting the bag of money away.
"Good morning, Kain," Devin smiled at him. "I called you here, because I have a favor to ask of you."
Kain nodded. "Okay. What do you need?"
"That man we found yesterday is the son of Lord Nathaniel," he studied Kain's face for a reaction.
The younger man glared. "Is he, now? Does he do the same things his father does?"
Devin shook his head. "I'm not sure. That is exactly what I wanted you for. I need you to keep an eye on him,
along with you friends. I believe he is already comfortable with Fletcher, so it shouldn't be very difficult to get
to know him."
"Isn't he going back home soon?" Kain asked, almost hoping.
"Yes, he is. That is why I need you to do this. If he is working with his father, he could go back and tell him
everything about us," Devin stood up, offering a hand to Kain. The young man took it, pulling himself up.
"So, will you do this for me?"
"Yes, Sir. However, why did you ask me, instead of Fletcher of Emery? He seems to like them more than he
likes me."
Devin smiled. "I'm not so sure about that. I think you will work better. Just be yourself around him."
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Kain sighed. "I don't know if I can do that. If I get to know him, and he is not trustworthy, it'll be that much
more difficult to be around him."
"I know, but we have to take that chance," Devin smiled at him. "Personally, I don't think he knows anything."
"Okay, I guess I'll go find him, then," Kain smiled back at his leader.
"Thank you, Kain," Devin gathered the money bag again, handing it to him. "As a great start, why don't you
see if he will go into town with you? I need you to take this to the officials. Just tell them you found it," he
grinned to himself. "I have also compiled a list of supplies I need you to get for us."
****************************************
Kain found Fletcher and pulled him aside. "Devin needs us to go into town to get some supplies. He wants us
to take Jarin with us."
Fletcher grinned at him. "Sounds good. That way, he can get to know you better. You have been avoiding him
like a plague."
Kain rolled his eyes. "You should ask Em if he wants to go with us."
"Of course I would ask him to go," Fletcher grinned at him again. "I'll go find Emery, if you could get Jarin.
He should be with his horse. I think he has a love affair with her, or something."
Kain snorted. "That's just creepy," he patted his friend on the back before leaving.
Kain found Jarin in the corrals, feeding his horse some grain. The young man had his auburn hair pulled up
off his neck, which looked quite nice. He turned when he heard Kain approach. Setting the bucket down, Jarin
smiled at him.
"Hello," he said, running his hand down Shadow's side, examining a cut.
"Uh...hi," Kain found himself very nervous now. "Devin wants us to go into town, and I was wondering...I
would like you to go with us." Kain wanted to stab himself for stumbling over his words like he was.
Jarin smiled at him. "Sure." He turned to the shorter man. "Just let me put some ointment on this cut, and I
will be ready to go. Could you hold her for me? She's not going to like this very much."
Kain sighed, talking the grey mare's rope. He watched silently as Jarin put a generous amount of the green
paste on her side. Jarin was very gentle with her, murmuring inaudibly to Shadow as he rubbed it in. Kain
began to wonder if he was like that to people, or uncaring, like his father. He was beginning to think that
would be impossible.
Jarin straightened up, cursing softly. "I will not be able to ride her home with that injury, unless I do not use a
saddle," he grinned at Kain.
"She isn't a horse to ride bareback."
Kain smiled back. "I'll bet. She's a beauty, though."
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"Thank you," Jarin reached up to take the halter off of Shadow, his hand brushing against Kain's in the
process. He shivered, pulling his hand away, along with the halter. Walking toward the gate, he opened it,
motioning for Kain to go before him.
****************************************
The four young men rode into town, Fletcher and Emery talking to Jarin the entire time. Kain, on the other
hand, stayed silent, feeling awkward around the young noble. He knew Devin had wanted him to talk to Jarin,
but he was finding it difficult to just be around him. He decided it would be better to just watch him and learn
from his actions. He didn't care that he was taking the coward's way out.
They got to the city treasury, where Kain went in alone. After handing over the money, he returned to the
others. They headed to the market next, where they were quite certain Jarin would not be recognized very
quickly. Kain continued to watch him quietly, but every time Jarin spoke to him, he gave him as vague
answers as possible. This seemed to bother Jarin, but Kain couldn't help it. He didn't want to get to know
someone who might turn on him.
They finished their shopping and made their way back to camp.
****************************************
When they got back, Jarin took Fletcher aside. "What is Kain's deal? He doesn't seem to want to be around
me," Jarin frowned. "I just want to know what I did wrong. He has acted odd the entire time I have been here."
Fletcher smiled at him. "It's nothing you did. He just isn't very trusting of anyone. It usually takes a lot of
effort to get through to him, but once you do, it's worth it. Just keep trying."
Jarin frowned. "I'm afraid I won't be here long enough. I'm leaving as soon as my horse is better."
Fletcher shrugged. "Your time is what you make of it, if you know what I mean. Just like your life."
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Chapter 10
The next morning, Jarin got up early, so he could speak with Devin. He found the older man sitting by the
fire, talking to Kain and one of the other men. When he approached, they fell silent. The man he did not
recognize glanced at him, then left. Kain continued to work on the saddle he was repairing, without looking
up. Devin touched Kain lightly on the arm. "Hey, if you will excuse us, I would like to have a talk with Jarin."
The blond man started to move the saddle, but Devin stopped him. "No, don't leave. We're gonna go into my
tent."
Kain smiled at him, still avoiding Jarin. Without a word, he went back to his work.
Devin grinned at Jarin, getting to his feet. "May I have a word with you?"
Jarin laughed softly. "That is exactly what I came out here for. I need to speak with you."
"Let's go into my tent, then," Devin patted Kain on the shoulder, then walked over to his tent. Jarin followed
him, sitting down on the stool he was offered. Once Devin had also seated himself on a similar stool, Jarin
turned to him.
"I appreciate everything you have done for me, but I should be getting back home soon. My father has
probably already sent out a search party. The only concern I have is my horse's side, but she will probably be
okay, if I go easy on her. It's not very far to ride, anyway."
Devin took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. "I agree that you should go back, so your father doesn't get too
worried. However, there are a few things I would like to discuss with you, first," he paused. "It has to do with
your father."
Jarin's eyes grew wide with surprise. "What do you know of my father?"
Devin sighed. "More than you might think. One of my men met him many years, when he acted as a wealthy
merchant," he paused, looking at Jarin. "Jarin, do you know anything about magic?"
Jarin glared. "I know I don't like it. It was the reason...never mind," he stopped, not wanting to tell this man he
barely knew about the death of his lover. He had not trusted magic since then, even though he did not
understand it very well. It was the reason Breely had died, and he did not want anything to do with it. His
heart was mending very slowly from that, and he didn't see it as any of Devin's business. Clearing his throat,
Jarin smiled weakly. Fingering his necklace, Jarin felt a familiar ache in his heart. Closing his eyes, he replied
quietly. "I do not understand the way magic works. Why are we having this conversation?"
Devin smiled at him gently. "Because, I believe your father is involved in it. Not just magic, but dark magic.
He has been studying it for many years, and doing experiments."
Jarin was about to protest, when he remembered the spell books his father had been so determined to retrieve.
He had been wondering why his father would have anything to do with spell books. It seemed odd that this
man would have the answers, but it was worth a try. He took a deep breath, then looked back at Devin. "My
father's advisor mentioned something about spell books having been stolen, and I thought it odd that there
would be books of that kind in our manor. They were searched for a few weeks later, and..." he paused,
feeling a lump form in his throat.
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Swallowing hard, Jarin continued. "...they found some of them, but not the one my father was mainly
concerned about. I have been wondering why my father would want any kind of spell books, especially dark
ones."
Devin looked at him, seriousness in his eyes. "I ask this because, like I said before, I know people who have
been affected by magic, directly. I also know it was your father's doing."
Jarin shook his head. This didn't make any sense. His father was a high lord, not a magic user. "What
happened? What do you know?"
He asked, surprising Devin by being so calm about it. He wanted to know the truth.
Devin smiled at him. "Are you sure you want to know all the information I have right now? It may change the
way you view your father."
Jarin nodded. "I have had my own suspicions for the last few years, but have never investigated him. I would
like to know what you know about him, so I can find out the truth."
Devin sighed. "If you are sure, I'll tell you later. I think it is important that you go back to you father, so he
doesn't get worried. If you look around his study, you should be able to find something connecting him to
magic. When you do, I would like to know what you find."
Jarin smiled at him, knowing the older man was stalling from telling him the entire truth. He also knew he
was right about going home first. "Alright, I'll look around when I get home. Thank you for everything."
Devin smiled. "I am very glad to have met you."
Jarin stood up to leave, turning to Devin. "Why did you not suspect me, if you do my father?"
Devin shrugged. "I did, at first, but now I know it is impossible that you are involved in his actions. You are a
good man."
Jarin smiled. "You are, also. It has been a pleasure meeting you, and I will get back to you when I find out
more."
Jarin left, walking to his own tent to get ready to leave. While passing the fire, he noticed Kain still sitting by
the fire, finishing the work on the saddle. The shorter man, glanced up at him, but said nothing. Jarin
continued on to his tent, and packed his things quickly. He wanted to get back, so he could find out answers
for himself.
After saying goodbye to Emery, Fletcher and Devin, Jarin looked around for Kain. He was hoping to say
goodbye to him, also, but the light haired man was nowhere in sight. A little disappointed, he got on his horse
and left.
****************************************
Kain watched Jarin leave, glad he had been able to avoid Jarin. He had never been good at that, and he hated
the awkwardness of saying goodbye. He also knew that he had not made the best impression on the other man,
so he didn't want the young noble to leave with bad thought about him.
When Jarin had ridden out of sight, Kain returned to camp.
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Chapter 11
When he arrived home, Jarin's father was relieved to see that he was not harmed. Despite Jarin's objections,
Lord Nathaniel sent him to a physician. After he had been examined, Jarin escaped to his room. He was
relieved that his father had not questioned him yet, but he knew it was coming, eventually. He did not feel like
explaining any of it.
As soon as he opened his bedroom door, he was ambushed by Adriel. Jarin hugged him back, but as soon as
Adriel let him go, the questions began. Jarin moved over to his bed before his friend had started asking what
happened.
"I beat you to your room, since I was not allowed to go meet you when you first arrived," his friend stopped
for a breath, then continued. "I wanted to see that you had made it home safely. What happened? You were
gone for almost a week."
Jarin collapsed on his bed, relieved to feel one again. "It's a long story, since I'll be telling you everything I
will leave out with my father."
Adriel nodded eagerly, already seated on the bed. Grabbing a string, he began entwining it in his fingers. His
energy never seemed to end. "Continue," his friend coaxed, smiling.
"Alright, here's the real version," Jarin smiled, telling his friend everything that had happened. When he
finished, Adriel was speechless, which was an unusual instance. When he finally spoke, Adriel was very
excited.
"I was hoping you would see him again, but I didn't know he was a thief," Adriel frowned. "Maybe you
should be careful. He might steal from you," he grinned.
Jarin grinned back. "They're not those kinds of thieves, like I said. Besides, the more I think about it, the more
I see their work as being right. I mean, they are only returning other stolen goods to the city. That's more than
the justice system does."
Adriel nodded. "That's true. If you're not rich or important enough, it doesn't matter if you get stolen from."
"Yeah," Jarin smiled at his friend. "Hey, do you want to help me with something?"
Adriel grinned. "Sure. What is it?"
"Tomorrow my father should be away on business," he glanced down at his necklace, then back up at Adriel.
"There are some things I need to find out."
****************************************
The next day, Jarin went to his father's study. Adriel opened the door, using a lock picking technique Breely
had taught him. While Adriel watched the door, Jarin searched everywhere for the spell books, or anything
pertaining to magic.
After he had gone through the entire room, he was about give up when he spotted a medium sized dark red
box. It was locked, also, but Adriel was able to open it. Inside, there were two spell books, and another black
book with strange inscriptions on it. Opening the book, he saw that the entire thing was written in that strange
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language. Throughout it, there were also several pages that had pictures of demons running loose and killing
people. There was also a picture of a key. It was troubling, and Jarin closed it. As soon as he set it down, he
felt an odd tingle run through his body.
Staring at Adriel, Jarin saw that his friend was as shocked as he was. Digging deeper into the box, Jarin found
several vials filled with various liquid. He was guessing they were being used for magic, also.
He was about to close the box, when he noticed a small book in the corner of the box. Taking it out carefully,
he flipped through it. There were several spells and inscriptions, but what caught Jarin's interest was the fact
that there were pages missing. Why would his father take pages out? He did not understand that.
Jarin placed everything how it had been in the first place. The last thing he needed was for his father to find
out he was investigating him. They left the study, closing the door, and locking it as it had been.
As soon as they were back in Jarin's room, Adriel turned to him. "What the hell was all that? It looked so
evil."
Jarin shook his head, collapsing on the bed again. "Apparently, Devin was right about my father being
involved in dark magic." Sighing, he closed his eyes. He had a lot of questions for Devin now.
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Chapter 12
That night, Jarin could not sleep. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the evil faces of the demons from the
spell books. He wondered why his father would have a need for dark magic, especially going as far as to risk
someone's life to obtain it. His father had always had everything he wanted, with no need for magic, yet he
was obviously studying it.
Turning over, he forced himself to sleep. When he woke up the next morning, Adriel was in his room. The
young man was watching him with concern on his face. Adriel finally spoke. "I don't really feel comfortable
around your father, now. He has always been a little strange, but this...I don't know. If you go to talk to this
band leader again, may I go with you?"
Jarin smiled. "Sure. I might go back today, before my father returns. I have so many questions, and I would
rather have my father far away while asking them," he grabbed a tunic from his nightstand and pulled it on. "I
think I'm going to have a talk with Rodney and the other soldiers, first. I want to find out what they know
about this."
Adriel lowered his gaze. "Yeah, good idea. They might know something," he whispered.
Jarin smiled at his friend. "Shall we?" He sounded overenthusiastic, and Adriel knew it was from not wanting
to think about the soldiers too much.
"Yeah, let's go," Adriel grabbed a tunic from his own room, throwing it on.
The two made their way to the barracks, and Jarin remembered painfully that he did not spend nearly as much
time there as he used to. It was somewhat odd to be there now, but they had a reason.
One of the soldiers met them almost immediately. When he saw Jarin, the man looked surprised.
"What can I do for you, Lord Jarin," he smiled at the young noble.
Jarin rolled his eyes. "Please, don't call me that. Is Rodney around?"
The young soldier thought for a moment, then answered. "Yeah, he's in the training room."
Great, Jarin thought, not really wanting to go to the training room right now. It held too many memories.
Adriel smiled at the soldier, putting a hand on Jarin's shoulder. "Thanks, Tyrk. See you later, okay?"
Tyrk looked somewhat confused. "Sure."
They found Rodney in the training room, as Tyrk had said. He was sparring, but stopped when saw them.
Handing his sword to the man he was sparring with, he approached them.
"Hi, guys. I haven't seen you in a while, Jarin," the soldier smiled slightly. "What can I do for you?"
"I'm sorry I haven't stopped by more often," Jarin glanced at Adriel. "I should. How are you doing?"
Rodney shrugged. "I've been alright. Busy."
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Jarin nodded. "Can we take a walk, or something? We would like to talk to you."
Rodney glanced at him. "Uh, sure," he turned to the other young soldier, who was holding his sword.
"Thanks," he smiled, taking it back.
They left out one of the back doors, then headed down a path into the woods. Jarin waited until they were
further down the path to talk.
"So, I know you were close with Bree," Jarin felt strange, just saying his name. "What do you know about the
mission with the spell books? Why did my father want them?"
Rodney turned to face them, very serious. "He did not tell us much, only that he needed them for the
future...whatever that means."
Jarin glanced at Adriel. "Did you ever see anything odd about him?"
"Your father? Yes," Rodney frowned. "While he never seems to be very interested in his own troops, he is
interested in sending us on missions to check on things. He has sent us to some quite odd places, like the
mountains to get dirt, or to strange people, to pick up documents. He is not acting like a lord, but a magic
practitioner."
Adriel took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. "Rodney, we searched his study, and found several things that
point him to magic. After what you have told us, I think he may be working with someone."
Jarin nodded. "I do, also. We do not know who, yet. However, we do know someone who might. I will be
meeting with him today."
Rodney glanced between the two of them, seating himself on a log. When the other two had joined him, he
smiled at them. "I'm telling you two this, because I trust you," he paused, looking around. Once he knew they
were secure, he continued. "When I was eleven, I saw a man who came to visit your father, and he had a
young boy with him. Come to think of it, he was around seven, the same age you two would have been then.
He got into an argument with your father, and left, taking his son, and looking very frightened," he looked at
the two young men. "I will never forget the look your father had in his eyes. It was a hunger for power, and an
intensity that did not seem normal, at all. The entire experience was odd."
Jarin gasped. He remembered the meeting Rodney was speaking of. He had also seen them, and he
remembered talking to the boy. He could not remember his name, but he had a good idea who it was, now. He
had smoky, blue eyes and light blond hair.
Looking at Adriel, Jarin swallowed hard. "I think the boy was Kain," he said, confused now, more than ever.
"So, will you come with us?"
"Sure," Rodney smiled softly. "I would love to."
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Chapter 13
Jarin led his friends to the thieves' camp, asking if he could speak with Devin. He was told to wait until the
older man returned, so he wandered around. Finding Fletcher and Emery, he introduced them to Adriel and
Rodney. They talked until they saw four horses approaching. Devin was in the lead, with Kain and two others
following closely behind. As soon as they had put their horses up, Jarin caught Devin's attention. He looked
genuinely surprised to see the younger man, but smiled at him.
"Hi, Jarin. I didn't expect to see you back so soon," Devin motioned toward his friends. "And who might these
fine young men be?"
Jarin smiled. "Devin, these are two of my closest friends, Adriel and Rodney."
Adriel grinned at Devin, shaking his hand firmly. "It's very nice to meet you. I heard of how you took care of
Jarin. Thank you, sir."
Devin smiled. "It's a pleasure to meet you, and it is my duty as a human being to help those in need."
Rodney nodded to him shyly. He had never been good at meeting people. "Hi," he said, somewhat awkwardly.
Devin nodded back at him. 'Hi, it's nice meeting you," he turned to Jarin. "I was told you wanted to speak with
me?"
Jarin glanced at his friends. "Yes, sir. We all would, actually."
"Okay, why don't we step into my tent? There is plenty of privacy there."
Jarin nodded. "Thank you, Devin," he said following him.
Once they were in to privacy of the tent, Jarin began. "It turns out you were correct about my father. He is
definitely meddling in dark magic, but I do not have the faintest idea why. I was wondering if you could help
me with that."
Devin sighed, nodding thoughtfully. "Years ago, I sent some of my men to your father's manor to retrieve an
object that had been taken from me. He was posing as a noble, and the meeting went just fine. When your
father saw the man's son, however, he saw something in him that would be useful to him. He arrested the man,
accusing him of stealing from him. While the father was in prison, your father took the young son to his
study," he paused, looking at the young noble. "Do you want me to continue?"
Jarin shook his head. "Yes, I want to know. I need to."
Devin studied him. "Alright. Anyway, in his study, your father gave the young boy some candy that made him
fall asleep. Your father then placed a magical orb that was filled with an essence that was powerful enough to
unleash the demons inside a vial your father had hidden away. He had been planning to use the boy to control
and unleash the demons wherever he wanted them. This way, he would have control over who lived or died,
and he would be more powerful than anyone in Alertesia."
Jarin gasped. "How do you know all of this?"
Devin smiled at him sadly. "I had a contact inside your father's manor, but he was killed in a battle."
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Jarin nodded. "I see. How did they escape?"
"The father was released by my contact, and he and the boy escaped," Devin took a deep breath. "They came
back here, and we took him to a trusted physician. He tried to remove the stone, but was unable to. The
damage was irreversible."
Adriel was listening intently. "So, what happened to the demon vial?"
"Lord Nathaniel handed it off to a wizard he trusted, and I am fairly certain it was passed on to a sorcerer,"
Devin ran his hand through his hair. "That is what one of my contacts told me. The only way to stop this is to
make sure your father does not ever see...Kain...again, and find the person who has the vial. Once we find it,
we can have it dispelled. Finding it has been my primary goal," he paused. "I hope I didn't overload you."
Jarin shook his head. 'You didn't. I would like to help you, in any way possible."
Devin nodded. "Would you like to join us, or is that asking too much?"
Jarin glanced at his friends. "I will have to think about that, but I do not think I trust my father now. We had
best be getting back, since my father should be back anytime now."
Devin smiled at him. "Alright. Be careful, though."
"Thanks. You, also," Jarin stood up, shaking Devin's hand. "I will probably see you in a few days."
****************************************
When they returned to the manor, his father was already home. He did not speak to them, at first, but later
called Jarin to his study. The young man was nervous around him now, but went, anyway.
"You called for me," Jarin smiled at his father.
His father glanced at him. "Please, have a seat. I have something to discuss with you."
Jarin sat down, nervously. "What did you need?"
His father was quiet for a moment, then smiled at him. "Jarin, you are at the right age to marry, now. I have
already arranged for you to meet her and you will be married by the end of the month."
Jarin's mouth fell open and he stared at his father. "How could you do something like this? I can understand
that she's nice, but..."He felt like he was about to faint. Shaking his head, he looked back up at his father.
His father was watching him. "Give me one good reason why I shouldn't give her to you? She is very
beautiful."
Jarin was finding it difficult to breathe now. Shaking his head, he smiled at his father. "I...I could never give
you an heir, because...I would never touch her. It does not matter how beautiful she is," he inhaled a shaky
breath. "I am just...not attracted to women." He felt tears stinging the back of his eyes, but refused to let them
fall. He stared down at the desk, shocked.
His father nodded slowly, then grabbed his chin and jerked his head up. The sudden movement made Jarin
want to throw up, but he remained calm. "So, I was correct about your affair with that young soldier a few
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years ago. Well, it's about time you got over that, and picked up responsibility. You could learn to like her."
Jarin felt his humiliation turn to rage, and he raised his cold stare to his father. "You can do whatever you
want, but you will not get away with killing Breely." He got up on shaky legs and left, despite his father's
protests. He was ready to go pack.
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Chapter 14
Jarin ran all the way to his chamber, asking a servant to find Adriel and Rodney for him. He packed as quickly
as possible, knowing he was not planning on returning any time soon. His father had all but admitted to killing
Breely, with his insinuations. Jarin did not feel safe in his own home, and knew he needed to help Devin and
his men with their mission. It had become his, as well, the moment Breely had been killed.
As soon as he had packed all he could fit in the small bag, Jarin heard his door open. Freezing, he turned to
find Adriel and Rodney standing there. Adriel saw what he was doing and, without asking, ran out the door to
pack his own things. He knew Jarin had a good reason for leaving, and was not going to abandon his friend.
Jarin turned to Rodney, who was silently helping him pack his things. "Are you coming with us?"
Rodney shook his head, not meeting Jarin's eyes. "I can't. If I do that, it could come down on the two of you.
I'll stay here, and find out as much as possible. When I have, I will be sure to relay it back to you."
Jarin understood his logic, but was worried. He remembered what Devin had told them about the spy he had
employed in his father's army, and did not want to risk that happening again. "I don't know if that would be
the best thing to do, considering what my father is capable of. It might be best..."
Rodney held up a hand, shaking his head. "No, it'll be better this way. Just trust me," he met the young noble's
eyes. "I know what I'm doing."
Jarin shook his head. "So did Breely."
Rodney closed his eyes, momentarily. "I know he did, but the only reason he died was because he saved me.
His plan would have worked, if we hadn't been surprised," he was quiet for a moment. "I will back out as soon
as it's too dangerous. I promise."
Jarin sighed, hugging Rodney tightly. "Alright, but be careful. I couldn't bear to lose you, too."
Rodney pulled away quietly, kissing Jarin lightly on the lips. "Sorry, I had to. I have been dying to do for a
long time," he blushed. "You be careful, too. I'm pretty sure he will go after you as soon as you leave. Be sure
to take all your weapons with you, and keep that necklace on."
"I will," Jarin smiled at him. "Thank you, Goldenrod," he used the nickname the soldier had acquired as a
child, due to his bright, golden hair. "Please, don't be too nosy, though I'm sure you know how to be sneaky."
Rodney took Jarin's face in his hands, staring into his eyes. "I'll miss you, and I will keep you updated on
things here."
Jarin nodded. "I will, too," he reached up and kissed Rodney on the lips again. "Goodbye, for now."
Rodney smiled, touching his lips where Jarin had kissed him. "Bye."
****************************************
As soon as Adriel was ready, they left, cutting through the trees in a detour, so it would be more difficult for
his father to follow. As soon as they reached the camp, Fletcher and Kain met them.
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"I see you two are joining us," Fletcher was smiling, but looked tense. "I'll help you get settled. We already
made room, just in case you decided to join us," he walked over to a tent, placing their things inside. "I'm
sorry, but you will need to share, until we can find better accommodations," he smiled at them.
Kain walked up to their tent. "I think it would be best if you stayed here at the camp, for now. That way, there
won't be any danger of your father finding you," he smiled at them, to Jarin's surprise.
Jarin smiled back. "I already figured as much, but thank you."
Kain looked over his shoulder, where two people on horseback had ridden into the camp. "Uh...excuse me,"
he ducked his head out of the tent, hurrying into their direction.
Out of curiosity, Jarin watched as he approached them. One was a large middle aged man, who was still on his
horse. The other was a young woman with light brown, wavy hair that was fixed in a braid. Kain was talking
to the man, at first. When he dismounted, he took both out the horses.
The young woman turned back to Kain, hugging him tightly, with a bright smile on her face. Jarin noticed that
she was wearing breeches and a sword, along with a few knives. Jarin couldn't help feeling a bit of jealously,
as the two walked down toward the corral. Kain had a big grin on his face, as he talked to her, which was so
different from the way he acted around Jarin.
Nodding to himself, Jarin began unpacking his things. 'Figures', he thought, shaking his head.
****************************************
Lord Nathaniel called a servant into his quarters. "I need you to bring a certain soldier to me." He wrote down
a note, handing it to him. "That is his name. Hurry."
The servant bowed to him, then left.
Five minutes later, he returned, along with a young soldier. The servant bowed again, then left.
The soldier smiled at him, bowing. "What task do you have for me, my lord?" He kept his eyes lowered in
deference.
Lord Nathaniel smiled an empty smile back. "I need you to keep a close eye on one of your comrades for me.
I will tell you his name later."
The soldier nodded. "My lord, you do not need to mention a name. I already know who you are speaking of."
"You have learned well, my messenger," Lord Nathaniel smiled at him. "Now go."
****************************************
That night, they all ate dinner around the campfire, talking and joking. Jarin found it much more enjoyable
than the dinners he had eaten at his father's manor. It was not nearly as practiced and tense, and he felt like he
belonged there.
After dinner, Fletcher caught Jarin. "Is something bothering you?"
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Jarin shook his head. "No," he lied. "I'm just tired. It's been a long day." He walked over to his tent.
"Goodnight, Fletcher."
"Goodnight," Fletcher shrugged, going to his own tent.
Once Jarin had made himself comfortable, he turned to Adriel. "So, what do you think, so far?"
Adriel smiled softly. "It feels so casual here. I just hope it turns out to be a good decision to leave."
Jarin nodded. "Thank you for standing by me. You're a good friend."
Adriel nodded. "Of course. I would do anything for you."
****************************************
That night, Jarin dreamed again about demons, but this time he saw Kain unleashing them and controlling
them. It seemed to be against his will. He grabbed the shorter man, holding him tightly, and the demons
disappeared. Kain felt so good in his arms, and he felt like he had someone to take care of.
****************************************
Jarin woke up suddenly, panting. He also noticed that he was already halfway hard. Smiling, he tried to calm
himself down, but could not keep his mind off of Kain. He felt like there was something drawing him to the
light haired man, besides his good looks.
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Chapter 15
The next morning, Jarin woke up early. Sitting up, he moved carefully, not wanting to wake Adriel. Getting
dressed, he stepped out into the quiet morning air. He noticed a few men standing around, eating and talking.
Kain was with them, did not acknowledge Jarin as he approached.
Smiling at the men, Jarin glanced at Kain. Several of them returned the smile, but Kain remained still. He
stopped talking as soon as Jain had joined them. Jarin dismissed the act, greeting the other men. After a
moment, Kain stood up and stretched. Walking over to the tent Jarin had seen the young woman enter the
night before, he spoke to her softly through the light fabric. Seconds later, the tent opened, and he
disappeared.
Jarin frowned, knowing he was being avoided. He had a mission now, and he was not going to let Kain mess
it up.
"Am I hearing things, or is there someone else knocking on my tent?" the young woman's happy voice came
through the tent, loud and clear.
Jarin laughed softly. "I think you are just hearing things, my lady."
The woman laughed, opening the tent. "Come in, Lord Jarin. Would you care to join us for some breakfast?"
Jarin noticed Kain glance at her, but she ignored him.
"Thank you. That would be appreciated," Jarin smiled at the woman, seating himself.
"You are most welcome, sir," she poured him some tea from a steaming pot, offering a platter of meat and
potatoes. There was also a bowel full of fruit.
Jarin took a generous amount, taking a sip of the tea. It had a spicy taste, with a hint of apple. "So, I didn't
catch your name last night," he stated bluntly, still smiling.
"Anna," she extended a hand, which he shook firmly.
"It is a pleasure to meet you, miss Anna. As you know, my name is Jarin. You can drop off the lord title, since
I don't think I will be needing it anymore." He felt better about saying that than he thought he would have.
Kain glanced at him, but remained silent, concentrating on his food.
"So, what do you like to do, Jarin?" Anna picked up a piece of pineapple. "I will admit there isn't a lot to do
around here, but it can get exciting with jobs," she grinned. "My uncle didn't raise me as a prissy girl, and I do
not intend to become like them."
Jarin laughed. "That's good to know. The women I am used to are so difficult to talk to, since they are so
proper and easily offended."
She snorted. "Is that why you don't like women?"
Jarin shook his head. "No, not at all. I just am not attracted to you, no offense."
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She glanced at Kain, who was still quietly watching them. "None taken, even though you are very good
looking."
Jarin grinned. "Thank you. As are you, in a completely platonic sense."
"So, now that we have that all cleared up, back to my original question. What do you like to do, because if it's
sitting around looking pretty, you are in the wrong place," Anna took a bite of her meat and potatoes.
"I love to ride horses, spar, and read," Jarin grinned at her, then Kain. The other man offered him a small
smile, still eating in silence.
Anna smiled. "I think I will get along with you very nicely, since we have the same interests," she glanced at
Kain. "Mainly."
"So, what about you, Kain? What do you like to do?" Jarin asked, glancing at the blond man.
"A lot of the same things the two of you do, but I don't have a lot of time," Kain picked up his plate.
"Speaking of which, I have some things I need to attend to." Glancing at Jarin, he smiled at Anna. "Thank you
for getting breakfast." Before she could respond, he gathered up the other dishes and left.
Once he was gone, Anna grinned at Jarin. "He's like that to everyone, at first. He'll lighten up, once he gets to
know you better. Just keep trying, and he'll come around. He's kind of shy, at first."
"So, there was something Devin mentioned the last time we were here about a stone being placed in Kain
when he was a child. How did that affect him?" Jarin was curious, especially since he had agreed to help
them.
Anna smiled. "Are you sure you want to know right now? It may change the way you look at him."
"That's alright," Jarin frowned. "That's not getting me anywhere, anyway."
Anna smiled at him. "Like I said, he's shy, not opposed to you," she was quiet for a moment, then continued.
"The stone was absorbed into his bloodstream, so it would be impossible to remove it. Your father's intentions
were to use him to unleash demon power, therefore becoming more powerful than any sorcerer or wizard.
Kain feels this power all the time, but especially when he is around magical people or objects," she paused,
looking at Jarin necklace. "That is a beautiful necklace. Where did you get it?"
Jarin glanced down at the jewel, which was encased in glass. "It was given to me as a birthday present, from
someone very special. He's gone now," he said the last part quietly.
Anna nodded, pushing back her wavy hair. "Like I said, it's beautiful, and it looks like it has strong magic."
"It has some," Jarin smiled at her. "So, he has sensitivity to magic. Does that mean he can use it?"
She shook her head. "No one really knows. As he gets older, the dreams he has about them get stronger. He
can feel when there are magic users around, especially dark magic. We have been trying to find something to
dispel it so he can lead a normal life, but it's as if his body accepted the magic, so it is fused with him."
Jarin looked worried. "Can it hurt him?"
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"We're not sure. All my uncle can do is keep an eye on him, and try to find the sorcerer who has the objects
that will unleash the magic and destroy it, before the sorcerer finds Kain," she smiled grimly. "Devin seems to
think you father knows where the sorcerers are. He just has to have Kain. That was his original plan."
Jarin nodded. "Because my father cannot use strong magic like that himself. He needs assistance."
"Right," she answered softly. "How do you feel about that?"
"I'm willing to stop my father and the sorcerers, not matter what I have to go through to do it," Jarin
swallowed a lump in his throat. "He has already shown himself untrustworthy."
She sighed. "Well, I hope that helped to answer some of your questions. If you have any more, just asks my
uncle, Devin," she smiled at him. "I need to go into town with some of the men, but you should find Kain and
try to talk to him. It was nice to meet you," she said, gathering up her things.
Jarin smiled at her. "It was nice meeting you, also."
*************************************************************************
As soon as Jarin left her tent, he looked around for Kain. Finding him down by the stream, he sat down next to
him. When Kain ignored him, Jain smiled. Scooting closer to him, he turned to Kain.
"It's beautiful, isn't it," he said, looking out at the green grass and clear stream. The sound of the water seemed
to have a calming effect, making Jarin feel at ease. When Kain didn't answer him, Jarin continued. "There isn't
a lot of open space on the manor that hasn't been messed with in some way."
Kain finally looked at him. "Yeah, I'll bet all the imperfect trees have been removed, and something else put
in their place. I prefer nature staying how it is."
Jarin nodded. "I agree. It's so much nicer when it's left alone."
Kain lay back on the grass, closing his eyes. Jarin glanced at him, then joined him in the grass. He would save
his chasing for later. Right now, he just wanted to be near Kain.

Chapter 15

41

Demon Stones

Chapter 16
"Where have you been? I have been looking for you all over," Adriel looked confused.
Jarin grinned. "I'm sorry. Do I need to check in with you, or something?" He was joking, and Adriel knew it.
"I was talking to a friend of Kain's. Her name is Anna, and I think you would really like her. You should talk
to her some time."
Adriel rolled his eyes. "Right. I don't think so," he thought about it for a moment. "Well, maybe. I know that's
not the only thing you were doing, 'cause I saw her earlier."
Jarin shook his head. "You saw her, and did not speak to her. Anyway, I was talking to Kain, also, not that he
did much talking back. Like I was telling you last night, I am not giving up. Anna implied that I may have a
chance with him, too. Whether he likes it or not, I am going to speak to him every chance I get."
"Good," Adriel frowned. "Not that I would ever push you to do so, unlike someone I know."
Jarin laughed. "I'm not pushing you. She is very nice." He became serious. "Hey, I was not asking you to
leave you home and family. it's not like you have any obligation to stay here, but thank you for coming with
me."
Adriel looked at his friend, smiling. "I need to figure out what I'm going to do with my life, anyway. It's nice
to be out of the manor, especially after the way your father was acting."
Jarin smiled back. "I know, but your family did not do anything. Your father is probably one of the most
trustworthy people I know, and your mother is very nice."
"Well, I'm sure my father will figure things out soon, and I will write a letter to them," Adriel picked up a
fighting stick he saw laying on the ground. "You should go ask if they have another one of these, and we
should spar."
Jarin nodded, taking that as the end of the conversation. "I'll go ask Devin." He grinned at his friend, then ran
off in the direction of the corral. When he got there, he heard loud voices arguing. Listening more closely, he
recognized Kain's voice. He was arguing with a tall, dark skinned man. Jarin stepped closer to listen.
"...he is Nathaniel's son. That is the entire reason I should stay away from him," Kain was talking more quietly
than the other man. "We can't trust him, after what his father did. The man is evil, and usually people pick up
the same traits as their parents. I don't know what his mother is like, but she probably knows what's going on.
Hell, Jarin is old enough that he probably does, too."
The other man shook his head. "He doesn't. That's the reason he joined us. You just have a problem with
trusting other people."
Kain glared at the other man. "That's because people are evil, in general. I don't know why Devin allowed him
to join us, when we all know he's gonna turn on us as soon as we find the spell books and sorcerers. All this
crap about him being surprised about his father is what he tells us to lead us into his trap."
The older man shook his head, smiling gently. "I don't think so. If he were here for that, he would have turned
on us the first time he was here. You just need to learn to recognize who you can and cannot trust."
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Kain nodded. "I already know who I can trust, and it's not the brat of the man who tried to use me to control
the world," he was quiet for a moment, then he picked up a saddle from the fence. "Now, I have to go into
town to get some supplies. That's all I'm saying on this subject." He walked over to a small, grey horse that
did not look to be very old, saddling it quickly. Swinging into the saddle, Kain left quietly. The horse resisted,
at first, and bucked when he kicked it. Backing it up to where it had bucked with him, Kain force it to walk
again. This time, the young horse obeyed him.
As soon as Kain was out of hearing range, Jarin approached the other man. "Hello, sir. Do you know where I
can find a fighting stick? My friend and I would like to spar, if that is alright."
The older man grinned at him, his white teeth contrasting his dark skin. "Of course. Come this way, and I can
find one for you."
"Thank you, sir," Jarin smiled at him.
"You are most welcome," the man led him to a makeshift shed, stepping in. Jarin saw several different
weapons stored there. The man pulled out a fighting staff, handing it to Jarin. "Here you go. Have fun."
Jarin flashed a quick smile. "Thank you again, sir." He returned to Adriel, not mentioning the conversation.
He had a lot to think about now, concerning Kain. While he wanted to help the other young man to trust him,
he did not want to get hurt, himself. He was now weighing whether it was worth the trouble.
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Chapter 17
Two days later, they all woke up to commotion outside. Jarin stepped out of his tent to see Devin staring at a
poster with an alarmed expression on his face. When he saw Jarin, he motioned him over.
Looking at the poster, Jarin sighed deeply. It was from his father, searching for him. It said he had been
kidnapped by a band of thieves in the Alendale forest. He was sending out a search party, and there was a
reward for his return. Jarin knew this to be a ploy to draw Devin and his men out, since his father most likely
knew where he was.
Looking at Devin, Jarin frowned. "I think this means that he knows where we are, and is trying to get to us, so
he can get to Kain. He knew I was probably going to leave, after all the things he said to me. We need to be
extremely careful, since he knows of our general location."
Devin nodded. "I agree. In fact, it might be a good idea to leave, all together. If you are serious about staying
with us, you should consider the tough traveling conditions. There will be many long days of riding, and not
much rest," he turned to the rest of his band. "We should continue until we are certain he is not following us
anymore. There is an unknown town, where we can possibly take refuge. We also need to find out information
on the sorcerers, and their location. That way, we can devise a plan to get in, and get to the demon magic
before Lord Nathaniel finds us. He knows exactly where the sorcerers are, but he needs Kain's blood. That is
why we need to move."
Kain nodded, watching Jarin. He was torn between trusting him and not, but knew they could not send him
away. "When do we leave?" he asked, running a hand down his horse's neck.
"As soon as we are all packed. We may need to leave some of our belongings here, but we can come back for
them later," Devin turned to Jarin again. "I'm sorry this happened when you were just now getting settled. I
have been expecting this for a long time, however."
Jarin shook his head. "Don't worry about it. I'm sorry I led them to you."
Devin sighed, placing a hand on the young man's arm. "Don't start blaming yourself for what your father
started. You had nothing to do with this, but I am glad you joined us."
******************************************************************************
Back at the manor, Rodney had been staying alert and taking note of everything that went on with Jarin's
father. When he heard about the search, he became nervous. He was not sure what Jarin was up to, but he
knew that they could not be found. He had been feeling like there were people watching him, so he had not
talked to anyone about the evidence Jarin and Adriel had uncovered in Lord Nathaniel's study. He was
keeping a close eye on who entered and left the study, adding them all as accomplices. The only people that
ever entered were the high advisor and a few of the soldiers.
In the middle of the afternoon, he left his work to go the dining hall. He had always made it a habit to smell
his food for poisonous odors and metallic tastes. This time, he did not taste or smell anything, but after a few
bites, he began to see splotches in his vision, and the room began to spin. Standing up slowly, Rodney made
his way over to the restroom. He barely made it to the sink before throwing up the food. He tried to stay
awake, but passed out before he reached the door.
******************************************************************************
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When he woke up, Rodney was in a cold cell. When he lifted his heavily lidded eyes, he was shocked to see
Alec, who had been a friend of his for many years. The young man was holding a set of keys, and the high
advisor was with him. The advisor smiled when he saw Rodney awake.
"Good afternoon, soldier," he was still smiling, which caused chills to run down the young man's spine. "I
believe you have been spying on Lord Nathaniel. Do you know what the punishment is for that?"
Rodney swallowed the lump in his throat. "They are charged with high treason and put to death," he smiled.
"However, the defendant may also send a statement to the royal court, where they will weigh the evidence. If
the defendant is innocent, he will be pardoned, and the accuser will be investigated, in return. If Lord
Nathaniel has something to hide, he should not imprison me. That would only cause more problems for him."
The advisor glanced at Alec, who had not moved. "So, you know the laws. That is very good, but I will still be
mentioning this to Lord Nathaniel. Come," he said to Alec. "Be certain to lock the door behind you."
Alec nodded, still avoiding Rodney's eyes. Locking the door, he followed the advisor. On his way out, he
dropped a pin near the door.
Rodney watched them leave, then grabbed the pin. He would use it later to free himself.
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Chapter 18
As soon as they were all packed, and the tents were taken down, Devin gathered them all together.
"I think that is about it. Thank you all for standing behind me on this. I expect all of you to treat Jarin and
Adriel as you would anyone else, and not as newcomers. We will be heading to the nearest town, Alendale.
We will stay there until the suspicions calm down, then head East. Our main objective will be finding the
sorcerers that are connected to Lord Nathaniel. We will need all the information we can get, so there will be a
lot of questioning with our trusted sources."
One of the men lifted his hand slightly, and Devin turned to him. "What about Jarin? Will we need to keep
him hidden, or will he be allowed to be in the open?"
Devin turned to the young man in question. "Well, Jarin, you heard him. What do you think? Do you want
people to know who you are, or would you rather just blend in with us, for now?"
Jarin smiled at him. "I think it may be better if I just try to blend in, for now. I do not care if you tell anyone
about me, but I would rather not speak with them, myself. I might change my mind, later."
Devin nodded. "That is probably a wise decision. Does anyone have anything to add, before we head out?"
"No, sir," the dark skinned man Jarin had spoken to before smiled. "I believe we are all ready to leave."
Devin smiled back at him. "Thank you, Oni. Well, if there are not any further questions, we should be on our
way."
***********************************************************************
Lord Nathaniel called Alec up into his study. When he got there, he was offered a seat, which he accepted. "I
understand that you have known our prisoner for quite a while, is this correct?" He motioned toward the tea
sitting on the table. "Feel free to drink some. It is very good."
The young man nodded, smiling nervously. " No, thank you, my lord. I have known him since we were
children," the young man was quietly watching him. "Why do you ask, my lord?"
"Because I wanted to know where you stood in this mess with my son. Do you have any idea where he might
have gone?" Lord Nathaniel stared at Alec, which was somewhat intimidating.
Alec lowered his eyes. "No, my lord. I also am not sure if Rodney knows anything."
Lord Nathaniel glared at him. "You mean to tell me that you did not watch Rodney, as I had asked you to?"
Alec's head shot up, his eyes wide. "My lord, I watched him, but he was not acting any different. Maybe a
little quieter than usual, but that is to be expected, with Adriel and Lord Jarin leaving. I'm sure he was
surprised, that's all." Alec was feeling a need to stick up for his friend now, since he felt bad about placing
him in this situation. That had been the reason he had given him the pin to pick the lock with.
Lord Nathaniel smiled at him. "That will be all. I think I have gained all the information I needed. You may
leave."
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"Thank you, sir," Alec waited for Lord Nathaniel to rise, then stood up quickly, himself. He made his way to
the door, slipping out. He began to run down the hall, wanting to get to Rodney before the soldiers did. He
heard something behind him, and started to scream, as a cloth was placed over his nose and mouth. Alec
began to become drowsy, and never felt the knife go through his heart.
********************************************************
When they were leaving, Kain caught Jarin by the arm. "May I ride beside you? There are some things I
would like to speak with you about."
Jarin frowned, remembering the conversation he had overheard earlier. "Sure," he continued saddling
Shadow, noticing that Kain was riding the young horse from before.
Kain watched him, then grinned as the young noble mounted. Swinging into his own saddle, Kain waited for
the others to get ready. As soon as they started out, he turned to Jarin.
"I know I have been untrusting of you, and it is only because of who your father is," he paused, glancing at
Jarin. He was unable to turn to him completely, since his young horse would take advantage of it.
Jarin nodded, turning to face him. "Does that mean you will stop avoiding me?"
Kain was quiet for a moment, then he smiled. "Yes, it does. I would like to get to know you, as a person."
Jarin regarded him warily for a moment, then smiled. "Alright, then. What do you like to do?"
Kain grinned, then they began talking about sparring, weapons, books, and several other topics. Jarin was
happy to find out that they had quite a bit in common.

Chapter 18

47

Demon Stones

Chapter 19
They reached the town in the late afternoon, after passing through the village where they usually bought their
supplies. Kain and Jarin had been talking the entire way, and Kain now knew he had misjudged the other man.
Devin turned to the band, speaking quietly. "I need to speak with someone and will be back later. Feel free to
wander around, but please be careful. There may be people here who will recognize us and be curious about
what we are doing. Don't answer any of their questions, unless you know them and can trust them," he smiled
at them. "I understand that most of you know this, but I am informing Jarin and Adriel, mainly. I just want
you to be safe."
Jarin smiled back at him. "I know, sir. Thank you for the warning."
"You're welcome," Devin gathered some books and a quill with ink. "I will be back later."
Kain nodded to him, then turned to Jarin. "Would you like to take a walk, or do you want to stay with your
friend?"
Jarin smiled at him, a bit surprised. He looked at Adriel, who shook his head. Jarin guessed he wanted to get
to know Ann better. He noticed that Kain was still waiting for an answer, and blushed. "Sure. Where do you
want to go?"
Kain grinned. "There's a garden close to here, if you want to go there. It's quiet, and there usually aren't a lot
of people there. We can go talk some more. It is also cooler there."
Jarin nodded. "It would be nice to get out of this heat."
Kain offered a small smile, then led the way. They were both quiet for a while after they entered the garden.
Jarin was captivated by the simple beauty of the flowers and trees. He was not used to seeing them grow as
freely as they were here.
Jarin turned away from the scenery, watching Kain while he was looking away. He wondered if there was
something that had happened in the young man's life that made him so reserved, or if that was how he
normally acted. He suspected it had something to do with his father, and he was curious about the effects of
the magic that had been placed inside of him. He also knew it was not his place to ask such a personal
question, so he began with something more simple.
"So, did you grow up here in Alendale?" Jarin asked, smiling down at the shorter man.
Kain nodded. "Yes. I was born in the hospital around the corner, actually. I have never lived anywhere else,"
he was quiet for a moment, then he smiled. "Did you grow up in the manor?"
Jarin frowned. "Yes, and I would imagine it was more fun growing up with more freedom to do what you
wanted. My father has always made certain he knew where I was, and what I was doing. It has always given
me a longing for freedom. My father has become less and less concerned with that in recent years, probably
because he was too concentrated on his studies."
Kain led him down a path, which stopped at a man-made stream with a small waterfall. The water was
trickling quietly, and it had a calming effect. He walked over to a bench, which was made of stone. Motioning
for Jarin to have a seat, he took one, himself. Smiling at Jarin, Kain seemed to be searching for words. When
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he finally began speaking, he was quiet.
"I remember you from when we were little. I think Devin may have mentioned this to you already, but my
father was sent to your manor years ago. He took me with him, and we met. You helped me carry one of my
bags, grabbing it when the servants were not looking. We began playing a game, but I noticed you were
nervous," he paused. "I didn't understand it then, but I think I do now. You were afraid to be my friend,
because you were unsure of how your father would react."
Jarin stared at the beautiful young man. He was acting so different now, as if he had let a guard down. "I
remember that, too. After my father called for you, I was wondering why you did not come back," he bit his
lip, looking down. "I had not realized what a monster he was...I am so sorry for what he did to you."
Kain shook his head, turning to Jarin. "I was not being fair to you when I first saw you again. I was talking to
one of the men the other day, and he made me see that you are not your father, or his spy. I should have seen
that, in the first place. I'm sorry."
Jarin shook his head. "Don't be. I think I would be afraid of someone who was related to a person who hurt
me, also," he smiled. "I know it is not really my place to ask, but...never mind." He shook his head again, then
smiled.
"You were gonna ask about the magic, weren't you?" Kain grimaced, and Jarin saw insecurity written on his
face. "Well...it's kinda odd. I don't really understand it, myself. I know that it has a pull toward other magic,
and your father wants it. He used me, because I had the right aptitude for it, I guess."
Jarin took his hand, which made Kain tense up, at first. "Does it hurt you?" He was speaking quietly now.
Kain shook his head. "No, not really. I have strange dreams that I know are stemmed from it. They are of
things I know nothing about, and people I have never met. I think your father was intending to use me as a spy
to find out information, or something. He would have kept me there, if my own father hadn't managed to
escape."
Jarin nodded, rubbing Kain's hand. He could feel himself becoming affected by the contact, as his cock was
now pressing against his breeches. "It's connected to this cylinder that has the demon essence in it, isn't it?"
He smiled softly at Kain.
Kain nodded, rubbing Jarin's hand, in return. "I think he wants to find me, so he can use me to destroy
countries he would like out of the way. All he would have to do is unleash the demons, and they would obey
him and take care of the rest. That is how I understand it, anyway. It makes me feel like a protected tool, and I
hate it."
Jarin placed his other hand underneath the thief's. "I do not see it that way, at all. I see you as a kind, loving
young man that I would like to get to know."
Kain stared at him, reaching out to touch his face. "I would like to get to know you, too."
Jarin smiled. "I think that would be nice." He was tempted to kiss the hand he was holding, but restrained
himself. He was already feeling like he was going to die from the pressure in his cock, and did not want to
make the other man uncomfortable, also. Instead, he stood up, pulling the smaller man up with him. "So, shall
we explore the rest of the garden?" He was in need of fresh air to calm the inferno that was beginning to burn
throughout his body.
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Kain nodded. "Yes, there is much left to the garden that you must see."
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Chapter 20
That night, they stayed at the home of one of Devin's contacts, instead of an inn. It was less dangerous, and
Jarin would not be turned in for staying there. The man did not have very much information about the location
of the sorcerer's castle, but he did have an updated map. That would give them some more direction, at least.
The man showed them to some rooms, but since he did not have a large house, they would need to share.
Devin let each of them decide whom they would be sharing with. Jarin ended up sharing with Adriel, Emery,
Fletcher, and Kain. There were two beds, so they all sat down to discuss their sleeping arrangement.
"I think since the bed closest to the door is larger, Emery, Adriel and myself should share," he glanced at
Kain, who shot him a glare. "Come on, Kain, think about it. If Emery, you and I share a bed, we would be
fighting right away. It's nothing to you. It's only that you are the shortest one here, and you should be on a
smaller bed. Not to mention that you tend to be a bed hog, somehow. Jarin would be pushing us off, just from
his height and legs. I think you can all see my logic here."
Adriel laughed. "I can. It seems like a good arrangement. If no one has any objections, we should probably get
some rest," he smiled at Jain and Kain, who were both being quiet.
Jain glanced at Kain. "Which side would you like? I do not care, either way."
Kain sighed, shrugging. "This one, I guess." He placed his bag on the side closest to the door. "This way, I can
hear if something happens." He sat down on the bed, stripping off his shirt.
Jarin glanced at him, trying not to notice the fact that the other man was very well built. He did not have an
ounce of fat on his body, and he was leanly muscled. Jarin did notice a scar across his rib cage, which looked
to be from a sword or knife. Jarin was curious, but did not ask any questions. This was not the time, nor place
to get any more personal than they had to.
Smiling at the other man, Jarin glanced at the other three. They seemed to be comfortable, and were all settled
in, with their eyes closed. Jarin had a hunch that they had been planning this since they had first left the
woods. It did not anger him, and he had been wanting to get to know the blond thief better.
Looking back at Kain, he yawned, pulling off his own shirt. He did not usually sleep without a shirt, but did
not feel like digging through his bag for a clean one. Grabbing some fresh undergarments, he left the room to
find a restroom.
As soon as Jarin left, Kain changed his own pants, into softer ones. Settling under the covers, he waited for the
young noble to return.
When Jarin got back to the room, he noticed Kain already in the bed. He hoped the other man had stayed in
pants, since he was not sure how much he trusted himself around him. He did not want to be in the same bed
with him without clothes on, since it had been a while since he had been with anyone. That was the same
reason he was somewhat upset that Adriel had instigated this.
"Are you going to get in, or where you planning on staying out there? It gets a bit cold at night, as I'm sure
you already know," Kain's husky voice sounded calm, yet tired.
Jarin sighed. "I'm getting in. You are a bit impatient, aren't you?" He grinned at the other man, pulling back
the covers.
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"Maybe a little," Kain smiled back at him. "Get in. It's kind of cold."
Jarin slipped under the covers, being careful to not touch Kain. The smell of the other man made him hard
again, and he could imagine what might happen if he moved too much. He lay still, watching as Kain curled
up into a tight ball. Jarin stayed as far away as he could in the small bed, which was not very far. He tried to
fall asleep, but found the pressure in his cock to be too much for him to handle. Reaching down, he squeezed
the base, running his hand down his length. Groaning, he began to quicken the pace. He did not want to be
doing this with the other man in the bed with him, but did not have a choice.
As Jarin was trying to find relief, Kain turned around slowly. Jarin froze as soon as he saw him, but Kain only
smiled back. Looking into the green eyes, Kain reached down. Touching the hard member with his hand, he
waited for the young noble to protest. When Jarin didn't, he gripped his cock firmly in his hand. Jarin groaned
loudly, thrusting into his hand. Kain was hesitant, at first, then he began pumping his hand against the hard
thrusts.
"I'm sorry, but I've never done this before," he whispered to Jarin.
The auburn haired man was able to manage a half smile, as he was getting close to cumming. "That's okay.
Just remember that you started it," he moved over Kain, pulling the smaller man's pants off. He kicked his
own off the rest of the way, then settled between his legs. Kain widened his legs, allowing Jarin's hard cock to
rub against his own. The friction wanted Jarin want to take the man beneath him right there, but remembered
the young man's confession and the fact that there were other people sleeping in the room. Instead, he stared
into the smoky blue eyes and thrust hard against the other man's thigh. Kain arched up against him, and Jarin
had to tense himself to keep himself from cumming. Capturing the smaller man's lips with his own, he slipped
his tongue inside. Kain sucked his tongue inside, and they began to fight for dominance. Jarin won, exploring
every area of the other man's mouth. He ground himself against Kain, setting a rhythm with his hips and
tongue. They moved together until Jarin heard a muffled cry from Kain. The man beneath him came at the
same time he did, and he collapsed on the smaller man.
They lay there for a moment, then remembered there were other people in the room. Glancing over at the
other bed, Jarin rolled off of Kain. He was relived to see that none of the others seemed to have woken up. He
smiled at Kain, who was staring at him thoughtfully. Searching for words, Jarin did not find any. Instead, he
motioned for the other man to get off the bed momentarily, so he could remove the sheets. He was glad Kain
had not spoken, since he was not sure how he felt about what had just happened. It was somehow bringing
back reminders of the past, which he did not want to connect with Kain. He was afraid he would be replacing
the ones he had with Breely with Kain. He did not want to do that. Instead, he did not think about it, and
pulled his clothes back on.
Taking the sheets out into the hall, Jarin leaned against the wall. He was tempted to run then, to forget this
entire thing, and start a new life somewhere alone. He was outside thinking, when he heard a noise from the
trees. It sounded like human footsteps, so he pulled his sword out. Walking toward the sound, he saw dark
figure standing there. Without hesitation, he pushed the dark figure to the ground.
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Chapter 21
"Jarin," the man looked up at him, speaking softly. Jarin eased off of the man, allowing him to sit up. "I'm
sorry I startled you." The young man was not a stranger, but Rodney. Jarin was baffled as to how the other
man had managed to find him, but was glad to see him.
"It's okay," Jarin spoke softly. "How did you find me, and what are you doing here?" He smiled. "It's not that I
did not want to see you, but..."
Rodney did not smile back, as Jarin would have expected. He only sighed, hugging his friend. Jarin could tell
something was not right, and just held him quietly. Stroking the soft, blond curls, he tried to offer comfort for
whatever Rodney was going through. He knew the young man would speak when he felt like he was ready.
Finally, Rodney raised his head, pain clouding his eyes. "Jarin, your father really is a monster. He found out
about me, and locked me up. I didn't think that was possible, but it was. He has spies in the ranks that I did not
know about until now..." he paused, closing his eyes.
Jarin pulled him close again, not surprised by the news of spies. "What is it. I can tell something else is
bothering you."
Rodney nodded, settling down against Jarin's chest. "Jarin...Alec was one of his spies," he paused again. "I
didn't know, and he was the soldier I had spoken to the most. He helped me escape.I don't know why he was
doing all of this, but...Jarin, he paid for it."
Jarin closed his eyes, gasping. "You mean, my father had him..."
Rodney nodded, more tears spilling from his eyes. "Like I said, I don't think he was meaning to betray us. He
was only following orders."
Jarin uttered a small sound of anguish, biting his lower lip. His tears were falling freely now, and he could feel
a cold chill beginning to run through his body. "Alec has always been tied to loyalty, not matter who it was
to," he was silent for a moment. "How did you get out?"
"Alec left a pin on the floor, near my cell, and I used it to escape," Rodney pulled away from Jarin, wiping his
eyes. "I escaped after I heard about his disappearace. I just knew your father had him killed, and that is why I
left. I probably would have been next."
Jarin shook his head. "I am so sorry this happened to you, but I am glad you found me," he paused. "Do you
think you are ready to go inside, or would you rather go somewhere else? You don't have to stay with us, but I
am certain you would be welcome."
Rodney studied him thoughtfully. "If you are sure it would be alright, I would like to stay for a few days."
Jarin nodded, helping his friend up. "Alright. Let's go inside. I believe Devin is still awake, so we can speak
with him about this. Come on."
"Thank you," Rodney smiled at Jarin. "I didn't know where else to go."
Jarin smiled at him. "You came to the right place. I am just glad you are safe."
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They made their way in, and Jarin spoke softly to the man guarding the door. The man glanced at Rodney,
motioning toward a study. Jarin thanked him, approaching the door and knocking softly. He heard Devin's
quiet reply from the other side of the door, and they entered.
The older man was sitting at a desk, studying maps. He smiled when he saw Jarin, and his eyes shifted to
Rodney. "I see your friend has decided to join us," Devin offered them both seats, which they accepted. "So,
what changed your mind?"
Rodney opened his mouth, but Jarin shook his head, placing his hand on the other man's arm.
"Please, let me explain. You have already been through enough..." he began the story, telling Devin
everything Rodney had already told him.
Devin shook his head sadly when he had finished. "Well, you are safe here, and may help us find the sorcerer
and spell books, if you wish. With your knowledge, you could be very helpful, as well. If you would like, I
can show the two of you the map I have here now, or I can wait until I explain it to everyone else, also."
Jarin smiled at him. "I think it would be better to let Rodney get some rest, since he has already been through
a lot. Thank you for your help, and we will see you in the morning."
"Good night to the both of you," Devin smiled back at Jarin.
"Good night, sir," Rodney spoke quietly. "Thank you very much for offering me refuge."
"Of course," Devin said, turning back to the maps.
****************************************
Jarin returned to the room he was sleeping in, noticing that Kain had already put clean sheets on. The young
man woke up when the door opened, instantly alert. When he saw Rodney, he was confused, but did not ask
any questions. Instead, he took one of the blankets and curled up on the floor.
Jarin opened his mouth to object, but Kain shook his head. "You should stay there with your friend," he
glanced at Jarin's face, then looked down. "I think I may be more comfortable down here, anyway." He tucked
his head into the blanket, his back turned to them.
"Well...thank you," Jarin had a feeling that Kain was uncomfortable around him, and it bothered him, but he
could understand. He would deal with that later.
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Chapter 22
Kain woke up early the next morning. He had not slept well, and the hard floor did not have anything to do
with it. He was used to that. What he was not used to was the attraction and conflict he felt in himself. He did
not want to be attracted to Jarin, because that would mean opening himself to another person, and that scared
him. When he was around Jarin, he felt as if the other man could see straight through him.
He had dreamed about what had happened last night, but in his dream he had given himself to the other man
completely. That could not happen, no matter how much he wanted it. That was what had started these feeling
of insecurity. He glanced to the bed. Not to mention, the man that was now lying where he had been. That was
another reason to stay away.
Getting up quietly, Kain frowned at the traitors on the other bed. They had all been in on it, wanting to push
him in with Jarin. He shook his head, sighing. He needed to work with his horse, since he had been giving
Kain trouble the entire day before. Getting dressed quickly, he grabbed the halter that was draped over a chair.
He left the room to find Devin, and ask if his friend had a round pen he could use.
*****************************************************
About an hour after Kain left, Jarin woke up. He had been holding Rodney all night, trying to offer comfort
where he could. It was also a means of comforting himself. Whether Alec was dead or alive, he was now
owned by Jarin's father, and would never be the same. He had still done what the High Lord had wanted, and
that showed that he was untrustworthy.
He raised his head when he heard Adriel moan from the other bed. That meant his friend was awake enough
for him to explain about Alec before Rodney did. He knew Adriel would take it easier from him, and he
wanted to break the news as gently as possible.
Touching Adriel on the arm, Jarin smiled gently at him. "Good morning," he spoke softly, dreading what he
had to say to his friend.
Adriel grinned at him, sleepily. "Did you have a good night?" His grin disappeared when he saw the serious
look on Jarin's face. He cocked his head, frowning. "What happened? What's wrong?" Adriel sat up, glancing
toward the bed. When he saw Rodney lying there, he opened his mouth to ask what he was doing there.
Jarin stopped him by placing his finger to the other man's lips. "Let me explain, please," he closed his eyes,
momentarily, then began the difficult news.
*****************************************************
Devin decided to hold off on showing the others the map, since the young noble and his friends were not in
the right frame of mind to deal with it. They would stay at his friend's home, recovering from their recent
ordeal, then he would have a talk with Rodney about what had been happening at the manor. The young
soldier had valuable information, since he had been taking note of everything, and Devin was very happy
about that.
*****************************************************
The day before, Adriel's father had found Alec on the floor. He had been stabbed in the chest, near his heart.
Picking the young man up, he rushed him to the barracks. He would speak to the physician there, since he was
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not the same one Lord Nathaniel used. The captain of the guard was almost certain the healer could do
something for him.
While Alec was being cared for, the captain took out the letter his son had given him on the night he had left.
It gave detailed information on everything that had been going on, beginning with the implanted orb to the
escape. In it, he told his father that he would come back when things settled down, or when they had found the
demon stones and destroyed them. The captain was very proud of his son, but also worried. He knew he
would need to be careful from then on, especially since Lord Nathaniel was sure to call for him.
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Chapter 23
That afternoon, Jarin found Kain out by the corrals. The shorter man had been working with his horse all
morning, even while the others were eating breakfast. He seemed to be bothered by something, and Jarin felt
like he had a part in it. That was the reason he wanted to speak with him now.
Jarin climbed onto the fence, watching Kain work with his horse. The animal seemed to be very stubborn, but
was beginning to respond. Jarin could not help but notice how gentle Kain was with the gelding, guiding him,
instead of forcing. It was a good quality, and Jarin was beginning to see that it was the way he acted with
everyone. That was why he was here.
Kain finally dismounted and led to horse out of the pen. He paused when he saw Jarin on the fence, but did
not look at him. Leading the horse over to the others, he let him go. Watching the horses, he continued to
ignore Jarin. He heard the other man walk over, but did not move.
"Hi," Jarin smiled at him, though Kain was still turned away from him. "I missed you at breakfast. You were
not hungry?"
Kain shook his head. "Not really. I had some food in my saddle bags, so I ate that. My horse needed work.
He's a pain."
Jarin smiled. "Yeah, I know those. Mine is completely trained, and she's still a pain."
Kain laughed softly. "She has expensive bloodlines, so she will always be hot. That's just how they are, but
she's a good horse."
Jarin nodded. "Yeah, I like her," he studied the other man carefully. "Hey, about last nightâ ¦"
Kain shook his head. "Don't. It doesn't matter, and I should have known. He looks like a good man. Last night
shouldn't have happened." He looked back at the horses, biting his lip.
Jarin stayed silent for a moment, then touched him lightly on the arm. Kain tensed up instantly, but did not
pull away. "Kainâ ¦Rodney is just a friend. He is attracted to me, and wishes there was something there, but
there isn't. I did that last night, because I wanted to, not just because I was horny."
Kain turned to look at him, then shook his head, looking back at the horses. "I can't offer you anythingâ ¦I'm
nothing. I'm messed up in the head, and you don't want to get into that. That's why you should stay away."
Jarin shook his head. "No, I won't, because you were the one who said you wanted to get to know me. You
can't go back on it now."
"I have to," Kain's blue eyes glistened as he spoke, and he looked down at the ground. "I thought I could
handle it, but I can't. I'm not strong enough to be with you."
Jarin smiled at him. "I'm not asking you to be strong, because I'm not, either. I want to get to know you, and
show you that you can trust me."
Kain took a shaky breath, letting it out slowly. "I don't trust very well, and there's something about you that I
can't stay away from that scares the hell out of me. I can't deal with that."
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"Well, whatever it is, I can help you with it, or at least try," Jarin spoke softly.
"No, you can't, because I am the one who will be used by the sorcerer, and you can't remove the orb. That
darkness is inside of me, and I don't want to subject you to whatever I may be able do with it," Kain looked
bitter when he turned to Jarin, anger flashing in his eyes. "I don't want to hurt you, but I feel a strong
attraction to you that I need to ignore. Please just forget that I said anything. You're better off that way."
Jarin shook his head. "Fine, I'll back off, but I still want to get to know you, as a friend."
Kain studied him, then nodded. "We'll see."
Jarin smiled at him. "Alright, that sounds good to me."
"Good," Kain smiled at him softly, turning to the other horses. "Would you like to help me brush them?"
"Sure," Jarin grinned at him. It was a start, at least.
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Chapter 24
That afternoon at the manor, Lord Nathaniel called his advisor and the captain of the guard in for a meeting.
When Adriel's father found out he was being summoned, he took one of his best knives with him, just in case
the high lord decided to try and kill again. He glanced at the young man who was asleep in a bed. It had been
only by chance that he had survived, even though he had been looked after by one of the top physicians in
Alendale. It had been the same doctor that had tried to heal Kain years before, and Adriel's father knew he
was in good hands. He was not so sure about the rest of the soldiers in Alendale. He could only hope that
Adriel, Jarin and Rodney had escaped safely.
When they were all seated in the high lord's private dining hall, he smiled at them grimly.
"It appears there has been treachery in the manor," he took a drink of his wine, and Adriel's father took the
opportunity to interrupt.
"It wouldn't have anything to do with the attempted murder of on of my couriers, would it?" He asked this
question to test the high lord, and see how much he would admit. He needed to know, so he could stay in his
facade.
Lord Nathaniel smiled sadly, making the other man want to stab him, right there. It was as fake as the man
himself. "I am still looking into that. I trust that he is still doing well, Captain Maris? Whoever tried to kill
him will be punished when we find them, I can assure you of that."
Captain Maris ground his teeth, inwardly seething. He looked up at the high lord, smiling grimly. "I believe he
will pull through, since he has one of the most skilled physicians looking after him. I'm sure the assailant will
get all he deserves when we catch him. It should not be that difficult, since my men are very skilled. If it
happens to be someone who works in the palace, I will personally send in for a royal escort to the courthouse.
They will get a trial, but I will do my best to see that they are punished," he paused, then bowed his head
slightly. "Your Highness." The look on Lord Nathaniel's face did not show anything but belief in his captain.
One thing Captain Maris had learned well was to read people, and the high lord was truly fooled.
"Well, now that we know that he is doing well, I would like to continue with our conversation," Lord
Nathaniel glanced at the advisor, who had remained silent. Captain Maris had noticed that the older man was
watching him carefully, but was not afraid of him. The older man knew that if he said anything to the high
lord, Maris would send in the information he had on the advisor, himself, catching him in his involvement. It
would all take time.
"Please do continue, sir," Captain Maris spoke quietly.
"There has been treachery, and it has to do with my son, Jarin. He has been having dealing with a thief band,
and I have reason the believe that he has forced young sir Adriel to go with him. Although he accused me of
it, it is the thief band that has been working with dark magic. They took the demon stones I was
experimenting with years ago to try and exterminate the creatures for good. They could take them to a
sorcerer, who could easily unleash them. This cannot be allowed to happen, so I want you to take you man
and find this band. Be very careful, because they are skilled. I want you to leave as soon as two days from
now. Please bring my son back when you do find them. Is this all understood? You are not to speak with
anyone about this, since it is a delicate situation. Gather your soldiers and go. Thank you both for your loyal
service."
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"Thank you, sir," the advisor glanced at Captain Maris. "We will do as you say."
*****************************************************
When he got back to his chambers, Captain Maris instructed to physician to take Alec to Alendale. He also
had him write up a progress report, informing the high lord of his grave condition. Captain Maris wanted to
Lord Nathaniel to believe that Alec's condition had worsened and he would not make it. He would be safe, as
long as he was away from the manor. Once the doctor had left, he began packing his belongings. He already
had a path in mind that would lead them far enough away from the thieves that they could get away.
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Chapter 25
While they were out with the horses, Jarin took the opportunity to learn more about Kain's past and interests.
He had grown up in village very close to Alendale, where his father had been working with Devin. When his
mother left for another man at the age of five, his father moved the two of them to Devin's band. His father
died when he was seven, shortly after the meeting with Lord Nathaniel. Jarin did not find that to be a
coincidence. Jarin mentioned to the other man that their situations were similar. It was his way of offering
comfort.
Jarin had grown up in the manor, though trained to fight. His mother had died from an illness when he was
five, and his father's attitude had changed from a gentle lord, to a man of violence. He had suddenly weeded
out his advisors and servants, sending them away. He had also spent a great deal of time in his study, with his
only remaining advisor. Jarin had not understood it then, but he was now certain that his father had begun his
magic experiments at that time. Two years later, Kain and his father had come to the manor, and that had been
where this entire mess had begun. Jarin tried not to feel responsible for the things that had happened to Kain,
because he knew that he had not been the one to cause anything.
They spent the remainder of the day looking at maps and trying to figure out where the sorcerers would be.
Though Kain could feel the demon stones that the sorcerers possessed, it was difficult to locate them. Rodney
had been able to help with the location where Breely had died, but the sorcerers and wizards had moved since
then. The rest of the work would need to be done by seeking out other people who knew about magic. There
was an old wizard that lived south of Alendale, with whom Devin intended to speak. He would know of
several locations where magic had a strong pull. That would help them to find the sorcerers and the demon
stones. The only question was whether he was trustworthy. They would need to be very careful when
speaking to him. Devin spoke to all of them, and decided to wait until they had more information about the
sorcerers, or until Kain felt them near. That would give them a lead. They were more safe in the town,
waiting. Only time would tell.
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Chapter 26
The next morning, Devin woke them all up early. He wanted to leave to speak with the wizard as soon as they
were ready.
While they were riding, Adriel moved over to ride next to Jarin. When the others had ridden out of earshot, he
smiled at his friend.
"So, what is going on between you and Kain? I thought things were going fine, then he started to avoid you.
Did you say something to make him angry?"
Jarin rolled his eyes. "No, I didn't. He has agreed to get to know me, but not anything further, for now."
Adriel sighed. "And you agreed to itâ ¦" he paused. "Do you realize that could make him want to stay in the
comfort of just being friends? If that happens, you will not have a chance at turning it around. That is, unless
you would rather have Rodney, instead. He really does like you, you know?"
Jarin nodded, glancing at the young former soldier. "The problem with that is that he is already a friend, and
he was my friend when I was with Breeâ ¦he liked me then, and I don't want him to think I am getting with
him because of his attraction to me and seeing my memories with Breely. That would not he fair to him at
all."
Adriel cleared his throat, concentrating on his horse for a moment. "Are you certain that would not be the
case? Do you see him as a rebound?"
Jarin swallowed hard, then looked back at his friend. "I don't know, Adriel. Bree was nothing like either one
of them, yet it seems that it might be betraying his memory to get with either of them long term. On the other
hand, I would be willing to chance that with Kain. I really just do not know yet. I felt an attraction to Kain
before I even met Breelyâ ¦and I am afraid that I might have been betraying him then, also."
Adriel stopped his horse and turned to Jarin. "Breely knew how you felt, and he knew it was not just coming
from somewhere else. If he had, he would have said so. You had your time with him, and you should move
on. It's okay to remember someone while you are with another person. You just need to be able to separate the
feelings you have for each. You will always love Breely, but there is room for Kain. He is just afraid of letting
himself get close and hurting himself and you. You know how to speak with people and gain their trust. Just
continue what you are doing, and things may turn out very good. If he pushes you away, that is his problem.
Just try."
Jarin stared at his friend, wondering where he had gained all of his knowledge and wisdom. "Thank you. I will
do that."
Adriel grinned. "Good. Now go speak with him while we are riding. He seems to be a little bit more open with
you as he was before, so work on the knots he is untying. I will see you later. I have a friendship to nurture,
myself," he said, riding over to Anna.
Jarin sighed and rode over to Kain, who was speaking with Emery and Fletcher. He noticed that Rodney had
moved off by himself, but left him to his thoughts. He knew the young former soldier had a lot to think about.
He joined in the conversation, hoping it would help Kain to become more comfortable with him.
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Chapter 27
By the time they reached the wizard's home, the day was halfway over. Jarin and Kain had become more
comfortable with each other, holding a conversation the entire time. Jarin remembered what his friend had
said to him earlier, and was planning on making a move soon. He knew that Kain was attracted to him, and
would not let this go on any further. He had made up his mind that he was going to have Kain, regardless of
how the other man felt. He knew the hesitance was just coming off of fear.
The wizard invited them in and showed them all to rooms. It would be necessary for them to share, and the
sleeping arrangements would be discussed at a later time.
The old wizard smiled at Kain. "Young man, one of the reasons Devin wanted to speak with me concerns your
condition. Do you mind if I have someone take a look at you?"
Kain shrugged, looking nervous. He glanced at Devin, who smiled at him. "Sure. Where do you want me?"
Jarin closed his eyes, shaking his head. The last sentence had gone straight from his ears to his groin. They
were words he would like to hear from Kain when speaking with him. It had been hot, especially with his
husky voice.
The old wizard led Kain into another room, motioning to Devin. "This will take a while. You may want to
take the others away, so they do not hear his screams. This will not be comfortable, but he will not be
harmed."
Devin frowned. "You have a good reputation, and I value your friendship. He had best not be harmed. He is
fragile as it is. Who will be looking at him?"
"A friend who had mercy shown to him in his life, already. He now has the power of foresight and reading,"
the old man smiled. "He is in good hands."
Devin shook his head. "Please allow me to stay. Kain is like a son to me."
"Alright, but only you," the old man looked around at the others.
Once they were inside the room, the old wizard closed the door tightly. "He will be out soon."
Devin glanced at Kain, who was already lying on the bed that had been provided.
"Don't worry. This will be safe. Like he said, it might hurt, but hopefully it will help us to know what is going
on," Devin squeezed the younger man's hand, and Kain smiled at him.
"I know," Kain looked afraid, but trusted Devin's judgment.
The young man that was supposed to help them emerged, carrying a vial. He had straight, black hair that fell
to his shoulders and pale skin. His eyes were covered with a blindfold, but Devin would have recognized him
anywhere. His eyes shot to the old wizard.
"Before you have him looked at, I need to have a word with you," he said, glancing at the young man.

Chapter 27

63

Demon Stones
The old man smiled. "I knew this was comingâ ¦we can speak more privately over here." He walked to the
corner of the room. "I know you hate necromancy, but I am not sorry."
Devin glared at him. "I do, because it's wrong. People never come back the sameâ ¦obviously. Please explain
the reason you did this, then we will see about your credibility. You have two minutes."
The old man smiled. "I had him brought back, because he was useful. You can see that."
Devin shook his head. "I will not leave Kain to this thing you have created. If he hurts Kain, I will kill you
and send it back where it came from. Are we clear?"
"Very," the old wizard smiled at him. "This will work."
"It had better," Devin walked back over to Kain, taking his hand again.
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Chapter 28
The young man removed his blindfold, avoiding Devin's eyes. He smiled at Kain, who looked frightened.
Taking one of the blond's hands, he placed his other hand on Kain's head. Kain felt pressure, then a sharp pain
rip through his head. He cried out, trying to pull away. The young man squeezed his hand, offering comfort,
then began delving into his brain. Kain screamed in pain again, and the young man winced this time. After a
few minutes of this, Kain succumbed to the pain, slipping into unconsciousness.
Devin glared at the young man, who smiled apologetically.
"It is much easier, once the patient passes out. That way, they do not need to stay focused on anything, and
they don't waste their energy," the young man was still avoiding his eyes.
Devin turned to the wizard. "Well? Is there anything he can do?" He was purposely avoiding the man who
was delving.
The old wizard shook his head. "It will be difficult to tell until morning. I am sorry."
Devin shook his own head, disgusted, watching the young man's every move, while he continued to search.
He had not been expecting this.
After about an hour of this, the young man stepped away from Kain, turning to Devin. "Sir, he should be
okay, for now, but I cannot tell if there is any damage that can be mended. The stone is deep within his heart,
and the magic will be difficult to remove...On top of that, I am not a healer. I'm sorry."
Devin glanced at him, nodding briefly.He turned to the wizard. "Thank you. I will stay with him tonight, and
make sure he is alright."
The old wizard smiled at him. "Thank you for letting him try. I hope it is worth it."
Devin snorted, glancing distastefully at the young man. "I do, too."
*******************************************************
All through the night, Jarin could not sleep. His mind kept going to Kain, and the more he thought about the
situation here, the more uneasy he became. He could not get past the feeling that he knew the man with the
blindfold, but could not place it.
Around two o'clock in the morning, he woke up from his fitful sleep, feeling something terribly wrong. He
knew it was not only his imagination, because Adriel was shaking him, and he looked frightened.
"What happened?" He was trying to wake himself up fully, suffering from the lack of sleep.
Adriel was quiet for a moment, then spoke quietly. "We need to get out of here."
"Why?" Jarin cocked his head warily, then repeated himself. "What happened?"
Adriel took a deep breath, then replied. "Someone killed the old man who helped us....And Kain is missing."
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Jarin's eyes shot open, and he jumped up. "Shit! We need to figure out what is going on here. We also need to
find Kain."
Adriel nodded. "That's why Devin wants to meet with us...Now."
"Okay," Jarin was on edge now. He grabbed a few knives from his bag. "Let's go."
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Chapter 29
Jarin and Adriel hurried to the wizard's chambers, where Devin had slept. They met with Anna, on the way.
She tossed a bag to Jarin. "This is important stuff. Please watch it. If was need to fight, I won't have time. It's
yours, anyway."
Jarin nodded quickly, catching the bag. Without another word, they all ran to the wizard's chambers. When
they arrived, Jarin saw that Fletcher, Emery and the strange dark man who had spoken with him about two
months before where all gathered with Devin. Rodney was bent over a map, looking at the layout of the
mansion.
Devin glanced at them when they entered, looking very tired and disoriented.
Jarin touched his hand. "What happened, Devin?"
Their leader shook his head. "Someone attacked and killed wizard Hanel. I left for just a second to help him,
but I was too late. The attacked got in here while I was gone and took Kainâ ¦" His voice drifted off. "I'm
sorry."
Jarin smiled at him. "It's not your fault. We'll find out who did this, get Kain, and get the hell out of here."
Fletcher looked at Devin intently. "Where is that other guy? The one with the blindfoldâ ¦"
Devin glared. "He was gone when I woke up earlier. I think he is the one who took Kain. We need to find
him."
Jarin nodded, not quite feeling right about it. "What would they want with Kain? Would they take him to the
sorcerers, to use his power?"
Devin sighed, nodding. "Yes. They would get him to the sorcerers, then use their power to control him. He
would be their tool to destroy Alertesia."
"I thought they were from here," Jarin was interrupted by the tall, dark skinned man, Oni.
"If they were from here, they wouldn't have a grudge. Your father is their tool, also, since he was the creator
of the demon stones. They will not harm him, but need Kain, so they can unleash the demons, destroy this
country, then go back to their own."
Jarin nodded. "And my father? What would they do with him?"
Devin snorted. "I don't care what they do to him, no offense. He is only in it for the power and recognition."
Jarin glanced at him, then nodded. "I see. So, where do we begin?"
Rodney looked up from the map. "Here," he pointed to a spot on the map. "It leads to the stairway, which goes
to the roof. They will most likely meet with their reinforcements there."
Devin looked at the map. "Okay. Thank you, Rodney. We will split into teams. Rodney will go with Emery
and Adriel, Jarin and Anna search the hallways. The rest of you will go with me. We will be searching below.
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Deal?"
Jarin nodded, becoming more worried about Kain, by the second.
Fletcher looked at Devin, still intense. "What do we do if we find them?"
"Take him down, if you can, but be careful," he shook his head again, irritated. "If he is too difficult, get out
of there. It is not worth getting yourselves killed. We will regroup, if we need to."
"Alright," Jarin glanced at Anna. "Do I need the stuff in the bag?"
"Yeah. It hold all of your things from the manor that are important to you. I would tie it around my waist, if I
were you."
Jarin nodded. "Okay." He did as instructed. "Are you ready?" He asked the young woman.
Anna nodded. "As ready as I"ll ever be."
*******************************************************
They made their way down the halls, searching every room thoroughly. Anna seemed to be a good tracker, a
fact that Jarin was very happy with. He was becoming more nervous with every room they passed, and was
glad to have someone with more experience than himself.
Anna stopped suddenly, pushing him back. "Someone's coming. Hold your weapons firmly, and follow me,"
she was speaking in a whisper.
Taking his hand, she pulled him into one of the rooms. Seconds later, a cloaked figure walked by. They heard
the figure pause, then turn back toward them. It was coming after them.
Anna silently pulled out a large dagger, holding it firmly in her hand. She motioned for Jarin to do the same.
They were both poised to fight as they stepped out to confront the cloaked figure.
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Chapter 30
Rodney led his team to toward the balcony, carrying weapons, just in case they were attacked. He glanced
back at the others, looking worried.
Once they got closer to the top, Rodney turned to them. "According to the layout, this would have been to
most likely spot for someone to escape from. Br..." He shook his head. "The attacker, would have come up
here. It is the easiest place."
Adriel glanced at Emery, then Rodney. "Alright. Let me go in front. We know Kain better than you do...no
offense."
Rodney shook his head. "That doesn't matter. I have more experience fighting, and will be able to protect
you."
Emery rolled his eyes. He didn't even know this guy, who was claiming to be a better fighter. "Fine." He said
with an exaggerated sigh. "We'll be right behind you, though."
"That's fine," Rodney glanced at Adriel, who still did not look very happy.
They walked slowly, then Rodney turned to them. "Follow my lead.We will be tricking them, okay?"
"Sure," Emery said, his words clipped.
Walking onto the balcony, Rodney looked was attacked by the man guarding. He took the man down, then
continued. Emery ground his teeth together when he saw Kain tied up and still unconscious.
Rodney winked at Adriel, then walked up to the leader, raising his hands. "I would like to strike a deal. Please
just hear me out."
The leader glanced at the other two. "Alright. What's the deal. We are still taking him."
"Like hell you are!" Emery glared at him. "You aren't going anywhere with him."
The leader glared at him. "Are you stupid? Your friend just said we would strike a deal. Just let him, if he
thinks he is so smart."
"He's not my friend, and I don't give a shit what he has to say," he glared at Rodney. "I see my friend tied up,
and will not let you take him."
Rodney grabbed his arm, which Emery shrugged off. "Let me handle this. Please..."
Emery glared at him. "Fine, but this had better work."
*******************************************************
The cloaked figure stopped about two feet from them. There was something about the way the person was
moving that was pricking at Jarin's memory. He had seen it before. He shook his head, clearing it of straying
thoughts. This was serious.
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The figure turned away from them, facing down the hall. They could hear people coming. The person pulled
out a fighting staff and stood poised, ready to fight. When the soldiers came closer, the figure began fighting
them. Using the staff, he took them all down, leaving them unconscious.
He then turned to Jarin and Anna. "I know you are there. If you want to get out of here, at all, follow me.
Now." He spoke calmly, yet firmly, and Jarin gasped as he recognized his voice. He now knew what Devin
had been concerned about. He just needed to figure out if it was true, and how.
"We'll come out, if you can show us your face," Jarin stared at the man, who still had the hood up, hiding his
face.
"Fair enough. Come out, and I will explain everything, Jarin," when he heard the voice again, Jarin knew he
could not be mistaken.
"Is it safe?" Anna asked Jarin, still guarded.
Jarin looked at her, then the figure. "If not, the blame is on me."
"Okay," Anna glanced at the figure, then moved forward.
As soon as they stepped out, the man removed his hood.
Jarin gasped, though he though he would be prepared for this. "Breely? How?"
Breely glanced at him, a smiled beginning to form on his lips. "I will explain later, if I can. Right now, we
need to find Kain and get him away from them, before they take him away."
Jarin nodded, still in shock. "Alright. If I can trust you...Tell me something no one else would know."
Breely looked into his eyes, then down at the necklace. "You have a scar on your hip, which came from
Adriel, who denies it." He smiled again, and Jarin had to look away from him. He knew it was true now. "You
can trust me. Always. I'm not the one to be worried about."
Jarin nodded, a lump forming in his throat. "Okay. So where do we begin. Rodney said the staircase and the
top balcony."
Breely rolled his eyes. "Yeah, if we want to be led into a trap. He's one of them."
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Rodney stopped when he was within reach of the other man. He glanced back at Emery, smiling as the
younger man backed further behind him.
"Will you trade this for him? It is probably worth more than he is, along with the demon stones inside of him,"
Rodney grinned. "Definately worth more than what the sorcerers will give you to take him back."
The man looked at the jewel studded daggar. It was very expensive, and he could get a lot of money for it. He
sighed. "Okay," he looked straight into Rodney's eyes. "You had better not be fooling me."
Rodney pulled out the daggar. "I will give you this, after I use it to untie him. Deal?"
The man nodded. "Okay, as long as you stick to it."
Rodney moved over to Kain, feeling the ropes. They were tight. He slipped the knife underneath it and cut the
ropes. He caught something out of the corner of his eye, just as he set the knife down. He wasn't fast enough
to save the man who was close to him, as Emery stuck him in the throat with his hand.
When the man fell, motionless, Rodney looked back at the leader, then glared at Emery. "That wasn't in the
plan. I guess he can defend himself, though. He said he was a fighter. Your man should be okay in a while,
just to let you know."
The leader glared at him. "That's not good enough. Grab the young one."
A larger man stepped up to Emery, taking him by the arm. Emery froze, knowing it was not worth trying to
start a fight with them, because he would lose, at this point. He glanced toward Rodney, who had untied Kain,
and was carrying him to the corner. He then sat down next to the unconscious man, staring at the leader. He
glanced at Emery. "We'll find a way out of here. I promise."
Emery rolled his eyes. "Sure..."
*******************************************************
Breely led them toward the basement, checking every corridor as they passed them. He was not surprised
about the absense of guards. It was to be expected, because this was exactly where the attackers would want
him to go. He had not told Jarin or Anna this, because he had not wanted to frighten them or raise suspicion
on himself. He was already disliked by Devin, and he knew the older man might not appeciate being rescued
by him. He was doing it anyway.
When they were about halfway, Jarin stopped him. "Why are we going to the basement, when Kain is
upstairs? Couldn't we just take them out?"
Breely smiled slightly, seeing that Jarin obviously had strong feelings for the young thief. "No. They won't
make a move yet," he glanced at Anna, who did not look very trusting. "We need to be quiet, though. I have a
plan. Just trust me, okay?"
Anna glanced at him, then Jarin, who smiled at her, nodding. She relaxed when she saw that.
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When they reached the basement, Breely stopped. He seemed to be tense now, for the first time, since they
had seen him. He heard voices inside the basement, and he knew that the attackers had Devin.They were
probably interrogating him, to find out what he knew about Kain. He felt sick, knowing that they were
working for the sorcerers who had almost been his ruin.
He took a deep breath, letting it out slowly, then turned to the other two. He motioned for them for move back
into the shadows, pulling out a glass cylinder. Rolling it on the floor, he stepped back with them.
They waited for about a thirty seconds, then heard the cylinder break when it hit the opposite wall. The room
inside the basement fell silent, and the door opened. Several soldiers stepped out, leaving the door open in
their panic.
Breely waited until they found the glass and were inspecting it, then pulled out two knives, nodding to the
other two to do the same. He silently crept up behind one of the men, slitting his throat before the others could
notice or make a move. He let the dead man drop down, careful to still be quiet. He then stepped back,
drawing the attention of the guards. When they turned around, he attacked them, with Jarin and Anna
following. They started taking the already rattled guards down, either killing them, or rendeing them
unconscious.
Once they were all down, Bree turned to the doorway, keeping his hood up. He saw the other guards,
including some he had already taken down, in the hallway, when he had first seen Jarin and Anna. The guards
stared at him, fear in their eyes. He had just taken out several of their comrades. He stared back at them
calmly, knowing they were afraid.
"Let them go," Breely spoke firmly, then glanced at the dead guards. "Or end up like them...It's your choice.
Leave, and call your dogs off, upstairs. Otherwise, they will be next. Understand?"
The leader glared at him. "You are a filthy person, Breely. I believe it is too late for your friends upstairs.
They will be gone...in about three minutes."
Breely glared at him, grabbing the guard closest to him. "Go, or he dies, also.You have nothing to gain from
this."
The leader looked nervous now. Breely had picked the perfect target to grab, which was the leader's brother.
"Fine.We will leave, and I will call off the men upstairs. Please just let him go..."
Breely shook his head. "Not until you call them off. Use the communication devices you have. If they take
Kain, I will be pissed. You don't want that."
"Fine," the leader sounded rattled. He spoke into the ring on his pointer finger. "Let them go. We are leaving."
Breely nodded, taking the young man he had threatened with in front of him. The leader motioned to the other
guards to let Devin and his men go.
"Go in front of me," Breely sounded cold, but not angry. The leader obeyed him, taking the lead. They started
making their way back upstairs.
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Breely led the way back upstairs, keeping his hand firmly one the younger brother and a eye on the leader.
Devin still looked wary, but followed him, anyway. If this would get Kain back he was happy. He would deal
with anything else later.
When they got to the top, Emery looked frightened. He frowned, turning to Devin. "I was so worried about
you. The men who had us here left to go after Rodney. He took Kain away, after he traded for a daggar. He
said he was taking him to a safe place."
Breely glared at the leader. "You told me they would be called off. Do you value your brother's life so little?"
The leader looked frightened for a moment, then shook his head. "No. I called them off. They will not report
this," he glanced at his brother, who looked dazed. "I swear I am not lying to you."
Breely looked at Devin. "What do you think? Will you let me go find them? I will bring Kain back to you."
Devin looked doubtful for a moment, then sighed. "Take some of my people with you. No offense, but I don't
really trust you yet. You still have some proving to do."
Breely nodded. "That's understandable." He turned to Jarin. "Will you go with me...along with other people,
of course?"
Jarin smiled, glancing at Devin. "Yes."
Emery glared at the guards. "I'm going." He turned to Breely. "I don't know who you are, but you had better
be trustworthy." He glanced at Jarin. "Unlike Rodney, no offense. I don't really trust him."
Breely nodded, handing the brother to Devin, who took his arm firmly and placed the daggar against his back.
"Let's go, then. I will explain everything, when we get back. I would suggest tying them up, sir."
Devin nodded, motioning to Anna to hand him a rope. She began helping him with restraining them all.
Adriel could not stop staring at Breely. "Before you go anywhere, how am I supposed to believe you are
Breely? I saw your body...We buried you."
Breely nodded, looking away. "I know," he replied quietly. "I will explain everything, once we get out of here,
if you will give me a chance."
Adriel nodded, glancing a Jarin, who had a neutral expression on his face. "Okay," he whispered.
"Can we go, already?" Emery glanced at Breely. "This can get settled, once we get Kain away from that
monster."
Breely smiled slightly, turning his fighting stick in his hand. For this particular task, it would be his weapon of
choice. "Let's go." He looked at Adriel. "Are you coming with us?"
Adriel shook his head. "I'm needed here, and need to think this over, anyway."
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Breely nodded. "Alright." He turned to the people that were going. "Let's go."
*******************************************************
They headed back downstairs, moving carefully. Breely seemed to know his way around the mansion, which
seemed odd to Jarin. He was keeping a close eye on the young soldier, not sure if he trusted him competely
yet.
Once they same hallways Jarin and Anna had met with Breely, he stopped. "He will most likely be in one of
these rooms, since it is a sensable place to hide someone." Breely was speaking softly so he would not alert
anyone. He glanced at Jarin. "He will also do this alone. It's personal."
"I don't understand why he would do this, at all," Jarin still sounded unsure of any of this. "I don't understand
how you are here, either."
Breely glanced at the necklace he had given Jarin three years before. "Like I said, I will explain all of this,
once we get out of here. I promise."
They stopped at one of the rooms, listening closely. Breely turned the door knob, opening it. Inside, Rodney
stood against a wall, holding Kain's unconscious body. Rodney had a strange, crazed look on his face.
"Hello, Bree," Rodney smiled at him, glancing briefly at Jarin, who glared at him.
Breely shook his head. "Rodney, it doesn't have to be this way. Things could be different. Just let him go."
Rodney laughed again. "I am taking him with me. Do you know how long I have waited for this chance?"
Breely glared at him, looking angry now. "You're crazy. You are just angry, because you can't get what you
want...like a child."
"Well, I never could get what I wanted, could I?" He looked at Jarin, who was remaining silent. "From either
of you. I was never good enough, even though I have always been there. You always had all of the glory,
Bree. I don't get it."
Breely glanced at Kain. "Well, he has nothing to do with you, except that he is interested in Jarin. That's what
the big deal is, with you. Competely selfish, as always."
"Well, if you think you're so much better than me, beat me," Rodney shoved Kain on the floor, and Jarin
lunged to catch him, before he fell. He glared at Rodney, who didn't seem to notice.
Breely glanced at Kain and Jarin, then Rodney. "You had better have the balls to back your fucking mouth up.
Come on," he motioned to Rodney to fight him. The other man stepped toward him, removing his sword. The
fight would be sword against staff.
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Rodney lunged at Breely, who side-stepped, causing Rodney to lose his balance. When he faltered, Breely
caught him by the throat, pinning the other man in front of his with the staff. Rodney froze, knowing the real
Breely could kill him right there, with his staff skills.
He waited for a moment, but when he caught sight if Jarin, holding Kain, he lost it. Straining against Breely,
he only hurt himself. The older man was too strong, and he was already losing strength. It also put strain on
his neck. Before Breely could react, Rodney stomped on his foot, using the steel toe boots he was wearing.
Breely flinched, pain shooting up his leg. Ignoring the pain, Breely moved the staff, which pinched a nerve in
Rodney's neck. The other man began to go limp, the effect of a pressure point. The fight was over almost
before it began, as Rodney dropped his sword and went limp.
Breely caught him, alarmed at his strange behavior. He should have lasted longer than he did.
As he begain to lower the other man, Breely heard something to the side, which struck immediate terror.
Before he could react, a dart flew from nowhere, hitting Rodney in the neck. Breely froze, covering Rodney's
body and glancing at Jarin.
He motioned to his side. "Jarin, move very slowly and stay low. There is a cloak in my tunic. Pull it out and
put it around both of you. I will worry about Rodney."
Jarin glanced at him. "I can trust you?" After a moment, he pulled the cloak out, wrapping it around himself
and Kain. He felt the magic from it immediately. it did not feel malicious.
"Yes." Breely glanced at him again, still shifting his eyes to the side. "Take his away, and go as far as you can.
Hide if you see any people or darts...obviously. I think that whoever is in the fortress is using invisibility. It's
not the idiots being held by Devin. Now go, and be careful."
Jarin glanced at Rodney. "Is he okay?"
Breely smiled at him, knowing this was the same comassionate Jarin he had loved. "No, he's not."
Jarin smiled back at him. "You be careful, too." With that, he picked Kain up, holding him close to his own
body. He moved carefully, finding a passageway that led to the top. They were safe, for now. Once he found
the others, he looked grim. "We need to get out of here now. There is danger here, and it is not human. Let's
go."
Devin glanced at him. "Where are Rodney and Breely?"
"Bree...ly has Rodney. He is not good," Jarin looked at Devin again. "I think we can trust him. We need to
move, and take these idiots with us. There is immense danger here."
Devin sighed. "Okay." He poked the leader in the back. "You will listen to me...okay?"
The leader looked to be on edge, also. "Okay."
*******************************************************
Breely carried Rodney to a window, a tear rolling down his cheek. He knew Rodney was gone, but he couldn't
carry him forever. This was the man who had tried to save him, when he had been taken down by the wizard.
He felt his heart wrenching, as he jumped out the window with him. He would escape and give him a proper
burial. He knew the others would escape this evilness. He had the utmost faith in them. He landed, carrying
his friend's body out into the trees.
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It didn't take long for them to find their way out of the fortress, following the directions Breely had given
Jarin. Once outside, they all mounted and ran their horses as far away as possible. There was not a reason to
stay and try to find someone with any more answers about Kain. Whoever was involved had strong magic
behind them, and they did not have the abilities to combat it.
Jarin had insisted on carrying Kain in front of himself, since he felt partly responsible for the things that had
happened to him. Kain still had not moved, and Jarin was concerned about him. He could have been seriously
drugged, or may just be very tired and stressed out. Jarin was guessing the former. Either way, he wanted to
take care of Kain.
Two hours after nightfall, Devin allowed them to stop. They set up camp and cooked something to eat. While
they were eating, Jarin felt Kain stir, while he was still leaning against him.
The blond man opened his eyes slowly, unsure of his surroundings. When Jarin placed an arm around him,
Kain leaned into him.
Jarin looked at Devin, who looked worried.
"How are you feeling, Kain?" The older man asked this carefully, so Kain would have time to digest the
words.
Kain looked confused, but answered. "I feel okay...Just tired and groggy."
Jarin smiled at him, noticing that the smaller man had not moved away from him. He seemed to be taking
comfort in him, instead.
Kain glanced around, settling on Devin again. "What happened? The last thing I remember is going into that
room, and someone touched my mind...I blacked out, after that. Where are we?"
Devin shook his head slowly, regretting ever going to the wizard's house, in the first place. "We were
attacked, and you were taken away. The wizard was murdered, and that is where it all began. According to
Breely, the man who rescued you, the real danger was a magic user behind it, trying to get you. We would not
let that happen, and left as soon as we had you back."
Kain nodded. "I see." He glanced at the guards. "Who are they?"
Devin glared at the leader. "Guards who were hired to watch you, once you were captured. They have agree to
a plea bargain, so they will work with us."
At this, the leader nodded. "It was a mistake to work for our former employer. I quit, along with all my men.
We did not know magic was involved. I promise."
Kain nodded at him. "Okay. As long as you can help get us somewhere safe, I will believe you. We don't
know this area very well."
"Thank you," the leader glanced at his brother, who was now fast asleep.
Devin glanced around. "Well, I think we should get some sleep, once everyone finished eating."
Jarin searched the trees with his eyes, for the tenth time. He was worried about Breely. The young man had
not returned, and Jarin hoped he was not harmed. He was not sure how he felt about Breely being alive, but he
couldn't help being worried.
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The next morning, Jarin felt someone cuddled up next to him. Looking down, he saw Kain sleeping soundly.
He pulled the smaller man tighter against him, noticing how he fit perfectly against him. Smiling, he glanced
around. Jarin saw a figure huddled against a tree, unmoving. He got up and moved over the the man
cautiously.
When he got closer, Jarin saw that it was Breely. The young man looked drawn and tired, and he was staring
off into space. When he turned to look at Jarin, there was pain in his eyes.
Jarin smiled at him. "What happened? Where is Rodney?"
Breely's nose twitched, the first sign he had shown of emotion. "He's dead," Breely answered quietly. "He got
shot with the poison I warned you about."
Jarin remembered Breely's urgency about the cloak, and just now recalled Rodney getting hit. "Is that what
killed him?" He still couldn't believe that Rodney had betrayed them. He was still trying to move past the
shock of the betrayal, and now his death.
Breely turned to him again, his face clouded in pain. "He was not right, when he was fighting me. Something
was off. He seemed crazed and panicked, almost like he was drugged, or something," he glanced at the
guards. "It didn't have anything to do with them, except that they wanted to money from turning him into the
sorcerers. They are nothing but fools. Rodney...wasn't all there," he said, suddenly biting his lower lip and
looking at the ground. Jarin saw a few tears fall from his eyes, and he moved closer. Breely was shaking now,
trying to keep the grief away. Jarin pulled him close, allowing him to cry freely. Jarin was also crying, and
they drew comfort from one another.
Breely finally pulled away, wiping his eyes. "I'm sorry, Jarin. It's been a long night. I shouldn't have..."
Jarin shook his head. "No. It's okay. You don't have to be strong all the time. It's better to get it out now,
instead of bottling it up."
"Thanks," Breely answered quietly. "I buried him already, burning his body, as he instructed me years
ago...He didn't want to rot away. I guess that is a logical way to go." He closed his eyes for a moment, took a
breath, then opened them again. "Are you okay?"
Jarin noticed that Breely had caught him staring at him. "Yeah. I'll be okay. So will Adriel. He didn't know
him as well as we did. Honestly, I became kind of detatched from Rodney, once he started acting strange, and
getting jealous over Kain. I am sad about his death...but I can't say I didn't see it coming. I would have helped
him, if he wanted it, but he wouldn't open up to anyone."
Breely sighed. "I know. He had always been that way," he placed a hand on Jarin's arm. "Hey, I think I should
explain things to you first. When you thought I was dead, I wasn't...exactly. The necklace gave me some
power, and the wizards at the castle we just came from found me. I swear he was not connected to the
sorcerers who are after Kain. He had informants in your father's castle, and that is how they got me back. He
had me pulled back out of the ground and revived. The necklace gave me some strange powers, which allow
me to feel into people's core being. That is how I felt Kain's problems. I swear I am telling the truth. I am also
sorry that it has caused you so much pain, and I couldn't go back to you."
Jarin was staring at him again. He touched the necklace. "That's incredible. I am glad it did you some good. I
was wondering how you survived...I'm glad."
Breely started to reply, then placed a finger to his lips. "Get everyone up. There's someone coming. I can feel
it in the ground. Move quietly, but quickly. I think it is these mercenary magic users. If they have those darts,
they will kill us all. We need to get out of here." He pulled out his sword. Jarin jumped to his feet.
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