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The Last Paladin  
Vaughn R. Demont 
 
1: A Squire’s Vow 
 
“Do you fear death?”  
 
This is a follow-up question.  
 
There’s a blade pressing against my wrist, and one flick of it will open my veins and spill blood 
on the earth below me. I’m kneeling blindfolded. I can feel the heat of a bonfire off to my right, 
feel the presence of the people encircling me, hear the crackle of the flame, and the gentle dulcet 
tones of a Celtic music CD playing ten feet away on top of the beer cooler.  
 
“Who doesn’t?” I’d given the same answer when asked if I feared life as well, but it’s doubly 
true in this case. I’m terrified of death, honestly. The blade was on my other wrist with that 
question. I got nicked with the blade because I’d stalled in giving an answer. I was distracted by 
wondering if there were any Twix bars left in the Halloween bowl.  
 
I hear some chanting from the circle around me, something generic they picked up from an 
occult book they bought at the mall. Even though my eyes are closed, I can “see” a flame being 
passed around in front of me in the form of a red blur. I can hear a metallic sound as the sword is 
drawn. The priestess calls out an invocation to the Goddess, adding in the God as an 
afterthought.  
 
I’m swearing myself to Pan, god of the wood, lechery, sex, shepherds, and a few other things in 
his ever growing portfolio. I’m giving my vows to become his knight. It’s a ritual I’ve been 
waiting on for three years, and the only thing on my mind is wondering if I forgot to pack 
anything for when I finalize my move into the City tomorrow. The priestess anoints my forehead 
with oils, the smell of jasmine, sage, and pine filling my nose, and I wonder if my dorm room 
will be a single. I want to be alone.  
 
I want to feel something during this. But I don’t.  
 
I honestly thought it would be different this time.  
 
I’d done a little self-initiation ritual three years ago that I’d researched online, the anniversary 
almost to the day. All I wanted was to feel something, see something, anything to let me know 
that what I believed in was real. I woke up at five in the morning, bathed myself and used sea 
salts to help cleanse my body and spirit, meditating to clear myself and to center. I went to a spot 
in the woods next to a small lake, mindful of the bugs, and drew a circle in the dirt with a stick a 
friend had given me. I said the words, anointed myself on my chakra points like the ritual 
instructions said to, and when it was all over, I found a lot of mosquitoes crawling all over my 
skin, drawn by the smells of the oils and bare easy flesh. I didn’t feel any different, or see 
anything different. Everything was the same. So I kept faith and blamed myself for it.  
 



I feel the last touch of the sword, the cool metal tapping my head more than touching it. The 
sword is from a mail order catalog and made to be a replica of some sword from a fantasy series, 
meant to hang on a wall and start conversation and never hold an edge. I try not to smile as the 
fire illuminates “Made in Pakistan” near the hilt. I already know that this doesn’t mean anything 
if I can’t take it seriously, but I still go through with it. My friends have taken time out of their 
Samhain celebration for this, after all.  
 
“Rise, knight.”  
 
The blindfold is taken off, and I squint against the sudden light, seeing my friend’s mother 
dressed in her ritual clothes that she bought at the renaissance faire. The rest of my friends are in 
the circle, finishing up their chanting as I stand up, smiling weakly. I have no idea what I’m 
supposed to say, so I meekly utter, “Thanks.”  
 
The bonfire burns on, the sky is clear, the moon is full, and a wind whistles through the woods 
that are only fifty yards away. It’s Samhain, also known as Halloween, the last day of the Celtic 
year and the beginning of the new one, where the walls between our world and the next are at 
their thinnest. You would think I’d feel something this time. But standing there in the circle, 
freshly dubbed and anointed, a title thrown onto my name, a vow sworn to a god I picked 
because he probably wouldn’t mind me being gay, I felt just the same as I had when I’d showed 
up.  
 
The circle breaks without any real ceremony, and my friends walk off in clusters to sit on patio 
chairs arranged around the fire. Mike is talking about his latent telepathy, while Robert is going 
on about how he speaks to the Goddess on a personal basis. Jeanelle is talking with Barbara, the 
high priestess, about the personal power that comes with menstruating with the full moon. The 
only power I see in this is knowing when to buy the heavy tampons.  
 
“Y’know, if you’d answered no, she would’ve cut you.” I turn to face Rick, Robert’s older 
brother, both of them Barbara’s sons. Everyone’s supposed to be afraid of life and death, after 
all. I hold up my nicked wrist.  
 
“She did.” I walk over to the beer cooler, taking a napkin from the pile under the candy bowl, 
checking the contents. No Twix bars. Fuck. I put the napkin to the cut and apply pressure. Just a 
nick. No danger. “Thanks for helping me with setting this up.” 
 
“No problem, man. Jeez, look at you. A paladin of Pan. Who would’ve thought, huh? I mean, 
who would have ever thought?” I can see the point. When you think of a god of revelry, booze, 
and fucking anything with a hole and a heartbeat, you’d hardly imagine a guy who’s five eight, a 
hundred and forty pounds, doesn’t drink, doesn’t dance, doesn’t do drugs, and comes off as a bit 
of a prude as being a model follower. Considering that paladins were all about chastity and 
virtue, I had to wonder why Pan would want one in the first place.  
 
I just nod in reply, and fish a soda out of the beer cooler amidst the cheap brew floating in the icy 
water. Rick takes a beer and cracks it, taking a long chug before looking at me. “Some moon 
tonight, huh?” I just give another nod. “I wonder if Three-Toes will come around.” Three-Toes is 



supposedly a wolf who lives in the woods near the house that left tracks on the dirt roads that ran 
around the property. No one has ever actually seen him, but it was decided that he had to be a 
wolf because he had such big feet. “You all right? You’ve been quiet tonight.”  
 
“Yeah, I’m just nervous about the move tomorrow. It’s the City, you know? I just hope I can 
make it there.” I check my watch. One in the morning. November first. It’s official now. I’m a 
year older. And my bus leaves at six. “Shit. I gotta go.” I give him a hug, go find everyone else 
to say goodbye. There are a lot of farewells, blessings muttered, more oil smeared on my face for 
a safe journey, and the smell will probably do more to protect me than pretty words will. Not one 
“Happy Birthday” though. They always forget. It’s the bitch of having been born the day after 
Samhain.  
 
I get into the car I borrowed for the night, and then tie my hair back, already having regretted 
dyeing it black for the ritual. I check the rearview to make sure my eyes aren’t bloodshot. 
They’re just as gray as usual, so I start the car. 
 
“Len!” 
 
Rolling down the window, I peek my head out, and say, “Yeah?” It’s Barbara, rushing over to 
the car as fast as she can in full ritual robes. I’m thankful she didn’t call me my “Pagan name”, 
Gwydion, which even I can’t pronounce, but I’m just as thankful she didn’t call me Lennox.  
 
“You’re already leaving?” Her hair has streaks of gray, and her face is settled with wrinkles and 
lines from laughter and worry. She’s fiddling with her robes and I’m praying to the gods she 
didn’t go skyclad underneath. She’s my friend’s mother. I don’t need to see her naked.  
 
“Yeah. Sorry. I’ve still got stuff to pack. Move came on fast you know? Wasn’t expecting that 
scholarship, but I filled out so many applications I guess one of them had to go through.” 
 
“You coming back for the Solstice?” 
 
“If I don’t have exams, probably. I hear Christmas in the City’s pretty nice though.” 
 
She rolls her eyes. I should’ve said Yule.  
 
“Anyway,” she says as she pulls a box out of the folds of her robes, small and red, “Happy 
birthday, Lord Gwydion.”  
 
I inwardly cringe, but I take the box regardless. It’s a gift -- gifts have power, or so I’m told -- 
and refusing one would be an affront to hospitality, which falls under Pan’s purview. I open it, 
and find a small charm on a chain, a golden set of Pan-pipes, and I honestly do smile for a 
moment. I hear Barbara say, “I knew you didn’t want a pentacle, you’re a down-low kind of guy, 
but you could wear this and know what it means.” 
 
I get out of the car and hug her, thank her, and put on the necklace; the chain is light. She gives 
me a blessing for a good journey and I let her do it. It’s a gift, after all, and with the reputation 



the City has downstate, I can use all the blessings I can get. I don’t feel any different spiritually, 
but I do feel appreciative.  
 
I get home and do my nightly routine of jerking off before bed, trying not to feel pathetic, but 
nothing feels different there either. I’ve just broken the vow of chastity, but I doubt Pan will 
mind. If he’d even cared or existed, he would’ve shown up or done something, right? 
 
*** 
 
The City is big, scary, loud, and impersonal. I made the decision to cloister myself in the ivory 
tower of the university so I would never have to deal with it. Let the cosmopolitans espouse the 
virtues of urban living; I had to keep a 3.4 GPA. I lived like a monk for the first two semesters, 
sticking to lecture halls, libraries, and emptying my punch card at the cafeteria. I had to bust my 
ass since I came in late.  
 
The only reason I bothered to venture outside at all was to go running in Tolon Park with the rest 
of the joggers. There were long trails that wound around the lake confined inside the park, paths 
through the wooded areas, benches everywhere, and people who had perfected the fine art of 
being alone in a crowd.  
 
It’s early autumn and the leaves are changing. It’s a little chilly, but I can still wear shorts and 
low-socks. I had found a route I liked that wound through the woods, passed four drinking 
fountains, and ended near a public restroom. It came out to about five miles. Other runners did 
their own routes, and recognized me as one of their own with a silent nod as they passed by me. 
It’s tranquil and peaceful and the sounds of traffic and City-noise seem miles away. It’s like 
being back home.  
 
So when I see someone come up next to me, keeping pace, I generally ignore him. I don’t change 
pace, I keep my breathing rhythm; I’m not racing anyone. Turning my head to look at him would 
cost me some of my stride.  
 
“Hi.” 
 
I don’t answer. Talking wastes breath and makes you slower. I chance a look though. He’s taller 
than me by about a foot, and has medium-length brown hair that’s tied back, and a smooth, well-
tanned complexion. He’s wearing a tight green T-shirt and black Lycra shorts, all to show off his 
massive thighs, calves, and an ass that looks like two kidney beans molded from concrete. He 
sees me looking and flashes a smile -- perfect white teeth, gentle curve in the grin, and his face 
lights up a few degrees. This is a guy I would gladly fuck in the bushes.  
 
I turn back to the trail and keep running.  
 
“I like your necklace. Pan-pipes, right?” 
 
I just nod and keep pace. Inhale, three steps, exhale, three steps. 
 



“What, are you mute?” 
 
I stop at one of the drinking fountains and spray some water onto my forehead to cool down. 
“Talking wastes breath, makes you run slower. You’re probably a sprinter, though, right? All 
you have to do is shut up for ten seconds.” 
 
“You think I’m a runner?” He sounds surprised.  
 
“What else would you be? You’re wearing probably three hundred dollars worth of gear.” 
 
“Oh, these?” He looks down at his shorts. “These show off my ass. Y’know, the one you were 
staring at?” He extends a hand. “I’m Karden.” 
 
Grudgingly, I take it and shake it. “Len. What kind of name is Karden?”  
 
“The one my parents gave me. You’re kind of a grouch, aren’t you?” His voice is deep, a little 
rough, more like you’d expect for a half-blitzed biker than some guy in booty shorts. Suddenly I 
remember I’m in the City. In the park.  
 
“I’m not interested in sex, ok?” 
 
He stands there and blinks a few seconds. I’m expecting to be slapped or feel incredibly 
awkward in five… four… three… 
 
“You’re wearing Pan-pipes and you’re not interested in sex?” I suddenly become very worried 
that my necklace is some secret code for ‘I’m incredibly easy, say the special code word and I’ll 
bend over right here’. “Alright, fine. Maybe it’s the location. You know the Palace of Wisdom? 
It’s a club right over there. That’s where I work.” He points off to the west. “How about we go 
there and get a drink? It’s on me.” 
 
“I don’t drink. And I’m really not a club guy. I’m sure there’s plenty of guys here who’ll go for 
you, really. And you are damned good looking, I just don’t really want to go anywhere with 
you.” 
 
“Why not?” He’s indignant. He’s probably a massive stud and I’m now the first person to deny 
him. He’ll go on some mad quest to win me over to prove he can get any guy he wants.  
 
“I’m just not interested, okay? I don’t go for guys in the first five seconds that I see them. I’m 
not some lust-driven animal.”  
 
Now I’ve pissed him off. He advances on me and I fall back. I can run, but he’s got tree trunks 
for legs. He’d catch me inside of thirty yards, if that. There’s joggers coming down the path, but 
I’ve heard stories of people being killed in front of dozens of witnesses in the City and no one 
giving a damn. Who’d care if I was raped as long as it was off the running path? 
 



“You don’t drink, you don’t go to clubs, you’re damned near inhospitable in conversation, you 
aren’t interested in sex, and you relegate these qualities to that of a ‘lust-driven animal’, which 
you count as a negative, I sense.” He pushes me back against a tree. “And you have the nerve to 
wear Pan-pipes?” I felt a flash of pain in my neck, and then I see him run off into the woods. I 
rub the pained area, and notice something missing: my necklace.  
 
“That son of a bitch!” I run off into the woods after him, but he’s already gone. What just 
happened? My watch goes off, letting me know I’ve got class in half-an-hour, which is how long 
it’ll take me to get back to the gate near the campus.  
 
Karden, if that actually was his name, said he worked at the Palace of Wisdom, though, so I 
could go looking for him tonight. That was my necklace, dammit. Barbara gave it to me. I’m 
getting it back.  
 
*** 
 
I don’t go to clubs, and I couldn’t ask guys in my dorm, considering we’re all there to study and 
conquer the world once we figure out our majors. When I mentioned I was going to the Palace of 
Wisdom, they seemed jealous, and other than comments of “You’re wearing that?” they offered 
little in the way of fashion advice. I’d decided on a T-shirt and jeans and a pair of Chucks. All 
black. Like my mood thanks to that asshole. It wasn’t much of a walk to the club, only four 
blocks, but more like five with the line I had to stand in. It’s eight in the evening, cool, a little bit 
of an autumn wind blowing in from the park across the street. I’m surrounded by people who are 
beautiful, rich, and probably famous. And these people are being turned away.  
 
The line moves quickly, and I see the club from the outside, a huge restored movie palace, with 
the marquee lit up and advertizing the DJs that are working tonight. The bouncers are massive 
bears with folded arms and tight shirts, all intimidation and authority. They wear headsets and 
look people over to pass judgment. All I see so far are shaking heads and grumbling party-goers. 
I reach the head of the line, and get a chuckle from the side of beef on the left before the one on 
the right shakes his head and nudges me off toward the street. 
 
“Wait! Is Karden working tonight?” I‘m half-beyond the velvet rope when I’m stopped and 
pulled back by the bouncer. Like his name was code for “Open Sesame”, the two brick walls 
parted, the one on the right looking down at me from the land of six ten. “Ask Darren at the bar.”  
 
And like that, I’m in. I’m tempted to flip off the other people in line, but I don’t want to push my 
luck. I walk inside, the doorway leading into a small lobby area with a coat check. It’s attended 
by a very good looking woman wearing black leather and sunglasses, her skin fashionably pale. I 
bypass her and head to the double doors leading into the club itself.  
 
I don’t go to clubs. So I’m not prepared by the assault of sound when I enter the club proper. I’m 
standing on the steps leading down into a theater that’s been gutted and leveled, the stage itself 
filled with dancers both male and female swaying to the techno that’s filling the air, the bass beat 
almost visible in waves. The pit is a teeming mass of bodies, bars lining the opposing walls. I can 



smell sweat and pot and cigarettes and a thick cacophony that I can’t recognize. There are so 
many people, and I’m nervous. I’m not used to big crowds.  
 
I reach the bottom of the stairs, and start working my way through the crowd to the bar on the 
right. I keep my breath shallow, people squirming around me, talking, yelling, shouting, waving 
arms, moving legs. I get kicked and elbowed three or four times. My repeated uttering of 
“Excuse me” and “Can I get by?” goes largely ignored, my only answers non-verbal: chuckles or 
eye-rolls. When I reach the bar I understand why people drink.  
 
“You okay, man? You get in a fight?” The bartender is tall, like everyone else seems to be in this 
place. Five eight is a very lonely place in the City, apparently. He’s well-built, shirtless, short 
black hair, tattoos on his tan chest, and expertly working a bottle of vodka with one hand.  
 
“Just the crowd.” I rub my forehead a little, where I caught a glancing elbow. “You know if 
Darren is here?” 
 
He pours a drink and puts it in front of me, a shot glass that he splashes some other liquids into 
until it’s a forest green, but I wave it off. “C’mon, on the house, you look like you could use it.” I 
shake my head again. “Aw c’mon, don’t insult my hospitality.”  
 
“Alright. Fine. What’s it called?” I pick up the shot and smell it. It has a nice piney scent, and the 
glass is warm in my hand.  
 
“House Wine. Just knock it back in one go.” 
 
I do, and fuck does it burn on the way down. I cough, I hack, and he laughs a bit as I sputter out 
what’s still in my mouth. He extends a hand, and says, “I’m Darren. What can I do for ya?” 
 
After I finish hacking, I shake his hand. “I’m Len. I’m looking for Karden. He stole something 
that’s important to me and I want it back.” 
 
Darren looks shocked, and looks me over a bit. “Karden’s working in back tonight. You sure he 
stole something? That’s a pretty heavy thing to bring in here, man.” A taller man comes over. 
He’s built like the guys outside, but holding a scourge, a stick with long strips of black leather 
tipped with silver. He’s wearing leather chaps, a leather harness over his bare chest, hair and 
beard cut down to a brush cut. He’s smoking a fat stogie. The mountain looks down at me.  
 
“This guy starting trouble, Darren?” 
 
Darren looks up at him, and then looks at me while he says, “I don’t know, Vael. He says Karden 
stole something from him.” 
 
The big one, Vael apparently, stares into my eyes with his hard near-black orbs, and I’m 
trembling. This guy has muscles on muscles and could break me in half with his bare hands. But 
Barbara gave me that necklace. It’s the only thing from that night almost a year ago that still 



means something. So I swallow my fear long enough to look right back at him and say, “Yeah. 
He took my necklace. A pendant with Pan-pipes. I want it back.” 
 
Vael flicks his wrist and the scourge snaps next to my ear and I cringe, wince, duck away, and he 
laughs. It’s big and booming and can be heard over the din and it rattles my body more than the 
bass ever could. He puts his hand on my shoulder and turns me toward the crowd, facing the 
stage. I feel his grip tighten, but it’s not painful yet, and his low gruff growl of a voice sounds in 
my ear. “Tell me your name, kid.” 
 
“W-why?” 
 
The scourge snaps right in front of my face, and he presses himself along my back. “Disobey me 
if you like. More fun for me.” I can feel that he enjoys disobedience.  
 
“Lennox! Lennox Gawain Kingsley! My Pagan friends call me Gwydion! Please, don’t kill me!” 
 
His response is a long booming laugh, and he turns me around, and runs the leather straps of the 
scourge along my face. He holds my chin up, turns my head to the left, the right, and looks into 
my eyes before grinning, twirling the scourge in one gloved hand. “Eventually.” He points to a 
door near the stage with two more large men guarding it. “Go there, kid. Tell them Master Vael 
sent you. You forget to call me Master, and they will tell me, and I’ll just break you in right 
here.” Darren winces behind the bar, and motions me to get going. I nod, and squeak, “Yes, sir” 
before working back into the crowd, the sound of the scourge snapping in the air a few more 
times as I escape through the writhing mass of bodies.  
 
There are two more giants at the door leading behind the stage. They fold their arms when I draw 
near. I look over my shoulder, and see Vael still standing at the bar, surveying the crowd. I don’t 
feel like risking his ire, so I point over at him while looking at the two guards. “Master Vael sent 
me. I’m here to find Karden. He’s working in back tonight, right?” 
 
The two look down at me and smirk, before looking over at Vael, who simply nods once. The 
one on the right walks down the stairs while the other opens the door. As it opens I feel a cool 
breeze from inside.  There’s a dim light in the hallway. I start up the stairs, and when I go 
through the door, it’s shut quickly behind me. I can’t open it. Nowhere to go but forward.  
 
The hallway’s quite simple, painted in a muted blue, nowhere to sit, just a doorway to my left 
that I’m moving toward.  
 
When I reach the doorway and look through, I realize either they have an excellent set designer 
at the club or I’m not in Kansas anymore.  
 
I first see a tall bonfire in a large clearing bordered by tall trees, with silhouettes moving around 
it. There’s sky overhead, and I can see a large and full moon, all of it despite my very real 
attempts to disbelieve it. When I get a closer look at the dancing shadows I feel light-headed, and 
I want to believe it’s the “House Wine” that I drank. I see horns coming out of their heads, and 
fur on their legs that are bent at odd angles like an animal’s, and I am scared.  



 
“Come in, Gwydion.” The voice is deep and powerful and I step forward into the room, my feet 
finding thick grass. I step to the right and in the back I see a tall throne beyond the flame, 
cloaked in shadow. The dancing creatures have stopped. Satyrs, I tell myself, even though I 
know that satyrs aren’t real. The throne comes into view, it’s made of wood, and I can see a 
larger satyr seated upon it, with grand curved horns of a ram, his skin darkly tanned and inked 
with many tattoos. I can see a massive penis standing tall, thick, and erect between his legs. 
Curved, wet, ready. I feel my body reply in kind. I know it’s okay to respond as such here.  
 
“How do you know my name?” My voice is small, soft.  
 
His face is rough, natural, carved from wood, but his voice betrays kindness. “You told me.” I’m 
ignoring everything around me. I have to get to him. I have to kneel before him. Every instinct in 
my body wants to go to him, worship him, give myself to him.  
 
This is my god. This is… 
 
“Pan.” 
 
He holds up his hand, and I know to stop. I sink to my knees ten feet from the bonfire, twenty 
feet from him. “You’re real? Am I dreaming?” 
 
He tilts his head, looking at me, his eyes a forest green. “Only if you want to be. Tell me why 
you have come.” 
 
I can’t lie. Not to him. I never expected to go to a nightclub in the City and find my god but I am 
calm now. Nothing bothers me, everything is fine. Everything would be all right. “I met a man 
named Karden, who works at the club out there. He took a necklace that a friend of mine gave to 
me. I want it back.”  
 
Pan nods once, and looks behind me. A satyr steps out of the shadows and stands before me. All 
I can see at first are his thickly furred legs, hooves, an erection throbbing softly before my face, 
and a low hanging pair of balls. The skin is all a gentle brown dappled with pink, like a horse’s, 
his meat thickly veined, dripping onto the grass in front of me. When I look up, I see the face of 
Karden with horns curving back, ears pointed. His hair is a bit longer. He’s dangling the 
necklace from one hand. I reach up for it, but he pulls it away.  
 
“You’re still not worthy of this.”  
 
It takes me a moment to find my words. “That’s mine.” I look to Pan. “Please, tell him to give it 
back.” 
 
The god looks at me, beckons me to rise, and motions me over with a finger. I obey, and he stops 
me when I’m within three feet of him. I can see ivy vines entwined about his legs, keeping him 
in place. “Karden has done much for me, Gwydion. You, on the other hand, have not.” The 
words are sweet, like a shepherd calming his flock. “You promised yourself to me. You swore 



yourself to me. You took vows in my name. You offered yourself to be my sacred knight.” He 
reaches forward, and touches my face. “My paladin.” 
 
And I’m crying. I finally feel something. I’m ashamed.  
 
“I… I didn’t know. I took the vows, but I didn’t think they would mean anything. I mean, I 
didn’t know you were real.” I’m sobbing now. “Tell me what to do, please. I’m sorry. I’m so 
sorry.” 
 
He wipes a tear from my eyes with one finger. “I’m not angry with you, Gwydion. But what will 
you do? I have not had a knight in a very long time. Centuries, in fact. Many pledge themselves 
to me, to become satyrs, to dance and revel until the end of time, but very few offer what you 
have.” He beckons me closer, and there’s nothing in the world but him. I’m standing before him; 
I could touch him, but I’m still. I feel the weight of the world on me. “You took your vows; you 
did your rituals. Whether you like it or not, you gave yourself to me of your own free will. But I 
will not have a knight who does not want the honor. I can release you from your vows if you so 
choose, but I would be disappointed if you did.” He holds my face in his hands. “What will you 
do?” 
 
I know nothing else to say. “I don’t know how to be your knight.” I could mention school, a lack 
of money, that I don’t know how to fight, that knights don’t exist anymore in the world outside, 
but none of that matters to me. I want to be his knight. I want to be a paladin. “I want to do this, 
but Karden’s right. I’m not worthy.” 
 
Pan pulls my head forward, and I’m leaning against him, feeling his flesh against my own, 
smelling his deep layered scent that fires all of my senses, erases my doubts. I want to ask him to 
take me away from all this. I want to dance and revel for him until the end of time. He presses 
his lips to my forehead, and a shock of warmth spreads through my body. My mind clears 
slowly. “I will decide if you are worthy. What is your decision?” 
 
I can only nod. “Please. Let me fulfill my promise to you. I don’t want to disappoint you.” 
 
Pan releases me, gently pushing me back to five feet from him. He smiles, and I forget what I’m 
thinking.  
 
“Karden. My young squire wishes to be worthy of knighthood.” There is no mocking. He 
beckons, but I know it’s not me. Karden stands beside the throne, still holding the necklace. The 
two of them look so different, next to each other. Karden’s face is warm, roguish, his eyes 
twinkling in the firelight. He holds the necklace as a trophy. Pan sits in his throne, his eyes are 
softer, his smile true, but-- 
 
“My lord, I would never question you, but he’s not one of your followers.” 
 
Pan looks to Karden, touches his hand, and the satyr visibly shudders for a moment. His 
breathing quickens, his eyes half-lidded. “Karden, why do you believe this?” 
 



The satyr moans, his hips starting to gyrate slowly as he endures the touch of his god. “Please, 
my lord, I am deeply appreciative of your approval but…” His voice is stuttered, halted, but Pan 
removes his hand, and Karden catches his breath. Why hadn’t I felt that when he touched me? 
“My lord, he does not revel, nor dance. He hides his true self from the world for fear of 
embarrassment, he rejects hospitality. My lord Pan, he is a virgin.”  
 
It’s difficult not to feel unworthy after that. But Pan caresses Karden’s face and smiles softly. 
Karden shudders at the touch, pressing his face against his god’s palm. “You are correct, 
Karden.” Before I can protest, Pan smiles widely, looking every bit as roguish as I imagined he 
would. “So, my young goat, you will have to make him worthy of me.” 
 
Karden blinks. I blink. Pan laughs, and the clearing feels warmer, the revelry behind me resumes. 
I hear music from pipes and drums, and accompaniment from the wind and the trees and the stars 
and the moon. My god beckons me to him once again, and brushes my hair from my face. “Your 
purity, young squire, will you offer it to me? Freely?” 
 
My eyes go wide, and I look down at his massive organ. He’ll split me in half. But he laughs 
some more and once again kisses my forehead. “So eager, this one. So wanting to serve me, not 
like the others.” He gently pushes me away from him again. “But you are not ready for that yet, 
young squire. Someday, yes. Tonight, you will recompense for your offending Karden’s 
hospitality. Tonight, you will drink, you will dance, you will revel with those who will become 
your brothers.” He then looked to Karden. “And to repay his debt for stealing your symbol of 
service to me, Karden will teach you the ways of my knights. And he will initiate you.” Pan 
smiles wider, and runs his hand along my groin, which is fiercely erect. “Properly.”  
 
I tremble and my knees go weak. I feel my body spasm as my breathing quickens, goes ragged, 
and my face is dreadfully hot as I come. My eyes are clenched shut as my jeans feel warm, my 
erection grinding against my now sticky underwear. I feel a hand on my shoulder slowly pull me 
back. I don’t want to open my eyes.  
 
I feel lips brush my ear. “Coming at the touch of the god of lust and sex is not something to be 
embarrassed about. If you’re going to be his knight you need to learn that.”  
 
Slowly, I open my eyes, and no one’s laughing. No one’s mad. I’m the only one who has a 
problem with this. My pants are marked with a wet stain. I look to Karden for help, and he 
chuckles, pulling my shirt off. “Do you see anyone in here wearing clothes? Tonight, forget all 
that crap outside. He chose you for his knight because he sees something in you that you don’t 
want anyone to see. Be yourself here, Len. Be exactly who you are. Hold nothing back. Doing so 
will only be an insult to him.” 
 
“I… I don’t know how.” 
 
He leans in, kissing me softly. His breath and lips taste wet, moist, like the air after a storm in 
July. “Be as you were with him. If he asked you to remove your clothes, to be free, would you 
tell him no? Would it embarrass you?” 
 



I shake my head. I’m the only one who cares about being naked here. I don’t want to insult Pan. I 
kneel, and untie my shoes, feeling the heat on my back from the fire. I can feel sweat starting to 
bead on my skin. I take off my shoes, my socks, and stand on the grass, feeling the moist blades 
caressing my feet. I like the feeling.  
 
“Want some help with the rest?” Karden’s grinning at me. Pan’s just watching, with interest, but 
not commenting. I gently nod, because Karden is very good looking, even the horns and legs 
seem to amplify his appearance, and I want to know what it would feel like to be undressed by 
him. He walks to me, standing chest to chest, my face against his neck. “Do what feels natural, 
Len.” I put my mouth to his nape, kissing it, suckling at the skin, tasting his sweat. I put my 
hands on his sides, feeling his muscles and the hard-packed strength that curls within him. My 
finger traces a tattoo on his chest to his left nipple, and I run my finger along it, rubbing it, 
exploring it.  
 
I inhale sharply as I feel his fingers push below my waistband, slipping his hand onto my groin. I 
whimper softly, knowing what he’ll find down there, but he doesn’t make any comment, just 
massages my penis back to erection, my groin slick with my own come. He places his other hand 
on my head, stroking my hair.  
 
Karden’s in no rush. I move to the other side of his neck, but I want to feel his nipple as my 
finger traces a path around it. I want to know what my tongue will feel when it touches there. I 
move my head downward, toward the nub of flesh, and pause a moment, nervous. I feel his hand 
reach down further, fingering my balls, and my breathing’s getting faster. I’m leaning my weight 
against him. I feel drained, but eager.  
 
I push my lips to his flesh, and flick the tip with my tongue, sucking at it, and I feel his chest 
vibrate softly as he makes a contented noise. He reaches his hand down from my hair, and starts 
to work the fly of my jeans, opening them, pushing them down and then peeling my soggy 
underwear off my groin, the warm night air making my erection twitch. His hand closes around 
the shaft, and I shudder. There’s an awkward few seconds where I push my rest of my clothes 
off, but then I’m standing there, naked, before the fire and the revelers and my god and Karden.  
 
And I don’t feel embarrassed.  
 
His hand strokes slowly along my length, his fingers tracing veins, the curve of my glans, 
massaging the root, flicking the tip with his thumb, spreading the pre-come that’s flowing freely 
from me. I feel tingles and electricity running through my body, heat, sweat coming off my skin. 
My hips want to start thrusting. He knows exactly how to touch me, better than I do.  
 
Karden’s voice is soft, encouraging, but I hear him over the music. “You can hold me if you’d 
like.” 
 
So I do. I wrap my arms around him, bury my face in his chest, feel his warmth, and hear the 
sound of his heart beating in my ears in time with the revel’s drums. I feel safe like this. Here I 
really don’t have to worry about being myself. He stiffens for a moment and chuckles softly. “I 
meant you could hold my--” 



 
“If he wishes to hold you in his way, Karden, let him.” Pan sounds amused, but there’s no 
mocking. I look to him, and he nods gently to me. Karden looks down at me, and our eyes meet.  
 
For a moment, we just look. His eyes are dark green, with some flecks of silver. “Why did you 
reject me in the park?” 
 
“I was afraid of you. I thought you wanted to hurt me. I thought you wouldn’t like me if you 
really knew me.” 
 
“You didn’t give me a chance.” He leans down, and kisses me, wrapping his arms about me now. 
He holds me, pushing his tongue into my mouth, and I accept him, running my own against his, 
tasting his warm moist breath, feeling his hands roam my back, stroke my hair, make my body 
alive with the feeling of his touch. “Could we start again?” He kisses me again, and I slowly 
scratch my nails down his back. He shudders, but smiles as he pulls back an inch. “I’m Karden, a 
satyr of my Lord Pan.” 
 
I tremble, losing my footing, but he holds me up. I’m safe with him. “Lennox Kingsley, or 
Gwydion.” I smile gently. “I’m a squire of my Lord Pan.”  
 
Karden, and taps my nose with a roguish smile, only accented by a twitch of his ears. “Not until I 
initiate you, you’re not.” He takes my hand, and I interlock my fingers with his. “Come with me. 
First, we drink.” 
 
Karden leads me off to the fire, where I see at least a dozen satyrs, all dancing about the flame in 
a circle. The dance is bestial, animal; stomping hooves into the earth, they roar with lusty grunts 
of challenge. They cavort, they mate, they drink, they dance. I’m entranced by them. Karden 
gives me a gentle tug and leads me to a log where other satyrs sit, drinking from wooden cups 
and touching, kissing, stroking each other. “Have a seat, I’ll get us some wine.” 
 
“House Wine?” I say it before he gets far.  
 
He turns back and chuckles. “You drank that, huh? This is a mite stronger.”  
 
I hear the other satyrs on the log chuckle a bit at that. They don’t ignore me. I don’t want to 
interrupt them. Karden returns after a few seconds, and hands me a cup, the liquid dark inside, 
deep and red. I sniff the wine and I smell sweat from sex-spent thighs, breath from a post-
marathon-kiss, musk of lustful longing finally fulfilled. Karden taps his cup to mine.  
 
“Knock it all back in one go.” He downs his wine in several large gulps, and I gently tip my glass 
toward my mouth for a sip. I get a taste, but there’s a hand pushing the glass upward, making me 
drink faster. I swallow and let the tastes rush over my tongue in a flurry, my mind flooding with 
images of all of my fantasies, everything I ever thought of to help me get off while stroking. I 
swallow the last drops, and nearly fall forward on my face. I can’t quite remember how to walk. 
Everything’s suddenly suffused in a warm glow. I feel really, really good.  
 



I hear some of the satyrs laughing at me, but Karden helps me to my feet and I don’t give a damn 
who’s laughing. I’m aware that I’m probably drunk, but so far, drunk is kind of fun. I jump at 
Karden, who laughs as he catches me, my legs wrapping around his waist, my arms around his 
neck, and I kiss him hard, no longer caring about showing abandon. I’m a squire of Pan, I should 
just do what I want to do with a guy. I can feel my shaft grinding against his chest, my fingers 
digging into his back as he supports me. If I was missing all this by avoiding drinking, imagine 
how much fun sex was going to be! I look into his eyes, and I’ve never been more certain of 
anything.  
 
“Karden? I want you. Right now.” 
 
He kisses me hard in return, his tongue plunging deep into my mouth, my eyes slowly closing. “I 
want you too, Lennox. I want to make you worthy of our Lord Pan.” He gently sets me on my 
feet, keeping me steady with his hands, and I press against him, feeling my erection rubbing 
against the deep brown fur on his thighs, his penis sliding against my sweating chest. “But first, 
we dance.” 
 
“I don’t know how to dance.” I really don’t. I’m not embarrassed for once by this, and I really do 
want to dance with him. I want to feel his body against mine, our bodies heated by the fire, our 
sweat mingling as we press against each other.  
 
“I’ll teach you.” He takes my hand, and I trust him, and he leads me to the flame. He stomps his 
feet, moves his hips, puts his hands on my body to show me how to move with him, to dance like 
a satyr. We join the others, and I become one of the silhouettes cavorting in the firelight. I feel 
eyes on me, wanting me, and I free myself. I reach for Karden and kiss him, move my body 
against his as I see the others move. I lick the sweat from his body and taste him and want more. 
My hand finds his strong standing erection, and I run my hands along the length with the beat of 
the drums. I trace his veins, as he traced mine. I hold the head in my palm, heft his balls which 
are burgeoning with seed that I want to claim as mine.  
 
“I want you, Karden.” 
 
He grunts throatily, stomping his hooves as I stroke him. “I want you, Lennox.” 
 
I stare into his eyes, the freedom that Pan has given me and the wine bolstering my courage. 
“No. I want you, Karden. Only you.” 
 
Karden picks me up swiftly, and my legs are around his waist again, his erection resting against 
the cleft of my ass, sweat and pre-come and musk mixing freely there. “It’s time to initiate you, 
Lennox. Offer yourself to Pan. Give your virginity to him, and I’ll take it for him. Give yourself 
to him as his knight.” 
 
I shake my head. “I… I can’t.” He sets me down, looking at me confused.  
 
“But this is what you wanted. We’re giving it to you.” 
 



“My young squire wishes to give himself to you, Karden.” The revelry slows, quiets at the sound 
of his voice.  
 
“But my Lord, I wouldn’t dream of taking his virginity, not when he’s promised it to you.” 
 
Pan smiles knowingly. “Gwydion is no longer a virgin, Karden. I have taught him the pleasures 
of another male’s touch. All that remains is his initiation, which he has chosen you for. Go. Take 
him to the grove. Cleanse him, anoint him. And take him on his first step to becoming my knight. 
You know what must be done, of course.” The knowing smile continues, but Karden nods 
solemnly, bowing his head.  
 
“I understand.” Karden then turns to me, and takes my hand, interlocking his fingers with mine. 
“Let’s get you ready.” 
 
He leads me away from the fire and into the shadows, where I see dark forms moving in ways 
that arouse me, the smells of the wood firing my loins, my senses. I can hear a strange language 
being breathed, moaned, groaned, grunted all around me, a language of lust and passion.  
 
We come upon another clearing, the moon shining down, showing a large wooden tub intricately 
carved with curvy sigils, a large polished wooden altar with images of satyrs cavorting carved 
into the sides, a huge satyr at the center of the images which I know is Pan. There are no candles, 
no incense, no athame, and no music save the distant sounds of the revel.  
  
The tub is filled with clear water, and Karden taps the side. “First, I cleanse you. It’ll remove 
your doubt, your worry, your fear, all the negativity you carry with you. It’ll all come back, no 
doubt, but for tonight, you will be focused and ready. You’ll only be with me.” 
  
I nod and step into the chilled water of the tub, shivering, sitting down in it. He runs his fingers 
through the water, and lifts his hand, letting his wet fingertips drip onto my skin. I’m looking up 
at him, and I reach up my hand to his face, feeling light stubble. He leans into my hand, closing 
his eyes for a moment. I want to get out of the tub and kiss him, or pull him in with me. I don’t 
want to wait, but I need to respect the ritual. I want to be Pan’s knight.  
  
But the more time goes by, the more I want Karden, too.  
  
Karden returns to running wet fingers along my body, tracing my nipples, along my neck to 
places that give tingles. His hand goes beneath the surface of the water to rub my penis, my balls 
-- his touch delicate, and I squirm, a small wispy cloud of my pre-come escaping into the sacred 
waters.  
  
“Sorry.” I blush, embarrassed in spite of myself. He holds my face in his hands and kisses me 
gently.  
  
“Don’t be. Far more than pre-come has gone into this tub while cleansing an initiate. It’s natural. 
This is a cleansing for Pan. If you didn’t at least squirt a little then I wouldn’t be doing this 
right.” He winks at me, and I feel better. I laugh, in fact, feeling the tension of the moment 



breaking, the solemnity of the ritual fading away and I’m just in a tub being cleansed by a guy I 
like.  
  
“Why did he say what he did? That you know what has to be done? You’ve done this a lot?” 
  
Karden bites his lip a moment, and kneels close to the tub, running his palm along my chest, my 
thigh. “Only once before.” 
  
“But Pan said he hasn’t had a knight in centuries.” 
  
A genuine smile from him, and he kisses me again, giving my length a smooth stroke, and 
another wisp of pre-come joins the growing cloud. “That’s right.” 
  
It finally dawns on me. “So you’re…” 
  
“Very old, yes. I live with Pan’s blessing, though, so I will never age.” 
 
“What was the last knight like?” 
 
A few seconds pass before he gives his answer, long enough for me to try to say, “It’s alright if 
you don’t--” 
 
“The last paladin… He was young, nervous, like you. His father was a miller, and wanted him to 
be a miller as well, but he wanted to be a bard, to sing epics of his heroes, of legends. Lord Pan 
heard him sing, saw the passion in his heart, and awakened it. He lost his family; they cast him 
out for his desires. He liked other men, like you, so he went to Pan, who took him in.” 
 
Karden kisses me again, stroking my wet hair, the water warm now from our combined heat. He 
continues.  
 
“But Lord Pan could see the passion in his heart. He didn’t want to just rut and revel and dance 
and play, he wanted to sing of his heroes. He wanted to be like his heroes, a champion, but he 
wanted to be so for his Lord Pan. He offered himself as his god’s knight, and Pan accepted.” 
 
“So what happened? Where is he now?” 
 
“He served Pan for many years, going on quests, fighting monsters, winning the day and gaining 
honor and glory for himself and his Lord Pan. But he grew old, as humans do, and in the end, 
Pan made him satyr for his loyal service. As for where he is now…” Karden leans in close, 
pressing his lips hard to mine, holding me tightly now, softer passions guiding us through it. 
“He’s initiating the man who will replace him.” 
 
I lean forward, and his arms tuck under my legs and my back, lifting me out of the tub. He holds 
me close to him, my arms around his neck as he kisses me, carrying me to the altar. He lays me 
on my back across the length of it, the wood cool against my skin. Karden reaches down, picking 
up a small bowl from the base, dipping his fingers into it, the tips dyed with a dark green paste.  



 
Looking up at him, then the moon, I lie naked under the clear sky, the stars bright and infinite. 
His fingers brush the skin of my chest, and I shudder at it, moaning in anticipation. I look down 
and see him drawing lines, curvy marks and sigils on my skin. My breathing quickens. I need to 
wait. He has to finish, and then I’ll be his and he’ll be mine, if only for tonight.  
 
Karden begins chanting softly in the language of passion I heard in the woods. I can hear it 
echoed from the bushes, the trees, the earth, the sky. He touches my forehead, traces along my 
face, and I feel the dye tingling against my skin, electrifying it. He drags his fingers along my 
penis, marking it intricately, making my balls surge, my length throbbing with my quickening 
heartbeat.  
 
“Sit up.” 
 
I obey, and he starts on my back, leaning down to kiss my neck, mark my skin with more sigils, 
his attention to detail increasing the lower he goes. I’m covered in the paint now, like woad on a 
Celtic warrior, facing his enemies wearing his faith and ferocity and nothing else.  
 
“I want you, Lennox.” 
 
“I want you, too, Karden.” 
 
He slowly pushes me onto my back, spreading my legs, lust in his eyes as his hands trail along 
my thighs to my groin, my balls, underneath to my ass, his fingers slipping in-between, pushing 
apart. “No. I want you, Lennox.” 
 
Karden steps forward, lifting my legs upward, my ass on the edge of the altar. I can see his 
erection in the moonlight, glistening with pre-come and smeared paint. The size frightens me, as 
he’s larger than even the men in videos I’d masturbated to, but his face is calming. “You’ve been 
prepared, Lennox. Just enjoy it. Just feel me. Will you let me bring you into our world? Will you 
uphold your vows to our Lord Pan? Will you accept me into you?” 
 
I smile, gently, “Only if you promise me one thing.” 
 
He frowns for a moment, and waits for the condition. I give it to him. “I don’t want to be 
Gwydion. I’ll only be a knight if I’m Lennox.” I reach forward and run my fingers along his 
shaft. “I never liked my name until I heard you say it.” 
 
Karden leans in close, and I can feel his erection pushing against my skin, against me, pressing 
firmly. I can feel him leaking onto me, into me, warm, slippery, fiery, alive. He bows his head to 
me, and I run my fingers along his horns, the tips of his ears. He pushes up my body, his lips to 
mine, my legs crossing behind his back as I feel him enter. I gasp, close my eyes for a few 
seconds, my body clenching at first, but there is no pain. All I feel is Karden moving into me, 
and my body welcoming all he’ll give.  
 



I let myself go slack, just feeling him push in further, but only for a few seconds. I look at the 
moon, the stars, I feel a gentle night breeze brushing across my skin, cooling my sweat only for a 
moment before Karden’s heat warms me again. I have no words. I have no fantasies. There is 
only me on this altar, and Karden joining us together to bring me into his world.  
 
He moves slowly, and I know he doesn’t need to take his time. This is just as much for him as 
me. This isn’t just Pan giving me his blessing to be his knight; Karden’s giving me his as well. I 
look into his eyes, kiss him, hold him as I feel his balls touch my skin, his phallus sheathed in me 
to the hilt. There is no pain, no discomfort, and I swear I can feel his heartbeat echoing my own. 
I wonder if I can be worthy of him, not just to be a knight for our Lord Pan, I want more. I want 
Karden to think me worthy, too. I want him to sing tales of my quests, my battles. And I want 
him to sing of himself as well, fighting along with me.  
 
At my side.  
 
I can hear the passion-language now as he starts to thrust, occasionally stomping a hoof, my ears 
filled with the lyrical moans, grunts, noises, sounds that seem more familiar with each heavy 
thrust into me. My erection grinds against his chest, the paint not smearing as his sweat mixes 
with my sweat, my pre-come, the passion-language echoing louder now. I can hear it pulsing 
from the earth below me, the moon above me, the wild in the wood, from Karden, from me. His 
length moves faster inside me, my body gripping him firmly as he pulls backward, not wanting 
him to leave, and relaxing wide to welcome him back in, his thrusts accented by hard exhaled 
grunts that come from both of us.  
 
I don’t want it to end. I want to remain here on this altar forever, always feeling him inside me, 
feeling his hand take my phallus and stroke it slowly, powerfully, in time with his weighted 
thrusts. I always want to feel him kissing me, his tongue exploring every part of my mouth, his 
hands roaming my body with a familiarity even I don’t possess. Karden sees the passion in my 
heart, and he has awakened it. I should be afraid of the words that rumble about in my mouth, 
tossed back and forth by his tongue, my own trying to form them.  
 
Karden is speeding up now, both within and without me, stroking faster, moving faster, our 
bodies releasing a pungent aroma of sweat, pre-come, and passion. I want to say it. I pull back 
slowly from his tender lips, and look into his eyes, seeing the silver flecks glint in the moonlight.  
 
“I love you, Karden.” 
 
Karden looks at me dumbfounded, shocked, and I feel him let go inside me, a cleansing fire that 
sweeps through me. My eyes hurt, my ears burn, my skin feels aflame where the paint has 
marked me. His eyes are half-lidded and I feel him pulse again and again within me, and I let go 
of myself. I hear the passion-language again as I fire my seed, splashing against his body and 
mine, the white ropes binding us together for only a moment. I realize that I am the one speaking 
the words. I’m telling him what I just told him. I’m in love with him, and I’m not afraid to tell 
him again and again as our bodies spend themselves of their passion.  
 



Karden gently kisses me, and smiles. He opens his mouth, but I can’t hear him. The air is 
growing colder, the moon and stars are fading from the sky. My head is starting to hurt, my 
vision fading. I fight it. I don’t want to leave, to lose him.  
 
Please.  
 
No.  
 
Karden, don’t let me go. 
 
*** 
 
My brain is split in two by the shrill cry of the alarm clock next to my bed. I can hear a chorus of 
hammers pounding away in my brain. My stomach is twisted in knots. My skin feels a little cold 
and clammy. I am fairly certain that I am about to die.  
 
I open my eyes and everything hurts to look at. I curse the people who painted the dorm rooms 
hospital white. I’m in my dorm room. In my bed.  
 
It was just a dream.  
 
Only a dream.  
 
No Pan. No knighthood. No Karden.  
 
“God damn it!” 
 
The pain in my ears isn’t worth it, the lightning strike of migraine piercing my skull. There’s a 
banging on the wall from the adjacent dorm room, probably a non-verbal way of telling me to 
shut the Hell up.  
 
It doesn’t make sense that it was a dream; Pan said it would be a dream only if I wanted it to be. I 
don’t. I want it to be real. I want to feel everything again, the burn of the wine down my throat, 
the heat of the flame as I dance, the touch of my god on my face, his gentle kiss on my forehead. 
I want to feel Karden. I want to feel his arms around me. I want to hold him. I want hear him 
sing. I want to see his smile and the way his ears twitch and feel my fingers brush against his 
horns. I want to…  
 
I just want Karden. 
 
I pull the covers close around me. I know I’m going to cry.  
 
“Hair of the dog’s the best thing.” 
 



I look up and there he is, long furry legs, horns, erection still strong and proud. He’s holding a 
coffee mug with baby animals on it and I recognize the scent. I take it, gingerly, expecting it all 
to disappear at any moment. I drink it, slowly, and the burn is familiar, but soothing.  
 
“You’re really here. I… I’m not dreaming or crazy, right?” 
 
Karden sits on the bed next to me, and smirks. “Nope, all you’ve got is a nasty hangover.” 
 
“Where did you come from?” 
 
“Outside. I was extra quiet. Hooves are so damned good on carpet. You’ve got a lot of good 
looking guys in your dorm.” 
 
I shrug. I touch his skin, poking his shoulder gently. I want so much for this to be real.  
 
“I didn’t notice. So… What are you doing here?” 
 
Karden leans in close putting an arm around me, hugging me close to him. He keeps his voice 
low, soft, for the sake of my evaporating hangover. “To train you to be a paladin. Just because 
we had sex on his altar, it doesn’t make you his holy knight just yet.” 
 
“And… that’s the only reason?” I remember what I said to him before I blacked out. For a 
moment I could speak his language. For a moment I thought-- 
 
“I love you too, Lennox.” I hear only the grunts and moans of the passion-language, but I know 
what he said. I set down the mug and hold him with both arms, kiss him hard as he lays me back 
down on the bed, pulling the covers away, revealing the marks from last night, faded, but there 
when I really look.  
 
He’s here. He’s really here.  
 
Karden reaches behind my neck, and then he moves his hands back down to my chest, up to hold 
my face. “I think this is yours.”  
 
I can see a pendant resting on my chest. Golden. Pan-pipes. I feel everything.  
 
I am in love with a satyr named Karden.  
 
My name is Lennox Kingsley.  
 
And I will become a paladin of Pan.  
 



2: Courage and Faith 
 
“Thirty more seconds.” 
  
I’m timing my breathing, setting my jaw. I need to remain calm.  
  
“Twenty seconds. Keep it going, Len.” 
  
I’m seated on my bed. There’s a satyr knelt in front of me. His hand is slowly stroking along my 
penis, keeping it erect. Sweat is beading on my skin. The numerous soft green tattoos swirling on 
my body are warm.  
  
“I can’t last any longer. Please.” My breathing quickens, my lips part. My muscles are tensing 
now. I close my eyes and feel his hand move up and down faster, keeping me going.  
  
“We’ll do this all day until you can last five minutes, squire.” 
  
I grit my teeth. I can’t keep this up. I don't glance at the open ebony box that’s on the nightstand, 
but I’d know it was there even if I were blindfolded. The pounding in my head makes me all too 
aware of its presence. His free hand turns my head away. Karden locks his eyes with mine.  
  
“No peeking, Lennox.” He grins widely, his head lowering. Oh no. Lower. Lower.  
  
“Oh fuck…” His head is buried in my lap, his mouth sinking down my length inch by inch. I’ve 
learned that the gag reflex is apparently the first thing to go when you become a satyr, or so 
Karden tells me. My hips start moving of their own accord. My skin is starting to burn now. It 
has to be past five minutes. Surely. I reach for the box, but he slaps my hand away. Damn it, I 
just need to shut the damned thing so my headache will stop and I can enjoy this. His mouth is 
still, only his tongue moving along me, wetting me, tasting me. I inhale sharply, hard as he hits 
the tender spots at the root, his tongue tickling at my balls. He’s such a show-off.  
  
My head’s starting to hurt now, my muscles clenching, I even feel a little queasy. 
  
It has to be five minutes by now. Withstand the presence of evil for five minutes, that’s all I have 
to do today. Just be in the presence of a shard of demon’s horn without losing my lunch. 
  
The phone starts ringing, and he points to it. He can’t be serious. His hand is moving to the 
receiver, he’s lifting it slowly. That son of a- 
  
“Hello?” I grab the phone. “Oh… Hi Dad. No, everything’s fine.” I’m going to kill him. I’m 
going to whisper myths about male impotence in his ear while he sleeps. “Yeah uh… How’s 
everything at home?” I get a few seconds to bite my arm as Karden starts bobbing his head on 
my erection while my father goes on about buying a new lawn mower. “Oh, everything’s fine at 
school. Yeah, I got a part-time job to help with expenses.” I reach for the box and get another 
slap to my hand. Damn it! “Yeah, I uh… stubbed my toe. Yeah, I hate when that happens, too.” 
I’m about to pass out or come, I don’t know which. “The job? Oh God… Aw fuck… No! Sorry. 



My uh… my toe really hurts. It’s kinda like security?” I grit my teeth and dig my fingernails into 
his shoulder as the slurping sounds from my groin get louder. “Dad? Can I call you tomorrow 
about this? I’ve got class soon and… Yeah. Love you. Bye.”  
  
I drop the phone and grab Karden’s horns to keep him in place as I tremble, letting go and firing 
off my third climax of the morning. I hear him swallowing as my eyes roll back. Karden reaches 
over and shuts the box and I fall back on the bed. The burning and pain in my body fades to be 
replaced by the afterglow.  
  
“Nine minutes, forty-three seconds.” 
  
I raise my head just enough to glare at him. “You evil fucking bastard.” 
  
He climbs up on the bed straddling my waist, resting his smooth brownish erection on my chest, 
his pre-come mingling with my sweat. “Wrong on all counts.” Karden leans down and kisses me 
softly. I let him, enjoying the taste of his tongue, tasting my remnants that that linger there. “To 
begin, my parents, while dead and gone, were married. To continue…” He holds the box before 
me, now closed. “This is evil, not me. And you need to be able to withstand exposure to evil 
without showing it. Otherwise your quarry knows what you are. And to conclude, I was fellating 
you, not fucking you.” His hand strokes along my side, down to my ass, gently rubbing the skin 
there, tracing one of the sigils he drew. “Though if you do have time before your class, I’d be 
happy to rectify that.” 
  
He smiles that roguish grin, knowing how well it’s amplified by those fey ears and rugged horns. 
I really do want to make time. But… 
  
“What am I supposed to do when I start… what, sensing evil? And you’re not there? I don’t 
know how to fight, Karden. The only sport I did was track, and even that was distance. I can’t 
even run away from evil unless the escape route is at least three miles and evil doesn’t mind a 
leisurely chase.” 
  
I feel fingers tracing along my chest as I look at the ceiling for a moment. I’ve been a squire of 
Pan for over a week, and so far, I’ve found out that being exposed to evil, real and true evil, such 
as the shard of demon-horn in the ebony box, makes my skin burn, my stomach clench, and my 
head envy people with hangovers. I have gotten better. I’d lost my lunch the first time he opened 
that damned box.  
  
“Lord Pan isn’t expecting you to start fighting evil by the end of the month, Len. I know I 
probably needed a while to get used to everything.” He’s stroking my chest, my body calming, 
my hands running through the dark brown fur on his thighs.  
  
“You don’t know how long it took you?” 
  
“I know it’s not supposed to be an overnight thing.” 
  



I have to laugh at that. "But you were the knight before me! You were a knight for fifty years and 
you can't remember what I'm supposed to do?" 
  
Karden only smirks in return, feigning indignation. "You're right. I spent fifty years fighting and 
questing and saving the fair young duke in distress. And then I spent eight hundred and fifty 
years drinking thousands of barrels of wine and reveling and fucking anything with a hole and a 
pulse. Obviously my days as a human should be an open book instead of a blurred montage. And 
I might add that I was the Paladin, not the knight." 
  
He slips his arms behind my back and brings me upward, kissing me again. “Now, my young 
squire, since you’ve wasted time prattling on about insecurities that we could have wasted 
cavorting, I suggest you go learn something to salvage the rest of the day.” 
  
Releasing me, he helps me off the bed where I start looking for clothes. Unlike him, I can’t just 
walk outside completely naked, knowing that everyone will see me clad in haute couture. This, 
however, was something he neglected to mention. I’m still thankful it was just the dorm common 
room and I was reeking of wine from a “constitution building exercise”.  
  
I go with the normal T-shirt and jeans and my Chucks, wearing shades of dark green and red. He 
watches me as I dress, slowly stroking himself, leaning back on my bed. I don’t want to leave. 
One of my vows deals with responsibilities, though, so I kiss him long and hard, give his phallus 
more than a few strokes, collect the pre-come that’s dribbling from the tip, and lick the sweet 
nectar from my fingers as he watches me.  
  
Then I go to class.  
  
I may still have to wear clothes like everyone else, but not one person in the last week has 
commented on the numerous green tattoos that cover my body now, including the swirls and 
sigils on my face. As I exit the dorm to run across the quad, I notice how many good looking 
guys there are in my dorm. Even the bookworms have a bit of a twinkle in their eye and I wonder 
how they would moan if I swirled my tongue around the heads of their shafts. I run past a guy 
wearing a fraternity sweater and I just know he wants someone to take charge in bed. All I’d 
have to do is slide my hand behind his waistband, massage his dick for a few seconds and take 
him to one of the alleys between lecture halls, slide down his pants and- 
  
What the hell? 
  
And now he’s looking at me, and says, “What the fuck you staring at?”  
  
An ass I want to plough like a corn field.  
  
“Uh…” Don’t say it. Don’t say it. “Nothing.” Thank the gods.  
  
The frat guy snorts a bit, and walks off. I hear him mutter, “Fag.” For some reason I know he’s a 
closet case and two cups of wine will have him more willing than Karden. What the hell is 
happening to me? 



  
I head to class. Economics, I think. My schedule’s been a bit of a blur over the last week. And 
damn it if that frat guy isn’t sitting right in front of me.  
  
The professor drones on; I don’t even look at him. I’m admiring the way the frat guy’s pants hug 
his ass, his thighs. I’ll bet he’s on the lacrosse team. He probably gets awfully sweaty after those 
games, and tight and sore muscles, too. I could offer him a massage, lick his chest clean of 
sweat. I’ll bet it tastes pretty tangy after he’s been running around full-tilt for an hour and-- 
  
“Mr. Kingsley!” 
  
I wince, snapped out of my reverie by cold, hard reality. The professor is staring at me. 
Everyone’s staring at me now. 
  
“Yes?” Mice could sound braver than I do right now.  
  
The professor, Dr… Evans? His arms are folded. “Your opinion?” 
  
The chalkboard is empty, no help there. I can’t look at someone else’s notes, that would be… 
cheating? My vows apparently applied to academics as well. I have to give my opinion.  
  
“I uh… I feel that situation needs a more…” I glance at the jock in front of me. “Aggressive 
approach?” 
  
“Truly? I’m intrigued. Please, continue.” Either he is intrigued or I’m getting to dig my own 
grave.  
  
“Well, I believe the company is trying to slip in under the radar.” Oh sweet Lord Pan, get me out 
of this and I’ll do whatever you want. “Conservative tactics will only agitate the investors. 
What’s required is a hard approach. Shock and awe. Show them immediate results, and it’ll lead 
to a long term payout.”  
  
Dr. Evans looks deep in thought for a moment. Everyone’s looking between me and him. The 
jock has no idea what I’m really talking about.  
  
“But the company in question has had steady profits, Mr. Kingsley. Limited, but steady.” 
  
“Well, masturbation is a limited and steady profit, but actual sex tends to give a much better 
return on your investment.” 
  
The room goes dead quiet. Holy fuck, I actually just said that out loud. Dr. Evans snorts a bit, 
and makes the slightest of smirks. “A crass way of putting it, class, but our young colleague has 
a point…” He prattles on and I sink in my chair in relief. Thank you, Lord Pan. 
  
“And Mr. Kingsley?” I snap to attention again, soon enough to notice everyone filing out the 
door. I have no clue what happened in class today. “Could I see you in my office?” 



  
Dr. Evans looks to be in his forties, fit, graying hair that’s still a bit black, a beard, hard brown 
eyes. Oh yes, I’d love to meet you in your office.  
  
I bite my lip. Gods, that’s my professor! I need to talk to Karden about this. But I don’t want to 
avoid the man who holds my grade in his hands. Besides, the jock is already gone. I’ll have to 
ogle him later. I climb the stairs of the lecture hall, half-thankful and half-regretting that no one’s 
climbing in front of me to give me something to watch during the three flights up, and head to 
Dr. Evans’s office. The door is open, I go in, have a seat, finding him seated behind his desk.  
  
“You can close the door.” I feel my shaft twitch in my pants as I do so. I cover my groin with my 
backpack.  
  
“You wanted to see me, sir?” I can show you a lot if you really want to see me. Damn it! Stop 
that! 
  
“Pan’s sending one of his kids to check on me now? I thought I meant more to him than that.” 
Oh shit. 
  
“You uh… you know…” 
  
“You’re covered in satyr ink, little goat, and you positively stink of wine and sex. Only an 
ignorant human wouldn’t know what you are.” He yawns a bit, and I see longer, sharper teeth. 
“Now, tell me why your lord has sent you here?” My skin feels warm.  
  
“I’m… I’m just taking the class. Really.” 
  
“I doubt a goat would have any interest in economics no matter how sexual you may make a 
hostile takeover sound.” I feel a pulse in the back of my head. He gets up from behind his desk, 
walking over to me, placing a hand on my shoulder. My stomach feels queasy. My economics 
professor is evil. Truly evil. “Unless you’re here as a peace offering. I haven’t fed in some time, 
and you little goats always do taste like the finest wine…” He locks eyes with me, and I can’t 
move. He’s opening his mouth, and kisses my neck. I feel my balls surge as he touches me, 
nibbles my skin, caresses my nape with his tongue. I moan as his hand reaches down to my 
groin, rubbing the tent I’ve pitched in my pants. His teeth pierce my skin in a flash of pain, but 
then so much pleasure, almost better than Karden’s mouth.  
  
He sucks, he drinks, I feel lightheaded even as my skin burns, my head pounds. I weakly try to 
push him away, but I can’t move. I think I black out for a second. I feel him drag his tongue 
across the wound, the skin tingling there for a few seconds as he pulls away, his posture unsteady 
as he leans against his desk, displaying a prominent erection. “You taste… odd. But good. Keep 
me fed, little goat, and I’ll keep your secret. You may go now, unless you’d like to stay and…” 
He grins, showing teeth, red with my blood. “Earn some extra credit.”  
  



I stumble outside, dragging my backpack along. I make it to the men’s room and barrel into an 
empty stall before my stomach empties itself of the wine I drank that morning. I was powerless. I 
knew he was evil and I just sat there and let him…  
  
I get up, flushing the toilet and head to the sink to wash my face, seeing two pale scars on my 
neck, the skin tender when I touch it. My skin is a bit whiter. I decide to skip my next class, and 
definitely consider dropping economics as I go back to the dorms. I don’t notice anyone on the 
way back, but my gait is so uneasy a few people notice me.  
  
By the time I reach my dorm I’m thankful I’m on the first floor. I’m tired and light-headed, and I 
fumble with the key for more than a few seconds before Karden opens the door.  
  
“What, you knock back a few on the way--” He gets a good look at me. “Oh fuck. Get in here.” I 
feel his arms wrapping around me. I’m aware that I feel cold as he helps me to the bed, and 
drapes a blanket around me before hugging me close to him again. He runs his fingers along my 
neck, and stops at the two small scars. “Tell me how you feel.” 
  
I’m shivering a bit. My skin still feels hot, my stomach still rebellious. “Awful. Dr. Evans bit me. 
I think he was drinking my blood.” The words feel so alien as I sound them out even though I 
know I’m telling the truth. Karden opens my small fridge and pulls out a leather wineskin. He 
takes out the plug and puts it to my mouth, holding the skin upright.  
  
“Drink.” 
  
I don’t know how getting wasted is going to help me when I’m suffering from blood loss, but the 
moment it hits my throat I try to push the skin away. It burns terribly, like swallowing lighter 
fuel. It hurts. It hurts! Karden keeps me in place, keeping the skin in my mouth, my nose plugged 
so I have to swallow to breathe. His arms are too strong to get away from. Why are you hurting 
me, Karden? 
  
The skin goes empty, and he yanks the bag away. He puts my trash can in front of me. I’m about 
to hit him, but I feel so woozy, my stomach giving up its hold on the wine. I feel something 
inside me trying to claw its way out. I grab the can, and my stomach empties, a thick black ichor 
spotted with red pouring into the can. I cough, hack, wheeze, and Karden pulls the can away 
from me, pushing it in front of the window, into a shaft of sunlight. A pillar of flame bursts out 
of the can for a few seconds, during which I could swear I hear screaming, and then the room is 
filled with an awful smell, like rotting meat.  
  
“And that, young squire, is why you never let a vampire bite you.” 
  
“What the fuck was that?” 
  
“Does he know what you are?” 
  
“Karden, what the fuck was that?” 
  



“Lennox. Look at me.” He pulls my face from gazing at the smoldering can to lock his gaze with 
mine. His eyes are filled with genuine concern. “Does Dr. Evans know what you are?” 
  
“He said…” Already the event is trying to escape my mind. I clutch at details, spitting them out 
as fast as I can. “He saw my tattoos, he said… he smelled wine on me? He called me…” Think, 
think! “Little goat. One of Pan’s kids sent to check on him?” I stare back at the can. “Karden, 
what the fuck was that? He only bit my neck!” 
  
Karden shakes his head, and sits down on the bed, holding me close to him. “That’s what he 
wanted you to think. He bit you, yes, but that was just to get you too doped up to care so he 
could put that… thing in you. He was trying to make you like him.” I lean into Karden’s body, I 
don’t even remember him doing that. Just… looking into his eyes and then the bite and it felt so 
good and… 
  
“You’re not safe here, Lennox. We need to go.”  
 
*** 
 
I haven’t been to the Palace of Wisdom since I’d been initiated. Karden had taken my necklace 
in the park that day. I followed him there and my life went in a completely different direction 
that I’d originally expected. Seriously, I thought I’d become an accountant.  
  
There isn’t much of a line to get into the remodeled theater palace at this time of day, but there’s 
still a line, the lower-list people who think it’ll be easier to get in at noon. The party never stops 
here, but you’d have to expect that from the dwelling-place of Pan. Karden and I skip the line, 
walking up to the velvet rope between us, the bouncers, and the door. Karden might look ever-
so-chic, but I’m rather disheveled considering I’ve vomited twice in the last hour and the second 
time was full of some evil vampire sludge. The bouncers at first are tall tree-trunk kind of men, 
all muscle and authority, wearing tight pants and T-shirts and headsets. But then my eyes refocus 
and I see two satyrs in their place, dressed in leather harnesses with thick log erections, but still 
wearing headsets. They see Karden and I and part the rope, bowing their heads as Karden leads 
me inside.  
  
The club is sparsely filled today, the main theater itself only having a few customers at the bars 
that line the opposing walls, the DJ on the main stage working with ambient music rather than 
house or trance. My eyes hurt for a moment, and then I really see the club.  
  
We pass a man with large black leathery wings and a woman on each arm. A tall man with a 
bull’s head is seated at the bar, knocking back beers, dressed in very large clothes. I see a woman 
with a snake’s body, swaying with the rhythm of the music, adjusting her black sports bra. So 
many others. Fur, fangs, wings, tails. They all see me and give me space, but I don’t feel any 
pain, my tattoos don’t burn. I’m so busy gawking I don’t notice that Karden has dragged me all 
the way to the other side of the theater to the door that’ll lead to Pan’s realm.  
  
And a mountain stands in the way.  
  



The satyr is seven feet tall -- skin well-tanned, muscles thick with strength, well veined. He’s 
wearing leather chaps and a cross harness, black leather biker gloves. His phallus is tall, maybe 
two feet, black as pitch, a thick silver ring through the slit at the top. His hair is cut short as his 
beard, horns curling back enough to make any stud ram jealous, his pointed ears are pierced with 
many silver spikes and rings. He’s chomping a big stogie and holding a scourge in his hand, the 
tips of the tails gleaming silver. He’s staring down directly at me.  
  
“M-Master Vael?” I had to call him that the first time I came here, and I thought he was human 
then.  
  
The mountain snorts a bit, and then looks to Karden, “Sounds like you’ve been teaching the kid 
here some respect. Good.” He takes my face in his hand, checking it. “He ready to break in yet?” 
His eyes fall on the scars, and he kneels down to me. “Are you clean?” 
  
“Of course he’s clean, Vael. He needs to see--” 
  
Vael snaps the scourge in Karden’s face without even looking. “I asked him.” 
  
“Y-yes, Master Vael.” 
  
He nods once, and stands back up. “Good.” Vael points the scourge at Karden, and motions him 
inside. Karden starts to protest, but opens the door and steps in, waiting for me. Vael kneels back 
down to me again, running his finger along the wound. “Biting a kid.” He dangles the tips of the 
scourge over the wound, and the skin stings for a moment. Vael then motions for me to go in. 
The door slams hard as soon as I’m into the hallway with Karden.  
  
I ask Karden, “What was that all about?” 
  
“I don’t know. Right now, we need to see Pan.” 
  
I stop him before we enter the only other door in the pale blue hallway. “Karden? I saw… Out 
there, I mean, in the club, I saw…” 
  
He looks at me, his face somber, “Welcome to the real world, Len.” 
  
Karden takes my hand and leads us in. Once inside I take off my shoes so I can feel the grass on 
my feet. The room through the door isn’t a room, after all. It’s just past noon but it’s late night 
inside. The moon is high and full, the skies clear, there’s a bonfire burning thirty yards away 
from me with silhouettes of other satyrs dancing in the shadows of the flame. I’m removing my 
clothes as I walk because I don’t need them here. I still feel lightheaded, but the smells of the 
fire, the wood, the grass, and the air are rejuvenating me. We walk to the fire, Karden and I are 
handed wooden cups filled with wine. I drink, he drinks, the burn in my throat is much more 
lessened, closer to the taste I remember.  
  
“Why did you give me wine? I mean, in my dorm room, when I puked up that black crap, why’d 
you give me wine? Felt like I was drinking battery acid.” 



  
“It wasn’t just wine. It was our wine, Pan’s wine.” He takes my empty cup and gives it to another 
satyr. “It’s our version of holy water. I was going to show you some rituals with it, but…” 
Karden takes my hand again, squeezes it gently as he walks me past the fire, toward a throne 
made of wood, a grand satyr seated in it with tanned tattooed skin, a towering erection, deep 
brown furred legs, polished hooves, long black hair and curving horns, bright eyes the color of a 
living wood at the height of summer. Karden and I kneel before him. This is our god, after all.  
  
“Lord Pan.” I can feel my strength returning just being near him. There’s the smell of horses, 
pine, sweat, the sight of the moonlight glistening on his perfect phallus. I feel my heart swelling 
in my chest with pride and honor that I get to serve him, that I offered my service and he 
accepted it.  
  
Pan bids us to rise, and we do, standing naked before him. I’m erect, fully, dripping freely onto 
the grass. I feel like myself again. Karden steps forward. “My Lord Pan, I request your leave to 
take vengeance on an enemy.” 
  
What?  
  
“And the reason for this vengeance, Karden?” Pan’s eyes are still on me. He’s asking a question 
he already knows the answer to.  
  
“Someone attacked my squire!” 
  
A slight smile on Pan’s face. “Your squire? I believe he swore himself to me, Karden.” 
  
“Of-of course, Lord Pan! I didn’t mean to say--” 
  
“I know what you meant. And I can see the scars on my squire’s neck.” He beckons me closer, 
and I walk to him, feel the warmth of his presence, my breathing quickening. Pan takes my hand, 
and my knees feel weak. “And he wouldn’t have such an ugly scar had you remembered your 
own first month’s squirehood, Karden.” He caresses my face, and I lean into his touch. I want to 
feel as much of him as possible, as long as possible. My whole body is tensed, like Pan is an 
electrical current. I feel his lips touch my forehead, and then brush my ear. I hear him whisper, 
“Everything will be alright.” He kisses my neck, mouth pressed right to the scars, and it burns for 
a moment, before pleasure washes through me. When he lets me go I stagger backward, grinning 
stupidly. Everything will be just fine.   
  
Karden walks over to me, inspecting me. I just laugh and wrap my hands around his erection, 
stroking him slowly, kissing his chest, swirling my tongue about his nipple, counter-clockwise 
the way he likes. There shouldn’t be any problem with doing this right in front of Pan.  
  
“Tell me, Karden, does our young Lennox seem any… different to you?” 
  
I’m not paying much attention, I just know that I’m getting bored with Karden’s nipple. He’s 
shuddering, and satyrs are always erect, always ready. I kneel down, gently kissing the head, 



brushing broad swaths with my tongue, collecting the pre-come, my hands tickling behind his 
balls to make them jump and twitch. He inhales sharply as I take the glans into my mouth.  
  
“He seems much more… Ye gods… Uh… eager?” His hips are already moving, and I feel 
proud. I’m using his technique after all. I wonder if he notices.  
  
 “And why do you think this is?” Pan’s voice is amused. I’m using one hand to stroke along 
Karden’s meat, the other tugging at his heavy brown balls. My tongue flicks the places on his 
shaft that are still dappled with pink flesh, and then follows the ridges of veins.  
  
“I… I don’t know, Lord Pan.” Karden’s hips are moving faster, his hands stroking my hair, his 
hoof stomping now. He’s speaking the passion-language now, but I can understand him. He 
moans a prayer, thanking Lord Pan for the sacred bliss he’s about to experience. I move my 
mouth to the tip and worm my tongue into the slit, writhing it there as he thrusts harder, my 
hands hanging on loosely to his charging phallus before he stomps the earth hard, flooding my 
mouth with his thick, rich seed. I swallow all I can, the taste reminiscent of wine, of summer, of 
a cleansing in sacred waters. I swallow and swallow and swallow, my stomach feeling warm as 
Karden flows into me. When he finally pulls back, a long line of his seed connects his shaft to 
my lips, before breaking and falling to the earth below.  
  
“Since his initiation, has he subsisted on anything other than our wine…” The god chuckles 
lightly. “Or you?” 
  
Pan looks down at me, and I feel his eyes. I turn toward him, kneeling again, licking my lips 
clean. “Tell me, young squire, did you see any men today you did not find attractive? Any at all 
that you would not bed if given the chance? Simply put, were you thinking exclusively with your 
phallus today?” 
  
I feel confused, because, well, aren’t I supposed to be doing that? “Yes, sir? I saw a man who 
was denying himself, and I wanted to help him accept his desires, his pleasures, and enjoy then 
without shame. Is that wrong?” Karden looks proud of me, putting his hand on my shoulder.  
  
“Of course not, if you were going to become satyr, which it seems you you’ve been trying to 
over the last week. You’re going to be my paladin, Lennox. To fight my enemies, protect those 
of mine who cannot protect themselves, and protect yourself from attack. As my sacred knight, 
you will be my standard-bearer, a symbol, and therefore a target. You must be vigilant, Lennox. 
You did not know the enemy was upon you until it was too late.” He’s right. I was stupid. I was 
too busy ogling a frat boy to sense that evil had been in front of me for ninety minutes. Pan takes 
my hand and pulls me to him, his arms embracing me. “We could have lost you today.” And the 
dagger of guilt twists straight though my heart.  
 
Pan holds me, my face in front of his, and our eyes meet. His are green, but I see gold flecks, and 
for a moment I wonder how many there are in each eye. I want to kiss him, and hold him, and 
tell him that everything will be all right as well. Even though he’s my god, I want to comfort 
him. I don’t want to hurt him.  
  



I kiss his forehead.  
  
The clearing is silent. I feel a hand on my shoulder, and Karden gently pulls me from Pan’s lap. 
His arms wrap around my chest from behind. Pan just stares at me for a moment, and then at 
Karden. “I cannot grant you your request.” 
  
Karden blinks, his hoof stomping for a moment. “That walking corpse attacked and infected one 
of your children, Lord Pan! How can you let this go unpunished?” 
  
Pan turns his eyes to me. “Did he ever refer to you by your title? Did you ever tell him what you 
were?” 
  
“No, Lord Pan.” I’m finding my strength again. “He only called me ‘little goat’ and one of your 
kids sent to check on him. He seemed distraught that he didn’t mean more to you. And he wanted 
me to keep him fed, but if he was going to make me like him then…” 
  
“You’d be bringing others to him. He believed you were to become satyr, so he wanted you 
under his power. A satyr can have anyone he wants, he would have his pick of cuisine with a 
satyr as his thrall. As for ‘meaning’ something to me, once I sent him undesirables to keep him 
from feeding on innocents. Certain events have caused me to rethink many of my actions, 
including that one. No doubt he felt that I had sent you to smooth things over. Perhaps he thought 
he could turn you against me.” Pan steepled his fingers for a moment, smiling softly. “That in 
and of itself would be a slap in the face to me, but I must allow my children to make their own 
mistakes, otherwise they would hardly be free to express themselves. An attack on my paladin 
on the other hand…” 
  
Karden spoke up. “Would be a direct attack on you, my Lord Pan, whether he knew it or not.” 
  
“So there must be retribution.” 
  
“Then why are you denying me, my lord?” 
  
Pan reached over, stroking Karden’s face, sadness tingeing his voice. “Because you are no longer 
my Paladin, Karden. You stepped down for eternal life as one of my children. You renounced 
your claim so that Lennox could take your place. You cannot act as my champion. Or his.” The 
words began to sink in.  
  
I would have to fight Evans.  
  
“This must be settled quickly. Karden, you will find the offending party and inform him of his 
transgressions, and invite him to settle the matter of honor here in the manner the gods intended 
in three days. I will handle the matter with the Winged Ones.” 
  
“But Lord Pan, you cannot expect Lennox to--” 
  
“Go.” 



  
And just like that, Karden leaves my side. It’s not like he can tell Pan no. Our god has made his 
decree. What am I going to do? I can’t fight. A few hours ago I was just going to class and now I 
suddenly have to fight my economics professor who happens to be a vampire in a duel of honor? 
The sheer ridiculousness of it was only balanced by the knowledge that I was a knight of Pan and 
apparently had been surviving on wine and come for almost a week.  
  
Pan’s gaze fell on me again, and I could feel its weight. There was no revel in this. No drinking, 
no fun. This was going to be dangerous.  
  
“It appears you’ll be taking your next step sooner than I had foreseen. You will need a weapon. 
A proper weapon, one that is destined for your hand.” 
  
I nod. Being armed for the duel seems better than the alternative. “What should I take, my lord?” 
Pan seems to have all the answers, it’s not wrong to expect that he’ll just pull a sword or 
something out of thin air for me to use. 
  
“Destiny is not in my power to foresee. But there is one who could set you on the path.” 
 
*** 
  
I’m standing in an elevator at Mercy Hospital in Destry Bay on my way to the eighth floor, to a 
room that has a lovely view of the water, as well as padded walls and straps on the bed. Said 
straps are holding down a woman that I’m told will have answers for me, but I can’t believe I’m 
finding her here. I don’t think anyone would.  
  
I give the name I was told to the head nurse, tell her my name and say I’m a grandchild. She’s 
not supposed to get visitors, but the nurse tells me she knows I mean well. She says it’s rare to 
see a grandchild with such a good heart toward his elders. I’ve been told this is the effect I’ll 
have on people.  
 
The flowers I’m bringing for her are thoroughly inspected. I’m informed I can only show them to 
her, as she can’t be trusted with anything she might hurt herself with. I’m told that she won’t 
know who I am, that she’ll speak nonsense, and will say things that will upset me. I should try to 
remember her for who she was, not what she’s become. I couldn’t agree more. She takes me to 
her room, and opens the door.  
  
I walk to the side of her bed, and look down upon the Goddess.  
  
She’s young, my age, black hair, perfect skin. She looks at me with almond eyes, smiling. The 
strait-jacket she’s bound up in insults what I know is a perfect body. She looks at the flowers, 
and laughs. It’s almost musical, and it lightens my heart. It pains me to see her like this. 
  
“Orchids. As if I wouldn’t know already know who sent you to me.” Her face shimmers, 
shifting, darkening to an even tan, filling out, her hair turning a faded red, her lips fuller and her 
cheeks stained with rouge. “But you wanted to bring me roses, you sweet dear. So ignorant of 



meanings, this one.” Wrinkles appear, crows feet crunching at the corners of her eyes, hair going 
long and white, eyes squinted and black, face haggard, her voice carrying a tinge of rasp. “Do 
you still fear death, little one? Your master hasn’t made your thread golden yet.” She chuckles, 
settling her eyes on me. “Even gods must follow old rules. And your master has much to answer 
for.” 
  
I set the orchids on the nightstand next to her bed. “Is there anything I can--” 
  
Her face is young, supple again. “Do to help us?” The mother’s face emerges once more. “I like 
this one. Puts others first. We’re quite content here, worry not.” The crone takes her again, and 
she laughs. “This one will do anything if it will save his hide. He fears death at the hands of one 
who has escaped us. Yes, worry not little one. My shears are sharp. You won’t feel a thing.”  
  
The maiden speaks up. “Don’t frighten him, grandmother. He means well. His thread was so 
eager when I spun it.” The mother smiles at me. “And despite all the meddling from so many in 
our skein he has followed his path, unlike the one he faces.” The crone stares hard into my eyes. 
“I do despise those thread-thieves, stealing from my granddaughter to avoid the cut. But I will 
cut that night, little one. Do not think puny fabric binding my hands will prevent that.” 
  
 I take it in. Never for a moment do I doubt. “Will you--” 
  
“Help you find your blade?” The mother answers. “You cannot follow your own thread now? It 
does not appear so tangled.” The maiden smiles at me, and I wish I could hold her hand. How 
could anyone live like this? “He wishes to give me succor. He is innocent, mother, in all the 
ways that I like. Even of a woman’s touch.” The crone snorts. “Just another one of the rutting 
goats if you ask me. Never were supposed to have golden threads. Never. Broken more shears 
than I can count on them. And now he wants us to help him make his thread safe from me?” I 
reach down and scratch her nose. Her face remains and she knows confusion.  
  
“I’m sorry. But if I was tied up like that, I know I’d go nuts from my nose getting itchy. Just 
thought I’d uh… Sorry. I’ll leave you alone, unless you want me to visit again? I don’t know 
how lonely it gets up here.” 
  
“Treat me like some sick grandmother, will he?” The mother interrupts. “We mustn’t punish a 
good heart. Tell him what he came here for.” The crone returns, and stares hard at me. “Sweet 
talk may work on my daughters, little one, but it won’t spare you the shears the first chance I see. 
My daughter tied you to a long line. It is there you will find your answer. Find the others, draw 
strength from them. And if you succeed?” She grins coldly, and I swear my heart stops. “Bring 
me his thread.” 
  
I can only nod, unable to breathe, to talk, and she watches as I start feeling weak, laughing 
louder, louder. I stumble to the door, weakly slapping it, trying to summon help. The mother 
returns and I gasp in deep sucking breaths. “You should go, little one. Mother was only teasing 
you.” Her smile is strained. My strength fades back in, and I get back to my feet, knocking 
several times to get the attention of the nurse who opens the door. I step into the doorway.  
  



“Lennox!” 
  
I turn, and the maiden is there, smiling, looking at the flowers and then me. “Bring almond 
flowers next time?” I nod, and I’m escorted back to the elevator while another nurse retrieves the 
orchids. The doors close and the elevator heads back down.  
  
I am fairly certain I’m going to die.  
 
*** 
 
“Hi, Dad.” I can hear the classic rock station in the background. He’s in the garage, probably 
working on the car. “Yeah, I’m calling from a pay phone at the hospital. No, I’m perfectly fine, 
Dad. I was just visiting someone, that’s all. Someone my boss knows.” I lean against the wall. 
How do I say that I might be dead in a few days? He’s already lost Mom. “Hey, Dad? Is our 
family known for anything? I mean, anyone famous or anything like that? No, I’m just curious 
about our family, that’s all.” I listen, not expecting any miracles. I hear about factory workers, 
mechanics, bricklayers, people who built things, fixed things. He tells me how proud of me he is. 
First Kingsley to go to college and I got in on scholarship.  
 
I know it’ll hurt, but I need to ask. “Dad? What about Mom? Did she ever say anything about her 
family? Yeah, I’ll have to look through her things when I come home for break. Thanksgiving 
probably. My boss will probably give me the time, yeah.” He’s always quick to change the 
subject when I mention her. He’d been driving. “Yeah, I should probably get back to work, too. 
The three eighths crescent? Orange case, second from the bottom. Yeah. Yeah, I love you, too, 
Dad. Bye.” 
 
*** 
 
It’s a long train ride back to Allora. Speckled in the crowded train, I can see them. Wings, fur, 
horns, claws. I give up my seat to a woman with a wolf’s head and a swollen belly. She thanks 
me and I tell her congratulations. She just smiles in return and pats her gravid stomach. I get off 
the train at the Park Street station and a very good looking man with flawless skin, bright eyes, 
well-cropped hair, small horns and a tail who makes my skin warm asks me if I want to go 
somewhere and get a drink. But when he really looks at me, he shuffles away into the crowd 
toward the stairs at the far side of the platform.  
 
I walk to the Palace of Wisdom because it’s still the only safe place I know. It’s late night now, 
the line long and the bouncers are enjoying their work. When they see me approach they lift the 
rope and bow their heads, motioning for me to go in, no questions asked. They bowed their heads 
to me.  
 
It’s all smiles and gentle nods from the staff as I move into the club proper. This is only my third 
time here, but thanks to my marks everyone knows who and what I am. I’m still processing that. 
I see a familiar face at the bar to my right, so I take a seat at a stool that opens almost as soon as I 
draw near.  
 



“Y’know, I should be carding you considering you barely look eighteen. How old are you, 
anyway?” His name is Darren. He’s six seven, freakishly tall like all the others, sincere blue 
eyes, medium length black hair, but his horns are ivory white. He has tattoos on his chest, tribal 
markings, mostly, and he wears a few silver chains around his neck, each one with a different 
pendant.  
 
“Eighteen. I’ll be nineteen in a couple months. I skipped a grade in elementary school.”  
 
He reaches over and tousles my hair. “Brainy one, huh?” He leans on the bar, looking me over. 
“So you want a drink or what?” 
 
I chuckle a bit. “Aren’t I a minor?” 
 
“Who’s drank quite a bit of our wine over the last week from what I hear. I’ll get you a glass. 
You look like you need it.” He leaves me, the women on either side of me chatting me up for a 
few seconds. I’m not dressed for the club, just jeans and a T-shirt and I’m underage, so they 
probably assume I’m Darren’s little brother, which in a way I kind of am. They ask if he’s seeing 
anyone. I respond that I think he’s seeing everyone.  
 
Darren puts down a tall wooden cup in front of me, the smell of the wine familiar through all the 
various other smells. I take a long pull. “Whoa. You got me the good stuff.” 
 
“After drinking this, the House Wine will taste like warm piss, Len. A whole week.” He 
whistles. “You’ve probably got the liver of an Irish Catholic by now.” 
 
“Is Karden back yet?” 
 
Darren nods, and then shakes his head. “Yeah, he got a little banged up. He decided to deliver 
the invitation by giving that corpse a wine bottle.” He then taps the side of his head.  
 
“But, he’s not supposed to… I mean, Pan told him he’s not supposed to--” 
 
“Karden’s always been a fiery one. Look at him stealing your necklace when you first met him. 
Even when he was a knight he was quick on the trigger. But Pan liked that in him back then. 
Now he’s just impatient.” 
 
Now he has my full attention.  
 
“You knew Karden when he was a knight?” Darren nods. “So you must be, well, really old. So 
what was he like? He says he can’t remember.”  
 
“Old enough to be on my seventeenth name. And Karden tends to get caught up in things. In a 
lot of ways he’s still a kid. He finds a new pleasure and he gluts himself on it as much as he can. 
That’s all right, but you can’t let everything else slide, you know? And it’s not all that 
uncommon for knights to forget their careers once they become satyrs. You tend to leave your 
human life behind. Sometimes it uh… it can be a relief. In your own eyes you’re a sacred knight. 



Other people, however, might think you’re cavorting with forest demons and seeking to corrupt 
all.” 
 
“Darren? How many knights and Paladins has Pan had, including you and Karden?” It doesn’t 
take a “brainy one” to figure it out. 
 
“Knights? I’d say a few dozen. Paladins? Three. You will be the fourth in a very small 
brotherhood.” Darren leans across the bar, and runs his hand along my face. “I do hope Karden 
will share you, as well as you letting him share you.” I pull back a little, and his bows his head 
slightly. “I apologize if I offended you. This monogamous thing is new to most of us. There is 
much I’d like to teach you as well.” 
 
I sit back in the stool. It did feel nice, his hand on my face. The idea of Karden and Darren 
sharing me makes my pants feel tighter. “Monogamous thing?” 
 
“Lord Pan has recently allowed us to have one lover if we’d like. It’s not required, but it is very 
different and confusing for us. For the longest time if we desired each other, we would simply 
make our intentions known. Now… there are strange new rules, things that can and cannot be 
done. It is… an adjustment.” 
 
“Is this why Lord Pan’s in trouble? The Goddess said he has much to answer for.” I look at the 
women next to me, aware that I’m talking about this in front of regular people, but no one seems 
to react at all.  
 
“It’s one of the things, yes. The gravest offense was our immortality. He made a great sacrifice 
for that. For us to love as well. It’s good that you’ve come, squire. It’s been a long time since 
someone carried his standard.” He refills our wine glasses.  
 
Raising his glass, he clears his throat, and I raise my own. “To the Brothers of the Silver 
Thyrsus. May we draw strength from our Lord Pan and from each other.” He taps my cup and I 
stare at him.  
 
“What did you just say?” That can’t be coincidence. 
 
“It’s the toast of our order. Been too long since it’s been given.”  
 
“Draw strength… Were the knights in the order, or just the paladins?” 
 
“The knights as well, of course. Our order once boasted twenty human knights when I was 
Paladin.” 
 
“And you drew strength from each other? How? Was it just something symbolic?” 
 
Darren shakes his head. “No, there were rare times when it was a literal thing. My captains 
would give me a boon, a favor of theirs to carry into battle.” He blinks a few times and smiles at 
me, and he reaches over to tousle my hair again. “See? A brainy one.” 



 
“So, Darren? The ones who used to be paladins, you guys are close?” 
 
“Brothers, lovers, friends, and comrades. That’s why I was a little rude to you the first time you 
came in here. You accused my brother of stealing.” He chuckles. “Granted, he had actually 
stolen it, but I didn’t know that at the time. We’re supposed to be close. With our knights as 
well.” 
 
“But you said you had twenty knights under your command at one point.” 
 
Darren just grins. “Yes. Yes I did.” 
 
“And he handpicked every one of them. Very stringent criteria. At least six inches or you were 
sent home.” Karden wraps his arms around me from behind, kissing my neck.  
 
“You weren’t even born yet, Karden.” 
 
“But your legend lived on, Darren.” I turn on the stool to face Karden. His face is bruised and 
he’s been cut above his eye. There’s a slash scar from his shoulder to mid-chest. I meet his eyes 
and he avoids direct contact. 
 
“What were you thinking? Didn’t Lord Pan tell you to just go there and give the invitation? That 
you didn’t have his permission to get vengeance? And look at you!” 
 
“It’s not like he could’ve hurt me too bad. I’m supposed to be immortal, if I remember right.” I 
grab his chin and aim it at me.  
 
“And supposedly so is he! You aren’t Lord Pan’s paladin anymore. I am. He attacked me and 
insulted our Lord Pan. This is my fight, and the least you could do is have a little faith in me.” 
 
“Lennox, you’ve never fought a duel before, you’ve told me this. You barely can stand to be 
around true evil for more than five minutes without a mouth on your dick! He’ll kill you, do you 
understand? And do you know what that will do? For Pan’s own sacred knight to be defeated in 
honorable combat in his own house by some… some vampyr?” 
 
Darren speaks up. “Karden? I believe our young squire has the situation well in control.” He 
checks his watch, and tousles my hair again. “Besides, our little genius needs his sleep.” He 
looks back to Karden. “Relax. I’ll tell you everything.”  
 
“I can’t sleep back at my dorm. He must know where my room is.” 
 
Karden sighs, looking at me, and rests his forehead against mine. “Sleep in the glade, by the 
altar. No one will disturb you there.” I kiss him tenderly, stroking his face, and he leans into my 
hand.  
 



“I, uh… think Darren wanted to talk to you about something, too. Unrelated, I think. About the 
monogamous thing.” Karden nods, already knowing what I’m talking about.  
 
“I do love you, Lennox.” 
 
“I love you, too, Karden.” 
 
“I’ll leave the decision to you. I care for both of you, deeply. I hope you both can forgive my 
rashness and what it’s cost you.” 
 
Karden kisses me again, hard, and then Darren, with equal passion. I don’t feel bothered or hurt. 
Gingerly, I lean toward Darren when they break apart, and he smiles. Darren leans over the bar 
and presses his lips to mine. His taste is different than Karden’s, not any better or worse, just 
different. I taste passion and fire, I feel a rush through my body similar to when I’m running the 
last hundred meters of a three mile run. I feel a hand on my groin, rubbing it slowly, and when I 
look down I see that it’s Karden’s. I’m still amazed that I’m doing this in a packed club and no 
one has said a thing. I’m kissing another guy in front of Karden and in response he’s slipping his 
hand beneath my waistband and gripping my now erect shaft. I grunt into the kiss, and Darren 
tenderly disengages. He smirks at Karden.  
 
“Now now, Karden. Let’s wait until after his duel before we break his mind, shall we?” 
 
“I’m just teasing him, that’s all. Two days with a satyr’s libido and no sex? He might very well 
tear that leech apart with his bare hands if it means getting laid.” 
 
“I… I do have classes over the next two days.” That gets his hand out, and I catch my breath as 
his licks his fingers clean.  
 
“Ah, yes. And I have been a bit much of a distraction to you, haven’t I?” Karden rubs a wet 
fingertip over my lips. I flick it with my tongue, taste the sweet tang of my pre-come there. “You 
should go to the grove then, before I get any ideas.” He smirks. “Well, any more ideas, that is.” 
 
It’s the hardest thing in the world to leave the bar and make my way to the grove. My body is 
aching even though I had sex with Karden three times this morning. It doesn’t seem like enough. 
We were easily breaking double-digits for the previous days, but then, that more than likely 
explains why every male I passed I wanted to bend over and mount no matter what he looked 
like. When I reach the guards at the door into the back my skin feels hot, my clothes tight, I just 
want to rut and dance with anyone who’ll show interest. The two tall satyrs guarding the door 
bow their heads slightly as I approach, but I don’t want to go in just yet. I take a long proud 
erection in each hand, to their surprise and then pleasure, running my hands along the lengths 
slowly, admiringly, my head dipping down to clean the glistening pre-come from the tips, maybe 
suck just a bit-- 
 
The snap of a scourge an inch from my ear breaks my trance, and a large hand grips my 
shoulder, thick hazy cigar smoke is blown into my face. “The kid’s off limits tonight, boys.” I 



grin up at the towering satyr. “And before you think about doing anything, remember I have 
given you permission to do nothing.”  
 
The door is opened and I’m practically dragged inside, all the while I’m gazing at the mammoth 
balls and huge, thick, pitch-black phallus, the shining silver ring through the head. I don’t really 
notice the bonfire or the reveling satyrs. I just want the massive icon of satyric masculinity. Vael 
leads me through the woods to the grove where Karden first initiated me, where he took me on 
the altar of Pan and I swear I can still smell it. I’m still wearing my clothes and this seems rather 
wrong, so I doff my shirt, jeans, shoes, and underwear as fast as I can. Vael walks to the edge of 
the grove and stands, looking away from me.  
 
“Sleep, kid.” 
 
“You don’t want to--” 
 
He looks over his shoulder at me, glaring. “I don’t recall giving you permission to speak.” His 
grip tightens on his scourge. “Now sleep, kid.” 
 
There is libido, and then there is fear. I fear Master Vael, no matter how much I want him right 
now. And Karden. And Darren. And the two guys at the front door, and the back. The satyr who 
gave me some wine, and that jock from school. Hell, even for a bloodsucking monster who 
wanted to use me as his personal recruiter for his harem of blood dolls, Dr. Evans was rather 
striking in his office and-- 
 
So yeah. Sleep sounds like a good idea. 
 
*** 
 
I wake from dreams I can’t remember curled up next to an altar, my chest crusted with dried 
semen. I’m thirsty for wine and hungry for a male. I kneel before the altar and stroke myself 
slowly, saying my vows and prayers to Pan even though I know he’s close enough to hear them. 
I dedicate my climax to my god as I splash my seed on the altar, letting it join other dried stains 
in the wood. I vaguely become aware that I have class today, even though the sky is dark and 
filled with stars, the moon shining down upon me and I really don’t give a damn about higher 
learning. I just want to go to the fire and get some wine and dance with my brothers all day.  
 
I then find Master Vael quite unceremoniously pushing me into an alley outside of the club and 
throwing my clothes at me before slamming the door. After a few seconds, I remember that 
indecent exposure is frowned upon in the City, and that people won’t automatically see clothes 
on me. I dress, pulling on my attire from the previous night, and walk the four blocks back to the 
university after the bouncers at the front door inform me repeatedly that I’m not allowed back in 
the club until ten in the evening, and that I can’t have any of their wine, and that fellating them in 
public would result in my arrest.  
 
So I go to school, attend class and drink coffee that tastes like motor oil and eat food that tastes 
like cardboard. I know I’m being sustained, but it bores me. I see many males over the course of 



the day, in my history class, my calculus class, sociology, all of them I would gladly bed if given 
the chance.  
 
I’m thinking with my cock, plain and simple.  
 
It finally occurs to me that this is exactly what Lord Pan told me not to do, and luckily enough it 
occurs to me in the middle of a quiz which I’m quick to finish and change my short answers to 
something a little less lewd than I’d originally written.  
 
I’m not a satyr. I may be drinking like one and chasing anything with a dick and a pulse, but I’m 
still human. I need to use my brain. Be vigilant.  
 
I don’t go to the club that night. I call, of course, but I go running instead in Tolon Park. I can 
always clear my mind when running because everything is simplified. It’s just breathing and 
pace, anything else messes you up. Let go of everything, and you can run forever.  
 
The Goddess told me to draw strength from a long line that I had been tied to. The obvious 
meaning was receiving favors and boons from Karden, from Darren, from the other knights and 
paladins, but there had to be more. My father’s family were builders, masons, people who could 
see what was wrong and fix it, build it so it could stand the test of time. Dad can listen to a car’s 
engine and tell you everything that’s wrong with it just from the sound.  
 
My mother was an artist. Metal sculptures. Dad told me that Mom called the local junkyard a 
“depository of beauty waiting to be reborn”. Her favorites were wind sculptures made of old car 
parts, water sculptures made of tattered kitchen appliances, anything that would react to the 
forces of the earth. Nothing was beyond salvage to her.  
 
I run and run through the night, hitting all of my trails, passing people who would normally 
hassle me, but they either shy away or nod when I draw near. Once I’m finally winded, I ride the 
train lines for the rest of the night, and then I head back to my dorm to change my clothes, gather 
my books. The room is empty, undisturbed, no little love notes. I put on fresh jeans and socks, 
change my shoes, my shirt. I’m clear now. Centered. Tonight I’ll live or die. Today, I go to 
economics.  
 
*** 
 
“Mr. Kingsley, I didn’t expect you in today.” Dr. Evans is locking eyes with me. I turn my face 
back to my book.  
 
“Infection cleared up.” I let the class think whatever it wants to. 
 
“So you’ll still be making your review tonight?” 
 
I look back up at him, and nod once. “You’ll be in attendance, I hope?” 
 



“Wouldn’t miss it. I’ve had to rely on less than adequate students in your absence. I must admit 
that your takeover strategy proves to be quite effective.” My blood is running cold, I can feel my 
head starting to pound. How the hell did I not feel this before? I look around the classroom, and 
the jock I’d been ogling so desperately isn’t in today. I pray it’s just a hangover. I reach up to my 
neck absent-mindedly, rubbing at the small scars that remain there. Some students just look 
between him and me confused, others probably thinking we’re either sleeping together or I’m 
blackmailing him for a grade.  
 
Dr. Evans starts his lecture about the mobility and versatility of a smaller company in the 
marketplace. He uses words like agility and adaptability and describes large companies as slow 
lumbering, single-minded behemoths. He covers a lot of ground, companies with set purposes, 
such as manufacturing needed goods that can be broken down and sold at a moment’s notice, 
avoiding heavy taxes. I realize he’s teaching us all how to be him. This is what he believes in. 
This is the engine of his strategy and I know if I listen closely enough, I can hear the faults.  
 
Karden was bruised, there was a cut on his face, a long slash across his chest. A sword. Probably 
a saber. If Evans is anything like his business philosophy, he’ll be an agile fighter, stick and 
move, and he expects me to be some lumbering idiot charging after him with a sword in one 
hand and my dick in the other. I should be insulted, but this is to my advantage. I’ll need reach 
on my side to counteract his speed.  
 
Class ends, and I gather my books. Evans beckons me over, and speaks quietly, “I plan to ask 
tonight to be to the death, little goat. But don’t worry, you’ll still be plenty of use to me 
afterward. I can just as easily make you mine again.” 
 
There are plenty of witty retorts in my head, but I let them pass. Karden neglected to mention 
something to him. He’d made the invitation, but had apparently forgotten to tell him exactly who 
he had attacked. I leave the classroom and walk off campus to the park to just walk a while. He 
doesn’t know that I’m a paladin. A paladin-in-training, but I’m still Pan’s chosen knight. There 
has to be an advantage in there somewhere.  
 
I call my father from a payphone by the lake and ask him if any mail’s shown up for me just so 
he won’t worry about why I’ve called him twice in two days. Everything could still go wrong. I 
don’t know what vampires can do, or how old he is, and I am still very much human with an old 
woman in a strait-jacket in Destry Bay itching to use her shears on my thread.  
 
I tell my father I love him and I hang up the phone.  
 
*** 
 
The marquee outside the club reads “Closed for Private Party” so the line is four times as long. I 
arrive an hour before sundown, nervous and scared. The bouncers bow their heads and let me in. 
The coat check girl in the lobby flashes sharp teeth as I come in, grinning, and tells me to “Kick 
his ass.” 
 



The club proper is empty save a few people, chairs and tables moved, a large red circle drawn on 
the dance floor. Those who are remaining are satyrs, and two others, both with pairs of feathery 
wings, one set black, one white. Darren sees me before I see him, and takes my hand. “We were 
getting worried. You all right?” 
 
I just nod, as my throat feels a bit tight; my eyes are locked on that circle.  
 
“It’ll be out here. Lord Pan won’t be able to watch, so you should go see him before this, to 
officially be given sanction. Those two…” He points to the winged pair. “Are the third party 
observers here to make sure that the duel goes according to the old laws. The challenge was 
issued to him by Lord Pan, so he’ll be setting the rules. If he says it’s to the death, you can 
refuse, acknowledge him as the greater opponent, and he’ll win. You won’t lose any honor 
officially, but word will travel fast.” 
 
“He wants it to the death. He plans to turn me once he’s done.” 
 
Darren takes a deep breath. “Squire. If he does that Karden, Vael, and I will not rest until you’re 
a pile of ash. I promise you that.” I know in that moment how much he cares for me. Brothers, 
lovers, friends, and comrades.  
 
Darren squeezes my shoulder gently. “Shall I go on?” I nod in reply, and he continues. “Before 
the duel starts, there will be a time for those present to bestow favors on the duelists. During that 
time, anyone who wishes to give you anything that they think will help you, can. Whatever’s 
offered to you, as a knight of Pan, you have to take it. It’s a facet of honor and hospitality. Given 
the crowd that comes here, I doubt he’ll be offered much, but I suspect he’ll expect that. Another 
thing, you can only use what is of your station, but since you’re a Paladin, that’s a pretty wide 
field. Any questions?” 
 
“I don’t have a weapon.” 
 
Darren stares at me for a few seconds. “You’ve had three days.”  
 
“I know his strategy, though.” 
 
“You were sent to the Goddess to lead you to it.” 
 
“I know a lot of things he doesn’t. I can use that.” 
 
“And you’re facing a vampyr unarmed?” 
 
I stroke the side of his face, smile softly. “She told me what to do, Darren. Have a little faith.” 
He leans into my hand a bit, closing his eyes.  
 
“Squire--” I put my finger to his lips. 
 



“I have to go see Lord Pan now.” And with that, I leave him, and bow my head to the two 
observers as I make my way to the back room. The guards step aside, and I go through the door, 
down the hallway, and into the clearing.  
 
It’s strangely quiet, the bonfire is out, there is only the light of the full moon which falls in a 
shaft down on Pan’s throne. I walk to him and kneel. “My Lord Pan.” 
 
“Tell me what you have learned, Lennox.” 
 
“I must draw my strength from many sources.” 
 
Pan’s eyes shine bright and his smiles slightly. “From where will you draw your strength, my 
squire?” 
 
“I will draw strength from my father, for with his eyes I will see the flaws in my enemy. I will 
draw strength from my mother, for with her heart I will know compassion and mercy when times 
are dark. I will draw strength from my brothers, for with their trust I will trust myself and not 
falter on the field of battle. I will draw strength from the Goddess, for with her words, I will 
know, accept, and face my fate this night. And I will draw strength from you, my Lord Pan, for 
with your faith in me, I will not fall.” 
 
He bids me to rise, and draw close to him. I obey, and he kisses me gently on the lips. It’s chaste, 
but I react regardless.  
 
“I am very proud of you, my squire.” 
 
I bow my head reverently. “And I am most grateful for your compliment, Lord Pan. I will make 
certain your kind words are not wasted.”  
 
“You cannot win, Lennox Despite your faith, your control, your knowledge. You are, as you 
know, human, and facing someone who is not.” 
 
“Sir, I cannot forfeit. I will not dishonor you.” 
 
“I am not asking you to die for me, Lennox. Are you so eager to throw your life away to help me 
save face?” He takes my face in his hands. “Are you ready to die this night? To feel your 
lifeblood draining onto a cold floor, to see the faces of those you care for draw back in shock, 
horror, agony as you fall before them? Will your father understand why you had to die? Would 
your mother be proud that you laid down your life? Will you accept all of this so that I will not 
be seen as a coward?”  
 
“The duel was your idea, my lord. I am simply following the path laid out before me. You have 
given your orders and I have followed them. It is not blind obedience, I have faith that you know 
what you’re doing. You would never allow something like this to go this far if you didn’t have a 
trick up your sleeve. So, my Lord Pan, would you please play your trump card? I have a duel to 
win for you.” 



 
He lets go of my face, and I stand before him, my eyes meeting his. And he laughs. The bonfire 
bursts into a conflagration, I can feel warmth return to the clearing, the moon shining down 
brighter than day as he laughs, a loud warm-hearted bellow, his head leaned back. I feel joy, 
bliss, all of it washes over me as my god laughs his ass off before slapping the arms of his 
throne.  
 
“And now I truly am proud of you, squire!” Pan’s smile is wide, infectious. I share it and laugh 
with him though I’m not in on the joke yet. “There is something the vampyr does not know, yes. 
He believes he is fighting one of my initiates, because he does not know I have a paladin. After 
all, you are the first in centuries. However, you are not truly my paladin, Lennox. You are yet to 
walk the path fully, being only a squire. But a Paladin must fight as my champion, if only for that 
one fight. If I have no Paladin, I must make one from my most experienced squire.” 
 
“But you have no other squires.” 
 
“And all of my former paladins have renounced their claims, and I have no knights. So, I am 
allowed to endow my squire with paladinhood for the night of his duel.” 
 
“So I’ll be a paladin for tonight? All right. I uh… I guess that works. I don’t really understand.” 
 
Pan beckons to the woods, and a slender, beautiful woman clad all in white robes, her hair long 
and black, hanging loosely, her skin pale, carrying a silver chalice in one hand that shines in the 
moonlight, approaches us. In her other hand she carries a long staff of silvery wood, wrapped in 
ivy, a cone from a fir tree affixed at the top. She lays the staff across the throne, and hands him 
the chalice, then kisses him gently on the cheek. He speaks to her in a language that is at once 
beautiful and incomprehensible. She smiles, and then turns to me, smiling as well. I kneel before 
her, struck with awe by her beauty, grace, how she seems to shine with a light all her own. I 
don’t feel worthy to look at her, so I look at the earth below me, but when I dare another glance, 
she is gone.  
 
Pan pats the staff once. “Do you know what this is, squire?” 
 
It’s at least eight feet long. I have no idea how I’d use it other than as a pole vault. “No, Lord 
Pan.” 
 
“This is the weapon for which your Order is named. The Silver Thyrsus. It will not be your 
weapon as a paladin, but since you are fighting in my stead this night, you will use my staff.” 
 
I can’t find words.  
 
He holds up the chalice. “Nectar. Tonight, you will drink as I drink, and be everything you are 
meant to become. It may be shocking to you, to see your destiny before reaching it, but perhaps 
after this night, you will truly know if this is the path you wish to walk.” 
 
I still can’t find words.  



 
“Now, rise, my squire.” He holds out the chalice to me. “And become my Paladin.” 
 
I take the chalice, and see golden liquid inside. All I can think of is Darren smirking, holding up 
a cup of wine and telling me to “knock it back in one go”. I close my eyes and drink.  
 
And then I scream.  
 
*** 
 
I am mere human clay.  
 
The legs, those are weak. And the joints are wrong. Best to stretch the foot, expand the thigh 
muscles, calves, fuse the toes, harden them until they’re black and split. And fur, yes. The clay 
legs need fur over all that muscle. Stretch the clay more, make the legs longer.  
 
The phallus, pathetic. More clay, stretch it, widen it, dapple the pink with brown, pack some 
more clay into the seed-carriers or it’ll just be ridiculous.  
 
The chest, too soft! Stretch it, too, wider as well, put some muscle on it. Too little clay to make 
this one right! Still too soft! Longer arms, larger hands! Still too soft! The kiln will firm this one 
up.  
 
The face. Ahhh… There’s much to be done. Stronger jaw, some stubble! Make those ears right, 
pull them to points! Stretch that hair! Horns! Yes! Pack on clay, long and grand. Curled like a 
proper ram! 
 
And now the kiln. Fire it! Harden it! Ready it! Finally! Finally acceptable! 
 
And to think this was mere human clay. 
 
*** 
 
When I run, I run on my toes. It’s better to absorb shock, and you’re heading into your next 
stride a lot faster. I feel this has prepared me for walking on hooves.  
 
I don’t know how tall I am. When I came to, I was holding the Silver Thyrsus and staring up at 
the sky. I used the staff to help me get to my feet, and then found that the staff wasn’t much taller 
than me anymore.  
 
My legs are massive, furred deep brown like my hair, which hangs down my back and my chest. 
My chest is flat, perfect, eight rows of abs under two massive pecs. My ass feels like two kidney 
beans molded from concrete. My arms are rippling with muscles. I can see cords of strength in 
my forearm when I make a fist. My head feels heavy, my senses are heightened. I can feel my 
ears with my hand and tell they’ve come to a point. I feel hard horns coming out of my forehead 
that curl twice, the points sharp.  



 
And of course there’s the giant penis swinging between my legs that’s quickly growing erect as I 
stare at it, brown with a bit of pink, a little like Karden’s, with low hanging balls swollen with 
seed. I’m a little afraid to touch it.  
 
“This is my destiny, Lord Pan?” I almost cover my mouth, because that can’t be my voice. It’s 
deeper, rougher, older. My chest seems to reverberate as I speak. “I thought I wouldn’t become a 
satyr?” 
 
“You won’t be immortal, my Paladin. Not until I grant you that gift. When you complete your 
trials, when you receive your true knighting, this will become the form of Lennox Kingsley.” I 
walk to him, stumbling a little, leaning on the staff. “And while many would see this form as a 
blessing, this is partly why I granted you this boon tonight. Being my Paladin is not something 
you can pick up and put down at your leisure. You will become this. My essence will flow in 
your veins. You will be an instrument of my will. And that carries a price. You body will not be 
satyr, Lennox. It will be as mine.” 
 
I lean on the staff, taking in his words. I don’t know what to decide, but he senses this. “You 
need not make your choice tonight. For now there are more pressing matters. Kneel, Paladin.” I 
do, bowing my head. He places his hand on my forehead. “I grant you sanction to fight in my 
stead, in my name, as my champion against he who has insulted me directly. There is a price for 
such insolence, and I am granting you the power to extract it.” He bids me to rise, and I obey, 
standing with no difficulty. “Take my thyrsus, Paladin, and reap what he has sown.” 
 
*** 
 
The club is closer to full when I leave the backstage area. I duck a little under the doorframe, 
having no idea how much clearance my horns give me. The stairs come easy. Just step, step, 
step. I’m trying not to look like a toddler or show any fear considering that my outward 
appearance is that of a seven foot badass. There’s many people gathered around the circle, and I 
see Evans inside, dressed in a black leather tunic and a flowing white shirt, leather pants, boots 
with silver spurs, his hair tied back. He’s never been this good looking before. He’s practicing 
with a long rapier, half-basket hilt, and I have no idea how I know this. I’m currently more afraid 
of my hooves hitting the linoleum.  
 
Steadily, slowly, I cross the dance floor, ignoring the bar where I want to drink an ocean of wine 
to calm my nerves. I’m perfectly willing to fight, I just wasn’t expecting to be fighting like this. I 
see heads turning and eyes falling on me.  
 
“Lennox?” I turn slowly, and I’m looking at Karden. Looking down at Karden.  
 
“It’s me.” I see him shudder at the sound of my voice, his erection producing a bit more pre-
come now. He runs his hand along my chest. “You were beautiful before, but… But now…” 
 
“Don’t get used to it. It’s only for tonight.” I still can’t believe that this is me. I lean on the staff 
as his hand drifts lower, lower.  



 
He hefts my balls in his large palm. “Ye gods, only one night?”  
 
I feel someone pressing to my back, fingers running over my body. “He certainly is… 
impressive.” Two hands cup my ass. Then Darren joins Karden in front, though his eyes are on 
something else. “Is that what I think it is?” His hand is hovering near the staff, but he never 
touches it. “My boon seems awfully foolish now.” I lean my head down, kiss them both, rubbing 
horns slowly to theirs because I know to do that.  
 
“I need your strength tonight, whatever you can offer will be gladly welcomed.” I lean in close. 
“I have no idea how to use this thing.” 
 
Darren just smiles. “It’s a holy weapon, squire. You using it should be the least of your worries. 
Just try to stay alive long enough for it to finish showing off.” 
 
I hear a bell toll near the circle, and one of the winged figures, the one with black wings, 
feminine looking, stands. “Will the duelists both enter the ritual circle?” 
 
That’s my cue. I walk through the crowd, step over the red paint on the floor, feeling an electric 
tingle go through my body as I do so. I face down Evans, and he appears confused.  
 
The white-winged one, masculine, rises. “In the matter between Robert Evans, vampyr, and Lord 
Pan, god of the wood, the method of resolution has been agreed to be single combat. Robert 
Evans has chosen to fight his duel himself, while Lord Pan, in the interest of maintaining an 
honorable and fair contest, has deigned to send his champion, Paladin Lennox Kingsley, to fight 
in his stead.”  
 
The look on Evans’s face is priceless. Who’s the little goat now, asshole? 
 
The black-winged one continues. “Robert Evans, as the challenged, you will dictate the terms of 
combat. As stated before the duel, you elected for melee combat. Will the duel be to the yield, or 
to the death?” 
 
Evans draws his blade, getting over his surprise. I’m still just a lumbering behemoth to him. “To 
the death. I want his blood.” 
 
She turns to me. “Lennox Kingsley, do you accept these terms?”  
 
I nod. “It saddens me, but he leaves me no choice. I accept.”  
 
The white-wing steps forward. “Then let those who would bestow favor on these combatants 
step forward.”  
 
Karden steps forward first. “I offer protection to Lennox. A gift freely given.” He holds up a 
large leather jacket, black, made for a biker. I take it, and kiss him softly. It’s a little tight on me, 
but it feels easy to move in.  



 
Darren steps forward next, his face a bit red as he holds up a wineskin. “A gift of courage and 
faith for the Paladin. I give it freely.” I take it though, and touch my forehead to his, stroke his 
face with my hand.  
 
“I offer a symbol to Lennox.” I turn, and see Vael, our height the same. He beckons me over, and 
I go to him. He takes my hand and puts his scourge in it. “I lend it to him for the duel, so he will 
not forget who he is.” 
 
“And I offer myself…” I turn, my eyes wide as I see the jock from class, stepping over the circle 
and toward Evans, his speech slurred. “To my master… So he may defeat his enemies.”  
 
“No!” I try to lunge between the two, but I’m blocked by a force. I look to my left and see the 
white-wing holding his hand up.  
 
“He has offered himself. Nothing can be done.” 
 
Evans smirks at me, and drains him right there in the circle. I hear the screams, the crunch of his 
collarbone as Evans rips through his skin, drinking him dry. The circle is quiet save the gurgling 
sounds from the dying boy and the loud gulps as Evans swallows him down. The body drops to 
the floor, forever wearing a mask of terror. Evans’s face is smeared with red, which he leaves in 
place, seeing my revulsion.  
 
My hand tightens its grip on the staff, and I pocket the wineskin inside the jacket, slipping the 
handle of the scourge into an outside pocket. I tap the butt of the staff on the linoleum, and step 
back from the barrier. Evans wedges his boot under the body, and easily kicks it out of the circle, 
the bloodied corpse being caught by three surprised onlookers. He stands on guard, his blade out 
and pointed toward me.  
 
“As I said. Less than adequate.”  
 
“Why are you doing this?” 
 
“Your master believes he can simply cut me off? Starve me out? Allora is not his to piss on like 
some arrogant dog. There’s more than enough here for an independent like myself. He can’t 
control everything, certainly not here. Your death will prove that. And a paladin? I doubt your 
master knows the meaning of virtue.” 
 
“You killed an innocent in his house.” 
 
“He offered freely.” 
 
“After you obviously bit him first, you bastard.” 
 
“Silence!” The white-wing and black-wing are standing, glaring at the two of us. The black-wing 
continues. “This matter is to be settled by combat. Not words. Begin.” 



 
I feel a rush of wind come at me. I blink, my hand grabbing the staff to hold it across my body, 
swinging it downward. I hear a clang just before the tip of his sword punches into my thigh.  
 
“Too slow, little goat.” The blade turns in my skin, twisting before he yanks it back, and I feel 
the wind rush again. He’s standing twenty feet away from me, bowing to the crowd as my blood 
flows down my leg, the shock fading and bringing grating pain as my wounded leg strains to 
keep my body upright. Holy mother fuck that hurts! 
 
Another rush of wind comes, but my hands are on the staff this time, and the Silver Thyrsus 
plans not to be beaten again. It jumps, twirls, dances across my hands, fingers, the cool silvery 
wood whipping about my body. My ears fill with clangs as I parry and thrust, block and riposte, 
forcing Evans to the perimeter of my reach, pivoting on my good leg as he circles me. I don’t 
know how the staff is doing it, but I’m not about to debate its technique. My head is throbbing, 
and I can feel where he is, even if I couldn’t see him. He’s just too damned fast.  
 
Evans rushes again, and the staff snaps back to life, my muscles aching as they’re worked in 
ways they’ve never experienced at frightening speeds. I start to drive him back, brushing his 
quickening strikes away with the staff, catching the blade in the fir cone and twisting it to the 
ground, then pivoting, spinning, whipping the butt end of the staff toward his head. It connects, 
and he’s sent sprawling to the floor. Holy fuck.  
 
Evans yells “Quarter! Quarter!” shortly after hitting the linoleum, a streak of dark black blood on 
the floor. I step back, letting him get up. He points at my staff. “He’s using an unfair advantage! 
That’s a weapon above his station!” 
 
“Lord Pan granted me sanction to use his thyrsus, Dr. Evans.”  
 
The white-wing stands. “But we did not.” He holds out his hand, and the satyrs in the crowd 
protest loudly at the gesture. “It will be returned to your master after the duel, regardless of the 
result. Relinquish the staff, Lennox Kingsley.” 
 
I find myself doing it, though I really don’t want to. What, I’m cheating? He sucked down a 
man’s blood and is zipping around the circle like a knockoff of The Flash and I have an unfair 
advantage? I hand over the staff and take Vael’s scourge from my pocket, the weight comforting 
in my hand. “Is this acceptable, sir?” I keep my eyes on Evans, who makes a show of licking my 
blood off the blade, shuddering in pleasure as he does so.  
 
“It is. As he has asked for quarter, you will be given a moment’s respite as well.” The white-
wing hands the staff to the black-wing, who holds it solemnly in her hand, still like museum 
statuary.  
 
Respite? I’m bleeding onto the floor, a breather won’t help that, and now I’m facing a vampire 
on speed with a scourge, a biker jacket, and-- 
 



I pull the wineskin out, and read the sigils inscribed in the leather. Darren, I fucking love you. I 
yank the stopper, and make a show of chugging down as much as I can. Karden would be proud 
if he had any idea what I was doing. I set my jaw and nod to the Winged Ones, and snap the 
scourge at Evans. This will hurt.  
 
“Begin.” 
 
Please let this work.  
 
I feel the rush of wind. I can see him smile widely. Teeth bared.  
 
He’s been fast, agile. He’s adapted, kept the advantage in his favor over the huge lumbering 
behemoth. It’s all business to him, feeding his greed, buying more life for himself with every life 
he takes. As a vampyr, death never enters into his side of the equation. Tonight’s more like a 
business transaction to him. But this isn’t business. It’s a duel.  
 
And I’m not a rival conglomerate looking to crush his small mobile company. I’m a paladin. I 
sacrifice. I accept my fate. 
 
And as his blade pushes through my chest, I smile as he comes to meet me. I fear neither him, 
nor death. I accept them and welcome them as smoothly as the blade cuts through my body.  
 
He smiles in kind, savoring victory. The blade is stuck, the elaborate hilt caught on my jacket, 
but he doesn’t care; I’ll be dead soon.  
 
“No staff, no one to save you, just you and me, little goat.” I’m still smiling. “I’ve won. I don’t 
see how you plan to defeat me now… Paladin.” 
 
I spit in his face.  
 
With a mouthful of wine.  
 
“With courage and faith, you fucking leech.” 
 
Evans screams as the wine starts burning him, screaming for quarter, but he’ll receive none this 
time. I toss the empty skin to the white-wing, letting him read the sigils. Sacred wine. Made only 
for the Lord Pan.  
 
And his Paladin.  
 
I stumble toward Evans, raising the scourge. I know exactly who I am. I strike him once in the 
chest, the silver tips razing through the leather. A former Paladin’s weapon. A holy weapon since 
it’s in my hands. Of my station. He falls to his back, still screaming, clutching his face which is 
aflame now. I reach my hand into the sucking wound the scourge left, letting fate guide my hand, 
and pull out a fine silvery thread.  
 



I keep pulling, pulling, the thread knotted to an older one, and an older one still, the threads 
getting more rotted and frayed, the knots more sloppy until an ooze-covered ropey ichorous 
twine is pulled free. Evans sees it before his eyes boil away, his hands frantically grasping for it. 
His thread.  
 
I chuckle weakly, falling on my side, suddenly very aware that there’s a sword through my chest, 
blood dribbling out of my mouth. “I believe you’ve been looking for this, Atropos.” I hold up the 
thread with my remaining strength, and watch it dissolve before my eyes, though I swear the 
thick black knotty one is severed cleanly in half just before my eyes close.  
 
“The matter between Robert Evans and the Lord Pan is now settled…” 
 
Sleep sounds nice right now. I feel so tired. Cold. Sleep would be good. Yeah.  
 
I wonder if I’ll dream? 
 
*** 
 
“I told you I would cut tonight, little one.”  
 
I’m the one in a hospital bed now, strapped into a strait jacket. It’s difficult to move, and I can 
see a slowly growing red circle on my chest, and another near my thigh. The Goddess is standing 
over me, wearing her crone face. She’s wearing an elegant pantsuit, a deep shade of red, her hair 
done just so, a faded flower pinned up in a bun of white hair. She’s holding a long pair of simple 
shears.  
 
“Did you think you would survive? That your Lord Pan would come save you? Make you a satyr 
and your thread golden?” She reaches through a slit in the jacket, and pulls out a long silvery 
thread. I can only tremble. It’s getting harder to breathe. “You will never become a satyr, little 
one. I have had my daughter make certain of that. And don’t think she’ll intervene on your 
behalf, either. This is my work. This is not spite. This is simply your time.” 
 
I smile weakly. “That, and you said you would cut. You never said you would only cut one. You 
cut Evans, though?” 
 
A grim smile crosses her face. “Indeed. One less to steal from my granddaughter.” She leans 
closer to me, and brings my thread close to my eyes. “I could tie another to you, you know. Cut 
theirs, instead. You have done me a service, little one. I do not forget my debts.” 
 
I shake my head. Even considering that sickens me. “I won’t trade someone’s life for mine. 
That’s wrong.” 
 
“You traded your life to bring me Evans.” 
 



“I sacrificed myself to stop someone who was killing innocents. Someone who insulted my 
lord’s honor. And yes, someone who stole from your granddaughter. I gave you his thread 
because I knew you wanted it. I didn’t ask for anything in return.” 
 
I know that this isn’t really real. I know that this is more real than anything I will ever know.  
 
“Tell me, little one, who taught you not to fear me? You knew you would die tonight. You knew 
your fate and still you went out to meet it. You welcomed that blade. And now death stands 
literally before you, ready to slit your thin-spun life and you do not beg, you do not bargain, nor 
rage. Before you were terrified of me. I saw the fear in your eyes when I had my fun with you, 
and now you are calm. Who taught you?” 
 
I cough, the pool of blood from my chest wound still growing. It’s getting cold here, too, the 
thread in her hand starting to fray.  
 
I close my eyes a moment, and I can see her there in the hospital bed, the machines making 
noises. Dad left the room to get something to read to her. Her arms are broken, her legs. She’s in 
a lot of pain, but she speaks up, her voice rough, like she’s speaking through broken glass, and 
asks me if I could scratch her nose. I just nod and do so, my touch light, and she smiles. Don’t be 
afraid, Lenny. And then my mother closes her eyes. 
 
“The one you took.”  
 
My eyes are wet.  
 
She takes a kerchief from her pocket of her jacket and dabs my eyes. “One favor. Non-
negotiable. I will have free reign to call in your debt. Agreed?” 
 
I can only nod. It’s too hard to talk. 
 
She pushes my thread back into my body. “I’ll talk to my daughter. I make no promises.” 
 
I nod again. And she leans down to kiss my forehead, a shudder of cold going through my body, 
my breathing slowing, the pain dulled. The bed feels like it’s swallowing me up. Soon there is 
only black.  
 
*** 
 
I grunt, because there’s a shot of pain from my leg. I can feel a tightness gripping the wound, 
hear hands moving over it. I open my eyes and see my chest wrapped in heavy cloth, stained red, 
but the color isn’t spreading. I’m on my back, on the grass, the stars and moon above me, and the 
smell of sweat and wine and wood tells me I’m not surviving a mugging in Tolon Park. My legs 
are still furry, my head still feels too heavy from the set of horns. My throat is dry and hot, and 
my body feels too light despite my still-increased size.  
 



“Bleeding finally stopped.” It’s Darren; it sounds like he’s the one bandaging my leg. He sounds 
tired, rundown.  
 
“Don’t we have anyone who can heal him?” That’s Karden. He sounds like he’s near Darren. 
Worried.  
 
“Yes, actually.” 
 
“Then why isn’t he healing Lennox?” 
 
“Because said healer got ran through by a vampyr’s sword and can’t heal himself.” Darren 
finishes tying off the bandage. “Besides, he hasn’t passed that trial yet.” He comes into my field 
of vision, and smiles gently. “Can you talk, squire?” 
 
“I think while I’ve still got this body the term would be paladin.” My voice is dry, raspy, but still 
deep and powerful. “Is there any wine? Throat’s really dry.” 
 
Darren props me up, my back against something hard, wooden. The altar of Pan. He produces a 
wineskin and holds it up to my lips, letting me drink at my own pace. Karden’s keeping his 
distance, but not too far. The wine burns a little, but quickly becomes soothing to my throat. I 
grin, wincing a little. “Did I win?” 
 
“Thought we lost you there, squire.” I don’t think Darren cares about titles tonight. Karden 
kneels next to me, running his hands gently over my wounds.  
 
“That was so stupid.” 
 
“I lived, right?” 
 
Karden holds my face in his hands. “Never do that again. I want your word. Never throw your 
life away like that again. On your honor as a paladin.” 
 
Darren puts his hand on Karden’s shoulder. “He did the best he could, Karden. He only had a 
scourge and a leather jacket to protect him from a vampyr with a sword.” 
 
“Karden, listen to me. I’m alive. I’ll be off my feet for a bit, probably, but I’m going to be all 
right. It turned out to not be my time tonight.” Because I apparently made a deal with Atropos. 
“But I can’t promise you that, I have to be ready to sacrifice myself. That’s the kind of life a 
paladin leads. We sacrifice ourselves for those who can’t protect themselves.” 
 
“I just don’t want to see you get hurt.” 
 
I smile weakly. “Well, I think that sword I took in the chest is honorably mine now. You could 
teach me how to use it. I’ll do a damned sight better in my next fight if I’m not using my torso as 
a means of disarming.” I look down at my chest, running my fingers over my wrapped up 
wound. “What happened to it, anyway?” 



 
Karden reaches up, and I hear a soft ting. I look upward and see the blade sticking out over the 
side of the altar. “Darren felt you’d want to keep it, so we cleansed it. Took a while, too. A 
hundred years of violence and blood. Took two whole tubs before it was shining again.”  
 
“Can I hold it?” 
 
Darren kneels on the other side of me, rubbing my shoulder gently. “Not quite yet. We need to 
consecrate it first. It is going to be your holy weapon. By the way, I’d avoid Vael for a few days. 
He’s still washing the blood and flesh from his scourge.” 
 
“How do we do that? The consecrating, I mean. Avoiding Vael is a whole other matter.” 
 
Darren leans me forward, lifting me up and setting me on top of him, the cleft of my ass against 
his groin, and he settles himself into the groove. Karden straddles my waist, leaning on me, 
kissing my neck.  
 
“Wait… wait… I just got ran through a little while ago. My leg is messed up.” 
 
Darren kisses my neck, and Karden presses his lips to mine, his tongue pushing into my 
protesting mouth, and I taste wine and sweat and heat. I feel myself quickly firming, my erecting 
length pushing up my stomach, sliding against the cloth of the bandage and along Karden’s eager 
shaft.  
 
Karden rub his horns smoothly against mine, the sensation calming to me. “Then I guess it’s 
good for you that you don’t have to walk anywhere or do any heavy lifting. Just lie here, with the 
two of us.” 
 
I’m quickly losing the argument with him and my body. The pain is dull, distant. “But…” 
 
Darren kisses my ear, whispering, “You only have this body until sunrise. Karden and I want to 
show you what you have to look forward to, and if we happen to consecrate your sword during it 
all, so much the better. Will you allow us this, squire? It would be… inhospitable of us not to 
teach you about yourself.”  
 
Dirty pool. I can’t deny him hospitality, certainly not when we’re about to do a ritual in front of 
an altar to Pan. “Okay… Please. Teach me.” 
 
Karden smiles, and reaches his hand down to my penis, stroking it slowly and I breathe in 
deeply, my chest sore, but there’s no real pain. “To begin, young squire, this is your phallus.” He 
pumps it slowly, and my words are already slipping into the passion language. “The primary 
source of your pleasure, passion, and zeal. As a satyr, you are a fount of life, nature, you are a 
symbol of all that is male. You are one with it.” I can only nod, trying to take in the words but 
his nimble fingers are finding every ridge, every bump, every vein of me. His hand sinks to my 
balls. “And these, simply put, are a wellspring of life, passion, and creative energy. As a satyr, 
you can release this at will. As many times as you want. As long as you want. Just relax, and feel 



the bliss, the passion at the core of your being, your inherent connection to Lord Pan, who 
himself is a god of lust, revelry, rapture. Let yourself feel it…”  
 
My eyes roll back into my head, my focus narrowing in on his hand on my shaft, but eventually I 
don’t feel even that, just the underlying excitement, the heat that I realize has been there ever 
since I came to in this form. It’s like a river rushing through me, just below the surface that I’m 
slowly sinking in. My body is afire with bliss, every inch of my skin tingling, my muscles 
flexing with strength, with life. But the river isn’t just flowing through me, it’s flowing through 
the earth, the sky, the moon, the trees, all of life itself pulsing with joy, with passion, with-- 
 
“Fuck! That hurts!” I see Karden removing his finger from my left nipple, where I see a silver 
ring hanging now. There’s a large wooden bowl being pulled away from my chest, filled nearly 
to the brim with a milky white looking…  
 
I don’t know what surprises me more.  
 
“Why is my nipple pierced? And what’s in the bowl?” 
 
I feel really, really good though.  
 
Darren kisses along my neck again. “The nipple ring was at the request of Vael. You must’ve 
impressed him. He wanted to put it on the right before.” 
 
“And the uh… the bowl?”  
 
Karden smirks, “We needed a little of your come for the ritual, to infuse the blade with your 
passion and zeal. I think we can consecrate a whole armory with this.” He then turns my head to 
the view of two other bowls, equally full. “You felt the Bliss of Pan, for about an hour.” 
 
“An hour? That only felt like a few seconds!” I look down at my shaft, which Karden is still 
gently stroking, the feeling just as good as it was apparently an hour ago. I don’t feel sore, 
drained, anything. “How could I come that much and not be tired?” I poke my sizable testes. “Or 
well, deflated?” 
 
They both say the word at the same time. “Satyr.” 
 
I stare at the bowls and Karden in disbelief. “An hour? Really? A whole hour?” 
 
Darren wraps his arms about my chest, and I feel his laugh as well as hear it. “If you’re 
wondering how Karden forgot much of his human life, his first three years as satyr were spent 
feeling the Bliss of Pan. It took weeks to convince him that he actually had been human, much 
less Pan’s paladin.” 
 
My jaw drops as I look up at Karden, and then at his dripping phallus, and then him again.  
 



Karden strokes my face, “Three years isn’t all that long when you’re going to live forever.” He 
reaches over my head, placing the filled bowl on the altar, and then gently tugs on my nipple 
ring, which looks tiny compared to the rest of me.  
 
“Kinda small though, isn’t it?” I run my fingers over the silver hoop, the metal etched with sigils.  
 
“It’ll be huge tomorrow morning, squire.” Darren’s fingers play over it now, rubbing the 
sensitive skin and I shudder. “Shall I continue your education?” 
 
I nod quickly. “Yes. Please do.” 
 
“First, your ears.” I feel his touch on them, and actually feel them twitch. “Yes, they flick 
occasionally, considering we’re part goat and a little horse. You’ll find your hearing is 
heightened like this when you concentrate, and of course, that the tips can be…” I feel his tongue 
running along the lobe, his teeth nibbling at the end, and I moan, writhing under Karden, on top 
of Darren. “Yes. Quite sensitive.” His hand moves to the front of my head, and I feel slight 
pressure, hear his fingers running along the surface of-- “Your horns. You can’t see them, but 
yours are a bit bigger than mine or Karden’s. The curl shows you’ve got a bit of ram in you. This 
explains your stubbornness. These make a decent weapon for a nasty headbutt, but rubbing your 
horns against another’s is either a battle for dominance or a sign of affection, depending on how 
roughly you do it.” 
 
Karden smiles, rubbing his horns against mine again before looking over my shoulder. “May I?” 
 
Darren laughs a bit. “It’s not my dick you’re looking to sit on. Ask him.” 
 
“I didn’t know if you were finished. The sun will be rising soon and I want to feel the ‘Sword of 
Pan’ running me through before that happens.” Karden lifts himself up and takes my length in his 
hand, pulling it backward, meeting my eyes. He bends his knees, and I bite my lip fighting off a 
ticklish giggle as his soft fur gives way to the sweaty cleft of his ass. I’ve never been inside him 
before, not like this, even when I was, well, smaller. The sight of my full length poised to impale 
him causes my shaft to twitch and bathe his entrance in my pre-come. He grins, “I’ll take that as 
a yes, paladin.”  
 
“Is… oh gods… Is…” I press my body back against Darren, who takes advantage to re-assault 
my ear with his teeth and I whimper, feeling myself going under, feeling the river. Darren tugs 
on my nipple ring, the nudge of pain keeping me grounded as Karden sinks downward onto me. 
His face is calm, peaceful, a contented grin crossing it as he rides me all the way to the hilt. My 
breathing is quickening, and I whimper, moaning his name, thanking Lord Pan as I let go, and 
Karden moans loudly, rocking back and forth on my erection as it pulses my seed deep into him.  
 
Karden leans down to kiss me, and grins over my shoulder at Darren. “You’re going to regret 
having chosen his ass. Sweet Lord Pan, I can feel every inch of him, every vein, every flex as he 
comes.” He kisses me hard again, and looks into my eyes, the silver flecks in his irises sparkling 
with mischief. “I’m going to keep you going all night, Lennox.”  
 



Darren rubs my chest slowly as Karden starts moving on me again, my hips weakly thrusting as 
much as my wounds will allow. “Three seconds and you come. Karden hasn’t taught you a thing 
about stamina. Mounting your fellow satyr isn’t just about filling him, young squire.” I feel 
Darren moving under me, his hand stroking my ass, patting the fur there. “It’s a union between 
us, when we are one.” I feel the broad head of his shaft pressing against me, and my body opens, 
welcoming him inside. “When we are mounting… mating… we are as close as any two beings 
can be.” His pace is slow, almost agonizing. He’s spreading me wide, spearing me, impaling. 
Please, Darren. Please don’t stop.  
 
“I could push in fast.” His lips are against my ear, I’m starting to lose myself again, feeling 
Karden riding me, Darren entering me. The bliss is too much. I can’t stay above the surface. 
Darren and Karden both kiss at my neck as Darren pushes in another inch, another. “Share your 
bliss with Lord Pan, brother. Offer it to the earth, the moon, the sky. Offer it in exchange for 
their blessing, to consecrate your holy blade.” 
 
I do as he says, the words pouring out of me in the passion language several times, a chant. A 
mantra. The bliss doesn’t fade, but I’m able to feel it all now, my head above the surface of the 
river inside me.  
 
“Very good, squire. Very good.” Darren continues his lesson, sliding deeper into my body. 
Karden is lost to passion, his eyes closed, offering his bliss to Pan as well, asking him to watch 
over me. Darren gives a similar prayer as he finds his hilt in me, asking Pan to grant me his 
wisdom.  
 
“There is so much I wish to teach you, squire.” Darren nibbles at my neck, my ear. “About being 
a paladin, about Pan and how to follow him, about your body…” He moves himself inside me, 
and I feel his spear of heat soothing the pain from my wounds. “I could spend weeks teaching 
you about your body, the gentle curve of your passage, the way you quiver when I brush your 
prostate, the way you rub and grip a phallus when someone stimulates your own. The bliss you 
feel, your body is so eager to share it with another.”  
 
He pulls back, and then moves back into me, and I gasp, my body tightening around him, my 
penis flexing inside Karden, and both moan in satisfaction. “See? Why would I have at you, 
rushing, pounding away in feral lust when I can take my time, and learn every pleasure your 
body yearns to teach me?” He chuckles softly, “Well… There will be feral lust eventually. We 
are satyr, young squire.” 
 
Darren pushes in me deep, pulling his hips back, and Karden grips me tight as he sinks back 
down from an upward thrust, and I come again. My body gives over its bliss, letting go inside 
Karden, adding my heat to his fire, his passion. I watch his phallus twitch and then pulse, long,  
thick ropes of his seed splashing against my chest, his come hot and sliding down to be absorbed 
by the bandage.  
 
My body quivers through my climax, squeezing and tightening its grip on Darren, the grove 
filling with the smell of rutting satyrs, sweat, come, wine. Darren groans, moaning out in the 
passion-language. “You two do not play fair…” And he adds his fire to ours, erupting inside me 



like a fireball, my body suffused with heat, lust, passion, bliss. I offer it all to the earth, the 
moon, the sky, to our Lord Pan. Darren and Karden join me as we chant, moan in the passion-
language, give of our ecstasy.  
 
After a minute, my chest caked in Karden’s seed and my penis finally calming as well as 
Darren’s, I breathe heavily. “Was… was that the ritual?” 
 
Darren gently thrusts at me again. “It was. Your sword should be consecrated to you now.” 
 
Karden collects a large dollop of his seed from my chest, letting me lick his finger clean, and 
then gives Darren his share as well. “But we can always make extra sure.” 
 
Darren nibbles my ear, whispering in the passion-language, “Very, very sure. We still have two 
more bowls of your come to use up.” 
 
Karden kisses me strongly running his hands along my side, and then interlocks his fingers with 
mine. “And I said I would keep you going all night. My word is my bond.” 
 
Darren places his hand on Karden’s and my own. “And you and I have much left to teach each 
other, squire.” 
 
I can’t even remember how to speak anything but their words now. “When the sun rises, will you 
stay with me? Both of you?” 
 
Karden speaks first. “My vow as a paladin…” 
 
Darren continues. “On my name and on my honor…” 
 
Then Karden again. “My brother, my friend, my lover, my comrade…” 
 
Both of them speak. “We will not leave your side.” 
 
*** 
 
Morning arrives with disappointment. I open my eyes and rub my face to find smooth skin and 
short hair. My horns are gone. I’m lying on a mattress that I recognize as mine from the spring 
sticking into my back. I look down my chest and see fresh bandages on my stomach, my leg, 
everything looking soft and pink and fleshy, my toes wiggling at my command and for a second I 
need to remind myself that this is all normal. My penis is no longer the “Sword of Pan”, back to 
its modest five and a half instead of the twenty-one it was just a few hours ago. My head is 
pounding and I can only assume that the nectar of the gods gives you one bitch of a hangover.  
 
“He’s finally awake.” Karden chuckles, and brings over a small box from the school cafeteria. 
“I’m apparently not allowed to pick your diet anymore.” 
 



Darren is sitting at my desk looking through my textbooks, and there’s a stack of books next to 
him all with titles pertaining to Tantra. “Because he’s recovering from sword wounds, and 
barrels of wine are hardly conducive to healing. He needs to keep his strength up. As well as 
reacquire a taste for regular human food.” He looks up at me, smiles politely, and ticks his head 
toward a set of wooden crutches leaning against the wall. “You try to move around without those 
and I will make sure you don’t leave that bed until you’re healed. I can do it. I know all about 
bindings. I had an excellent mentor.”  
 
“So you did stay.” My throat is sore, rough. I’m handed a small carton of orange juice by Karden 
who rolls his eyes because we both know wine would do the trick just fine.  
 
“Of course I did. We both did. You asked us, and we’re keeping our word. And I’ll be helping 
you with your training.” Darren comes over, opening the box to reveal an English muffin and 
some scrambled eggs, all slightly cold. “Eat.” 
 
Grudgingly, I start, even though it all tastes rather bland. “I thought Karden was supposed to 
teach me.” 
 
Darren sighs. “If Karden were left alone to teach you, your idea of defending Pan’s honor would 
be hitting every keg-buster in the City.” 
 
Karden sits on the bed next to me, rubbing my shoulders. “While if Darren here had his way, 
you’d end up mixing drinks and listening to everyone’s problems and doling out the pity sex for 
the rest of eternity.” 
 
“Slut.”  
 
“Monk.” 
 
They both laugh though, and join me on my bed, which feels rather small now, stroking my hair, 
kissing me gently. Darren makes sure I eat while Karden keeps me relaxed. I feel so small 
between them now.  
 
“Where’s my sword, by the way?” 
 
“Ah, yes.” Karden gets off the bed, and pulls a pine case from under the bed, opening it. Within, 
lying on a bed of dark green silk, is the sword. My stomach tightens a bit at the sight of it 
considering it ran me through, but the steel seems brighter, cleaner. I can see soft green sigils in 
the metal, much like the tattoos on my skin, and as I touch the hilt, I feel… It’s difficult to 
describe. It’s like I’m holding myself, everything I wish to be, everything I feel pride about. 
Holding the blade, I feel more like me than I ever have before, and I’m proud of it.  
 
As I feel Darren and Karden’s arms wrap gently around me, holding me to them, feel their 
warmth share with my own, I smile, genuinely. I have taken a step. I have endured a trial. After 
the night before, seeing my destiny, I can only be more certain of it.  
 



My name is Lennox Kingsley.  
 
And I will become a Paladin of Pan.  

 



3: Devotion and Grace 
 
The grass is wet, so my footing isn’t sure. The moon is obscured by the trees, so I can barely see 
a thing. It’s a little past one in the morning and I have a terrible headache that’s keeping me 
awake. There’s a light snowfall, but the trees in Tolon Park haven’t lost all their leaves yet, as 
November is the time in the City where the seasons can’t make up their minds. I’m following a 
beautiful woman with black horns and bat wings who makes my body react in ways that are 
rather contradictory.  
  
At first, when I woke up with my awful headache, I did so in the arms of two very attractive 
naked males whom I’ve been involved with for two months. And I had fallen asleep after having 
sex with both of them, just so that there’s no doubt about the fact that I pretty much go for guys. 
But damn if this woman didn’t make me curious. Not that there’s much to be curious about, 
considering she’s completely nude.  
  
However, the throbbing pain in my head as well as the burning sensation on my skin that seems 
to radiate in her direction gives me the distinct impression that she’s more than likely evil, and 
the guy she’s beckoning along with one finger is very likely about to die. Still though, what a 
way to go... 
  
I have the feeling I’m going to hate succubi. 
  
I’m carrying my sword, sheathed still, following her through a very cold park wearing nothing 
but a biker jacket and flannel pajamas that have been nesting in my hamper for nearly a month. 
Sleeping with two satyrs does tend to make you question the point of clothing after a while.  
  
She’s following a trail into the woods, which I know from my regular running routes. It’ll lead to 
a small clearing that’s perfect for screwing in public, as Karden has been happy to show me.  
 
No. Focus. There’s an innocent life in the balance. Victory sex comes afterward. Don’t plan it 
before you’ve earned it.  
  
I’m keeping my distance, because I’m not really all that stealthy and I have to guess that succubi 
have preternatural hearing or something like that. Darren hasn’t covered much on demons with 
me. Mostly he’s been teaching me how to control my urges, and Karden’s been teaching me the 
ways of the blade. I can stick and move, but that’s pretty much it. But come on, I’m a holy knight 
with a sacred blade and she’s a naked chick in a snowy park. I have the feeling “consecrated 
sword” beats “glass-cutting nipples”. 
  
I can feel her moving along the path, so I keep following, and she stops, probably at the clearing. 
I need to move fast because public sex in thirty degree weather tends to discourage lengthy 
foreplay. Keeping my pace, I move along the path, but the sounds of a struggle makes me speed 
up. Fuck. Please. Please don’t let me be too late.  
  
I come upon the clearing and... 
  



She’s on her back, her hands locked about his wrists, which hold a knife. He’s still clothed, his 
skin dark, reddish, long black claws visible, a long thin tail sticking out from under his coat.  
  
The pain in my head is searing, but it’s clearly coming from the guy with the knife. Damn it! I 
misread it! I clumsily draw my sword, wincing from the pain. “Hold it! What the Hell is going 
on here?” I point the blade at the one with the knife. She looks at me, pleading, still struggling to 
keep the dagger away from her.  
  
“This ain’t none of your business, human.” He turns to look at me, and sees the blade, and the 
tattoos that I know are glowing with heat from his presence. “What the--” With him confused for 
a second, she sees her opening, kicking him hard in the groin and pushing the dagger away from 
her face. As she struggles to get out from under him, he returns his focus to her and I advance, 
lunging to thrust the blade into his side, the sword shining brightly in the limited moonlight.  
  
He howls in rage as I puncture through the side of his coat and he backhands me hard, knocking 
me into the air, cutting him again as the sword exits his body, the wound smoking, actually 
smoking. Holy shit. I hit the ground, the wind getting knocked out of me, but little else in the 
way of pain, at least at that moment, and I get to my feet. The succubus has scrambled away 
from him, and she keeps her distance. He looks between me and her a few times.  
  
“You are in Lord Pan’s woods.” The park may belong to the City, specifically Allora, but to the 
supernatural population, Allora is Pan’s turf. “And you aren’t, uh, welcome here.” I point at the 
succubus with the blade, and then quickly put it back on the guy before pointing at her with my 
free hand. “And she’s under my protection, then, I guess.” The succubus looks decidedly 
unimpressed. “So unless you want to mess with a Paladin, I suggest you go, uh, hence back 
whence... Just fuck off, okay?” 
  
“I think I’ll take my chances, kid.”  
 
The succubus snaps her fingers, and immediately a long black thorny whip appears in her hand. 
She cracks it at the guy, and smiles coolly. “Our arrangement is over. Run along. You don’t have 
the drop on me and as incompetent as the kid here is, we both know that’s a holy sword he’s 
carrying.” 
  
“This isn’t over,” he practically spits out the next word, “Grace.” He backs off into the shadows, 
back to the running path.  
  
“And tell your master to teach you some better parting clichés.” She cracks the whip again and 
he takes off. With a sigh, she folds up the whip, and passes her hands over her body, her skin 
being covered by a brown bomber jacket, tight blue jeans that hug all of her curves, and black 
hiking boots. Her wings have vanished, and as she passes her hands through her black hair, it 
changes to red and she ties it back simply, her horns gone as well. Her whip seems to have 
vanished into thin air as she reaches into her jacket pocket and takes out a pack of cigarettes, 
tapping one out and lighting it, taking a long drag before looking over at me. “So you need a ride 
home...” She smirks a bit. “Paladin?” 
  



“What was that all about?” 
  
She gives a slight laugh. “Things a little too old for you to worry about, kid. I’ve got it under 
control.” 
  
I wipe the blade clean of the thing’s blood before sheathing my sword. “Yeah. Sure. Looked like 
that when I got here.” I shiver a little bit in the cold. “The offer stands, you know. If you want 
my protection, just ask.” 
  
She gives me a look. “You claim to be a Paladin who works for Pan, and you’re offering me 
protection?” 
  
I shrug. “Why not? You looked like you were in trouble and you’re not evil.” 
  
“How do you know that?” 
  
“You don’t give me a splitting headache.” And I’m sort of intrigued that she looks even better 
with clothes on than off.  
  
She quirks a brow, and shakes her head a bit. “Thank you for the most gracious offer, good 
knight.” She even throws in a proper curtsey. “But--” A knife flies through where her head 
would have been had she not been so busy mocking me, hitting a tree with a solid thunk. I grab 
her arm and pull her into the woods, following some shortcuts to the other paths. Why hadn’t I 
felt that? Right. Too busy staring at her figure. I need more lessons in focus.  
  
I keep my grip on her hand, running through the wet grass and snow at an increased pace as I can 
feel a subtle pain in the back of my skull. We need to get to a path where we won’t leave tracks.  
  
“Seems like he’s taking this harder than I thought.” She doesn’t even sound like she’s running 
for her life, more like she’s fleeing a bad date and stiffing him with the check.  
  
I keep dragging her along, pushing through the brush, my pants getting soaked, my muscles still 
not warmed up yet, the run sapping my energy. “Where’s your car?” 
  
We stop on an asphalt path, one of the main thoroughfares for the park. One of the gates is a 
hundred yards away. “Parked in a garage in Destry Bay, I took the train.” 
  
I stare at her in disbelief. “Then why the Hell did you offer me a ride home?” 
  
“It’s a figure of speech!” She sounds exasperated.  
  
“No, it’s--” I wince, feeling the pain starting to build. “Damn it, we’ll argue semantics later.” I 
pull her toward the gate. This is Allora. Near Tolon Park. Normally I’d just run like Hell for the 
Palace of Wisdom, but we’re on the wrong side of the park for that.  
  



“You don’t have to yank me around, kid! Just tell me where we’re going!” I point toward the 
gate and she takes off. I follow after her, but she’s got speed. Then again, she’s immortal and 
supernatural, what does she have to slow her down? I can feel the pain orienting behind me, so I 
run harder, letting adrenaline do its work as I clutch the blade in my hand, not wanting it to fly 
out of its scabbard.  
  
I reach the gate, getting winded, sprinting never having been my thing, but evil never seems to be 
in the mood for a five K. I can’t see her anywhere, and I figure that she wanted to split up to 
better our chances, rather than believing she’s ditched me and left me to slow down the pissed 
off thing that’s chasing us. Bitch.  
  
I stop at the gate, turn, and draw my sword, seeing a dark shadow quickly approaching. Why did 
I have to put her under my protection? I’m locked into saving her ass now.  
  
There’s a high-pitched horn behind me, on the street, and I look over my shoulder to see a black 
and very expensive looking sports car with the windows rolled down and her behind the wheel. 
“Get in!” 
  
I run to the car, opening the door and jumping in the seat, tossing the sword in back. No sooner 
do I close the door than she peels out, tearing down Tolon Avenue, weaving through traffic with 
practiced ease. I check the mirrors, but I don’t see anything following us.  
  
“I thought you said your car was in Destry Bay?” 
  
She keeps her eyes on the road. “It is.” 
  
“Please tell me I’m not an accomplice to grand theft auto.” 
  
“The guy let me borrow it. Honest.” 
  
I blink at her a few times, looking at the all leather interior, the six-speed transmission, the roar 
of what I know is a V-10 engine under the hood. “A guy just gave you an exotic sports car?” 
  
“I flashed him. And I’m borrowing it.” 
  
She zips through an intersection, barely beating the yellow light. She flicks the ceiling with her 
finger and gives a smile of triumph. We’ve gone about fifteen blocks.  
  
“He let you borrow his car ‘cause you flashed him your breasts?” 
  
She reaches down and zips up her jacket the rest of the way. “I have exquisite breasts.” She turns 
on the radio, going to a rock station. “So where am I dropping you off?” 
  
“Why is that guy chasing you? No, first, what is he? Then, why is he chasing you?” 
  



She smirks a bit. “I don’t have to tell you a thing, kid. And before you say something like ‘you 
owe me’ ‘cause you think you saved my life back there, I just probably saved yours. So we’re 
theoretically even.” 
  
“You brought this crap into Pan’s territory, so it’s his business. Therefore it’s mine. So give.” 
  
With a grumbling sigh, she pulls over, and gets out of the car, in front of a coffee shop I don’t 
recognize. I think we’re on Wilde Street. I get out quickly, grabbing my sword out of the back, 
carrying it along and getting a few stares. “Where are you going?” 
  
She points at the shop. “To get some coffee, of course.” She rolls her eyes and stretches a bit, 
quite a few guys giving her their undivided attention. Looking at me, she waves me over. 
“C’mon, my treat.”  
  
I just stand there.   
  
“We’ll talk inside. C’mon.” 
  
Exhaling, feeling a little frustrated, I follow her in, holding the sword close to my body, finding a 
table in the dimly lit café. I’m a little amazed that it’s open at two in the morning, but then again, 
this is the City. Downstate is closer to a fortress that closes up at 8pm. I sit down in a darker 
corner where my sword won’t be all that visible, and she sits down next to me. A tired looking 
woman comes over and takes our orders. Grande latte for her, green tea with lemon for me.  
  
She extends her hand after the server leaves. “You can call me Grace, by the way.” 
  
I take the hand, and shake it. Still no reaction, no heat or pain in my head. “I’m Lennox. Lennox 
Kingsley.” I bite off the urge to say ‘Paladin of Pan, Guardian of Tolon Wood, Wielder of...’ 
Vows of honor tend to make you rather long-winded in introductions. I sit and drum my fingers 
and on the table, nudging the end of my scabbard to make sure my sword is still right next to me. 
I was never good at talking to girls. I never thought I’d have to worry about it again.  
  
She puts a hand under my chin and pushes upward. “If we’re going to talk politely, you might 
want to look up here.” She smirks. “I told you they were exquisite. I thought you were a paladin. 
Shouldn’t you have a little more tact and restraint? And how the Hell did you find me, anyway? 
You just take random strolls in the park at night in your underwear?” 
  
The server gives us our drinks, and I drop in some sugar, stirring slowly. “To start, I’m a paladin 
of Pan. Tact and restraint aren’t high on my study-list. And I didn’t find you, I found your 
psycho boyfriend because he’s apparently evil enough to give me a migraine in my sleep.” 
  
“So you decided to play vigilante?”  
  
I gave her a look. “I was doing my job, okay?” 
  
She holds up her hands. “Truce, truce. I’m just curious why a paladin would come to my rescue.” 



  
I blush slightly, and she laughs. “Oh, was I going to be your damsel in distress?” 
  
I shake my head. “I thought you were going to suck out that guy’s soul or something. You were 
the target in the beginning. I mean, you were running around with wings and horns and 
everything.” 
  
Grace looks at me incredulously. “You were after me?” 
  
“You two were close together. Sensing evil isn’t like sonar, I just had a nasty headache in your 
general direction.” I rub my temples a bit.  
  
“What, am I setting off your evil senses now?”  
  
I shake my head. “No, you’re just annoying.” I grin slightly, and sip my tea. “So why is that guy 
after you? Really. I can help if you’ll let me.” 
  
She exhales, blowing on her latte, and takes a drink of it. “For starters, he’s not a guy, he’s a 
demon. And he’s not after me, his master is. He and I had a bit of a disagreement over some 
work and he feels I still owe him.” 
  
“What kind of work?” 
  
She just looks at me, tapping her fingers on the table. Oh. Right. Succubus. Once she sees that 
I’ve caught on, she continues. “It’s not a problem. I’ll just lie low for a few days and it’ll blow 
over. You should watch your back, though, his flunkie we lost in the park might run back to his 
boss and tell him about the paladin who stuck him like a Thanksgiving turkey.” 
  
I stare at her for a few seconds, as realizations filter into my brain.  
  
“What? Probably nothing to worry about. Just lie low a bit yourself and you should be fine.” 
  
“No, Thanksgiving is coming up.” I sigh a bit. “I need to go home for break today.” 
  
“For break? What, you’re a student? Which school?” 
  
“You were running naked past Tolon Park when I felt the guy chasing you, which school do you 
think?” 
  
She arches a brow, somewhat impressed. “Well, at least I know where to drop you off.” Grace 
gets up, taking her coffee with her while I get my tea and pick up my sword. We walk right by 
the register.  
  
“Aren’t you going to pay?” 
  



She looks at me, and damn does she have a great smile. Lights up the room, it’s like she uses her 
whole body. Then it sinks in: she wants me to pay. 
  
“You said you would treat, Grace.” 
 
Slightly frustrated, she chats up the server for a couple of minutes, and then leads me back 
outside. “Usually that works on guys.” She walks past the car, tossing the keys in through the 
window, letting them land on the seat.  
  
“We’re not taking this?” 
  
“I said I was only borrowing it.” Grace hails a cab, and three stop for her. She picks the one in 
front and motions for me to get in. I put the rapier in the back seat and get in. Grace is in the 
front seat, flirting with the driver and as the cab starts moving I notice that the meter isn’t turned 
on. Damn she’s good.  
  
As the blocks pass by I become aware of just how late it is, my eyes starting to drift closed. I 
take sips from my tea but it’s not doing much to keep me awake. Grace is continuing to chat up 
the driver and I feel like I’m watching the first ten minutes of an adult movie. She occasionally 
glances in my direction but I’m so tired the initial attraction and curiosity about the opposite sex 
has faded.  
  
When we reach the main gate to the university she has to nudge me awake. She’s grinning a bit 
as I get out. “Having a good dream?”  
  
I’m a guy, I’ve had enough of them in my life that I don’t need to look down to know I’m 
pitching an erection tent in my pajamas. I just shrug. “Probably.” 
  
“Anyone I might know?” 
  
I start walking toward the dorms as I hear her follow. “Probably not. But knowing his reputation, 
I wouldn’t be surprised.” 
  
“His?”  
 
I turn around to look at her, my eyes half-lidded. “Yeah. I’m gay. Sorry. I mean, you’re pretty, 
but I don’t really want to sleep with you.” 
  
After the words leave my mouth I realize this isn’t the best thing to say to someone like her.  
  
“Why not?” It’s like I handed her a script. “You were checking me out all night. You’ve at least 
got to be curious.” She tilts her head, looking me over. “Oh wait, you’re a paladin. You probably 
took a vow of chastity, right? And you’re afraid if you experience true bliss or know a woman’s 
touch you’ll break your vows and fall from grace?” 
  



I have to laugh at that. “You honestly think Pan would even let me say the ‘c’ word? Lady, I’ve 
been having sex at least three times a day every day for the last two months. It’s also close to 
three in the morning and I have class at eight. If you’re that desperate to get off, there are 
fraternities...” I point to buildings inside the quad. “There, there, and there. If you’ll excuse me 
though, I’m exhausted, and I really need to get some sleep.” I bow nobly, like Darren taught me 
to. “Good night.”  
  
And I leave her there. I offered to protect her but despite the reputation apparently ascribed to 
followers of Lord Pan, I’m not willing and eager to jump every person I see. Well, not unless I’m 
really liquored up and Darren’s nowhere in sight. 
  
When I get back to my room, I’m dead on my feet. I open the door and shuck my jacket, 
pajamas, shoes, everything. I got rid of my mattress a while ago, primarily because of a rogue 
spring, but also because my additional bedmates couldn’t all fit in it. Instead, we went with piles 
of pillows, which is where I find Darren and Karden, both sleeping peacefully. I set the sword in 
its case, moving quietly, already having left the tea in the cab. I crawl in between the two of 
them, and Karden seems to sense my return, wrapping an arm about me but remaining asleep. A 
pair of eyes bore into mine though.  
  
“And where have you been?” Darren’s voice is hushed, but I can hear the parental overtones.  
  
“Out for a walk in the park.” His eyes go behind me, off toward the sword case. “Where I kinda 
stabbed a demon and saved someone from harm.” I’m telling the truth.  
  
“Did you go looking for this?” 
  
“I don’t understand.” 
  
“Did you go looking for a fight, squire?” 
  
“No!” Karden stirs a bit, and I remember my volume. “No. I had an awful headache that woke 
me up, and it turned out I was sensing something. Was I supposed to just let the demon frolic 
around in Tolon Park?” 
  
“One? Demons rarely frolic. Two? You should have woken us up. If it was bad enough to wake 
you up, that’s a dangerous enemy and you’re not strong enough yet to face something like that 
yourself. Three? Karden isn’t the only one who worries about you, squire.” 
  
I sigh, feeling the same guilt I had when my Dad had caught me sneaking out. All the unspoken 
questions were there, the most prominent being ‘What if something happened to you? There’s no 
way I would have known.’ “I’m sorry, Darren.” 
  
He kisses me gently, hugging me and Karden tightly to him. “You’re forgiven, but go to sleep. 
You have class in less than five hours.”  
  
I chuckle. “What, no time for a lesson?” 



  
Darren smirks a bit, running his fingers over my erection, tracing the veins. I inhale deeply, 
closing my eyes. “I have quite a lesson for you tonight, young squire. It involves teaching your 
body to reach climax by using special breathing methods and using erogenous zones not 
including genitalia.” 
  
I smile widely, and kiss him again, which he returns eagerly. “It will require at least two to three 
hours of giving you a proper massage to help you reach the right relaxed state, during which you 
will probably climax several times. It would be quite a bounty of passion for Lord Pan, indeed.” I 
press my body to his, already leaking onto his thigh. After the night I’ve had, this is exactly what 
I need.  
  
“Unfortunately, you weren’t here so I taught the lesson to Karden instead. He really is quite an 
eager student when properly motivated. Good night, squire.” And then the son of a bitch has the 
nerve to grin wide and roll onto his other side.  
  
I really do hate succubi.  
 
*** 
 
The clock reads six after seven when I hear a knock at my door. I groan, I protest, but ultimately 
I have to be the one to answer considering I’m not supposed to have a roommate, much less two. 
I grab a robe which is entirely too big on me, probably Darren’s as Karden doesn’t see the point 
to clothing, and crack the door.  
  
Damn it.  
  
She looks fantastic, of course. She’s wearing sweats and she looks like she models them for a 
living, everything hugging the right curves, the name of the college stretched across her breasts, 
her hair hanging loose, brown this morning. Her eyes are a slate gray, her skin is nearly flawless, 
just perfect enough to be believable. Grace is holding two large cups of coffee, and hands me 
one.  
  
“So you never really answered my question last night.” 
  
“About what?” I’m having trouble remembering that I’m human and she’s bouncing around like 
a damned cereal commercial. Either her blood was a Colombian mocha blend or succubi just 
don’t need to sleep.  
  
She pushes the door open and comes in. “Why you don’t want to sleep with...” And sees Darren 
and Karden. “Ah.”  
  
Darren opens his eyes, looking up at Grace. “One of your classmates, squire?”  
  
“Actually--” 
  



“Yes!” Grace grabs my arm, and pulls me toward the door. “There’s a review and I wanted to 
make sure Lenny here--” 
  
“Don’t call me Lenny.” 
  
“Made it there on time. Brought him coffee, too. We gotta get going though, we’ve got a long 
day. Economics and all.” I’m pulled into the hall and the door closes on its own.  
  
“What the Hell do you want?” 
  
“Two satyrs?” I pray her coffee’s just kicking in.  
  
“How do you even know my class schedule?” 
  
“I want all the details. Let’s get going.” 
  
“I’m wearing a bathrobe!” 
  
“And you wear nothing under it and you have tattoos on your penis and tend to keep your dorm 
awake with your marathon threesomes. Good tip? Walls tend to be thin in communal buildings. 
Shall we get going?” 
  
“How the Hell do you even know that?” 
  
She smirks. “You have a bit of a reputation. Just for appetizers? You play with your nipple ring 
when you get bored in Calculus. There are three girls on the next floor who have perfect 
attendance because of you.” 
  
“I’m not going to Economics in my bathrobe!” 
  
“Why not?” Grace leans in, whispering in my ear. “Apparently you were sleeping with the prof.” 
  
“I wasn’t sleeping with him, I set his face on fire, shattered his rib cage, and pulled out his soul. 
Which kinda sucks ‘cause I had an A in his class up to that point.” Stupid vow of honesty. 
  
I manage to pull away from her and go back to my room, opening the door. She quickly follows. 
Karden yawns as I come in, searching for clothes. “Who’s this?” He gives her the once over. 
“Did you start experimenting, Len?” 
  
“Her name is Grace, and I’m not sleeping with her.” I yank on underwear, much to Karden’s 
disapproval, then jeans, socks, shoes, and a shirt I haven’t worn since the last time it was time to 
do laundry. It’s green, with “Save A Cow, Eat A Vegan” written across the front. It’s too tight, 
but at least all the sword training has made it fit me better. I put on my jacket, too big as I was 
seven feet tall the first time I wore it, and head back to the door.  
  



I give Grace a look before heading into the hallway, and then practically yank her along as she 
starts to ogle Darren and Karden and they start to do the same. Once the door is closed behind us 
I glare at her.  
  
“Possessive, huh?”  
  
“Why. Are. You. Here?” 
  
She produces a backpack from thin-air and slings it over her shoulder. “We’re going to be late 
for class. Better get moving.” 
  
I start wondering how many vows I’d breach if I just got my sword now. But I follow after her. I 
just need to get through the day, and then I can worry about the larger problem.  
  
Thanksgiving.  
  
It’s going to be difficult enough finding a way back downstate, the greater difficulty is Darren 
and Karden. They’ve sworn an oath to stay with me, and while I can run around Allora all I want 
without an escort (no matter what Darren says) they need to stay with me. Meaning I need to 
explain why the two of them are coming back with me. Elmwood’s a small town, I can’t exactly 
say they’re from there. Guys over 6'6" tend to stick out anyway. If I were only dating one of 
them, I might be able to tell Dad that I’m gay and that... one of them would be my boyfriend. 
That would only ruin the holiday and probably Christmas. Telling him I’m in love with two guys 
who are teaching me how to be a Paladin of a pagan god? Yeah, I can’t mutter that under my 
breath after asking him to pass the potatoes. 
  
Could all be academic anyway. I still need to have Lord Pan’s permission to leave the City.  
  
Having forgotten my backpack, I’m forced to borrow paper from Grace, who is, understandably, 
a hit in every class we go to. She’s well-learned, well-spoken, able to give fascinating anecdotes 
on a variety of subjects. Economics, despite the loss of Dr. Evans, has continued on with an 
interim professor who loses control of her class to Grace. Literature goes the same way, and we 
end up discussing erotic Sapphic poetry even though we’re supposed to be going over Faulkner, 
which I had actually prepared for.  
  
I also become aware of how many women -- not to mention how many guys -- tend to glance in 
my direction any time my hand drifts toward my chest, and the tightness of my shirt leaves an 
obvious outline of my piercing. I decide to just stare out the window and let her handle the show, 
watch the blackbirds in the trees, deal with the headache I’m getting from dealing with her.  
  
When class finally gets out I head back to my dorm, Grace in tow, waving and chatting with 
random passers-by. “Y’know, I’m thinking about going back to college. I forgot how much fun it 
can be. I need an updated degree anyway. No one will believe I graduated in nineteen seventy-
one anymore. I’m thinking business degree this time, it’ll be an excuse to try out pantsuits for a 
while and--” 
  



I grab her shoulders and almost shake her.  
  
“Why. Are. You. Here?” 
  
She’s not even fazed. “You know, that can be considered abusive.” 
  
I take a deep breath, think happy thoughts, count to ten, and turn on my heels and just walk away 
from her. Class is over and I have the rest of the day to see Pan and figure out how I’m getting 
downstate considering being a Paladin doesn’t pay all that great.  
  
“I need your protection!” 
  
I stop dead, and look over my shoulder.  
  
“You offered, paladin, I’m taking you up on it.” 
  
I grit my teeth. Damn it. “I thought you were going to lie low and wait it all out?” 
  
“They trashed my place. It was a message. I’m not safe, I don’t know anyone to turn to, and I 
don’t want to just seduce some poor sap who has no idea what he’s getting into. Besides, you 
offered.” She walks to me, putting her hand on my shoulder. “Please.” 
  
I exhale, hard. “You’re ruining my Thanksgiving, you know.” I start back toward the dorm, and 
then look back at her, waving her over. “C’mon.” 
 
*** 
 
When we get back to my dorm room I find Darren seated in the Lotus position, reading Zen and 
the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance while Karden has his head buried in Darren's lap, fondling 
Darren’s balls, soft sucking sounds coming from his mouth. Darren looks up from his reading as 
he sees me, his breathing only stuttering for a moment as Karden makes a satisfied sound, his 
throat moving as he swallows. “Did your classes go well, squire?” He gently pats Karden’s rear, 
invitingly, and for a moment I start shucking my clothes as this is normal routine.  
  
“I see your reputation is well-earned, Lenny.” 
  
Darren smiles genially as he can at her along with a polite nod. “Karden? We have a guest.” He 
then looks to Grace again. “You’ll of course excuse me if I don’t get up.”  
  
I grit my teeth, rebuckling my jeans. “Please. Don’t call me Lenny.” I look at Darren, and then 
Karden, who’s licking his lips clean as he looks over at Grace.  
  
“Thought you said you weren’t experimenting, and you bring her here?” He shrugs. “Well, if 
she’s up for it she’s got three holes and we’ve got three dicks between us.” 
  



I slap my face with my palm. “She’s under my protection, Karden. She’s the woman I saved 
from the demon last night.” Shit. I forgot to tell him about that.  
  
“Demon? You went out and fought a demon last night?” He looks her over again, and shrugs. 
“Well, at least she has no idea what we’re talking about. I always do wonder what conversation 
topics humans hear though...” 
  
Grace smiles, lights up the room. “So do I. My guess is the weather and reality shows.  I’m 
slightly left of human too, boys.” She then looks at me. “So, I think going downstate with you is 
an excellent idea. I’ll be able to lie low, and by the time the weekend’s done it’ll be all blown 
over up here and I can go back to work.” 
  
“Wait, wait. Who said you’re going downstate with me? I can’t take you home for 
Thanksgiving!” 
  
“Why not? I can play beard, your father won’t have to know you’re gay--” 
  
“You want me to lie to my father?” 
  
“More like be selective with the truth.” 
  
“I can’t do that. Besides, how would I explain Darren and Karden?” 
  
She rolls her eyes. “Simple. They’re friends from school who live across the country and can’t 
make it home for the holiday. You, being the generous and kind-hearted person your father 
raised you to be, invited them along so they wouldn’t have to be alone on Thanksgiving.”  
  
Holy gods she’s good.  
  
“And you expect his father will be prepared for three extra guests?” Darren gives me a look for a 
moment. “I doubt he’s even aware an extra two are on the way.” 
  
“Lord Pan might not even let me go. I still need to ask him.” 
  
Darren stares at me for a second. “We’re supposed to be leaving in several hours, and you 
haven’t received permission to go, haven’t told your father we’re coming, and have failed to 
procure transportation?”  
  
“We can take my car.” Grace smiles beatifically at him as he stands up, a scowl painting 
disapproval all over his face.  
  
“Grace, when you say ‘my car’, you mean...”  
 
She smirks at me, winking. “Rental place gave me such a sweet deal. You’ll love it, Lenny.”  
  



“You already rented the car? How would you even know I’d go for this?” I grit my teeth. “And 
damn it, stop calling me Lenny!” 
  
“Face it, sweetie.” She kisses my cheek. “You’re a foregone conclusion.”  
 
*** 
 
Normally I love going to the Palace of Wisdom. It’s a great nightclub on Park just a few blocks 
down from school that’s big with the A-list in Allora, converted from an old movie palace. 
Today though, I’ve got a lot on my mind, and dragging along a succubus in tow to a place that’ll 
be a playground for her.  
  
“They never let me in here, no matter what I do with my hair, my clothes, my face. All this time, 
and all I had to do was get in good with one of the goats.” I’m in the passenger seat of a luxury 
car that’s far too expensive, with gadgets and widgets that no one would ever use, and powered 
by an engine that’ll be breaking down and needing two thousand dollars of repair work in at least 
a year. Darren and Karden are in the back seat, and for once Darren and I are in complete 
agreement on something: we could have walked.  
  
The bouncers let us in, but I have to tell them “She’s with me” when they try to shuffle Grace out 
of the line. We split up before we hit the main floor, since I’m the only one who needs to see 
Lord Pan, but I grab Darren’s arm before he vanishes into the crowd. “Wine. Get lots of wine.” 
Darren chuckles and nods and we share a long tender kiss before he heads off to the bar.  
  
As I move through the crowd, I see that Grace has travelled to the stage, already chatting up the 
DJ. By the time I’m at the door guarded by Vael, the music’s changed and she’s up on stage 
working one of the poles. Vael, a leathered up behemoth of a satyr, opens the door, but puts his 
hand on my shoulder before I go through. “The succubus. I don’t want her in here again, kid. 
There’s only a few demons allowed in here, and she ain’t one of them.” 
  
“I’m sorry, Master Vael, she’s asked for my protection, and I couldn’t leave her alone.” I bow 
my head, and he forcefully exhales a plume of smoke.  
  
“Once this is over, you don’t bring her back here, got it?” He takes my chin in his head, aiming it 
up at him. “Got it?” 
  
“Yes, sir.” I frankly have no plans of ever talking to her again after all this is over. He pats my 
shoulder and lets me pass.  
  
I look back at him before he closes the door. “Master Vael?” 
  
He stops the door with his hoof, puffing on his stogie. A pair of girls start toward the open door 
and he snaps his scourge at them, scattering them back into the crowd. He then looks at me 
expectantly.  
  
“May I ask you a question, sir?” 



  
He nods once. “You may.” 
  
“How do you know she’s a succubus? Darren and Karden couldn’t tell. She had to tell them she 
wasn’t human.” 
  
Vael snorts a bit. “Those two have little experience with demons. Not many of them left walking 
about by the time they were taking vows. Succubi appear however they want, to whoever they 
want. You can pick up on it, though, if you’re vigilant.” He glares at me. “You are being 
vigilant, yes?” 
  
I nod quickly. “Yes, sir. Of course, sir.” 
  
“Good. Lord Pan is waiting for you. He may have infinite patience, but I would hate to see him 
exercise it.”  
  
I can take a hint. I head inside.  
  
I walk along the pale blue hallway, through the only other door and take off my shoes, socks, 
pants, shirt, underwear. As I step onto the cool grass in my bare feet, within Pan’s realm now, I 
finally start to feel calmer. Normally I would stop to dance at the fire with the revelers, but I’m 
on a tight schedule tonight. I proceed past the dancing satyrs, waving, touching, groping and 
receiving the same in return as I make my way to the throne. Lord Pan is seated there, as always, 
watching the dancers. I kneel before him. 
  
“What’s troubling you, Lennox?” His voice sends shudders through my body, and I react.  
  
“My deepest apologies, my Lord Pan, but I have to request a short leave of absence from my 
duties.” 
  
He bids me to rise, and I do, my eyes falling upon his phallus. I ache to feel his touch. “You feel 
you must apologize to me for wanting to see your father for Thanksgiving?” I wasn’t really 
aware that satyrs celebrated that, but as if he can read my mind (which wouldn’t surprise me), he 
continues with a weak smile. “I haven’t always been bound to my throne, young squire, I am 
aware of the ways humans celebrate in this city.” 
  
“I am sorry, Lord Pan. Do I have your leave?” 
  
“I do not own you, Lennox. Of course you may go, but I am glad you are letting me know of 
your plans this time.” 
  
“Sir?” 
  
He beckons me closer, and I draw nearer to him. I can smell him, my body suffusing with 
warmth. I can swear I feel a river of passion flowing underneath my skin.  
  



“The demon in the park. When were you planning to inform me of this?” His tone has never 
been stern with me, even when I’ve made mistakes. He always sounds... hurt. I’ve found it’s far 
more effective. “And you still haven’t answered my question, Lennox.” Pan runs his hand along 
my face. “What’s troubling you?” 
  
So I tell him. Everything. Waking up with the headache, the demon, Grace, the car, getting 
chewed out by Darren, taking Grace under my protection. Everything.  
  
“I suppose you will have to keep your word to her. I want you to tread lightly, Lennox. Whatever 
her intentions, she is a demon. We seek to free mankind from themselves, help them find their 
way out of themselves, if only for a short time. Demons... they only seek to corrupt.” 
  
“Shouldn’t I be fighting them then, sir?” 
  
He gently kisses my forehead, and my stress melts away. “No. You will be my paladin, not my 
assassin. You are of course allowed to defend yourself, but I’m not seeking a war with the fallen. 
There are rules, Lennox. Old rules. And I must abide. Promise me you won’t attack until 
attacked, or unless I give you leave.” 
  
“All right.” I gently nod.  
  
His eyes meet mine, and he holds my face in both hands. “Your word, Lennox. I need your 
vow.” 
  
“I give you my word as your Paladin that I will only act in self-defense unless I am given leave 
to act by my Lord Pan.” 
  
Pan nods gently. “It seems restrictive, but I cannot explain my motives. Simply keep your word, 
Lennox, and all will be well.” 
  
I step back from him and bow. “I trust you, sir. Don’t worry. May I take my leave?” I smile a bit. 
“It’s a long drive.” 
  
Pan nods gently, and beckons over a satyr, who bears a glass bottle. “Our finest wine... that we 
serve to humans, that is. Please, take it for your family.” 
  
I take the bottle, bowing graciously. “Thank you, my lord, I’m deeply humbled. There’s only my 
father and I though.” 
  
He smiles again, nodding, and I forget what I was thinking. “Then give it to him with my best 
regards.” 
  
“My lord?” 
  
“Yes, my squire?” 
  



“Is there anything troubling you, sir?” And the grove seems to go silent again.  
  
“I appreciate your concern for me, Lennox. You may take your leave now, if you wish.”  
  
I can take a hint. So I go. 
 
*** 
  
“There are a few theories, squire, but I’d rather not discuss our Lord Pan in the presence of 
demonic entities.” Darren looks over the front seat at the rear view, meeting Grace’s eyes there. 
“No offense, of course.” 
  
Karden, Darren, and I are all in the backseat of the rental car, despite my repeated requests that 
we get something else. My father will think I’m dating a debutante. I’m by the passenger side 
window, watching the dark tree line adjacent to the interstate drift by through the night. Karden’s 
got his arm around me, holding me close to him while Darren reads with a penlight.  
  
“Oh, none taken. There’s plenty I can’t talk about around you boys either. Lenny get over his 
honesty kick yet?” 
  
“Don’t call...” I sigh. “I give up. And it’s not a kick I’m on. I took a vow to tell the truth.” 
  
“So you figure out what you’ll tell your father?” Karden strokes my hair gently. “It’s no problem 
if you want Darren and I to just wait in the woods or something. It’s our natural element, and 
Darren will love the whole ascetic living thing.” 
  
“After how much you’ve worked him up, Karden, are you certain he’ll be able to go four days 
without sex?” Darren smirks, not looking up from his book, Nanshoku Okagami.  
  
“This coming from the guy who kept him going for nine hours straight. You were delving into 
torture at that point, you know.” 
  
“I was teaching our young squire stamina, tolerance, patience. Traits that will serve him well. I 
am training him not only how to be a paladin, Karden, but a man as well. You taught him how to 
down two bottles of wine in ten minutes. Please enlighten me as to how that makes him a better 
knight.” 
  
Karden chuckles. “I spent time around actual knights, Darren. At least I think I did. And all of 
them were able to hold their liquor. Besides, I teach him other stuff, too. And I’m opening his 
eyes to new experiences. Remember how much of a prude he was a few months ago? You’re just 
happy to finally have a student again. Admit it, you love to play mentor.” 
  
“God, is this it?” Grace pipes up from the driver’s seat, and we enter Elmwood. It’s a small town, 
mostly just Main Street and a few branches off the interstate. It’s past eight in the evening, so 
everything’s pretty much closed. Just streetlights and a few cars going here and there. I never 
realized just how... barren it all was.  



  
“Yep. Population five hundred sixty-seven. My graduating class was seventeen. Didn’t even 
have a football team. Mostly just woods out here, some farming, hunting, a little fishing. My dad 
used to run the garage in town, but he closed it after my Mom died. Now he just restores cars 
from home.” I look at Grace. “He’s going to hate this car. Even if it’s a rental, you didn’t go with 
American.” 
  
“Should I have gotten a Mustang instead?” 
  
“Fuck no, we’re Chevy guys.” 
  
“Well, we’re getting close, what are you going to tell him?” Grace asks, but everyone in the car 
wants my answer. We make the turn onto Argonne Road and I make the decision to just wing it. 
We don’t need to go much further anyway. I point out the house, the only source of light on this 
road for over a mile in either direction. Grace drives up the long dirt driveway to the house.  
  
“This can’t be it.” 
  
But as the headlights hit it, I can only nod. “No, this is the place.” It’s a doublewide, set a bit off 
the ground, a covered porch that runs the length of it. Brown paint job, screen door barely 
hanging off the hinges and a battered door underneath. There’s a large wind sculpture in the front 
yard made from hubcaps that have been cut and welded. There’s a small garage separate from 
the house with a tarped car inside, and a tiny greenhouse out back.  
  
My name is Lennox Kingsley.  
  
And I’m trailer trash. 
  
I get out of the car and go around to the back, slapping the trunk a few times until she gets the 
hint and pops it. “What, were you expecting a mansion?” I’ve brought home the wine, a holy 
sword, two satyr lovers and a succubus, which with any luck will make my father overlook the 
eighty pounds of laundry I’ve brought home as well.  
  
“I let you run off to college for two months, and look what you come back in.” I turn, and 
standing on the porch is Duncan Kingsley.  
  
Dad’s the tall one in the family, being about six one, but he’s still dwarfed by Karden and 
Darren, who are still in the car. He’s wearing jeans, boots, flannel, a ball cap for his old garage, 
and a fall coat. Dad says I take after Mom, but you’d never believe it. We both have dark brown 
hair, similar facial structure, similar build, same laugh, same smile. The only difference is that 
my eyes are gray while his are green. That and he’s five inches taller than me. He still hugs me 
though, practically picking me up off the ground, and then reaches into the trunk to pull out the 
huge duffel with my laundry in it, easily carrying it with one hand.  
  
“Your friends just dropping you off?” His voice is a little gruffer than mine, too, but I expect I’ll 
eventually sound like him anyway.  



  
“Actually, I kind of wanted to talk to you about that.” 
  
He shoulders the duffel. “Need money for gas? I’m a little tapped out until tomorrow.” 
  
“Dad, they uh... They came home with me.”  
  
And there’s the look. The “Boy, go out back and chop wood ‘til Easter” look. I really should 
have called and cleared. Grace quickly gets out of the car and Dad’s quick to take off his hat. 
“I’m really sorry, Mr. Kingsley. I talked him into it. The three of us, well, our families don’t live 
in the City and we were probably going to just spend Thanksgiving alone, but Lenny here was 
talking about the dinner you guys were having and I kinda mentioned it’d be nice to eat with a 
real family so he sort of offered. I don’t think he was serious, but we took him up on it anyway 
and we can totally leave if you want and I’m so sorry for all the trouble, and I’m Grace, by the 
way. Hi.” 
  
Dad just looks at me, incredulous. “Lenny?” 
  
“She does what she wants.” 
  
“This your girlfriend, son?” 
  
“No. No. No, she is not. This woman is not my girlfriend. No way in Hell am I dating her.” I 
catch another look, and wince, looking at Grace. “I apologize for the profanity. That is not the 
sort of language to be used in front of a lady.” 
  
There’s a near explosion of laughter from the car. Karden, I’ll bet. They get out, and Darren 
walks over to my father, shaking his hand. “I’m Darren, Mr. Kingsley. I apologize for any 
inconvenience we’re causing. Let us know if there’s anything we can do.” Karden comes over 
with a grin.  
  
“Hi, I’m Karden.” At my father’s look, he adds, “It’s the name my parents gave me. I’m doing 
the best I can. Nice to meet you. Len here talks about you a lot. Kinda feel like I already know 
you.” 
  
“You two are a little old, aren’t you?” He looks to me. “How do you know them?” 
  
“From work.” Karden answers before I can. “We all work security at a nightclub not far from 
campus.”  
  
Dad looks from one to the next, before finally settling his eyes on me. “Well, son, looks like you 
gotta hunt up a bigger turkey if you want all these people here. Not to mention sleeping 
arrangements.” He looks at Darren and Karden. “You boys don’t mind doing a few chores while 
you’re here, do you?” 
  
“No, sir.” Darren and Karden both say it one after the other, and my father nods curtly.  



  
“Ma’am.” He smiles genially at Grace, tipping his hat before affixing it back on his head and 
carrying the heavy load of laundry into the house. I get the sword out of the trunk and walk by 
Grace, stopping before going into the house.  
  
“You put any moves on my Dad and I’m sodomizing you with this.” 
  
“At least I know where the grudging chivalry comes from now.” 
  
The house was split into four sections. My father’s room at one end, my room at the other, with 
the kitchen and living room in-between. This left two beds, one couch, and two sleeping bags. 
My father, being the gracious one, offered his bed to Grace while he took the couch. Darren and 
Karden were given the sleeping bags, both made for camping, and Karden slept out in the living 
room with Dad while Darren shared my room with me. Dad didn’t want anyone trying anything 
“untoward” with Grace as she wasn’t dating any of us. Dad seemed to like Karden though, as 
they shared a few beers and Karden got him talking about engines. Dad still called lights out 
though at eleven, seeing as we all had to wake up at six.  
  
My room was left the way I remembered it. The walls had posters of cars and sports teams, a 
single bed and a small TV on a stand, a bookcase with old paperbacks. I was on the floor lying 
next to Darren. We kept our voices low.  
  
“I don’t know if we’ve ever been alone like this.” We’re lying on our backs, looking at the 
ceiling where there are glow-in-the-dark stars still there from when I was seven. “From the first 
night we were together, it’s always been the three of us.” 
  
Darren’s mostly quiet. I don’t really feel like now is the time for a lesson.  
  
I poke him in the side, and he turns his head to look at me. “Are you mad at me at all?”  
  
“Why would you think that?” 
  
I shrug in response.  
  
“No. I just don’t want to see you make mistakes. I realize you should be free to make them, but I 
want you to be prepared. To think things through. You’re going to be the first paladin in 
centuries to serve Lord Pan. And times are different now. There are many enemies and we are in 
the minority. I want you to live long enough to retire.” 
  
“And become satyr?” I know for a fact that I won’t. I’ve been told flat out by the Goddess that 
I’m mortal and nothing’s going to change that, but I haven’t told anyone. Sounds like a party-
killer.  
  
“If you wish.” He runs his hand along my face. “It would be a shame to lose you. There are some 
who’ve grown quite fond of you, squire.” 
  



“Darren?” 
  
“Yes, squire?”  
  
“Why don’t you ever call me Lennox?” 
  
There’s a few seconds pause. “Because I’m your teacher. Your mentor.” 
  
“What about brothers, lovers, friends, and comrades?” 
  
“I don’t deny that you’re all those things to me. You’re my student as well.” 
  
“Who swore to never leave my side? What about when I become a paladin and your job is 
finished?” 
  
“I’ll stand by you.” 
  
A few more seconds pass, and I look up at the yellow-green stars arranged in a crude facsimile of 
Orion. “Are you fond of me?” I turn to look at him. “Tell me the truth, really.” 
  
“Please, squire. Don’t complicate things. What you and Karden and I have currently is what’s 
best for you. Karden can show you how to live life far better than I ever could. When it comes 
right down to it, I truly am a monk as he says. A philosopher. A theorist. Concentrate on your 
training, your education. Don’t worry about such things.” 
  
“That’s not an answer, Darren. Are you just here because you feel obligated ‘cause I’m the new 
squire?” 
  
I see his eyes in the low light, boring into me hard. “I’m asking you now, squire. Stop pushing.” 
  
“You’re supposed to be free, not hold anything back, be what you are. What, that goes out the 
window for me ‘cause I’m not satyr yet?” 
  
Darren grabs my shoulders. “You want the truth, squire? Fine. I ache for you when we’re apart. I 
think about you and the thought of having to share you with anyone, even Karden or Lord Pan 
himself makes me jealous. I don’t want to just be your mentor, I want to be your mate, and I love 
you so damned much, Lennox Kingsley, that I curse Pan for making me remember how.” 
  
“Darren, I...” 
  
“Just don’t say anything.” He lets go of me. “I know I’m not making this fair to you, or to 
Karden. I’ve thought this through and this is the only way you and I can be together, to just 
accept things as they are. I can’t ask you to choose, I don’t have the right. He found you first, 
initiated you. He might even love you, really love, and not just in that infatuated way that fades 
sooner than the wind. I swore I would never leave your side, Lennox. I’ll keep my word. I’ll--” 
  



“Cut the fucking whining guilt trip, would you?”  
 
His eyes stare into mine. “Beg pardon?” 
  
“Yes, I love Karden. Yes, Karden loves me. Yes, I love you, Darren. And yes, it is unfair to ask 
me to choose, but I’m not going to let you torture yourself in silence because you told me how 
you feel about me. That was brave, what you did. We can talk about this with Karden, because 
he has a right to know this to, and we’ll work it out, alright?” 
  
“Lennox?” 
  
“That’s three times you’ve used my name. Getting a taste for it, finally?” 
  
I feel his hand gently squeeze mine. “Lennox, just tell me. Could you feel for me what I feel for 
you? Would it be so terrible, to be my mate?” 
  
“Darren, you are one of the most important people in my life. The times when I see you truly 
happy, they make me feel like I’m doing all of this right. I know you wouldn’t devote so much to 
me if you didn’t believe in me. Karden believes in me, too. He wants to protect me from 
everything, to fight alongside me. You want me to be ready to face the world alone. Just...” I 
stroke his hair, and he returns the gesture. “Just give me time, to figure out how I feel. Will you 
let me do that?” 
  
He nods once. “I can wait for you.” Darren then smiles weakly. “For those of us that used to be 
human, this is a very awkward time for us. We’re remembering things, emotions, rules that never 
had to apply to us before. I accept that Lord Pan knows what he’s doing, but it makes this all 
more difficult. I was content to be your teacher in the beginning, your friend and lover. But now 
I believe I’m realizing what all that means to me. Forgive me if I seem to be coming on too 
quickly.” 
  
“Darren. Please, stop apologizing.” I gently kiss him.  
  
“If Karden had been in this room, I wonder if you’d be having the same conversation?” He 
smirks a little. “More than likely he’d be remedying that fact that you never had sex on your own 
bed in here.”  
  
“And you don’t?” 
  
“I wouldn’t want to wake your father. Besides, we’ve been together enough on a bed. I would 
want to be with you out there, in the woods, under the moon, with our passion to keep us warm.” 
  
I grin, kissing him again. “That’s very romantic, Darren, but you don’t know a thing about these 
woods. We’d get eaten alive by bugs and gods know what else out there.” 
  
“Do you honestly believe servants of the god of the wood have to worry about such things, 
squire?” He presses his body against me, and I can feel that he’s eager, his apprehension fading. 



“Perhaps tonight? Slip out the window and return before dawn? You can put your studies to good 
use, show me what you’ve learned about my body while I do the same.” 
  
I grin, and gently stroke his firm phallus. “What happened to all that calm and self-control? 
You’re twitching enough that I could get you off with three touches.” He grits his teeth and 
steadies his breathing. “That’s better. And tomorrow night. I need to talk to Karden first about all 
this. Please understand. I know you really want to, but tonight really isn’t good.” 
  
Darren winces a bit. “Squire, I can wait, but... I really need to...” He motions down with his eyes, 
and I can take a hint. I wriggle downward, keeping a grip on him so I can find him in the dark, 
and press his leaking tip to my mouth. He eases his hips forward, entering, resting the head on 
my tongue while my fingers gently massage his heavy scrotum. I’m not doing anything fancy, 
just working little spots on the ridge of his glans while I feel his body heat increasing, his 
breathing steady except for the stutters when I hit his sweet spots. Any second now he’ll mutter a 
prayer, giving the bliss of his climax to Lord Pan, Lady Selene, the sky, the earth, and the stars. 
Any second now... 
  
Any second now...  
  
He’s slipping into the passion-language, and I push a pillow toward his face to muffle the noise. 
His balls are pulling toward his body, his phallus stiffening harder for a second. Any time now, 
Darren.  
  
“I love you, Lennox...” He floods my mouth and I strain to swallow as quickly as I can. My mind 
floods with images, my own shaft straining to hold off climaxing myself as my body surges with 
the bliss that’s flowing into me. He didn’t share. He confessed his love, a moment of great 
bravery and passion, and he didn’t offer one whit of it to the gods. Darren’s giving it all to me. I 
can feel the depth of it, his need for me, his jealousy toward Karden, his fantasies of making love 
to me. Making love. His memories of his first time with me, learning the subtleties of my body’s 
pleasure, every time since then. And then I feel his worry, his concern, his fear that something 
will happen to me, that he’ll need to protect me. I see myself being run through by a vampyr’s 
sword that’s now my own, and feel his heart screaming. I feel his hands pulling me off him, his 
face marked with worry. “I’m so sorry, Lennox. I... forgot to...” 
  
I roll onto my back, staring at the ceiling, subconsciously counting the little green stars. Darren 
goes quiet, knowing what he’s done. When someone tells you they love you, you have to take it 
on faith, how much you believe them. I’d seen, and felt Darren’s love for me.  
  
In all its grand and terrifying glory.  
  
I’ll never look at him the same way again.  
 
*** 
 
I wake up in my bed, under blankets, my father knocking on the door at precisely six in the 
morning. I’ve spent almost three months away in the City but already I’m wide awake and 



getting my clothes on. Darren’s already up and out of the room, the sleeping bag rolled up next 
to the bed. Ducked out early. I’m not really ready to face him yet. I put on my pants and heavy 
jacket and head out to the kitchen, where I see Karden and Grace seated at the table while my 
Dad makes breakfast.  
 
“You start drinking coffee?” Dad cracks another egg onto the skillet, breaking the yolk. He 
makes scrambled eggs, and that’s pretty much it for him.  
  
“Yeah, but I don’t need it. I’m awake.” Grace is sipping hers and wincing like its motor oil, and 
Karden’s sneaking nips from a flask that I know has wine in it. I head to the cupboards and get 
out bread, starting on the toast. It’s an easy rhythm that my father and I have. I make the toast 
and bacon, he does the eggs. I pour his coffee, he pours my orange juice, and everything’s on the 
table by the time we’re done. Even with extra people we’re a well-oiled machine.  
  
“Good. Was worried city-living made you lazy.” 
  
“Anything but, Dad. Where’s Darren?” 
  
“Sent him out to chop wood. After breakfast, I want you out in the woods, and you don’t come 
back without a twenty-pounder.” 
  
“Yes, sir.” I pop out the toast and start the next two slices while I turn the bacon, hearing it 
sizzle.  
  
Dad turns his eyes on Karden and Grace. “Karden? You’re helping Darren with the wood. 
Probably take a couple of you to get through the stack that’s out there. Extra ax is out there by 
the shed.” 
  
“Yes, sir.” My father has this effect on people. 
  
“Grace?” He sets a plate of eggs in front of her, refills her coffee. “I need you to head out to the 
greenhouse, pick some potatoes, carrots, and some celery for tomorrow.” 
  
“Why do I get the girl job?” 
  
He smiles warmly, and sets down the toast as well after I lay the last slices on the plate. “You 
think you can handle a chainsaw or a twelve-gauge shotgun, darlin’?” 
  
“Veggies sound good.”  
  
“You want me to get a tree, too?” I grumble a little, but I’ve had to do this before.  
  
“I’m sorry, am I interrupting your busy schedule today? Almanac says winter’ll be nasty this 
year so I can sell some extra wood. We need the money. Now eat your breakfast and go bag a 
gobbler and a forty-footer.” 
  



“Forty?” 
  
“You can take the truck.”  
  
I sit down, defeated, and start on breakfast as my day is pretty much squared away now. So much 
for seeing my Pagan friends Rick and Barbara tonight and letting them know that knighting 
ceremony they did for me last year had apparently taken. 
  
“If I can ask? What are you doing today, Mr. Kingsley?” Grace is poking at her meal, clearly not 
used to home cooking, it seems, or she just tried to forget it. She’s running and hiding from 
demons that want to kill her, and the glamorous succubus is stuck pulling carrots out of the dirt 
and washing celery. 
  
“I’m rebuilding the engine in a ’66 Chevelle, darlin’. Plus another project.” Dad sets to eating, 
and I’m the only one who doesn’t stare. He did a brief stint in the Army, and it changed his 
eating habits forever. He can clean his plate inside of ninety seconds if he needs to. As a result I 
tend to eat that fast as well. By the time Grace is making a sickened face at her bacon, Dad and I 
have stowed our dishes in the sink and started our days.  
  
I return to my room to get my boots on, grab my own ball cap that I haven’t worn since I left, 
make sure the sword is stowed under my bed, and head to my father’s room and the gun case. 
I’m unlocking it to take out the shotgun when I hear footsteps behind me. I turn, and my father’s 
standing there.  
  
“Relax, I remember where everything is. Has it been cleaned or do I need to do that?” 
  
“I want some truth, son.” 
  
I don’t really know how to respond, but I know the situation’s about to get very awkward. I take 
out the shotgun, a twelve-gauge, and the turkey shot, check the safety, the chamber, run through 
the normal checklist in my head.  
  
“Who are these people, really?” 
  
Count the shells, make sure there’s enough to count for misses since I’m not that great a shot.  
  
“Which one of them boys are you dating, son?” 
  
I set down the gun.  
  
“I may not be a college boy like you, son, but don’t go thinkin’ your old man’s stupid. You bring 
a girl home who looks like that and spend a minute denyin’ you’re going out with her, and you 
got out of the back seat of that car when you got here, sitting with those two boys even though 
the front seat was free. Just tell me if you are what I think you are and we’ll go from there. I ain’t 
going to love you any less. You’re still my son. Ain’t nothin’ in the world going to change that.” 
  



“Promise you won’t be mad?”  
  
“Only thing I’m mad about was that you felt you couldn’t tell me, son.” 
  
“I don’t really know what to tell you, but I am what you think I am.” I stand up, facing him. “I’m 
gay, Dad.” And I want to tell him everything. I want to tell him about Karden and Darren and 
Pan and being his Paladin, but I know it’ll come out as an impassioned confession about the 
weather outside or about the debate between Ford and Chevy. This he can handle. This he can 
believe, accept. This is enough for me, for now.  
  
When I look at him, he’s in thought. As much as he suspected, I have the feeling he didn’t know 
until I confirmed it. I’m his only kid, Mom’s dead, and his family’s dead or gone. No 
grandchildren now, no one to continue the Kingsley line. It’s a hard weight to carry.  
  
“You’re burning daylight, son. You’d best get out there.” He turns to leave the room.  
  
“Dad?” 
  
“You’re still my son, Lennox. Just give me some time.” 
 
*** 
 
I’ve heard all sorts of stories about turkeys, the most repeated being that they’re so stupid that 
they drown in a rainstorm from blankly staring at the sky with their mouths open. This pertains 
to domestic turkeys, not wild. And even then it’s not true. Wild turkeys see about ten times better 
than you do and taste just about as good. This is why you usually need to use a shotgun and wear 
camouflage. I’ve had to deal with this almost every Thanksgiving since I was fourteen.  
 
But this time I’m heading into the woods as a Paladin, entering the realm of my god, carrying a 
twelve gauge and a chainsaw and looking to cut down one of his trees and off one of his 
feathered friends. Sufficed to say, I pray and tell Lord Pan what I’m doing and hope I’ll have his 
leave.  
 
My family may live in a trailer, but we’ve got a few acres of land here, mostly wooded area save 
a large clearing for the house itself and the greenhouse. I see Grace in the latter, looking 
frustrated and getting her hands dirty. I head over to check on her since the truck is parked close-
by.  
  
“Having fun?” 
  
Grace grumbles a little. She’s changed her look to jeans and a heavy coat, her hair the same color 
but tied back in a braid. She stops to light a cigarette. “You could’ve told me you lived in a 
trailer and that I’d be doing all this crap.” 
  
I shrug. “You didn’t ask. Besides, what else are you going to do, sit in the house and watch 
daytime TV while we all bust our asses outside?” I stretch a bit, work out a few kinks in my 



shoulders. “Think of it this way, you’ll be all the more eager to have dinner tomorrow night. And 
uh... stop being so fussy with the vegetables. Your hands are already dirty, it’s just a matter of 
degree now. If you want, you can go out in the woods, saw down a tree, hitch it up to the back of 
the truck, and pull it back here, then trim it down to the trunk...” 
  
“I get it, I get it. I’ll stay here. Hooray squash.” 
  
I leave her there, hearing her grumbling about how she could get a bunch of people to do this, 
that she was a seductress, not a farmer. With a chuckle, I get into the truck and start it up, scaring 
the Hell out of a couple birds that were in the bed. I rub my temples a bit, a headache already 
starting. Too much stress this morning. I drive out along the path leading back through the 
woods, passing taller trees and saplings that weren’t ready to cut yet.  
  
Despite my father’s talent for fixing cars, it was still a bumpy ride, and I checked the shotgun 
several times to make sure the safety was on even though it wasn’t loaded. You never know 
when it might go off for the Hell of it and punch a hole in the roof of the cab or your chest, for 
example.  
  
So my attention isn’t exactly undivided when I almost hit someone standing in the dirt road.  
  
I slam the brakes, the shotgun colliding with the dash, the chainsaw tumbling into the back of the 
cab, the seat belt yanking hard against my chest as I skid to a stop, inches from the person. It’s an 
old woman, with brown-red hair, like late-autumn leaves, her skin is dark, wrinkled. She’s 
dressed in a dark gray cloak with a bark-like pattern on it. I get out of the truck and look at her. 
“Are you alright, lady?” 
  
She doesn’t speak, she steps off to the road, walking to tall elm tree, and runs her hand along the 
bark. She then looks at me, and nods.  
  
“I don’t understand.” The tree is rather old, with plenty of broken branches, few leaves 
remaining on it. Her cloak seems to be rather similar to the bark pattern of the tree. “Is this... 
Your tree, ma’am?” 
  
She nods again.  
  
“What do you want me to do?” So... dryad? I had to accept that they were real, too, considering 
satyrs were chopping wood at my house and a succubus was smoking cigarettes and picking out 
parsnips. “What can I do to help?” 
  
She motions down around the base of the tree, where there are three seedlings, struggling. They 
won’t grow here, not enough light, unless of course you... 
  
Oh. 
  
“Couldn’t I just pull them up? Replant them somewhere they can grow? I mean, I don’t have to, 
you know.” 



  
She walks to me, places her hands on my shoulders, and then turns to look at the tall elm, then 
the seedlings, then at me. She smiles, weakly, and gently shakes her head. She points her finger 
at my necklace, a golden set of Pan-pipes, my symbol of faith and service to Lord Pan, and then 
nods again.  
  
I asked permission to take a tree from his woods. He sent me to a dryad who was ready to die for 
her children. “I’m so sorry.” 
  
She gently strokes my face, and looks at her tree again. She takes my hand, leading me to it, and 
places my palm against the bark, her hand covering mine, and I feel it. The tree feels cold, days 
of green long since passed, seeds of her children long carried off by the winds, with only the 
seedlings remaining, suffocating under her. Her death will only starve them, even if I move them 
the sun won’t see the earth here for years that could be given to her children. She wants to let go.  
  
“What’ll happen to you?” 
  
She taps my necklace, and then the tree, and then points at herself. “You want me to give you to 
Lord Pan?” 
  
She smiles warmer this time, nodding, relief crossing her face. I nod back at her, and kneel 
before the tree, holding my necklace in one hand. I pray, giving thanks for the offering of wood, 
asking her forgiveness for taking her life, asking a blessing for her children, and most 
importantly, asking Lord Pan to lead her home. I rise, and she’s gone. The tree feels dead and 
cold now. With a heavy heart, I wipe my eyes and go back to the truck, getting the saw.  
 
*** 
 
I’m not in the mood to hunt, currently, and as long as I’ve got one bagged by this evening, I can 
pluck and clean and get it ready for cooking before dinner.  
  
It takes about an hour before I’ve got the tree down, wanting to make sure she... it doesn’t land 
on the saplings. After that it takes a while longer to trim it down so I can drag it out and back 
with the truck. It’s about mid-day when I finally get back to the house. My father sees me 
coming up and whistles as I get out. “Thought I told you get to a forty, looks more like a fifty-
five to me.” 
  
“I can put it back if you want.” 
  
He gives me the look. He’s not much for “sass” as he puts it. “Looks like you got your work cut 
out for you for the rest of the day. Need you to cut this down, load up some of the wood the boys 
have been cutting, take that into town and pick up some things. I made a list for you.” He holds 
out a scrap of paper with groceries on it. “Sell the wood and get the food, should be enough to 
cover it. You plant some seeds where you cut this?” He’s heading to the back of the truck, 
starting on the unhitching.  
  



“There were three seedlings at the base. They should be getting enough light now to grow. Tree 
was almost dead, there weren’t any seeds around.” I get the saw from the back of the truck. 
“Want me to get started?” 
  
He shakes his head. “Best if you come in for lunch. Besides, there’s something we both need to 
talk about.” 
  
So I follow him inside. There’s a loaf of bread out, jars of jam and peanut butter. Karden and 
Darren are seated, both of them rather sweaty and the scent of them is making me react. I’m 
thinking I’ll be sitting down with them, but my father ushers me toward my room, past the 
bathroom where I hear the shower going, which I’m guessing is Grace. I’m about to comment 
when we reach my room and my father opens the door, kneels by my bed, and pulls out the case, 
opening it to reveal my sword.  
  
“Explain this.” 
  
I just stare. Part of me is enraged that he invaded my privacy. Most of the rest is “Oh. Shit.” I can 
feel a full confession climbing up my throat.  
  
“It’s for my job.” I’m not lying.  
  
“What kind of security work you doing that involves using a sword, son?” Please stop asking me 
questions.  
  
“It’s kind of specialized. It’s not illegal, I... I just really don’t want to talk about it.” 
  
He picks up the sword by the hilt, inspecting it, and I’m wincing because he’s handling my 
personal holy weapon of choice as a Paladin without asking. But he’s my father. “How do you 
even know how to use one of these things?” 
  
“The guys have been teaching me. I’m not really that good with it. I just stick and move, really.” 
I’m not lying.  
  
“Have you killed anyone with this, son?”  
  
“No.” Wounded, yes. Killed? No. 
  
“Son? Why are these people here?” 
  
“Dad, I thought we went over this.” 
  
“I got fed a line of bullshit by that little girl in there. I want you to tell me the truth.” He sets the 
sword back in its case, and some of my tension fades. “Lennox Gawain Kingsley, you know I 
know when you’re holding something back. Now tell me the truth. Why are these people here?” 
  
I couldn’t lie if I wanted to.  



  
“Grace is in trouble, so I offered to help her. The guys came along because they help me out with 
things like this. She’s really scared, some guys trashed her place and she needed to get out of the 
City a few days just to figure things out and lie low.” 
  
“You couldn’t let the police handle it?” 
  
“The kind of people who are after her probably don’t care about the police.” 
  
“So you brought her here.” Where they can instead wreak havoc on my father’s land and 
potentially harm the only family I have left. Yeah. Nice going, paladin. Gotta work on that 
foresight. “You never kept this many secrets from me before, son.” He nudges the case back 
under the bed with his foot. “Is there anything else you want to tell me?” 
  
I feel the knife twisting slowly in my heart. “Yes. I want to tell you everything.” My father folds 
his arms, looking at me. “But I know you’d never believe me. I want to tell you that I wouldn’t 
be what I am today without you, how much strength I draw from you, that I try to do what you 
would do. I wouldn’t have my job if it wasn’t for all you’ve done for me.”  
  
He sighs. “I don’t like this one bit. But I know you wouldn’t be doing all of this to take 
advantage of my trust, not unless you had a damned good reason. So I’m going to give you the 
benefit of the doubt for now, until you feel I’m ready to believe you.” He moves past me toward 
the door. “I think I can handle you wanting to be with another man. Maybe it’s because your 
mother died when you were young, maybe because you never had a girlfriend, maybe... maybe 
it’s just the way you are. As long as you’re happy I won’t give it too much thought. I just hope 
this means you feel you can trust me.”  
  
“Dad...” 
  
“Now you best get some lunch and--” 
  
There’s a pounding on the front door. No one I know is supposed to be on their way here, and I 
never told any of my friends I’d be back for the holiday. My father heads out to the living room 
and checks the window, and I see a tall figure, swathed in an overcoat, dark red skin. My head is 
starting to throb. Oh fuck... 
  
Dad, don’t open the-- 
  
“Can I help you?” His tone isn’t at all hospitable. Darren and Karden look to me, and I give them 
a nod. Darren goes to my room and retrieves the sword, keeping it behind his back, while Karden 
heads into the bathroom to inform Grace and keep her quiet.  
  
“Where’s the woman?” The demon’s voice is gruff, dark, bestial.  
  
“No women here.”  
  



“Then whose car is that?” Grace had left the Mercedes parked in front. For all to see. Granted, 
we never thought they’d follow her down here. How’d they find us? 
  
“Don’t matter none to me whose it is. Maybe it’s yours. Looks like a rental.” 
  
The demon sniffed the air, and then set his jaw. Fuck. He knows. I can see things roiling 
underneath his coat when I look through the window. What the fuck is this guy? He looks in 
back of him at the sky, which is clear, the sun shining brightly. “Yeah. Maybe it is mine.” He 
catches my face in the window, and I hear a low growl.  
 
“Then I suggest you take it and be on your way, boy.” 
  
“After I have a word with your... son?” He ticks his head in my direction. He grins, and I see 
needle-teeth, dirty and bloody. “May I come in?” 
  
I push past my father before he can answer. “I’m right here. Talk.” 
  
“Send her out by dusk, paladin or you, your father, and your two goat friends die. This has 
nothing to do with you, or your master.” I’m a little thankful that my father won’t understand any 
of this, though I have no idea what he’s hearing. For all I know, the demon’s using a very 
threatening tone to describe the weather. The demon pivots on his heel, and heads down the 
driveway, before turning left and heading into the woods. My father closes the door.  
  
“Dad? Are you okay?” 
  
He sits down in his chair in the living room, taking a long breath before looking at me. Grace 
comes into the living room, wearing her bomber jacket and jeans, her hair short and cropped, 
mud-brown.  
  
“Grace? Why is that man after you?” Dad asks, but I don’t expect him to get a straight answer. 
Even if she tells him the truth he won’t understand it.  
  
“I mostly work as a call girl. Independently. Took me a long time to get that way. I work with a 
few organizations, it pays the bills, but I’m not tied down to any of them and it took a lot of 
money and favors to secure that. There was really only one left, my first employers. I didn’t 
really mind the work they gave me. They were bad people, that I was sleeping with. I didn’t get 
paid, but it was the job. Then they tell me to seduce a priest.” She sits down on the couch, takes 
out a cigarette, lighting it. No one stops her. “It’s no big deal. I’ve done it plenty of times before, 
you know? They’re never as pure as they say they are. They all want the same things, they just 
deny themselves because God says so, like that’s the basis of their whole morality. But this guy, 
he actually is pure. He has faith, a conscience, innocence, the whole package.” 
  
She gets up, taking a drag on her cigarette. “So I go see him. In his church. You’d think someone 
like me would burst into flames walking in one of those places, but all it is really is the feeling 
you don’t belong there, that you should go, leave. Run. I do the usual confession thing. You 
know, confess a bunch of really suggestive things, all while keeping up that innocent act. He 



listens, but he’s not really buying it. So I start using some of the things I’ve actually done, you 
know? Men I’ve seduced, marriages I’ve ruined, people I’ve taken advantage of, everything. 
Then he starts really listening, and I think I’ve got him, you know?” 
  
Her fingers are trembling as she takes another pull. Karden and Darren are standing in the arch 
between the living room and kitchen, just watching. She takes a deep breath and continues.  
  
“And then he says, like, ‘All you’ve told me is things you’ve done. You’re yet to tell me who 
you are. You’ve been doing these things for a long time, and it seems like only now they’ve 
begun to bother you.’ So I tell him that nothing I do really bothers me, I don’t feel any guilt, any 
remorse for what I’ve done. And he says, ‘Then why are you still here?’ And I tell him that I’m 
there to seduce him, the holy grail of tempting, to bag a priest in his own confessional. But I 
knew that my chances were nil ten minutes in with him. I knew this assignment wasn’t a 
requirement, wasn’t a matter of pride. So I confess everything.” She looks at me. “Everything.” 
She sits back down on the couch, and Darren and Karden come over toward me, standing by my 
side. “And he tells me it doesn’t matter. That I can leave it all behind, start fresh, be good. 
Redeem. And I...” She closes her eyes tightly for a moment. “I believe him. Can you imagine? 
Me? Asking for absolution?”  
  
She takes a long breath, wipes her eyes, smoothing out her mascara which had started to run. 
“And then they killed him.” Grace grits her teeth a bit, swallowing back her rage. “I told them I 
wanted out, so they killed him. Don’t want to lose one of their top earners after all. What they 
did to him, it was...”  
  
Grace presses her hands to her face, sniffling. She removes her hands to see my father standing 
in front of her, offering her a kerchief, which she takes gratefully, wiping her eyes. “So I ran. I 
thought I could get away from... The one who was here. I lured him into the park, and I thought 
if I could scare him off, maybe kill him, I could escape and start a new life somewhere else. But 
it didn’t go like I planned, and Lenny here showed up out of nowhere and saved me. I could tell 
he didn’t like me, didn’t want me around. But he offered to help me anyway, even though he 
knew what I was. He reminded me of that priest, I guess. That’s why I took his help. I’m so sorry 
I got you all involved in this.” She gets up from the couch.  
  
“Ma’am, if you’re thinking you’re about to tell us you’ll just go out there and give yourself up, 
you’d be mistaken. We’re gonna take care of this.” My father puts his hand on her shoulder, 
squeezing it gently. “If my boy promised to keep you safe, I’m going to help him keep that 
promise.” He turns to me. “Can you handle this, son?” 
  
I nod, slowly. Karden quickly jumps in. “Don’t worry, Mr. Kingsley, we won’t let him do this 
alone.”  
  
Darren nods. “I’ll stand by his side to the end.” My father nods to both of them, and Karden 
gives Darren a look.  
  
I exhale, and look outside. “Alright, he’s out there, and he gave us till dusk. My guess is he’s 
either bringing help, or he’ll be a lot more dangerous with night on his side. So we should 



probably go out looking for him, settle it as soon as we can. Grace should stay here with 
someone looking out for her. She’s the target, so maybe you, Dad...” My father nods, and heads 
out back to the truck to fetch the shotgun and chainsaw. I then turn to Darren and Karden. “And 
one of you two.” 
  
“I’m going with you.” Darren doesn’t even give Karden a chance to speak.  
  
“Wait a minute, who says it’s going to be you?” Karden looks at Darren, and then at me. “There 
something I need to know here?” 
  
I grit my teeth. I really don’t want to deal with this. “Karden, we do need to talk about something 
but now really isn’t the time, okay?”  
 
Karden looks at Darren, then me. “Are you cutting me out?” 
  
“Karden, please.” 
  
“You were mine before the three of us, Lennox.” 
  
“He’s not the one cutting you out, Karden.” Darren steps between the two of us. “No one is. And 
he’s not yours. He’s not mine. And he’s right, this is not the time to discuss it. There is a demon 
outside in the woods that’s planning to kill Grace, Lennox, and his father.” 
  
“Then why does it have to be you out there with him?” 
  
“Because I have more experience fighting demons than you. Because I can use a staff and with 
all the wood outside it’ll be easy to make one, meaning I’ll be armed, and unless you brought an 
extra sword, you’ll be forced to fight hand-to-hand. Here in the house, the limited cutlery 
available will still be effective in close-quarters should the demon come here or should he bring 
help. I am trusting you to guard the target and Lennox’s father, Karden. Take that for the 
compliment that it is.”  
  
“Are you involved with both of them, son?” My father’s back from outside, holding the shotgun 
in one hand and the chainsaw in the other. Everything that’s being said and that’s what he latches 
onto.  
  
“Can we talk about it when there isn’t someone outside threatening to kill us?” I take a breath, 
and turn to each person. We don’t have much time. “Grace, you stay put, away from the 
windows, get your whip. Dad? Darren? You go out, cut off a piece of the elm that’s out there so 
Darren can make a staff. Karden? I’ll show you where to find the knives, and you make a call out 
for help. It’ll take a while for them to get here, but we can use all the help we can get. We can’t 
hole up in here forever, especially if the demon summons in help. We’ll wait until Darren 
finishes his staff, then we’ll head out. No one leaves the house alone.” I look to Darren. “How 
long? We don’t really have time for anything more than a step above crude.” 
  



“I don’t know. I’ll do what I can. Never had to test a rush job before, but it’ll be all right. You 
get your sword, and prepare yourself.” Darren walks over to my father, and the two of them head 
out to the fallen elm.  
  
Karden goes to the windows to keep watch while I retreat to my room, pulling the case from 
under the bed, and getting the sword and scabbard out, and retrieve my jacket from the closet. 
It’s a black leather biker jacket, a bit too big on me, but it’s protection that was freely given. I 
can’t disrespect that. Everyone’s doing what they need to, I threw a little order into the chaos. 
Normally after the near-confrontation between Darren and Karden, I’d worry about sending a 
mixed message by wearing the jacket, considering that Karden gave it to me, but considering that 
it’s the only “armor” that I have, I need to use what’s available. Those two should understand.  
  
I kneel on the floor, lying the blade across my hands, using one of the meditation exercises that 
Darren taught me. I inhale, exhale, focus on the rhythm of my breathing, try to clear my 
thoughts. Dad knows I’m gay, he knows about the sword, about Grace, about Darren and 
Karden. Darren loves me, really loves me, enough that he wanted to show me, but Karden is 
important to me, too. And now there’s a confrontation brewing about all of it. And all of this, 
rooting around in my brain, clouding my thoughts, has the potential to get me killed tonight. I 
need calm and focus. I’m not a passionate warrior like Karden is. I can’t fight with my emotion 
or I mess it up.  
  
I do appreciate his passion, though. When we’re together it’s intense, fast, just letting go of 
everything and going purely on instinct. He brings out a side of me I didn’t know I had. Because 
of Karden, I want to live, really live, and he has no shortages of ways to help me do that.   
  
Darren had never really shown me his passion. Even when we were together, it was slow, 
methodical, exploratory, like we were learning and worshipping each other’s bodies. Karden 
shows me ecstasy, but Darren shows me why it’s an ecstatic experience. But he’s always 
focused, calm, in control of himself. Except last night. He treats his love for me almost like an 
affliction, a disturbance to his calm. But in that sea of passion he tossed me into last night, I 
could feel that he really does want to be with me. Darren truly would forsake all others and spit 
in Pan’s eye just to be with me. He cursed Pan for making him remember how to love, as well. 
Meaning there was a reason he wanted to forget in the first place.  
  
And then there were the other differences between them. Karden was a bard when he was a 
human, a storyteller who wanted to live his own legend. Darren was a warrior who devoted 
himself to his lord and master. He was practically a paladin before he ever became a paladin. It’s 
like choosing between the charming rogue and the benevolent knight. 
  
And I can’t choose. Not now. I’m supposed to be getting ready to go hunt a demon in the woods 
behind my house, and the events of the day have drained all of the ridiculousness out of that 
statement. I close my eyes, and concentrate, visualize the grove in Pan’s realm, imagine kneeling 
before the altar where I was initiated, where I consecrated the blade in my hands. I ask Lord Pan 
for calm, for focus, for strength. I try to accept that Fate is insuring that the universe is running 
right on schedule. Whatever happens tonight, it’ll happen as it’s meant to be.  
  



I just wish I didn’t get sense of foreboding from accepting that.  
  
Some time later, there’s a gentle knock at my door, bringing me out of my meditation. I open my 
eyes to see Darren, holding a long staff, the wood rich and dark, almost polished looking. “Tell 
me where you found this tree.” 
  
“It was a dryad’s.” Before he can respond, I cut him off. “She let me take her. She asked me to. 
And it was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do, so please don’t give me a hard time, 
okay?” 
  
He nods, slowly. “It would explain why the wood came off so easily, if it was freely given. The 
whole trunk practically split away, right down to the heartwood. I suppose Lord Pan is looking 
out for us tonight.” Darren offers his hand, and I take it, being helped to my feet. We’re close for 
a moment, our chests touching, and for a second our eyes meet. For a moment there’s nothing to 
worry about, just me and him. In that one moment, knowing that Darren will be at my side while 
we’re hunting the demon, my stress fades away and I find my calm.  
  
Is this really happening? 
  
“You should be able to sense him, just let yourself feel it. Remember the techniques that I taught 
you.” He places his hand on my shoulder. “You’ll be fine.” 
  
I smile slightly. “I know I will be. Everything will be all right.” He smiles in return, nodding, and 
turns toward the door, ready to lead me outside. I know I just lied.  
 
*** 
 
Neither of us have spoken in the last half hour. We’re not stupid of course. We’re stepping 
lightly, avoiding leaves, listening hard. I’m keeping my mind clear, imagining floating on my 
back in Tolon Pond, completely still, waiting for ripples to caress my skin. It’s later in the 
afternoon, but night comes swiftly this time of year.  
  
We started near the house, following the fading trail the demon left behind when it took off into 
the woods. We found that the tires on the Mercedes had been melted and the truck had 
mysteriously run out of gas. No escape, more than likely. There were blackbirds in the trees, 
unmoving, watching the house. Keeping tabs. I could feel the specks of them all in the air. He 
knows we’re looking for him.  
 
Blackbirds. There were blackbirds outside the window yesterday, in the truck earlier today. 
That’s how he found us. That’s why my head was hurting. Damn it! So much for vigilance.  
  
Darren had used the wine that was meant as a gift for my father to bless the staff. He offered it to 
Dad first, of course, wanting it to be freely given. Dad had taken a pull off the bottle and called it 
“well enough”. I know that we should move back toward the house the closer we get to dusk, and 
I can’t help but feel like I’m blowing the plan. So much for being a divining-- 
  



My head throbs, slightly. I tap Darren on the shoulder and he halts, I motion off to our left, 
hoping it’s not another blackbird and a false alarm. Apparently the demon’s smart enough to use 
decoys as well, meaning he knows I can feel him. My advantage is being turned into a 
disadvantage.  
  
Darren nods, not showing any frustration. He did mention he had experience with this, though I 
have no idea how much. He rarely discusses the “old days” with me. We move off to the left, and 
the throbbing continues, swiveling around to the front as we face it, my frontal lobes getting a 
nice share of pain. I have to wonder if sensing evil will eventually give me a stroke. 
  
I feel a hand on mine, gently squeezing it, and Darren gives me a look, then a nod. Right. I am 
calm, floating on water. I feel only ripples. Pain is but an illusion. That really, really hurts. We 
continue on, the ripples starting to turn into choppy waves, more than just a blackbird. Hopefully 
the demon hasn’t figured out I can sense the severity of the evil depending on how far the 
psychic icepick is driven into my brain.  
  
The trees are getting thicker, as well as underbrush, thistles and thorns, and I stop Darren. I point 
at the shrubs and shake my head a few times. I know the woods here, and while I don’t know 
every tree and leaf like my father does, I do at least know what grows here, and this plant-life has 
never been here before. I don’t even really recognize it.  
  
Darren kneels, peering at the bushes, the branches that are red, the thorns that are black, and he 
looks back at me. He points to the bushes, and then draws his finger across the front of his neck. 
Deadly. Fatal. He then points off to the right, suggesting we find a way around.  
  
But the bushes seem to grow in a widening ring. A circle.  
  
A circle.  
  
Oh fuck.  
  
The closer I draw to the ring, the more intense the pain becomes. The demon’s inside, inside a 
circle of evil deadly plants doing gods know what. Darren then taps his ears and I shake my 
head. He grits his teeth, and points off into the ring, and then holds up his hands, wiggling his 
fingers.  
  
Either the demon is slaking a tickling fetish, or he’s working magic. Summoning magic. In my 
woods. The sheer audacity of that demonic trash corrupting my land, what was my home. I draw 
my sword, and it’s burning with silver fire. Darren steps back, staring at me, shaking his head, 
but I’m pissed off now.  
  
The blade cleaves through the thorns and branches with ease, the whole ring going up in argent 
fire. I thrust the sword into the conflagration, and it parts, parts for me. I step through, feeling 
Darren follow behind me, and the demon is there, in the center. I can see what look like children, 
three of them, looking five or six years old, bright green hair, smooth skin, innocent faces.  
  



Cut throats.  
  
The seedlings.  
  
He killed her children.  
  
“About time you got here.” The demon faces me, grinning needle teeth, eyes dark like rancid 
blood, ebon horns growing from his skull. He’s still wearing the ragged coat, smeared with 
silvery blood.  
  
“I’m not letting you anywhere near her. We’re finishing this, here and now. Don’t think you 
won’t pay for what you’ve done here.” 
  
And he laughs. It’s the sound of a crazed man gargling razor blades and broken glass and trying 
to sing. My head is throbbing, but there’s no pain now. “Her? Who do you think led us to you? 
She gave you to us, led you away from the City, away from your master, where you’d be a 
simple kill. She traded you for her freedom. We were going to kill her anyway, but my master 
cares little for losing a succubus. A paladin on the other hand. My master is quite interested in 
you. He offers much for your head, holy knight.” He scoffs, walking around the three dead dryad 
children. “I knew this would draw you. Desecrate your master’s lands long enough, and I knew 
you’d come running. Threaten one you put under your protection? You’d gladly sacrifice 
yourself for her.” 
  
He doffs his coat, and steps in the middle of the pool of silvery blood a the center of the circle, 
and immediately a large set of black leathery wings spread from his back, his skin red, his bones 
crackling and muscles screaming as he starts to grow, the demon laughing the whole while. “Kill 
him! Kill him now!” Darren is yelling. I don’t need to be told twice.  
  
I rush at him, my sword burning with the silver fire. I duck and cover, roll, because head-on is 
just stupid, and come out of my roll stabbing upward at him. He’s grown so big I hit his thigh, 
like before, the demon towering at twice my height now, and he backhands me as he roars in 
pain. I feel myself moving through the air, the wind rushing about me as I watch the still burning 
thorns come up to meet me. I tuck my head to my body, bend my knees, my jacket taking the 
brunt of the impact, the fire raging around me but ignoring my skin.  
  
Darren moves in, twirling the staff and going on the attack, going after the wounded leg. The 
demon flexes its fingers, long dripping claws shooting out, and whipping downward toward 
Darrem. He blocks with the staff, but gets a hard kick to his torso, sending him to the ground.  
  
Clumsily, I get to my feet, the wind knocked out of me. And I see the sword still sticking out of 
its leg, the fire gone. I hear Darren yell to me in the passion-language, “Get the sword!” He 
rushes the demon again, swinging hard at a thick black hoof while I run over. Darren connects, 
and gets another kick from the demon’s wounded leg, sending the satyr backward, clutching his 
chest. I grab the hilt of the blade, causing it to ignite again, which of course gets the demon’s 
attention. I get a hard slash to the chest, my jacket in tatters as I hit the ground, my only armor 



sacrificing itself to keep me alive. I touch my chest, my hand coming back wet and red. I see 
slashes, but nowhere near as deep as they could have been. 
  
The demon pulls the blade from its thigh with a grunt, and throws it hard into the woods, and 
then places a heavy hoof on my chest, starting to press down hard. I look for Darren, but he’s on 
the ground, pulling himself along the ground toward me and the demon, pure rage in his eyes.  
  
“Was that all?” Its voice like twisting metal. “I expected more from... what was it again?” It 
laughs, the sound hurting my ears as I can feel my ribs fighting off collapse. “Oh yes. A 
paladin.” It presses down harder, and I can’t breathe, can’t speak, can’t cry for help.  
  
I’m so sorry I failed you.  
  
“Close your eyes. I’ll make it quick.” 
  
I hear a crash of thunder, an explosion, and see the demon’s left side burst open with a eruption 
of vile black blood, the earth hissing and smoking when it lands. The demon recoils from the 
impact and pain, backing off of me and I suck in deep breaths, scrambling back away from it.  
  
I then hear the familiar pump of a twelve gauge shotgun.  
  
“Get the Hell away from my son.” 
  
I see my father, holding the gun, training it on the demon without flinching. “Get over here, son.” 
  
I wince, getting to my feet, my legs feeling like jell-o and my bones feeling like toothpicks 
between eager fingers. The demon turns toward him, advancing. My father fires the shotgun 
again, a chunk being blown out of its chest, but it keeps going, raising its claws. My father 
pumps the gun, but the demon’s nearly on him.  
  
The claws come down and I scream as I see them tear through Darren. He falls backward, on top 
of my father. The gun falls from his hand as he collides with the earth, Darren knocking the rest 
of the wind out of him. Darren looks dazed; crimson is flowing freely. I reach them, the demon 
spilling its acidic blood onto the earth, readying its claws for the killing blow.  
  
I grab the gun, the shell already readied, my bloodied hand staining the stock.  
  
Please. 
  
The barrel glows a second when I pull the trigger, the shot exploding outward like a moon-kissed 
fireball. It collides with the demon and tears through its chest leaving a gaping hole. The impact 
knocks it back through the air, and it lands hard, still struggling to get to its feet. I advance on it, 
the gun raised as I pump another shell. I can see the leaves and grass through the gap the gun 
made, all of it burning and dissolving, but I see a dark squiggling writhing wormlike thing still 
within. By instinct I reach in, the demon trying to stop me, but I yank hard on it, pulling it free.  
  



A thread.  
  
“For you, Atropos. Another who has escaped your shears for too long.” The words leave my lips 
before I know I’ve said them. The thread falls apart, and the demon screams, dissolving into a 
puddle of blackish bile. I drop it and run back to Darren and Dad.  
  
My father has worked his way out from under Darren, cradling Darren's head in his lap, looking 
at me. I can see the deep cuts, the gashes, the blood spilling out. Darren’s normally well-tanned 
skin is growing paler, and he’s shivering from the cold. My father closes his eyes a moment, and 
gently shakes his head.  
  
Please no.  
  
I drop the gun, kneeling by Darren’s side, taking his hand, which he tries to squeeze, but his 
strength is fading.  
  
Please. No.  
  
“I... I...” His voice is so small, so weak. Blood is dripping from his lips. I place my finger there, 
shaking my head.  
  
“I know, Darren. I know.” 
  
He loves me.  
  
The universe is running right on schedule. Everything has happened exactly as it should. The 
demon is dead. Grace sold me out. Darren will die.  
  
Please. Please. No.  
  
Darren will never read his books again. He’ll never smile at me without needing to look in my 
direction. He’ll never teach me another lesson, or fix me tea on a cold night. He’ll never finish 
counting the stars, or finding the best wine that humans can make. He’ll never tie back his hair 
again before falling asleep, or watch the sun set over Tolon Park. He’ll never squeeze my hand 
when I’m having a bad day, or tap my nose when I’m being too serious, or kiss me soft and 
gentle like it could be the last time.  
  
He’ll die here. He’ll tell me he loves me, and he’ll close his eyes and never open them again, his 
golden thread frayed and snapped by a demon’s eager claws, an attack he took to protect the only 
family I have. He’ll trust that he trained me well enough to face the world alone.  
  
And I don’t want to face the world alone.  
  
I don’t want to wake up tomorrow and have him not be there.  
  



My hands slide along his chest, my fingers wet with his blood as his breathing slows more. I 
can’t feel his heart beating.  
  
“Darren? Please. Don’t leave me. You have to fight. Please. You can’t go. I can’t make it 
without you.” I press my lips to his, and he weakly returns it. “I love you.” 
  
I want to say that the power of my love, of his love, that it brings about a miracle, that some 
divine entity takes pity, and heals his wounds, pulls him through. But no god shows their notice 
that night. No one is going to save Darren.  
  
No one but me.  
  
I felt my hands warming, my tattoos tingling as I pressed my fingers to his skin. I’m a paladin. I 
know my place. I know my role. I protect those who cannot protect themselves. I serve my Lord 
Pan, know his will, and act on it. I am his holy knight. I fight his battles, lead his rituals, uphold 
his law. A warrior. A priest.  
  
A healer. 
  
I close my eyes, and submit to my lord’s will. I am to be his instrument, so I leave Darren’s fate 
to him.  
  
“Holy shit...” 
  
I open my eyes when I hear my father’s shock, and watch as the wounds slowly close, leaving 
ugly scars on Darren’s chest. He coughs several times, but opens his eyes, looking between my 
father and I.  
  
“Son... What are you?” There’s confusion, fear, a little awe in his voice. I look to him.  
  
“I’m a paladin, Dad. I’m a holy knight of the god Pan. I offered my services to him, and he 
accepted. I’ve wanted to tell you, but I never thought you would believe me.” 
  
He swallows hard, and looks down at Darren, seeing him, truly seeing him. He sees the three 
dead dryads, the demon as it truly is. “I’m sorry, Dad. I didn’t want you to get involved in this.” I 
sigh, squeezing Darren’s hand. He squeezes it back. “Is it true? About Grace?” 
  
“Some time after you left she confessed everything. Kept saying how sorry she was, that she 
didn’t have a choice. Karden wanted to kill her, but I let her go. I figure her conscience will put 
her through more than we could.” He looks down at Darren. “So you’re one of those goat-
people, huh? Karden one of them, too?” 
  
“Satyrs, Dad. They’re called satyrs.” I rub my head a bit, all the exertion giving me a headache, 
but I have to guess the lingering of the demon corpse will probably still do a number on me. I 
trained on a shard of demon horn, after all. “And yeah, Karden’s one, too. Grace is a succubus. I 
don’t know what I’ll do about her, but I think I’m released from protecting her now.” 



  
“Mr. Kingsley?” Darren’s voice is still weak, but he’s not coughing up any blood.  
  
“You saved my life, Darren, you can call me Duncan.” 
  
He smiles weakly, leaning forward, using my hand to help him get into a sitting position. Darren 
looks at me. “Did you mean it? Do you still mean it now that you’ve learned how to heal and I’m 
not going to die?” I can only nod. He then looks to my father. “Duncan? Would you grant me the 
honor of courting your son?” 
  
Dad just laughs, the tension finally breaking, but after a few seconds the look on Darren’s face 
shows that he’s really serious about this. Courting me? What am I, a damsel? 
  
“That’s up to him, Darren. I’ve found out that Lennox tends to do what he’s going to do.” He 
claps Darren's shoulder though. “But for what it’s worth, if you break my boy’s heart, I’ve got a 
set of rusty pruning shears that’ll have your name on them.” 
  
“He’s not the only one.” Karden enters the new clearing, helping Darren and I to our feet. My 
father stands as well after picking up the shotgun and setting the safety. Karden pokes Darren 
hard in the chest, slipping into the passion-language. “Andros, if you don’t make him happy, if 
you hurt him, I will challenge you for him. I’ll respect his choice, Andros, but I’m not going to 
forget this.” He then turns to me, and runs a hand along my face. “I know he’s what you need. I 
just hope that someday I can be the one you want again.” And then he walks away. 
  
“Karden, please.” I start after him, but he stops me.  
  
“I need time. A lot of time. I don’t want to do something stupid. I’m going to bury those 
seedlings, and then I’m going back home. Just...” He turns his head away from mine. “Just stay 
away from me for a while, alright?”  
  
“Karden, we can talk this through. Be reasonable.” Darren, please stop talking.  
  
“Andros, if you don’t let me do this, you will see me stop being reasonable. You’ve got him. He 
loves you. Now go away.” 
  
I take Darren’s hand, and lead him from the clearing in the direction my sword was thrown. My 
father follows, silent, not knowing if any of this is normal. I don’t know how to explain to him 
that it’s anything but.  
  
We retrieve my sword, and leave Karden there, in the woods. After sunset, when Karden doesn’t 
come back, Darren and I tell my father good-bye and head back to the City. Sometime after 
we’re gone, I know that everything will finally sink in for Dad. I know I should stay, at least try 
to salvage the holiday, find some good in all of this, but everything seems like it’s through a 
filter. He found out that I’m gay, that satyrs and demons exist, and that I’m a paladin of Pan all 
in one day. I’ve had two months to take that all in and I still couldn’t take it in stride like he 
seemed to. Maybe it was just shock.  



  
But it was silent when we got back to the house. No conversation, no banter, nothing. I just knew 
that it was time to leave. Another secret revealed, another thing for my father to handle, another 
thing I concealed from him because I didn’t think he’d accept it.  
  
Karden had put the call through back home, because there were a few people waiting outside 
when Darren and I finished packing up. I didn’t even get a chance to do my laundry.  
  
There’s unfamiliar faces, but they’re satyrs, driving a van that’s big enough for people their size. 
I tell them everything that happened, and that my father can see them now but that it should be 
all right. I know that my voice is muted, detached. It’s only the first time I’ve explained, but I 
feel like I’ve told it a dozen times already.  
  
“Where’s Karden?” 
  
I know that that question would be asked eventually.  
  
“Karden needs some time.” I look over at Darren, at the house where my father watches from the 
window. “We all could use some time.” 
 
*** 
 
It’ll be sometime before dawn before we finally get back to the dorms. Lord Pan wants to know 
everything that happened. I tell him everything about Grace, the demon, my father, about Darren 
and Karden. Everything. I can’t hold back, it’s a rule, but I’m using that rule as an excuse to 
finally let go and just let everything out, stop being strong and rational. I surrender to my passion 
in a flood of tears.  
  
“Leave us.” The grove clears, the bonfire still roaring, but the revelers have all disappeared into 
the woods. I can hear the wind through the trees that echoes his breath, the crackling of the fire 
that mirrors his heartbeat. Darren stays until a look from Lord Pan sends him on his way back to 
the club. Pan takes my hand, and pulls me into his lap, his arms gently embracing me. My 
headache is back, and I’m wincing. “What’s wrong, Lennox?” 
  
“My head hurts. A lot. I don’t sense anything, but it feels like a demon is licking my forehead.”  
  
His hand strokes my hair, my face, but the pain doesn’t lessen. “When you healed Darren, you 
passed an ordeal, my squire. You have taken another step toward becoming my paladin.” 
  
“So my head hurts as a result?” 
  
“Do you remember when you drank the nectar?” I nod. I became a seven foot tall satyr for a 
night and kicked a vampyr’s ass. “I told you that you would see your destiny. You are simply 
taking another step toward it now.” 
  



“I don’t understand, Lord--” I cry out, almost sobbing, the pain intensifying. I feel knives 
digging through my brain. Knives with rusty blades. On fire. Pan holds me tightly, and I cry, I 
apologize for hurting Karden, for keeping secrets from my father, just please, please make the 
pain stop.  
  
My head feels sheathed in flame, like my skin is melting, cheap clay that’s being fired until it 
shatters.  
  
“I’m sorry, Lennox. I know it hurts.” I feel his lips press against my forehead, and it sends a shot 
of heat through my body, my soul feeling ablaze, my vision going white from the agony.  
  
Your body will not be as satyr.  
  
And then it stops. I catch my breath, my eyes regaining their focus, Pan filling my vision. His 
eyes are steady, concern in his face as he glances upward. Toward my forehead. Which feels 
heavy.  
  
It will be as mine. 
  
I reach with my fingers, feeling something hard and wet stuck fast to my head. I look to Pan, and 
he nods, solemnly.  
  
“Let me see.” 
  
“They’re as mine, Lennox. You will be my paladin. My instrument. My power will shape you to 
serve in your role.” He strokes my face gently. “I am sorry, Lennox. There is no other way.” 
  
I feel along my face. It’s generally the same, it feels older, more refined. The ears are pointed, 
the horns are large. When I look down at my body, I see that my clothes are fitting tighter, 
increased muscle mass on my arms, my legs, my thighs much larger. Preparing me for when I get 
the hooves, I suppose. The horns are long, curved like a ram’s, much like Lord Pan.  
  
“I am stretched so thin, my squire.” His voice is softer, trembling. “Every day my strength wanes 
a little more.” He smiles, albeit weakly. “I have broken many rules, Lennox.” 
  
“I don’t understand, don’t you set the rules? You’re... well, you’re Lord Pan.” 
  
Shaking his head, he looks downward. “There are rules. Old rules. Older than you or the City 
and even the idea of me. I have a responsibility to be Pan. To be what Pan is supposed to be. 
Lustful, cavorting, protective, musical, debauched, without restraint. But I found I was 
restrained. In one very important way.” 
  
I tilt my head, and look down at the ivy wrapped about his legs, but he shakes his head. “No, not 
literally restrained. But, these came about as a result.” I looked down at the ivy, which had small 
white flowers blooming. They were beautiful. 
  



“You couldn’t fall in love.” 
  
Again, he shakes his head, gently rubbing my shoulder. “Everyone, even gods, fall prey to love. 
The Lord Pan cannot take a single lover above all others. I am to be available to all of the gods, 
all of my children.” 
  
“Who was he? I assume it was a guy, considering that all of the satyrs here seem to be gay, and 
they would take after you, Lord Pan.”  
  
He smiles again, nodding. “You are a clever one, Lennox. And he was someone a god is never to 
love.” 
  
“A mortal?” 
 
“Ra’keth.” He sets his jaw, the word clearly having a bad taste. I can feel hatred in it as it passes 
my ears, but not his hatred. “A human who steals a god’s power to use for his own purposes. The 
human who bound me to my throne by my Name.” 
  
I blink a few times. “Tell me where he is, my lord.” 
  
His eyes lock on mine, his hand on my chin, making sure I can’t turn away. “He is not to be 
harmed. You will give me your vow that you will never harm him.”  
  
“But Lord Pan, this person--” 
  
“Swear it.”  
  
“I vow I will never harm the one who bound you to your throne.”  
  
He lets go of me, letting me off his lap.  
 
“I don’t understand any of this.” 
  
“You will.” He leans back in his throne. “You may go. Darren is waiting for you. You’ve given 
much for the chance to love him alone, Lennox. Don’t waste your chance while you have it. I 
will speak with Karden when he returns.” 
  
I bow, still wanting to know about the human who bound Lord Pan, but when he’s telling me I 
“may” go, it’s his way of telling me to get the Hell out. I head toward the door.  
  
“Lennox.” 
  
I turn around. “Yes, my lord?” 
  
“Did your father enjoy the wine?” I nod a few times. “Good. At your earliest convenience 
tomorrow, please come and see me. I have a new task for you.” 



  
“Yes, Lord Pan.” I bow again and head out to the club to find Darren at the bar, helping with 
mixing drinks, in his element. When he sees me, he pats another tender on the shoulder, and then 
vaults over the bar, heading toward me.  
  
“Lord Pan made you satyr?” I shake my head, and he feels along my horns, then the ears. I 
shudder at his touch, in a good way. “Nectar?” I shake my head again. “This is odd. I will admit 
that I’m curious about exploring this body now, but, are you alright?” 
  
“I really don’t know. I’ve been like this before, only taller and with the hooves, but--” 
  
He kisses me softly, holding my face in his hands. I notice I’m a couple inches closer to him 
now. “No. Are you all right?” 
  
I smile and look into his eyes, and lean my forehead against his, my horns rubbing slowly against 
his, the sensation calming, peaceful. “I think I will be.” 
 
*** 
 
“You’d think that someone would notice all this.” I scratch lightly at the base of my left horn, 
where the skin’s still tender. My neck is stronger, but still not used to carrying more weight, 
dealing with the balance. I feel like I’m walking with a set of encyclopedias on my head.  
  
“They don’t see me, not as I really am, at least. When they see you, they see who you were, what 
they could accept. Satyrs and gods and demons and paladins are all just stories, remember?” 
Darren chuckles lightly. “But you still have to wear clothes for the time being. At least for a little 
while longer, that is.” 
  
We’re walking in Tolon Park in the middle of the night. It’s just past two in the morning, so the 
only people out are here in a professional capacity, as it were.  
  
“What, eventually I’ll change enough that people will just see me in haute couture?” 
  
Darren takes my hand and squeezes it, and then stops on the path. We’re getting close to Tolon 
Pond, and I can see the moon through the trees. Darren kisses me, holding me in his arms, 
pressing himself to my chest, and I feel him twitch slightly.  
  
“Oh. Now I see what you mean. I can take off my clothes now because there’s no one around.”  
  
He just smiles and nods softly, and then, still holding my hand, leads me into the woods directly 
toward the water.  
  
“Won’t it be cold?” I needed to borrow a jacket from the coat room. It is late November, after all.  
  
“We’ll keep each other warm.” 
  



“Karden...” Darren stops, turning to look at me. “He called you Andros.” 
  
Darren sighs, looking down. “That was my name. My first name. From a long time ago. When I 
was training Karden we became close, as members of the Order are expected to, and I told him 
my name, I was going by another then as well.” 
  
“Why do you keep changing it?” 
  
“Partly because times change, places change, people change, and you have to move along with 
the world or you get left behind. Partly because I’ve been hurt before, and taking a new name is a 
way of starting again.” 
  
“So why did it hurt you when he called you Andros?” 
  
Darren leans back against a tree, exhaling, his hand slipping away from mine. “Andros was who 
I was when I was human. And Andros wasn’t that good of a person. Not a very good paladin, 
either. I regularly defied my vows for my own purposes, I took a single lover, my captain. Lord 
Pan was not as forgiving of such things back then. I drank, I fought, I took foolish risks. I 
thought that that was what Lord Pan wanted. I was wrong of course, and stripped of my position 
after a particularly unwise action. This...” He motions to his body, the horns, the legs. “This was 
my punishment.” 
  
“He made you satyr to punish you?”  
  
“When Lord Pan makes you satyr, makes your thread golden, you’re pulled from the tapestry. 
Everyone you know, everyone you care for, love, hate, they all forget you. Friends, lovers, 
enemies, even family, you’re simply a face to them. And you’re left with the rest of time to live 
with that.”  
  
I go to him, hold him. “I’m so sorry, Darren.”  
  
He smiles weakly. “It’s all right. I like to think I’ve found a better path for myself. I can 
understand the bliss and ecstasy Lord Pan grants us, why we feel it. I’ve gotten to see the world 
change, see history at its grander moments.” He runs his hand along my face. “And I found you.” 
He leans his head down, rubbing our horns together softly. “At first, you were going to redeem 
me. I would train you, and you would become a fine paladin, and perhaps I would be part of the 
Order again in more than just name. But you’re becoming a knight without my help, sometimes 
even in spite of it. You gave yourself over to Lord Pan’s will to save my life. I don’t really know 
if he spared me to continue my punishment, or because--” 
  
I silence him with a kiss, pushing him back against the tree, his hands slipping under my shirt to 
roam my back, tracing the contours of muscles that are still unfamiliar to me. My pants are 
feeling unbearably tight now. I feel his hand moving to my front, and then down, down, down. I 
inhale sharply when he reaches my groin. He swiftly bends down, tucking his arms under me and 
lifting me up, my arms about his neck as he moves through the brush to the pond. The sky is 



clear, and even though we’re in the City I swear I can see every star surrounding a large and full 
moon.  
 
He lays me at the water’s edge, and I pull off my shirt and jacket, shivering against the cool wet 
grass as he works off my shoes and pants. I bite my lip, feeling the cold autumn air sliding over 
my body, but immediately Darren is on top of me, sheltering me with his warm body, his phallus 
rubbing alongside my own. He kisses me, hard, his breath filling me with heat as I return the 
kiss, feeling my passion rising for him. His hands travel along my body, his touch light, 
stimulating.  
  
“Will you forgive me, squire, if we skip the lesson tonight?” He kisses along my neck, moving 
up to nibble along the length of my ear, and I moan in response, closing my eyes, arching my 
back into him. “I ache for you, to feel you.” He wriggles backward, straddling my waist, then 
back a bit more, his mouth descending to me, taking me in. My hands grip the earth tightly as he 
wets my skin, his tongue sliding over every inch of me, as well as the couple added ones the 
change apparently brought. The sensation is intense, my head starting to ache from processing 
the heightened bliss he’s giving me.  
  
“Darren... Darren... Too fast... Too fast!” I grit my teeth, and he doesn’t relent, and I feel myself 
topple over the edge, my vision almost going white as the climax hits me, my whole body 
twitches and spasms as he drinks me down. I feel like a dead weight when I finish, my breathing 
a little shallow. I weakly raise my head to see him pulling off, my shaft glistening in the 
moonlight with his saliva and my come.  
  
“You’ve got a little more satyr in you now, squire.” Before I say anything, he continues. “I can 
taste it. You tasted excellent before, but you’ve changed.” He leans in close, kissing me. “And 
you didn’t offer your bliss to Lord Pan. This is something we both need to practice, it seems.” 
Meaning he felt everything I felt for him, unedited, uncut, all the good and bad.  
  
Darren gets up off me, and moves to my side, placing his hands on the earth, on all fours. 
“However you wish, Lennox. I am yours tonight.” I’m already ready again. The sight of Darren 
like that, submitting, offering, my teacher and mentor giving himself to me... There’s only one 
thing I want to do.  
  
I position myself behind him, my hands stroking his ass, and he looks back at me, nodding. I can 
feel an urge inside me. I’ve been with only Karden one-on-one before, but we would take turns, 
do what we felt like, but he would take the lead more often than not. With Darren, or perhaps it 
was just that I’d taken another step, I want him under me, accepting me into him. I’m still wet, 
ready.  
  
I feel myself slide in between, pushing inside, and I hear him breathe in hard. He’s warm, 
smooth, offering only minimal resistance, enough to stimulate me as I enter. Darren is steadying 
his breathing, in concentration. I push in hard, my balls pressed against his ass now, and he 
grunts, looking back at me. His eyes are hungry. There will be many nights for us to take it slow, 
to learn each other all over again, to make love and keep each other warm. But tonight... 
  



Tonight we mate.  
  
There are no words to be said. No gestures, no rituals, no offerings or prayers. As my hands grip 
his thighs to steady myself, my hips starting to move on instinct, hard and fast, back and forth, as 
he takes me, his only sounds those of raw passion, we know what we’re doing. Darren wanted 
me for his mate. And I’m taking him up on his offer. He offered to me, submitted to me, and I’m 
taking him.   
  
My mind floods with love, lust, passion, searing my body with pleasure as I start moving faster, 
more force, my skin slapping against his furred behind. Darren is slapping the earth with his 
hands, grunting hard and low, almost feral, his hooves slamming against the ground, his normal 
calm a dam that’s finally broken.  
  
I’m in control. As Darren cries out, emptying himself into the grass, his body quaking about me, 
clenching and squeezing and desperately trying to milk me dry, I hold on. I continue, hammering 
him from the inside, bludgeoning his sweet spot again and again, watching the effect that I have 
on him.  
  
I like it.  
 
I like watching him writhing under me, feeling ecstasy that I’ve made him feel. Right now, I am 
his master, controlling what he feels. And I can make him feel so good. It’s a heavy 
responsibility, but I want to try.  
  
I press into his back, moving slowly now, rubbing him from the inside with my phallus as I reach 
down to grip his, the skin hot and slick. I stroke along the length and he moans, “Please, 
Lennox.” 
  
“I want one more out of you.” I start stroking faster, reaching my other hand up to caress his 
chest, work his nipple. I pump my hips into a stronger rhythm, my body not even tired from the 
exertion. He’s trying to fight back, resist, work the muscles of his ass, push me over the edge, but 
I’m in firm control. I work his glans, the root, all the sweet spots I’ve learned. My body has 
changed, but his hasn’t. I feel him trembling under me, and then his shaft jumps in my grip, and 
he bellows a long moan of bliss, spilling himself onto the grass again, his essence joining the 
rest.  
  
Darren breathes heavily, and looks back at me as I return to my previous position, my hands on 
his thighs and increasing the weight of my thrusts again. “I love you, Lennox.” 
  
I see it all: the grateful smile on his face, the smell of his sweat, his musk, his come, the feel of 
his body gripping mine. I don’t want to hold back anymore. I feel it welling up inside me, a 
silvery fire, aching to erupt from me. “I love you, Andros.”  
  
I let go.  
  



My body seizes up, my back arches, I clench my eyes shut as my climax hits. My body explodes 
in heat, my phallus feeling ablaze as I release inside him, the pleasure so sharp it’s almost like 
pain. Changed as I am, I am still feeling the climax of a god with a mortal’s body. Too much. 
Too much... 
  
I black out. 
  
*** 
 
“Lennox?” 
  
I feel half-dead.  
  
“Lennox?” 
  
My skull feels split open.  
  
“Lennox, wake up.” 
  
My dick feels so sore I’m certain I never want to have sex again. 
  
“Lennox, please wake up.” 
  
I open my eyes, and Andros is there. He exhales a sigh of relief and hugs me. His body is warm, 
soothing, and I revise my earlier statement that I never want to have sex again. I’m in my dorm 
room, in the bed of pillows.  
  
“I don’t think I can move.” My voice is gruff, but my throat feels raw, so I don’t think I’ve 
changed anymore. A quick glance at my body confirms this. I’m just as taller and better hung 
and more muscled as I was last night. Andros rubs his horns against my own, which I could 
definitely get used to.  
  
“I’m getting you some food, and when I get back, we’re going over your studies.” Still my 
teacher and mentor.  
  
“I’m your master, aren’t I?” 
  
He looks at me for a moment, and rubs his ass a bit with a slight smile. “I suppose you could be. 
But you need to learn about how to be a proper master if you expect to be mine.” 
  
I smirk a bit at him. “Okay, Andros, I’d love another lesson.” 
  
He strokes my face gently. “Why are you calling me that?” 
  
“Because that’s your name. And you’re my mate, so that’s what I’m calling you.” 
  



He kisses me gently, and rests his forehead against mine. “I will admit, when you called me that 
last night, when you said ‘I love you, Andros’, I never thought I would hear those words said to 
that name again. I thought I’d never want to, but...” Andros smiles, and kisses me again. “I’ll be 
back in a bit ‘Master Lennox’. You sure you’re all right?” 
  
Karden’s hurt, cut out, but he respected my choice, and let me go. My father got a load of news 
dropped on him, but he pulled through it, and he didn’t disown me or send me off to a padded 
room. Grace sold me out, but tried to make up for it in the end. And Andros told me he loved me 
and me alone, knowing how dangerous it was to admit it. I will be all right. And I can even 
believe that. I’ll follow my destiny with Andros at my side.  
  
“Never better, love.” 
  
My name is Lennox Kingsley.  
  
And I will become a paladin of Pan.   
 



The Rites of Spring: The Last Paladin Part 4  
by Vaughn R. Demont 
 
 
I've seen movies with bar fight scenes, and in every single one, without fail, a guy gets thrown 
through a window and someone lands on a table that crumbles like cardboard.  
 
It appears that I'm going to be two for two tonight.  
 
The broken glass doesn't really hurt, it's more like a slap in the back. I feel an impact, but my 
head is already tucked to my chest out of reflex. By the time I register that I've hit something, I 
hear a shattering sound, not nearly as grand as I would hope, and then I'm hurtling backward, my 
vision jostled about as I collide with a table and a set of occupied chairs. I feel searing heat soak 
my face as pain flashes through my back, my legs, and my winter jacket takes some of the 
impact, but not nearly enough.  
 
I look up at two startled people, a man and woman my age, the girl holding a large coffee that's 
trembling, the cup threatening to runneth over onto my face like her boyfriend's just did. I smile 
meekly and try to get to my feet. At least it wasn't acid or something. I doubt there's proper 
chivalrous protocol for this situation. I could bow and deeply apologize and offer to pay the 
damages and offer my services to make amends, but I should probably face the real problem 
that's a tad more pressing. 
 
That problem would be the werewolf who nearly tore a late night jogger to shreds in Tolon Park.  
I've been chasing the thing for the last twenty minutes.  
 
I could be studying for my midterms right now. Hell, I should be studying for my midterms right 
now. I've got my backpack and warm clothes and notes from lectures and my textbooks, even a 
thermos full of tea that my boyfriend brewed up especially for me. Everything that a paladin 
needs to get by.  
 
Except, of course, for my holy sword, which is in its case back in my dorm room. The most I can 
hope for is to headbutt this guy into submission, which makes me thankful I've got big damn 
horns growing out of my forehead.  
 
Of course, fighting him in a crowded coffee shop full of people, some of whom I go to class 
with, is not exactly the best way to handle this. If I continue the fight, everyone's going to point 
and say, "Hey, isn't that Lennox Kingsley, the guy who was screwing the Econ prof for a better 
grade?" The werewolf doesn't have this problem. He can maul twenty people, and in the morning 
people will think it was a crazy bum or a rabid wolfhound. Asshole.  
 
Considering I just crashed through the shop window and am currently wearing someone's double 
mocha latte, they'll probably be talking anyway. 
 
Everyone is looking at me as I get up. I’m wearing a heavy jacket and jeans and a black 
backpack, just like any one of them save the cuts and bruises. I have horns, which thankfully the 



crowd can't see, and he has fangs and claws and muscles and probably a nasty case of rabies. So 
I raise my fists. Because what the Hell else am I going to do? 
 
The werewolf staggers back, even whines a little. And then he runs away. Holy shit, I scared him 
off! 
 
"Out of all the joe joints in all the world, you walk into mine."  
 
I turn around and find myself facing a woman with long red hair, tied back. She's wearing a short 
black skirt, a low-cut white blouse, and holding a shotgun well enough that she could pull it off 
as an accessory. "Hi Grace." 
 
She slowly lowers the barrel, and looks to the assemblage, giving a Mary Tyler Moore kind of 
smile, and everyone calms down. "Sorry everyone. Forgot to tell you they're doing a student film 
in here tonight. Lenny here plays a modern knight, saving the City from secret supernatural 
denizens, while I play the enchanting female lead who pulls his dumb ass from the fire. It's 
called..." She looks at me. "We're Even Now." 
 
"You sold me out to your demon buddies and nearly got me, my father, Karden, and Andros 
killed, and you think scaring off some were is going to square that?"  
 
She returns her attention to the assemblage. "Okay, everyone out. We're closing. C'mon, move." 
And just like that everyone files out. No one's mad. It's like she slipped notes in their pockets 
promising a blowjob out in the alley behind the coffee shop. I'm even tempted to go myself, but 
she grabs my hand before I can go anywhere. She sets the shotgun on the coffee bar, the twelve-
gauge looking out of place among the brownies and biscotti. "I wish that there was some way to 
explain." 
 
"I think I summed it up pretty well. I trusted you, and you burned me for it. I took you under my 
protection, and you still made a deal. You endangered everyone who's important to me so you 
could skip out." 
 
"If it's any consolation, I knew you'd be all right." 
 
I step away from her. "It's not. The man I love was nearly killed that night, and my father had his 
world shattered. He's still not talking to me and it's been almost four months. I might've messed 
things up, but you, Grace? You fucked me over." I turn toward the door.  
 
"Lenny, please." I feel her hand on my shoulder, and I still don't feel any pain in my head, my 
tattoos aren't feeling even the slightest bit warm. She's not evil. Why do I keep wishing she was? 
"You're right. I sold you out, I'm sorry. I really am. I've been beating myself up over this for 
months. Guilt's just... really new to me. I know what I did was wrong. Please, will you let me try 
to make it up to you? Give me a chance?"  
 
Her eyes are soulful, deep, but not innocent. I know she could fake innocence. Hell, she could 
fake anything, she's a succubus for gods' sake. Her skin isn't completely flawless. She could do 



anything she wanted to amplify the look of remorse or a battered conscience, and she's not. She's 
giving me her words. Take it or leave it.  
 
"I'm not the only one you need to clear yourself with." 
 
"I know. I could either start at the bottom of the list or the top. I figured if I could redeem myself 
to you, I could to anyone." She frowns. "That isn't coming out right. I mean..." 
 
"Just don't screw it up, okay?" 
 
Grace blinks a couple of times, looking at me, but it finally sinks in. I'll give her a shot. I can't 
call myself a paladin if I don't at least try to make peace. Andros taught me that. She hugs me 
suddenly, and I can hear soft sounds from her, her face buried in my jacket. I wrap my arms 
around her for a moment before she pulls back and smiles weakly. She reaches up to run a finger 
along my horns.  
 
"They're bringing you right along, aren't they? Must be a bitch shopping for hats." She flicks my 
pointed ear, another sign of my continuation along my path to becoming a paladin of Pan. 
"How'd you handle the winter?" 
 
"Really big earmuffs." I smirk slightly.  
 
"You need a ride home?" 
 
"Library, actually, got midterms tomorrow morning." 
 
She raises an eyebrow and looks at my backpack. "Abnormal Psychology, Philosophy, and 
Biology of Sex?" My jaw drops a little, and before I can ask, she continues. "Lot of college kids 
come in here. Bunch of ’em studying the same things. I'll help. I'm an expert in one of those 
fields." 
 
I take the bait. "Biology of Sex."  
 
She smirks. "Philosophy." She heads toward the door, and I follow. Grace passes her hands over 
her body, her attire changing to a warm ski-jacket and a knit cap, both preciously pink, jeans, and 
winter boots, also pink. It's mid-March, but the weather's still unbearably cold.   
 
"Aren't you worried that someone's going to rob your place? The window's broken, remember?"  
 
Grace nods knowingly and walks over to a police officer outside, working her magic. I don't 
know if it's because she's a succubus or a rich-looking snow-bunny, but he calls on his radio and 
gets out his police tape and stands in front. That place will probably have better security than a 
politician by the time she gets back.  
 
She hails a cab, and gets in the front seat while I get in the back, and keeps the driver so 
occupied he forgets to turn on the meter as we drive off toward the library.  



 
I forgot that life around Grace tends to be shifted into Serendipity Overdrive. Everything's just 
easy; everyone just does things for her. Even though she's apparently not working for her 
infernal masters anymore, she's still got it. She could probably sweet-talk my professors into just 
giving me a pass on all my exams, and I could go down to the Palace of Wisdom and get rid of 
some stress. Except... 
 
"What about that werewolf? I mean, you scared him off, but how do we know he won't just kill 
someone while I'm at the library?" Putting duty before academics is the reason my scholarship is 
dangerously close to being revoked, but paladins don’t swear vows to maintain a 3.65 GPA, 
unfortunately.  
 
"Because I saw where he ran off to." She leans over the seat, arms folded on the headrest. "There 
are far worse things in this City than him, and he bolted into a place where they won't appreciate 
him hunting. I'd be surprised if he lives through the night." 
 
"Wait, there's a neighborhood like that in Allora?"  
 
She nods. "Yeah. They've been moving in on the borders for a while. Your boss isn't as strong or 
intimidating as he used to be, so they'll just keep on taking until someone does something." She 
shivers a little, and turns to the driver. "Could you turn up the heat?" She looks back at me. "Isn't 
it Spring yet?" 
 
"Not 'til the Equinox, but it's usually just rainy now. Even with the blizzard last year, it was still 
forty degrees by March." The blizzard had been awful, couldn't even make it out of my dorm. I 
wasn't a paladin then, not even a squire. Didn't even know about Lord Pan or that satyrs existed, 
much less that I'd be sharing my bed with one. And the storm just lifted, almost magically. One 
minute it was snowing hard and the wind was howling, and the next? Perfectly calm. Knowing 
what I know now, I assume one of the gods finally stepped in.  
 
But what Grace said about the demons moving in... Lord Pan had told me his strength was 
waning. He hadn't even summoned me in the past couple of weeks. Someone had stolen his 
power, but he had made me swear I wouldn't harm the one who did it, a ra'keth.  
 
The taxi stops at the library, and we get out, and I shoulder the heavy weight of my backpack as I 
start up the stairs. Grace finishes chatting up the driver and then follows after me, scoring us 
another free ride in a long line of many.  
 
"Grace? Could I ask you about something?" She nods, sticking her hands in her pockets, tucking 
her head down against the wind, and waits for me to speak.  
 
"What's a ra'keth?" And she stops dead on the stairs. Lord Pan had told me that he had broken 
one of the great rules of the gods by falling in love with a ra'keth, someone who steals power 
from a god, who had bound him to his throne.  
 



She takes a moment, and then shrugs to no one in particular. "There have been a few meanings to 
that word. Currently? It means god-killer. Before that it was blood-thief, soul-drinker..." 
 
"So, like a vampyr?" 
 
She shakes her head. "No. They're human. Completely human. Ra’keth used to mean something, 
a very long time ago. But the world's ended so many times that--" 
 
"What? The world hasn't ended. We're still here." 
 
She smiles slightly. "Exactly. This world is here. It's one in a long line of worlds that have ended 
and begun. Every time the world dies, it's reborn, just the same, only slightly different. Hell, it 
happened last year during the storm. I don't know what's different yet, but something is. People, 
humans that is, they tend to forget things, focus on what they think is important. They just want 
to remember that they control everything." She laughs and starts up the stairs again, passing me.  
 
"What's so funny?" I follow after her.  
 
"Because what humans have forgotten is that they did control everything. Ra'keth used to be the 
highest title of respect for a human being. We, the demons, the gods, the monsters and mythicals, 
we all gave that title to them." 
 
"What did it mean?" 
 
Grace looks somber for a moment, but reaches the door and opens it for me. "Honored Creator. 
Sorcerer-King."  
 
"Sorcerer?" I tilt my head. "Like a wizard or something?"  
 
She nods and ushers me through the door into the slightly warmer and cathedral-like library 
that's mainly used by the university. Grace lowers her voice for the sake of volume, since 
everyone in the building wouldn't understand what we're talking about anyway. "It's a really long 
story, and you don't have time tonight to talk about it. You've got exams in the morning, and I'm 
not about to have your flunking out of school added on to everything else I'm trying to make up 
for." With practiced ease, she chats up a librarian and manages to secure a quiet study room. I 
don't even take the time to act surprised. We head to it, and I empty out my backpack, taking a 
long drink of the tea Andros made, still mildly warm.  
 
"So before we start, I have to ask." She's smirking. I know I won't like the question. "What kind 
of paladin goes charging after evil and forgets his sword?" 
 
*** 
 
About three hours before my first exam, I finally return to my dorm room. I've never had to do a 
cram session before, but, then again, I've never had to chase a werewolf through Tolon Park, 
either. Following the path of the Paladin has been good for me, though. I've grown a couple 



inches (take that how you will), put on about sixty pounds of muscle (and five pounds of horns), 
and I can run at pace for about twice as long as I used to. And I'm talking about a runner's 
running pace. 
 
But studying all night and taking midterms on no sleep isn't something this body's prepared for. 
My brain's still just as human as it ever was, and currently I was starting to find everything in 
some way hysterical. Two hours of sleep wouldn't do much, but I could regain my sanity long 
enough to take my exams and then nap all day and face the weekend.  
 
"About time you got back. Studying go well?" Andros is seated in the lotus position, this time 
reading Thus Spoke Zarathustra. I lean down and kiss his face before curling up on the pillows, 
lying my head in his lap. He starts stroking my hair, and it's just want I need. I'm already drifting 
off.  
 
"Went okay. I saw Grace, and we talked for a bit." I yawn, closing my eyes, and I feel his hand 
tapping the side of my face. I knew that wouldn't just slide through. "And she wants to make up 
for what she did. She didn't set off the evil sensing, and she really did seem remorseful about it. I 
figured I'd give her a shot." 
 
Andros sighs a bit. "I'll leave it to your discretion. Just be careful. She didn't seem evil before, 
and it didn't turn out well then, either." Yeah. He'd ended up clawed nearly to death by a demon 
that intended the strike for my father. It had made for a rather awkward Thanksgiving. Still, he 
seemed willing to give her the benefit of the doubt. Karden would've outright killed her. 
"Anything else?" 
 
Damn it. He always knows when I'm holding something back. "Well, there was a werewolf in 
Tolon Park, but I think we scared him off into a neighborhood where he'll be carved up by the 
local wildlife by morning. Can I get some sleep? I've got a midterm in a few hours."  
 
"Strip."  
 
"Andros, I love you, you're incredibly attractive, and I would love nothing more than another 
lesson tonight, but seriously, I'm exhausted and losing my grip on reality. I need to sleep."  
 
He's already pulling off my shirt and jacket, my boots and pants. I notice it's a bit cold in the 
room. "I need to check you, make sure you weren't infected." 
 
"I think I'd remember getting bitten. Or clawed. Hell, I scared him off a jogger and never got 
closer than ten feet to him. Well, until he tossed me through a window." 
 
He points at some bruises, feels along some cuts on my face. "And these?" 
 
"The window, and landing on a table, and having a cup of coffee splash me in the face." He 
keeps staring at me, though, bordering on a glare, and I know this is a fight I'm not about to win. 
Damn it, I thought I was supposed to be the master in this relationship.  
 



"I'm waiting."  
 
So I grumble and piss and moan, but I take off the rest of my clothes, namely my boxers, and lie 
on my back while he kneels over me. I see him smirk when his eyes drift over my body, linger 
around my waist. "Yes, yes, you're incredibly attractive and there's your proof. Can we get on 
with this? I can see that both my socks are white at the same time and it's fast becoming 
humorous to me." 
 
I close my eyes and feel his fingers starting to explore my body, not in the usual sensual way, but 
it's still tactile sensation and I could really care less. He traces the veins on my neck, along my 
arms and wrist, which only serves to stimulate me more. His touch is always light, gentle, but 
focused. Andros often brags he knows my body so well he could get me off in six deftly placed 
touches, and to his credit that's rather accurate, and as a credit to my intelligence I don't see it as 
an insult.  
 
"Wouldn't a bite mark be obvious?"  
 
"Not if you'd healed it. It'd be a minor scar in that case. And before you ask, you would heal it 
because you're still mortal and I doubt Lord Pan would deny your request if you were bleeding to 
death." I can heal by laying on hands. I've found out I can even do it to myself, but there has to 
be a genuine need, and that's more often than not decided by my patron, namely Lord Pan. I feel 
him move his hand along my legs and then up toward my groin.   
 
"I'm rather sure I'd remember getting bitten there." I open my eyes to give him a look, but he 
runs his fingers along the length of me, keeping a calm look on his face.  
 
"Just being thorough." He then pats my thigh. "Turn over. I need to check your back." 
 
I do so without comment, if only to get it over with faster. Normally I would love this, but I'm so 
damned tired I just want to sleep. When I'm face down in the pillows, I can feel slumber coming 
up to claim me.  
 
"Are you cold, Lennox? You're shivering."  
 
I raise my head a bit, turning slightly while his fingers examine my back. "Am I? It's pretty cold 
out. When's Spring getting here?" 
 
"When the Equinox arrives, but Winter should have left by now." Andros yawns and then curls 
up next to me, pulling a blanket over the two of us.  
 
I chuckle slightly while relishing the warm closeness of his body to mine. I feel his arm pull me 
close to him, and I nestle into his embrace. "You're acting like Winter's a person. Maybe 
Persephone's not in the mood to come back from Hades this year." When you become a paladin 
of Pan you tend to bone up on your Greek mythology.  
 
There's a pause that I don't like.  



 
"I was joking, Andros. Please tell me that wasn't prophetic." 
 
There's a long sigh, and he strokes my hair. "Get some rest, go through your tests, and we'll see 
Lord Pan afterward and talk to him about it."  
 
"I knew you'd say that. Just you wait, it'll be some calamity and I can forget going home for 
Spring Break. Another message to leave on Dad's machine." Gods, why wouldn't Dad just pick 
up the phone?  
 
"I'd stop saying such things if you don't want to seem prophetic." He kisses me gently. "Now 
sleep. I will ensure that you are awake at the proper time." I feel a softer pillow being wedged 
under my head, and I can smell pine, jasmine. "I love you, squire." 
 
"Love you, too."  
 
*** 
 
I test well. Give me a multiple choice exam and I'll burn through it in about a third of the time 
most people need. I go on instinct, trust myself, fill in the little circles, and tend to leave with a 
ninety-five or higher. Unfortunately, afterward I usually can't remember what was on the test.  
 
Today I'm learning what it's like to take three midterms on ninety minutes of sleep and a satyr's 
libido that hasn't seen satisfaction in forty-eight hours. (Andros wanted my mind fully focused on 
my studies.) I thanked the gods three separate times, out loud, that the exams were in fact 
multiple choice. Most of my answers so far have been generally correct, at least I hope so. I have 
one exam left and then it's back to the dorms.  
 
On my way to the science building, I'm stopped by a familiar face waving a large cup of coffee at 
me. A really hot girl with perfect breasts and a set of curves that-- 
 
"Hi, Grace." 
 
"Hey, Lenny." She hands me the coffee, and I proceed to chug it more for the warmth than 
anything else. It's freezing out here on the quad. Grace is still dressed in her snow-bunny get-up, 
only a deeper shade of purple now, matching the university's colors. "How are the exams going?" 
 
I know I look crazy. I've been tapping my horns with my pencil during the exams, causing 
people to wonder what the Hell the sound is, so my hair probably looks overstyled to the average 
human observer. My eyes are red, and I can't stop grinning. "You should go by Gracie, 'cause it 
sounds like ‘racy' but it's not." 
 
She grabs my shoulders, steadying me, looking me in the eyes. "Lenny? Has anyone given you 
sugar cubes? Little pieces of paper to put on your tongue? Maybe some brownies that were 
described as bitchin'? Perhaps some Kool-Aid?"  
 



I reach out and stroke her head slowly. "Your hair is so soft." She quickly ushers me to a bench 
and sits me down. I'm already giggling. Sleep-dep has never been a strength of mine. But I 
regain a little sanity when I receive a smack to the face and my coffee goes flying off into the 
snow. "Hey! Ow!" I rub the sore spot. "I don't wanna be your friend anymore." 
 
"Jesus, you've been taking tests like this?" 
 
"It's cool. My body can't decide whether to sleep or fuck, so my brain's been taking advantage." 
 
I hear her grumble a bit. "You are so lucky I quit my job. I could have retired off you, you 
know." She helps me up, leading me toward the science building since she knows the campus 
and I told her my exam schedule. "Darren let you leave your room like this?" Darren was the 
name most people knew Andros by. 
 
I laugh, giggle, titter, whatever. "I told him I was goin' and it was final."  
 
"And he went for that?" 
 
I nodded quickly, smiling big, with teeth. "Uh-huh. He's my bitch." 
 
Grace exhales forcefully and takes my face in her hands, looks me over, and then passes her 
hands over her body. Immediately she gets a little taller, her face filling out, getting more 
angular, growing facial hair, her eyes changing to a greenish-gray color while her hair shortens 
to shoulder-length, hanging about her face. Her nose gets a little more Roman, and her body 
bulks up a bit with muscle, loses its curves, her breasts flattening under her bomber jacket, and I 
see a bulge develop in the front of her jeans. Well, his jeans now. It's so surreal and I'm so fucked 
up I just accept it.  
 
"Okay, who are you supposed to be, 'cause I totally want to nail you right here." 
 
Grace rolls his/her eyes and looks at me. "I'm you, moron." Gods, do I really sound like that? 
And look like that? "I'm going to take your exam for you. You can wallow in guilt about it later." 
I help me to my feet. "Go back to your dorm and get some sleep. I'll stop by later and let you 
know how it went." 
 
Being given orders by myself is weird, but I don't want to make me angry. I probably wouldn't 
like me much if I did. So I nod to me and pick up my backpack and hand it to myself before 
heading back to bed because I've obviously dreamed the whole thing. It's a load of stress off my 
shoulders, I'll tell you what.  
 
I wave to me before heading off, and I wave back, but I look a bit grouchy. I should do 
something nice for myself sometime to make it up to me.  
 
*** 
 



I come to later that day. I have no idea what time it is other than half past dark o'clock. I'm lying 
on a couch in the common room, my face buried in a pile of cotton wads, the eviscerated guts of 
a pillow I apparently tore apart with my horns while I slept. There's a TV on, tuned to the news. 
They're talking about the weather and using words like "cold snap" and jokingly referring to the 
groundhog seeing his shadow last month. My eyes open blearily, and I roll off the couch onto the 
hard floor, the carpet offering no shock absorption.  
 
I'm now eye-level with a pair of hiking boots caked with snow, that lead to a pair of jeans wet at 
the cuffs. Getting slowly to my feet, I find myself face to face with a rather good looking guy. 
Besides the jeans, he's wearing a well-worn bomber jacket that reminds me of someone. He's five 
ten, his hair reddish-brown, pulled away from his face, his eyes a nice mix of gray and green. 
He's got a short beard, his face rugged, his body well-built, his legs looking like tree trunks, his 
thighs thick and powerful. And he's apparently a tad hung as well.  
 
"I had to tell people you were your own twin brother. You couldn't just fall asleep in your 
room?" And a very feminine voice. Wait a minute... 
 
"Grace? Why are you a guy?" 
 
"For God's sake, Lenny, I'm you, okay?" She looks around the common room and sees people 
coming in from the outside, and then takes my arm and drags me off down the hall to my room. 
Grace opens the door, and we find Andros inside, meditating, a stick of incense long since 
burned out. The sound of the door causes him to come out of his trance, and he stares at the two 
of us.  
 
"Either I'm hallucinating or Lord Pan granted my Solstice wish." 
 
I stumble over to the pillows and sit down in them, leaning against Andros. "Is that how I look, 
really?" 
 
Grace grumbles and passes her hands over her body, regaining her feminine form. "How many 
times do I have to say it? You'll be glad to know you aced your last exam, by the way. You're 
welcome." 
 
"I didn't ask you to--" She dismisses me with a gesture.  
 
"You were three seconds away from yelling at snowflakes, Lenny." She then looks at Andros. 
"And I suggest you take care of his libido before you do anything else. He was humping the 
couch in his sleep, apparently." She sends a smirk in my direction.   
 
Andros rises and bows gracefully. "Thank you for aiding him today. We will not soon forget it, 
Grace."  
 
"That your way of asking me to leave?" 
 



He nods gently. "We were going to seek an audience with Lord Pan tonight. I'm sorry, but after 
your actions in Elmwood, going near the Palace of Wisdom would be a mistake on your part. At 
least for now." He offers his hand to me, and I take it. Andros pulls me up and looks me over. 
"He'll need to change his clothes, though." 
 
I give him a look. "And he can understand English quite well." I get out of my clothes, ignoring 
the wolf-whistles from Grace as I've spent so much time naked I hardly care who sees me 
anymore. I dress in all black and then put on my winter clothes. "I heard on the news that it's a 
cold snap. Still think we should bring it up?"  
 
Andros nods, stretching, getting a long overcoat out of the closet and putting it on. Just because 
people see you wearing clothes it doesn't mean that illusion actually keeps you warm.  
 
"It's best to be safe in this instance." He ties off his coat in the front while I zip my own up. 
Grace shrugs and puts herself back into her snow-bunny clothes. Apparently they do keep her 
warm. Andros steps to me, and I lean against him, rubbing my horns gently against his. I kiss 
him, hard, my tongue plunging into his mouth and flicking and rubbing against his own. His 
breathing is a little shallow when we part, and he bows his head slightly. "Shall we go, Master 
Lennox?" 
 
"Master Lennox?" Grace is chuckling lightly, but a hard glare from Andros and me shuts her up. 
"Sorry, just didn't really see you two like that. Especially Lenny." She opens the door and smiles 
genially. "I'll give you guys a ride, at least." 
 
"It's four blocks away, Grace." 
 
"It's fourteen degrees out, Lenny." 
 
"I can handle it." 
 
"Below zero when you factor in the wind chill." 
 
Andros pats my shoulder. "It is rather difficult to deny her, squire. She's about as stubborn as 
you, and I'd rather we didn't spend our time arguing tonight." 
 
Grace smiles in triumph and opens the door. "So, should we wait for Karden to get back, or head 
out now and make it just the three of us?" 
 
I sit down. Andros rolls his eyes slightly and sits down. Grace takes a few more seconds. "What? 
What'd I say? I was just joking. I know I'm not allowed in there any--" And then it hits her. "Oh 
shit, did something happen to Karden?" She looks between Andros and me, and nods slowly. "I 
think I'm getting it now. What happened?" She looks to Andros. "Darren? What's going on?" 
 
Before I can tell her it's none of her damned business, Andros speaks up. "Master Lennox and I 
both decided to be together. Without Karden. He accepted it, but didn't take it all that well. I 
believe that is the reason why the young squire has lost interest in returning to the Palace of 



Wisdom. Karden will most likely be there." Andros then glares at me. "And apparently he dreads 
the confrontation."  
 
"He said he needed time. I'm giving him time. Dad needed time. I'm giving him time, too. 
Everyone just wants all kinds of time. Well you know what?" I stand up, my voice raising. "It's 
been four damned months, okay? Neither of them have any interest in talking to me whatso-
fucking-ever. I tried, alright? Andros, I love you, and I'm glad I'm with you, but why the Hell am 
I being punished for it?" 
 
Grace sighs and walks over to me and promptly slaps me hard across the face. "Quit whining." 
Andros fetches his staff, but I hold him back with a gesture and meet eyes with her. "You think 
you're punished? You kept your father in the dark on everything and drop all of it on him in one 
night and expect him to be happy and supportive? You're lucky he didn't disown you. You're 
pissed off because your ex doesn't want to talk to you after you left him for his best friend? The 
three of you together were happy, and you cut him out of that and expect him to sing a happy 
tune? Christ, you are a paladin. A naïve self-righteous jerk with his head up his ass!" 
 
I honestly couldn't say what stings more right now.  
 
"And maybe I don't have the right to say any of this because of what I did, but you know what? I 
think you needed to hear that." She reaches into her jacket and takes out her cigarettes, taps one 
out, and lights it. Andros is still holding his staff, but he looks more relaxed. The tension's still 
hanging in the air, but it's mostly from me.  
 
"In the future, Grace, you don't need to strike him when you intend to make a point." Andros 
leans his staff back against the wall. "So please, don't do it again." His tone is even, polite, like 
he's asking her to use a coaster in the future.  
 
"Maybe I should just get going." She heads back to the door, which had closed itself, and opens 
it again. 
 
"Grace." She turns toward me. 
 
"Sorry I was a dick. And thank you for today." I can eat humble pie. I can admit that I'm wrong. I 
couldn't be a paladin if I wasn't willing to admit that I'd fucked up. And well, I had. Grace lets 
her hand leave the doorknob and takes another drag on her cigarette before stubbing it on her 
shoe and tossing it in the trash.  
 
"It's all right. It was a decent time. And don't worry, I just took the test, 'you' didn't do anything 
else. And don't worry about your Dad and Karden. Just give them time. You can't rush things 
like this." She turns back toward the door. 
 
"Hey, Grace?" She looks over her shoulder. "Thank you again. I think I know why you never 
triggered my senses. I think you're finally letting yourself be a good person, even when it's hard 
to. For what it's worth, I'm proud of you." 
 



She turns back around and walks to me, smiling, and gives me a hug, squeezing me tight, and 
kisses my cheek. "Now that's the kind of paladin I know you are, Lenny." She lets me go and 
cocks her head toward the door. "You guys coming or what?" 
 
*** 
 
Grace actually brought her own car tonight, a four door sedan import with not a lot of legroom 
and a spacious backseat. I'm not, as usual around her, surprised at all by this. She drops us off in 
front of the club.  
 
"Give me a call sometime tomorrow and let me know what's going on, alright?" She knows she 
can't go in. Master Vael has made that perfectly clear, and I don't really want to defy him, both 
because of fear and because I don't want to lose what little respect I've earned with him. Besides, 
I'm confident that Grace will earn her own way in eventually.  
 
The two sides of beef at the front door look surprised as Andros and I approach, but they part the 
velvet rope and let us in ahead of the people in line huddled together for warmth. The two satyr 
bouncers bow their heads to me as I approach, and I return the gesture as they open the door to 
let us in. Some people in the line recognize Andros and call out to him, as he usually works at the 
bar here, hoping he'll wave them over and grant them early entrance to the club ahead of 
everyone else. No such luck for them, though.  
 
The Palace of Wisdom is a renovated movie palace, gutted and turned into a night club for the 
rich, horny, and supernatural of the City. The place is open all day, every day, and the party, 
suffice to say, never stops. The music varies, but it's always something with a deep and primal 
rhythm to it, enough to stoke the fires of instinct and get you out on the floor and ready to revel.  
 
Tonight, however, it's a bit subdued. The crowd is thinner when we hit the main floor, there are 
seats open at the bar, even the music's a bit slower. Andros heads over to the bar after we check 
our coats, chatting up some people while I survey the floor. I see plenty of guys I wouldn't mind 
bedding, mainly every guy in the club, which reminds me that I haven't taken care of my libido 
yet.  
 
One of the downsides to my "progression" as a paladin is having a generally human body that 
has to deal with satyrous urges. Andros can handle the need to rut and fuck twenty-four/seven, 
it's just his nature, so he accepts it and can even express it through his various forms of 
philosophizing and meditation. Me? I'm like a drunk fraternity brother who's watched six hours 
of porn and taken a double dose of Viagra and then turned loose. Supposedly, the further along I 
go, the better my control will get, but right now my control frankly sucks.  
 
So I'm not really all that surprised when I walk over to Andros, tap his shoulder, and nearly drag 
him in the direction of the men's room.  
 
"Wouldn't you rather do this in the grove?" He's chuckling softly, knowing damned well what I 
want to do. But this isn't a lesson. He's not teaching me anything. I stop and look him dead in the 
eye, and Andro bows his head. "I apologize." 



 
I smile a bit, but keep my voice steady. "Accepted." And with that we push our way through the 
crowd and into the men's room.  
 
The bathroom is much what you'd expect in a club like the Palace: it's nice, kind of clean, has 
people doing drugs, pissing out wine and beer, and of course people having sex in the stalls or 
just right there in front of everyone. Andros is right in that it probably would be better to do it in 
the grove, as we wouldn't be disturbed, but tonight I want be with him outside of the grove, 
outside of my dorm, and in control of him.  
 
It doesn't take long for a stall to free up, a guy and his girlfriend exiting, and the two of us head 
in. There's a hole in both walls to be used for the usual purposes, but I'm not interested in that 
right now. I lean back against the tiled wall and look at Andros, almost too big for the stall, his 
arms nearly brushing the hard steel walls. He may be a monk most of the time, but I bring out 
another side of him, as he brings out a side of me I didn't know I had.  
 
I fold my arms and wait expectantly.  
 
"Here, Master Lennox?" His voice quivers, revealing his apprehension. He's always liked it 
private. Intimate. Despite his skill, he's a little self-conscious. I'm not looking to make him get 
over this; he never saw it as a problem. I want him to see he can be private and intimate with me, 
even surrounded by people, even while I see eyes eagerly watching through the holes.  
 
I nod to him to answer, and despite his nervousness, I see his erection surge, drip more copiously 
onto the floor to join the other fluids that mingle down there. Gingerly, he reaches his hands 
forward, touching the buckle of my belt before looking at me. "May I?" 
 
"May you... what?" I smirk a bit. This is just as much for me as him. He's my mentor and teacher 
for most of our time during the day. It's when we're like this that he gets to let someone else, 
namely me, be in control.  
 
"May I please you, Master?" He's staring hungrily at my crotch now, my pants getting 
unbearably tight. His fingers are trembling at the buckle. I can hear the sounds of skin on skin 
from the adjoining stalls.  
 
"You may."   
 
And he wastes no time in working open the belt, the fly of my jeans. He pulls down my boxers, 
drops to his knees, pushes his face into my groin, and moans softly. His tongue generously 
bathes the sweaty skin there. I keep strong, keep up the cool façade, but, honestly, I'm certain 
once I'm in his mouth I'm going to explode.  
 
I stroke his hair, trace along his ears, his horns, show my approval as he sucks at my balls, my 
shaft rubbing along his face, smearing his cheek and nose with my pre. He draws his tongue all 
along the length of me and then swirls it slowly around the glans. I steady my breathing and try 
to think about baseball being played by very ugly swamp trolls.  



 
His hands slip around my hips, stroking my ass as he finally dives down the length of me. I close 
my eyes, but still feel myself slip into his warm, wet mouth. He's had plenty of time to learn me, 
to learn to please me, and he knows I'm teetering on the edge, that he could push me over and 
collect his prize. His tongue dances around my sweet spots, traces veins, his mouth applying a 
gentle suction, just enough to stave off my climax and continue his pleasures. He knows he's 
kept me waiting, that it's paid off as my exams are done and I'll have a week off from school to 
rut and cavort and revel and take part in the Equinox rites, and he won't have his master's first 
climax in two days (an eternity for a satyr) be a three-brush come.  
 
I press my back firmly to the tile, my ears flicking at I hear the males in the adjoining stalls, 
gaining their pleasures from the sight of Andros pleasing me. I grunt out my thanks to Lord Pan, 
offer up the bliss and passion that Andros' service has created tonight. My hips are starting to 
move of their own accord, following old instincts. I want to let go and show Andros how well 
he's performed.  
 
My hands grasp his horns, and pull him close to me, my phallus pushing into the back of his 
mouth, my shaft twitching and stiffening. His tongue continues stimulating me, but other than 
that, he relaxes, letting me use him now to finish myself off. To his credit, I don't last much 
longer. I feel a burning heat well up inside me, and then erupt as my vision goes white. My body 
locks all of its muscles as my erection jumps in his mouth, his throat filling with my seed, which 
he swallows greedily. I can hear the stifled moans of climax from the voyeurs, but currently I'm 
trying to stay upright.  
 
My body isn't well-equipped to handle a satyr's lust, much less to handle a satyr's climax. My 
balls ache and throb, my shaft feels over-stimulated, my head pounds as the climax proves too 
much for me to handle. Andros drinks me down, every drop my body has to offer, until I swear I 
must be dry. I slump against the wall, sliding down slowly onto the toilet seat as he pulls off me 
and I labor to catch my breath.  
 
Andros rubs his horns against mine slowly, not touching any part of my groin as I'm still 
hypersensitive down there.  
 
"Thank you, Master Lennox." 
 
I chuckle weakly and stroke his face gently. "You did quite well, Andros." I rest my head against 
the back wall. "You'd think after four months it would stop aching so much." 
 
I rest a few seconds and then stand up shakily, using Andros for support. I pull up my pants and 
exit the stall with him, giving it up to the next waiting occupants. It's pretty much a revolving 
door in here. I'm thankful my head's more than a bit clearer now, but a satyr's libido isn't quelled 
by one blowjob, no matter how fantastic it might feel. Andros kisses me gently and nibbles on 
my ear, not helping things on the self-control front.  
 
"May I please you again after your audience with Lord Pan?" He knows me too well. I just nod 
in reply to him, and he bows his head, walking in front of me, letting me see his bare ass, a subtle 



hint of exactly how he intends to please me. Right. See Lord Pan, find out why it isn't Spring yet, 
and then rut with my boyfriend until dawn to kick off my break from school.  
 
"Karden!" And I stop dead.  
 
Andros is standing still in front of me, close to the bar, and just beyond him I see a satyr well 
over six feet. His body is marked with tattoos rather similar to Lord Pan's. His eyes are a gentle 
green, his horns more like a goat's than a ram's. He's changed his hair, as it's a bit longer than I 
remember, dyed a deeper black, hanging loose like a rock star's. He gives a nod to Andros. 
"Darren."  
 
"You look different." I step toward him, and he doesn't move. "How are you?" 
 
Karden looks at me, then at Andros, then at me. "A little better. Lord Pan's been keeping me 
busy. I've been keeping an eye on a few things for him. Nothing I can really talk about." His 
voice isn't softer, or harder, just more even. Civil.  
 
"Karden, I--" 
 
"Are you happy, Lennox?" 
 
Andros shoots him a glare, and I step back a little. "Yes. Yes I am." 
 
"Good, then you should go see Lord Pan. He's expecting you." He motions through the crowd to 
the back doors, where Master Vael waits, and gives me a look. Infinite patience or no, I shouldn't 
make anyone have to exercise it. I learned that lesson.  
 
"Karden, please--"  
 
He steps to me, his face an inch from mine. "Just stop. Okay? Stop. You don't get to say that 
you're sorry and make this all okay again. You both decided you didn't love me. So the two men 
I loved pushed me away. But hey, you're both happy, right? That's the important thing, that's 
what I'm supposed to want, right? If I really love the two of you, I'll be happy to see you happy. 
You want to know what? That's a crock of shit."  
 
"Karden, I would advise you to step away from him." Andros steps closer to Karden, cracking 
his knuckles. I hold up my hand at him. Karden looks at my hand and smirks.  
 
"And that's why I'm talking to Lennox instead of you, Darren." He steps back when I turn my 
eyes on him. "And you don't want to keep Lord Pan waiting."  
 
"Apologize to him first. Then I go." I set my jaw, meet his eyes. I will not back down from this. 
"You disrespected my mate, and in turn disrespected me. You will apologize, Karden." My voice 
is deeper, stronger, and I think I surprise Karden as much as myself. He blinks a couple of times, 
and he knows this has nothing to do with who left who, who loves who, who is happy and who 
isn't. This is about him dismissing my mate out of hand, not even deeming Andros worthy of 



attention. I may be Andros' master, but he is no one's bitch. Karden nods once and turns to 
Andros.  
 
"For my earlier disrespect, Darren, I offer my apologies."  
 
He's given a curt nod in return. "Accepted."  
 
I feel a strong hand on my shoulder, and turn to see a towering mountain of a satyr, twirling a 
scourge in his gloved hand. He's close to seven feet tall and wearing plenty of leather, and a fat 
stogie seems eternally in his mouth. I immediately bow my head. "Master Vael." Andros follows 
suit quickly, and I feel myself being tugged into the crowd, toward the door to the back where 
the gateway to Lord Pan's realm resides. I follow along, knowing I'm pretty much being fetched. 
I've kept my god waiting long enough.  
 
"So I hear you're trying your hand at being a Master, kid." 
 
"Yes, sir. Only to Andros, though." 
 
He lifts my chin with his finger. "Quit looking down." 
 
I keep moving through the crowd as he parts it in front of us. He doesn't even need to snap his 
scourge, they know him well enough here to not get in his way. "Who do you submit to, kid?" 
He isn't looking at me, he doesn't need eye contact to get truth out of people.  
 
"I don't understand, sir. Andros is my mate, but--" 
 
We've reached the door, and he pulls open the heavy steel portal with little effort. "But currently 
you have two Masters, kid. You've named them on your own. Who are they?" 
 
I start to walk through the portal, but he blocks it with his arm, holding the scourge, his eyes 
turning to me. I stare into eyes the color of the deep forest at midnight. I've named two masters? 
 
"You're one?" He gives me a glare. Because that shouldn't be a question. I can't call him it unless 
I actually mean it, apparently. "I mean. You, Master Vael." I think a moment. What other satyrs 
do I call master? Oh. Right. "And Lord Pan." 
 
"And in order to be a good master, one must learn how to properly submit." He runs a finger 
along my face. "And you are nearly ready, kid." Dropping his arm, he motions me in with a tick 
of his head, and I quickly head inside, shuddering a little, my brain wrapping around the idea of 
submitting to Master Vael and surviving the encounter.  
 
Over the last few months, I've seen several other humans being brought into the back room, and 
every time, every single time, when they enter Pan's realm, they do the same thing that I do. 
Take off all clothing.  
 



For me, at first, it was because there are plenty of satyrs dancing around the fire who don't want 
to waste time undressing you that they could have spent fellating. But now, I really think I 
understand it. You're not supposed to hold anything back in the presence of Lord Pan. You don't 
keep secrets from him or from yourself. Pan grants you the freedom to be exactly who you are 
without any apology, and it's only natural to exercise that freedom.  
 
When I enter Pan's realm, as always, I relish the feeling of the cool grass against my feet, tickling 
my ankles. I feel the warmth of the bonfire, hear the music being played, smell the wine being 
served, see the shadows of those who exercise their passions. I take a deep, long breath, smelling 
wood smoke, pine, wine, sweat, all of it charging my senses yet calming me at the same time.  
 
I walk to the reveling group, exchanging greetings, being free to feel the bodies and phalli of so 
many different males, not ashamed as they feel me in return. It's just a very intimate way of 
shaking hands with old friends. When I emerge from the revel, though, my eyes fall upon the 
grand, wooden throne on the edge of the shadows, the eternally full moon of Lady Selene shining 
down from above it. Seated within is a grand satyr, my Lord Pan, my god. I approach him, his 
features obscured by the dancing shadows of the flame behind me.  
 
This can't be Lord Pan.  
 
When I saw him a few weeks before, he was as he always has been. He was tall, strong, large 
curving ram's horns, gentle green eyes flecked with gold, long black hair and a towering phallus, 
he was the epitome of masculinity. But now... 
 
He's still tall, his chest still marked by tattoos that now look faded and worn. His hair is streaked 
heavily with gray, his face wrinkled and his muscles atrophied. His horns are chipped, his strong 
and caring hands trembling on the arms of the throne. His phallus, still tall and proud, stands at 
an angle now.  
 
"Hello, Lennox." The voice is the same, still rumbling with the strength of the earth. I drop to 
one knee, bowing my head.  
 
"My apologies, milord, I didn't mean to stare." He bids me to rise, and I do. It pains me to see 
him like this, still bound by the ivy with the beautiful, white blossoms. To behold the Lord Pan 
now so aged, so weak looking... I know who must've done this. That damned ra'ke¬- 
 
"I will not even allow you to think that word in regards to him, squire." His voice is raised, stern. 
I've never seen him angry. He always uses guilt to show me my mistakes.  
 
"I... I apologize, milord. But please, tell me who has done this to you. Surely my vows will allow 
me to avenge such a grievous attack." I meet his eyes, and he looks away a moment and exhales, 
beckoning me over. I place my hands on his, concentrating, begging whatever power I have to 
heal him, to restore him to his former glory. It's not right for this to happen to him, it's just not 
right.  
 



"Lennox." He lifts my hand from his, but I take it again, squeezing it gently. "You know your 
power to heal comes from me." He lifts my chin with his finger to meet my eyes.  
 
"Please, tell me what I can do." 
 
He smiles, and it has the same warmth, the same power. For a moment, I forget everything and 
I'm just there with him, holding his hand, offering comfort.  
 
"Why do you want to do this, Lennox? I have been this way for some days now, and I did not 
summon you for aid. Perhaps this is natural." 
 
"But, the demons are moving in on Allora. They sense that you've weakened. They're taking your 
land, milord." 
 
"This land is not mine, squire. It was not bequeathed to me by Gaia any more than it was given 
to them by their ruling devils. This here, this realm, this is my land, and no demon will ever 
breach it." He strokes along my face, and I lean into his hand. "Tell me why you want to do this." 
 
"I don't know what I'm going to do. Dad won't talk to me. Karden's angry with me. I'm screwing 
up. I went after a werewolf in Tolon Park last night, and I didn't even bring my sword. I'm being 
stupid, I'm not thinking. I'm having trouble controlling myself with sleep and sex and it's 
affecting school and--" I feel a finger on my lips.  
 
"Shh." I feel him pull me into his lap, his arms embracing me warmly. "It will all be alright. You 
have a thread, a destiny, and you are following it as you should. You have nothing to fear from 
Fate, Lennox." He rests his forehead against mine, our horns touching, and I feel calm flooding 
my mind. "Now, tell me why you want to do this. Why do you feel you need to help me?" 
 
I don't know what to say. I can feel the pull of my vow of honestly grasping at words in the dark 
of my mind. "Because I'm afraid." 
 
"Afraid of what?" 
 
"Of losing you, milord. I know ever since you took me as your squire my life's been nothing but 
complicated, but I've found what my purpose is." 
 
He smiles weakly. "You don't need me to follow your path." 
 
"Please. Listen. I was afraid before. I was afraid to be myself, to acknowledge the strength that I 
had, what I was capable of, to be the one I'm supposed to be for you. Look at what you've done 
for me, sir. Look at what you're helping me become. And this is just me. Imagine what you've 
done for so many others. You help us find ourselves, to not be afraid of who we are, to chase our 
dreams instead of just settling. Don't leave us. Don't leave me." I feel his finger wipe under my 
eye, feel the skin is wet there. "Does this have anything to do with why it's still so cold? Why 
Spring hasn't arrived yet?" 
 



He smiles again, a hint of pride there. "Every time we meet I become more sure of why I chose 
you. Yes. There is some disorder, but nothing to risk a young squire in." 
 
"Sir, if I'm to be your paladin, won't you have to risk me? You've given me a purpose, and you're 
forbidding me from following it." 
 
"Someday you will know what your purpose is, my squire. There are ordeals and trials left for 
you to face, yet. When I need you, I will call." 
 
"At least let me look into matters, milord. Gather information for you. I'm your knight, Lord Pan. 
Let me do something to help you." I squeeze his hand. "Please." 
 
"Act within your vows, my squire. That is all I can command you to do." I slip out of his lap and 
bow deeply. "You may go, Lennox." 
 
My cue to leave. Now. I bow again and turn, returning back to the entrance to the realm. Follow 
my vows?  
 
I could feel him. I could literally sense that his strength was waning. He'd told me that he was 
growing weaker, but I never thought it'd be to that degree. He also hadn't told me explicitly that I 
wasn't to do anything other than never refer to the one who bound him as ra'keth ever again. 
 
Lord Pan didn't want to give me any answers. It was a matter for the gods to settle. But I knew 
someone who did have answers.  
 
*** 
 
The moment the elevator doors slide open, I feel guilty. Not that I'm going behind Lord Pan's 
back. Not that I told Andros that this was something I had to do alone. Not even that I didn't try 
to patch things up with Karden.  
 
As I give my name to the head nurse of the psych ward at Mercy Hospital in Destry Bay, and 
give the name of the woman I came to see, I realize I haven't been to see her in months. The head 
nurse pats my shoulder and tells me that after my last visit she can understand why I'd be 
nervous about seeing my grandmother again. After all, my "grandmother" has nearly killed me 
both times I've met her. I hear the nurse remark on how my grandmother seems to be in a better 
mood nowadays, behaving, talking about knitting, mostly. The doctors are considering letting her 
use knitting needles under heavy supervision, apparently.  
 
I've brought flowers that I chose myself, and after they're checked by the nurse, I'm allowed into 
the padded room that is bare save the bed where a woman is bound up in a strait jacket, strapped 
down to the bed. Her face is weathered, middle-aged, her hair cut short with a box-dye-job, her 
cheeks smeared with rouge, her lips painted with lipstick.  
 
Her eyes open when I draw near, and change from a tired brown to a bright, joyous blue, her hair 
lengthening to her shoulders, turning black, her face losing its crow's feet, becoming smooth and 



pure and natural, and she smiles at me, looking at the flowers. Her voice is young, that of a 
maiden. "Almond blossoms. You remembered." 
 
I hold them near her face, letting her drink in the scent before putting them on the windowsill. 
"You asked me to bring them next time." I turn from the window to face her. To face the 
Goddess. "I'm so sorry that--" 
 
She reverts to her previous face and laughs softly. "You will come when you are destined to see 
us, Lennox Kingsley. No sooner, no later. Everything is running right on schedule, have no doubt 
of that." 
 
Her face then ages, the crow's feet deepening, her laugh lines becoming set wrinkles, her hair 
going white, tied in back in a bun, her face haggard and almost skeletal. "He only wants a favor, 
daughter, as if we haven't done enough for him. He wants to help--" 
 
Her face is taken by the maiden. "He is a knight serving the throne he swore fealty to, 
grandmother." 
 
"Please. Tell me why Spring hasn't arrived." 
 
The crone takes her again, her eyes locking on mine. "You would demand answers of us? The 
equinox is still days away." She snorts softly. "Humans. Always thinking they know better." 
 
The mother emerges. "No, mother. I believe he is offering his service." Her eyes are kind, warm. 
"Even though he has been told this is a matter for the gods, he wants to help us." She reaches a 
hand up, slipping her bindings with ease, and strokes my face. "He carries so much pain..." 
 
The maiden takes her, and she smiles sadly. "He misses his mother. His father. So willing to 
sacrifice, even when he learns the price." Her hand vanishes back under the bindings, into the 
jacket. "She gave so much for this one." The mother takes her. "I can see why now."  
 
The crone takes her again, and her eyes bore into mine. "I am not so impressed yet, little one. 
You have a long road until you're more than a rutting goat in my eyes." 
 
"Please, I want to help. Just tell me what I need to do." 
 
The mother takes her. "Mother, she would return. The knight of Pan could find her." The maiden 
nods in agreement. "With our blessing, he could act." The crone stares hard at me. "This will not 
erase your debt, little one." 
 
"I understand." 
 
"Persephone has gone missing again." 
 
I quirk a brow. "This has happened before?" 
 



"Of course this has happened before, little one. The cycle of seasons has long since left her 
purview or her mother's. She is bound to see her husband only for honor's sake, and she rarely 
speaks to her mother. But she still has the equinox. She must be present for it, to enact her rituals 
to wake the earth, to invite warmth back into the world. It's one day of a year, which leaves her 
time to pursue other... interests." 
 
I decide to wait for her to continue. This isn't a woman I'm about to interrupt and aggravate. 
She's pulled my thread out before, and I doubt she'd hesitate to do it again.  
 
"Hades would know where to find her. So would Demeter. The gods spend little time in each 
other's company in this new world. The deal with each other through..." She snorts at me. 
"Emissaries. Couriers. Human puppets."  
 
"Where would I find them, milady?"  
 
She gives me a cold stare. "Waste not your honorifics on me, little one. I care not for how doe-
eyed my daughter and granddaughtermay be, nor will flattery accomplish anything." 
 
"It's merely a term of respect. I do have reason to." 
 
She snorts again. "Humans know little of respect anymore. Those cursed ra'keth are to blame for 
that." The maiden pushes through, takes her. "Grandmother, please." The mother emerges. "He is 
simply following his thread. You cannot fault him for that." The crone resurfaces. "Remember 
who holds the shears, little one. You will find who you seek where you would expect to find 
them." 
 
Why did she have to go the cryptic route? Regardless, I bow deeply to her. "Thank you, Lady 
Atropos."  
 
The maiden emerges again and smiles to me. "You'd best be on your way, Lennox." I smile in 
return and turn toward the door to knock and be let out. "Lennox?" 
 
I turn back to her. "Yes, Lady Clotho?" 
 
She laughs, and I feel reborn. "Before you leave, may I ask a favor of you, noble knight?" 
 
I nod and approach her. "You honor me by merely asking, milady."  
 
"When you find Lord Hades, do not tell him your name. Tell him your title, who you represent, 
but promise me, Lennox. Promise me you will not tell him your name." She reaches through the 
bonds and strokes my face. "Please." 
 
"I promise. Of course." I don't know why I'd tell him in the first place. She leans up and kisses 
my forehead, and when she pulls away, I see the face of the mother. My body feels warm, safe, 
comforted.  
 



"Go with my blessing, young knight." 
 
I nod, bow deeply again, and then knock on the door. The head nurse outside opens the door and 
smiles at the two of us. She fetches the flowers, and the maiden watches them as they leave. I'll 
bring her more when I visit her again. As I sign out and head back to the elevator, I can still feel 
the warmth of the mother's kiss. I can hear lullabies sung to me on stormy nights, a warm 
embrace after a rough day at school, a kiss on my forehead before I fell asleep. And the 
memories always lead me back to the same day: my mother in a hospital bed, hooked up to 
countless machines, her body broken and bandaged. She asked me to scratch her nose, so I did.  
 
Don't be afraid, Lenny.  
 
And then my mother died.  
 
When the elevator arrives, I steady my breathing, and only once I'm inside the car and heading 
back down to the lobby alone do I finally let the tears flow.  
 
*** 
 
"You all right, Lenny?" Grace is standing outside of the hospital when I leave, leaning against 
her Mercedes, dressed in her usual bomber jacket and jeans, her hair reddish-brown and tied 
back. The engine is running. I'd wiped my eyes in the elevator before exiting into the lobby, but 
maybe there were a few telltale signs. Then again, she might be asking if I'm all right because I 
just left a hospital.  
 
"I'll be okay. Just some tough memories, that's all." 
 
"Anything you want to talk about?" I'm closer to her now, but there's still a few feet of distance. 
 
"Simply put, I miss my mom. She died when I was ten, and I was visiting a lady that kind of 
reminds me of her."  
 
"I'm sorry." I know it's what everyone says when I tell them that, or when anyone tells anyone 
something like that, but it's still a small comfort. "Darren said you came here, so I figured I'd 
save you the train ride. Maybe get you something to eat, something other than wine or your 
boyfriend." She smirks lightly, and I appreciate the attempt to lighten the mood.  
 
"That was only once, and it was with Karden. And honestly? I think I could go for something to 
eat, yeah." I walk to her car, and she moves to the other side. I open the door and get in, buckling 
up as she does the same.  
 
"No comment about the car? No chiding me for not buying American?" 
 
I shrug. "It's your car. Besides, are you even American? I mean, in a non-citizenship sort of 
way." 
 



There's a shrug from her. "All I know is that I'm from somewhere else from a rather long time 
ago. I couldn't even tell you what I used to look like." She pulls away from the curb and into 
traffic, and I watch the hospital drift off in the side-view mirror. "In the mood for anything in 
particular, or should we go with the college standard of pizza and beer?" 
 
"I'll get carded." 
 
"You drink more than I do." 
 
"But I'm only nineteen." 
 
"Remind me to take you to Canada sometime. Or Germany. Hell, they serve some beers in the 
high schools over there." She looks at me a minute. "Wait a second, you're on Spring Break now, 
aren't you? Why aren't you heading off somewhere to get plastered and have orgies? I thought 
you worked for Pan. That should be a requirement or something, shouldn't it?" 
 
I shake my head. "I've got work." 
 
"Anything I can help with?" She turns off onto a side street and parks. "We'll eat here. They've 
got really good French fries." We both get out and head into a small place that informs us with a 
chalkboard sign that the potatoes used today are from a specific town in Idaho. We get in line, 
and she turns to her side to keep an eye on the line while talking to me. "Seriously, is there 
anything I can help with?" 
 
I know this is a test, mostly for me. It's time to see whether I trust Grace enough to let her know 
what's going on. The last time I did trust her, though, a demon ended up sacrificing dryad 
seedlings in my father's backyard.  
 
"I don't really know yet. So far it's all things that are outside your circle." 
 
"Olympian stuff. Got it. Well, just let me know." She orders for the both of us, burgers and fries, 
and we head off to a table to wait. After we sit down, she reaches over and taps my horns. I've 
gotten used to the balance and weight of them, so I sometimes forget that they're even there. "So 
are these going to get bigger?" 
 
I shrug. "I don't know. I'm not a paladin yet, there are more trials and ordeals for me to go 
through, so I could very well look a lot different by the time this is all over. I could end up with 
hooves for all I know." The nice thing is that we can talk about this in a crowded burger joint and 
everyone believes we're talking about the weather and what happened last night on TV. Human 
denial just amazes me now.  
 
"And how do you feel about that? I mean, you're not going to really be human anymore, Lenny. 
You're taking all this pretty well."  
 
"I don't know. It just doesn't bother me. I know Dad will probably freak out when he sees me. 
Everyone else, though, doesn't really care. Andros took it really well. I don't think that I'm 



becoming satyr, though. From what I've seen, that's a pretty instantaneous thing. There's a ritual 
and everything, but you're human at the beginning and a satyr by the end of it. This is... just 
weird. Andros didn't mention anything about anything like that, and I doubt he'd keep it secret." 
 
Grace nods and then goes to fetch our food from the counter. She returns and puts a large plate of 
fries in front of me. I try a couple, and while a bit hot, they are rather good. It's a nice way to fill 
the silence.  
 
"Can you at least talk about this thing between you and Darren?" She smirks a bit. "And why are 
you calling him Andros? Pet name?" 
 
I shake my head. "It was his name. Before. And yeah, I guess we can talk about it. What do you 
want to know?" I currently have no idea where to find Hades or Demeter. I can probably ask 
around back at the Palace. Maybe Andros or Karden or Vael know something.  
 
"It's just a little weird to see you as the master in that relationship. I mean, you're shorter than 
him, less experienced in a lot of ways. No offense, of course."  
 
"None taken. His experience is why he's the submissive. He knows exactly what he wants and 
how to ask, and he isn't afraid to ask. He also knows me well enough to anticipate my needs. All 
I have to do is learn what he feels he needs to work on and help with that. That and I lean on him 
so much as far as my training goes that it's a nice change for him to be depending on me." I take 
a bite of my burger. Not bad. "We don't do the whips and chains that you see in the stereotype. 
It's mostly commands and obedience." 
 
She grumbles a bit, tearing off a big hunk of her sandwich.  
 
"What?"  
 
Grace frowns, nearly pouting. "Like they always say: married or gay." She sighs. "You do think 
I'm pretty, though, right?" She flutters her eyelashes at me, and I fight not to burst out laughing 
and subsequently shower her with half-chewed French fries.  
 
"Yes. You're very pretty." I take a moment to breathe and swallow and let the urge to laugh too 
loudly pass. "I'll admit I'm a little surprised by something, though." 
 
"What's that?" 
 
"You didn't ask how my mom died." 
 
She goes quiet for a second, as I have steered the subject back into depressing waters.  
 
"I kind of figured if you wanted to tell me you would. And you looked like you were in bad 
shape, so I wouldn't want you to relive it or anything. That and I'm still figuring out what's okay 
to talk about with you since we're still patching things up." 
 



I nod, look down at the plate, push around some food, bite my lower lip. I have told this story 
more times than I can count. "You want the quick version or the long painful one?" 
 
"Start with quick." 
 
"Car accident. She died in the hospital." 
 
"What happened?" She winces slightly after saying it, but no one can usually resist asking that 
question. I think it's hardwired into our brains. I decide to stop her before she asks the next most 
common question.  
 
"Wasn't a drunk driver." She nods, and I could tell it was on her mind. "It was winter. Roads 
were rather bad. Slush, ice, bad visibility. My dad was driving the truck, she was in the passenger 
seat." At her look, I shake my head. "Not the same truck from Thanksgiving, no." She nods, and 
I continue. "I was over at my friend Rick's house. It was a guaranteed snow day, you know?" I 
take a sip of my drink. "Mom and Dad were on their way back from the store, from getting 
groceries 'cause we'd gone through what was left in the greenhouse. I can remember. They 
needed bread, milk, eggs, and a cord of wood. It was a week before Valentine's Day." 
 
I can feel the pain starting to bubble up from beneath the surface, just it always does from 
endlessly picking at an old wound.  
 
"A little after they left Elmwood they drove back home. And uh..." I bite my lip. "From the way 
Dad tells it, he took a curve a little too fast. And the truck went off the road, down a hill and it 
flipped. And hit a tree." 
 
"Holy shit..." This is the most common response. I hold onto it. If I focus on how she's reacting 
then I'll forget how I'm reacting. 
 
"They had to pry the truck open to get her out. And she was in there too long. Lost too much 
blood. Broke her legs, her arms. They got her to the hospital, and she was conscious the whole 
way. She was in a lot of pain, but she was actually joking with the paramedics in the ambulance. 
She said 'I gave birth to an eight pound baby. A car crash ain't shit.'" I smile weakly. Even Dad 
still smiles remembering that. "She was so banged up anyone could tell she didn't have a shot, 
but she wouldn't hear anything of it. Rick's parents brought me to the hospital. Dad had called 
them. I remember seeing her in the ICU. She had all these machines hooked up to her, you 
know? Her legs and her arms were all bandaged up, her neck was braced, and all the while she's 
chatting away with Dad, reminding him about stuff he'll need to do around the house, to keep on 
me about my homework." 
 
I take a long breath.  
 
"Then she told Dad he should get the paper or something to read to her while she's laid up, and 
she was so convincing he actually went and did it. I think he even believed that she was going to 
pull through. I know that I did. She told me to come over and asked me to scratch her nose." 
 



Grace chuckles lightly. "You're kidding." 
 
I shake my head. "Seriously. She couldn't reach, and she had an itch that was driving her crazy, 
so I pulled over a chair and climbed up on it and reached up and did it. And she smiled at me, 
and then..." My breathing's a little more ragged. My throat feels hot, tight, pinched, my eyes wet. 
"She told me not to be afraid. And then she closed her eyes, and all the machines started going 
off. And nurses and doctors ran in and put me outside while they did all these things to her. I saw 
her body jump a few times, and I didn't understand. I thought they were hurting her. And then the 
doctor looked at the clock right as my father was getting back." 
 
I take a breath, rub my face a bit to mask checking for tears. "He got back just in time for them to 
call the time of death. Last thing she ever said to him was 'Could you go get me a crossword?' 
None of it makes any sense to me, you know? I've met the goddess who took her, and I still don't 
understand how you can be here one minute and gone the next." 
 
Grace shrugs. "I think I'll do the smart thing and not offer up some philosophical nugget of 
wisdom. I've heard too many explanations for it all. I've even seen Hell, and the people there 
don't get any of it either. It's better to concentrate on what you do understand, right? You miss 
your mom, you love her, you hope that wherever she is, she's proud of you. That's the only thing 
you should hold onto." She smiles weakly, nudging my arm. "Besides, having a paladin for a son 
will probably give her a leg up on all those other mothers bragging about their children who are 
doctors and lawyers." She places her hand on mine, and I don't pull it away. "So how about you 
keep her proud of you and get out there and do your job?" 
 
I nod once. "Thanks, Grace." Made sense, to do my job. It didn’t matter how many times I went 
through the memory, it would never make sense to me. I had pressing issues anyway. Grace 
wanted to help, but I didn’t know what she knew. Might as well ask, right? "Where would you 
expect to find a god of the underworld? Or a goddess of the harvest?" 
 
She tilts her head at me for a moment and draws her hand back to drum her fingers on the table. 
"Well, if you're looking for Olympians, I can't give you much help. I could maybe point you in 
the right direction toward finding Nipponese or maybe a couple of Hindus, but there's only one 
Olympian I know of in the city besides your boss. And uh..." She looks me over. "You wouldn't 
go over well with her." She frowns a little. "Come to think of it, why don't you just ask your 
boss? I don't really want to get you in trouble." 
 
"He didn't tell me to. I'm not exactly going out to kill something, so I don't need his leave 
anyway. It's just some information gathering. I'm going to tell him everything." And I'm not just 
saying this. "Besides, if I'm going to be a paladin, I should probably know who's where so I don't 
step on any toes, introduce myself, all that." 
 
Grace nods a couple of times. "All right, well, she's right here in Destry Bay, on 22nd and 
Cypress. Be polite and as non-threatening as possible." She smirks a little. "And uh, try not to 
stare." 
 
*** 



 
Destry Bay is about on par with Allora, only with waterfront, so the very rich tend to live here, at 
least the ones who like having a garage and a driveway. There's an excellent police presence 
through most of it, especially in the area around 22nd and Cypress. Everything is green, lawns 
are manicured, and there are cypress trees every twenty yards. The sidewalks are clean, no litter, 
and people are generally happy-looking. I take the bus to 25th and Cypress and walk the rest of 
the way.  
 
I pass a police station and several mom and pop storefronts. There are no roads for a car, 
everything's walkways and easily accessible. It's bright and sunny, despite the winter weather. I 
see kids building a fort to continue a snowball fight, several completed snowmen and more in 
various states of construction. Everything's just so... peaceful.  
 
When I reach the corner of 22nd and Cypress, I'm greeted with a small bookstore, a coffee house, 
a corner grocery, and a tall brownstone apartment building with flowerboxes on nearly every 
window. It'll be gorgeous here in the Spring. There's a large sign in the small yard in front, 
reading "Cypress Avenue Women's Shelter".  
 
It seems a little out of place at first, but when I think about it, it starts to make more sense, 
considering the location. It just must be really well-funded. Perhaps by a goddess. 
 
I walk to the door and ring the buzzer. There are no windows in the door, so I can't tell if I'm just 
buzzing an intercom or asking someone to let me in. I'm suddenly rather thankful that whoever's 
in here won't see me as I really am. I doubt I'd be a welcome sight.  
 
"Who is it?" The voice comes from a small speaker on the intercom. It's strong, but not annoyed 
sounding.  
 
"Uh..." What the Hell do I say? "Could I talk to your supervisor?" 
 
"What, you don't like my attitude already?" 
 
"No, no. It's just that I had some questions, and I was told to talk to a woman who's probably 
running this place." 
 
"Who are you?" 
 
"Lennox Kingsley, Paladin of Pan, Guardian of Tolon Wood, Wielder of..." I bite my lip. Stupid 
vow... "Sorry." 
 
"Wait right there." 
 
Either she's calling the police, or...  
 
I wait, hear a lot of feet and scrabbling approaching the door. A buzzer sounds, and the door 
opens, and I'm greeted by the most beautiful woman I have ever seen in my life.  



 
She's tall, about six two, slender but athletic, with definite muscle visible. She's wearing a T-shirt 
and jeans, sneakers, her jet black hair cut incredibly short. Around her waist is a belt with a 
holster for a very big gun. In her hand she holds a leash to two very vicious looking dogs, 
possibly wolfhounds, that are growling at me and showing teeth.  
 
In my mind I know she's really good looking, even though I know she's not my type. And her 
dogs are scaring me. I look up at her face, try not to meet her eyes that are dark and brown.  
 
"So the goat sent his lapdog, huh?"  
 
I shake my head quickly. "I'm not here in an official capacity... Do you have a preference for 
honorifics? I don't want to call you ma'am and end up puppy chow." 
 
"What did you say your name was again? And spare me the long titles, those mean very little to 
me." 
 
"Lennox Kingsley." 
 
"And you are here, because...?" 
 
"I wanted to talk to Hades or Demeter." 
 
"And you came here looking for them? Is that goat ever going to pick someone with half a 
brain?" The dogs start barking, and I flinch. She smiles a bit. "You're afraid of me, aren't you?" 
 
"Very much so." 
 
She kneels down and pats the hounds, who go around her back inside. "Still terrified?" She looks 
down at the gun holster, flicks the safety back on. "How about now?" 
 
"I'm not here to cause any trouble. Honestly. I'm just trying to find out what happened to 
Persephone." 
 
She hmms a moment. "All right, give me a moment and I'll clear a path for you to my office. 
Some of the women here aren't all that comfortable yet with seeing a man, no matter how 
calming his presence might be." She looks me over. "That's a handy aura you have, though. If 
you want to do volunteer work sometime, you can come back here for trust-building exercises." 
She steps back into the building. "I'll buzz the door when it's clear. Just follow the hall, take a 
left, second door on your right." 
 
She closes the door and about two minutes pass before I hear the door buzz. I open it and walk 
inside to a simple intersection of hallways, a door for an elevator, deep green carpeting, the walls 
painted taupe, probably because it's supposed to be soothing. I follow the directions, not seeing 
anyone, hearing some music playing behind some doors, the sounds of a TV here and there, 
nothing I can really make out. It reminds me of the dorms during finals week, honestly.  



 
I reach the office, seeing a plaque with "Diane Archer" written in black against a silver plate. 
Even though she asked me in, I still knock. It's only polite, and I am afraid of her. I've read too 
many stories of her loosing the hounds on any man who looked at her funny or scorned her. 
Artemis is supposed to be the eternally chaste goddess, and I'm walking in here as a 
representative of a god essentially seen as a walking penis.  
 
Her office is simple, Spartan in its furnishings, just a desk, her chair behind it, another chair in 
front. There are a few plaques on the wall outlining outstanding community service, all made out 
to the shelter, a couple of pictures of women grouped together, looking happy. She's seated 
behind her desk, leaning back in her chair, arms folded.  
 
"So this isn't an official visit, then, Paladin?" She motions to the chair in front, and I sit, resting 
my hands on my lap.  
 
"Yes, ma'am."  
 
She quirks a brow and chuckles lightly. There's no malice or mocking that I can sense.  
 
"You must think I'm a real ballbuster, huh? What were you expecting? Tight leather and a 
buzzcut? Maybe a Harley outside and a bunch of pissed off Maenads screaming for blood?" 
 
I shake my head quickly. "No, ma'am. Honestly, I had no idea what to expect. I didn't think that 
I'd find Lord Pan running a night club, either, if that helps at all." I bite my lip a little. "What 
should I call you?" 
 
"You can call me Diane. It's close enough, and I've gotten used to it. Things have changed a lot, 
knight. The world's ended and begun more times than I can count, and every time I'm a little 
different. Every time the women who call to me need me for a different reason. I'm still the 
same, but humanity's asked me to take on a different set of responsibilities. It's the same for a lot 
of us nowadays. Most of them out there don't believe in us at all, but we hear them. They call to 
us with their hearts, their souls, in ways they've forgotten but still do regardless."  
 
"So that's why you let me in? I'll admit I was expecting to have to convince you more to talk to 
me." 
 
She smiles a bit wolfishly. "You're still a pup, and you've managed to learn respect for your 
betters. If I really thought you were a threat, I'd have set the hounds on you when you were four 
blocks away." Diane laughs softly. "Besides, you came unarmed."  
 
"So... Diane." I didn't really feel comfortable calling her that. She nods, though, expectantly. 
"What can you tell me about Persephone?" 
 
"First, I believe you need to tell me why you feel the need to find her." 
 



"Well, the Equinox is coming. She needs to do her ritual, right? Wake the earth and all that? 
You've seen how bad the weather's getting, right?" 
 
She shrugs. "She could very well just be shirking that last responsibility. If she doesn't do it, then 
yes, winter will continue on, some people may die, but eventually humanity will end this world 
and begin a new one where her services are no longer needed." Her tone was even, matter-of-
fact. "Before you start worrying, the world has ended before in your lifetime, and as you can see, 
we're all still here." 
 
I nod. "I know. The storm last year. But what happens, though, if the world ends like that?"  
 
She shrugs. "She could be freed from that last responsibility, do whatever she wants. I do pity 
her, considering how badly she's been treated by her husband and mother." At my look, she 
continues. "Nothing horrific. Nothing like what you'd see here, for example. She's in a loveless 
marriage that she was forced into and controlled by an overprotective mother, eternally traded 
off between the two, back and forth like some child from a broken home." 
 
I nod slowly, trying to understand. I know the whole legend, of course, how Hades came up from 
the underworld and kidnapped her, forced her to be his queen, how her mother Demeter plunged 
the earth into eternal winter until she was returned, the whole thing with the pomegranates and 
the cycle of the seasons. Then I imagine that exchange between husband and mother going on for 
millennia. Or try to, at least. I see Diane nod as she watches me.  
 
"So you can maybe see why she'd want to be free of it. Did Pan ask you to find her?" Shit.  
 
"No. He's taking a position of not taking a position on this. All he commanded me to do is act 
within my vows." I look at her, careful not to meet her eyes, but she peers into mine, and I feel 
fear for a moment. I'm trapped by her beauty, those perfect, astonishing eyes promising me so 
many secrets. I can feel myself sweating, familiar urges starting to make themselves known. 
"Please, stop." I grip the arms of the chair tightly, my knuckles a bit white.  
 
"Be calm. This is a common reaction for one of your kind within the presence of a maiden. I am 
everything you cannot have, will never possess, and for a male, especially one such as yourself, 
that is the greatest challenge to your masculinity." She chuckles lightly as my passions strain to 
stay under control. "This is why your master's emissaries are often not welcome here. Just calm 
yourself. Relax. I can sense you have something to hold onto. Focus on that, and then we'll 
continue our conversation. Take your time. I can wait." 
 
I close my eyes, but I can still see her there. I can see her standing, her clothes falling away, 
revealing a perfect, untouched body, a chastity and virginity blessed and protected by the gods 
themselves, and all I want is to be the first. Take her, enter her, fill her.  
 
Please. Stop.  
 
Why can't Andros be here? He would help me calm down. He'd take me in his arms, meet my 
eyes, not let anyone else in the world exist except for him. I would only feel his hands running 



along my body, feel his horns gently rub against my own. I seize that image, lock onto it. I see 
his head slowly pulling away from my lap, off of my phallus, his lips wet with my seed before 
his tongue cleans the last drops. I feel him holding me close on a cold night, the two of us staying 
warm on the shores of Tolon Pond, the night we became mates.  
 
Andros is my mate. And I swore to be true to him.  
 
Follow your vows. Right. 
 
I open my eyes. My breathing is a bit more steady, but I'm certain once I get out of here I'll be 
spending at least two hours pounding my boyfriend's ass.  
 
"So it appears that you can act within your vows." Diane leans back in her chair, and I notice that 
her hounds are flanking her. "Pan hasn't asked you to find her, yet here you are. Are you 
planning on doing this on your own?" 
 
I shake my head. "The Goddess gave me her blessing." I tell her what transpired at the hospital.  
 
"Odd that you would react that way to her. Lady Clotho was once considered a companion to the 
gods, if you get my meaning. Still, she gave you excellent advice. I wouldn't tell Hades your 
name. Probably not Demeter, either, if Persephone's involved. Those two are still bitter, though I 
don't know if it's real animosity or just what humanity wants them to feel." 
 
"Who would you suggest I see first, ma- er... Diane?" 
 
She smiles warmly. "Would it make you feel more at ease to use honorifics? I have no use for 
them, but if you feel you must."  
 
I nod gratefully. "Thank you, Lady Artemis." 
 
She gives a slight laugh. "That's a name I haven't heard in a long time." She gently pats one of 
the hounds. "It truly depends on you, knight. Who would you be less afraid of? The lord of the 
underworld or the lady of the harvest? I'll give you a hint, either way you'd be wrong."  
 
"Where do I find them?" I know that the Goddess told me I'd find them where I'd expect to, but I 
have no idea what that means.  
 
"Look at me, knight. Look at the guise I show to the world. Really think about it. Were you at all 
surprised to find me here? Or that your master would be running a debauched nightclub?" 
 
Honestly? A little, but no, probably not as much as I should have been. I had chalked it up to 
having my eyes opened to the world. So where would I expect to find the lord of the 
underworld? Or the lady of the harvest? 
 
She smiles as she watches me figure it out.  
 



"Isn't that a little... obvious?" 
 
"Why shouldn't it be? We're gods, knight. Who do we have to hide from?" 
 
*** 
 
I dial the numbers into the payphone, drop in the quarters, and take a deep breath. The tones go 
off one after another, letting me know that the phone is ringing. I'll get the machine again. I'll 
leave another message and have to let him know that work's keeping me in the City, but I'll come 
home for summer break. I get the feeling I'll never be able to leave here, though. Maybe he can 
come up and visit me?  
 
He only saw the City for a little while when he dropped me off at school, and he seemed a bit 
eager to leave. He's never been all that urban. He told me he wanted to beat the traffic out and he 
couldn't afford a motel. I remember how we both felt, surrounded by rich kids getting in on 
legacy with professional movers carting in all their high-end stuff while my Dad and I unloaded 
everything from the back of a twenty year old pickup. We were really entering another world.  
 
"Hello?" It's a woman's voice. 
 
"I'm sorry. I think I got the wrong number." 
 
"Well, which one did you dial?" She doesn't sound at all annoyed. She's downright pleasant, in 
fact. I tell her the number. "No, that's the right number." Damn it. I didn't think things had gotten 
that bad at home.  
 
Part of me immediately assumes that cash got so tight he had to let the phone go unpaid. That 
would explain the lack of contact. But what if he'd changed it? Because of me? 
 
"Hello? Are you still there?" She sounds like she's in her late thirties. About my Dad's age. He'd 
just hit forty. He married Mom young.  
 
"I'm sorry. I thought I was calling Duncan Kingsley." 
 
"This is his number. Are you selling something? I'm afraid he's usually a bit cross with 
telemarketers, but I know you're just doing your job. You can run through your pitch with me if 
you'd--" She stops a moment. "Wait, is this Lennox?" 
 
I blink a few times. There's no way.  
 
"Uh, yeah. May I please ask who this is?" 
 
"Hello!" Her voice seems to brighten a great deal. "Duncan talks about you all the time! How are 
things in the City?" She pauses a moment. "I'm so sorry! Where are my manners? I'm Lindsay, 
by the way." 
 



"Uh... How exactly do you know my dad?" 
 
I know the answer before I even hear it. I shouldn't be so nervous about this. This is a good thing. 
It's been ten years since Mom died. I'm out of the house and living in the City. I couldn't exactly 
have expected him to remain alone for the rest of his life.  
 
"He hasn't told you?" 
 
"We've been a little quiet since Thanksgiving." 
 
"Ahh..." There's a bit of recognition in that noise. Ye gods, what did he tell this woman? "I heard 
a little about that. Is everything alright between you and your boyfriend?" 
 
I blink a few moments. "Everything's fine, yeah. You still haven't answered my question, though. 
Are you..." 
 
"Dating your father?" There's a nervous chuckle on the line. "I can understand how this can be 
rather awkward. You should see Duncan. He's been so nervous about telling you. I've been 
telling him over and over again that he should call you, but he said this is something he didn't 
want to discuss over the phone. That's why we're looking forward to you coming home in a 
couple of days, right? You're on Spring Break, right?" 
 
My father is dating. I have no words.  
 
"Lennox? Are you there? I'm not making you uncomfortable, am I? Well... Of course I'm 
probably making you uncomfortable, but I was hoping that--" 
 
"It's cool. It's alright. I was actually calling about Spring Break. It's looking like I'll be working 
all the way through it." There's a long silence on the line. "Please, believe me. This isn't because 
of what you just told me. Dad told you I work in security, right? I got a really important job from 
a woman who wants me to look after one of her daughters." I'm not lying, thankfully. "Maybe 
the two of you could come up? I know someone who could get us a table at a restaurant, we 
could have dinner. Talk. All that. Could you run it by him?" 
 
There's another pause on the line. "Yes. Yes of course." She sounds relieved. Cautiously happy. 
"You can bring your boyfriend if you want. I don't mind you being gay at all. My daughter's a 
lesbian; that's how I met your father." I swear I can hear her blush. "Not like that!" She laughs, 
and I laugh, too. It's nice to break the tension. "I mean I met him at a PFLAG meeting. He was so 
nervous." Dad? Nervous? "Once we got to talking, though..." I hear a series of beeps on the line. 
I'm running out of time. I pat my pockets for more quarters, but I'm out.  
 
"Sorry, I'm on a pay phone. I've only got a few seconds left, I think. Could we try next Friday? 
I'll call again with details. I gotta--" The phone clicks, and I get a busy signal. "Go."  
 
My father's dating a woman. He's going to PFLAG meetings. He's nervous at them, or around 
her. She's there, at the house, answering the phone. She's on her way to being the woman in his 



life. I'm happy for him, I really am. I really do hope this works out. I'm looking forward to 
meeting her, seeing the effect she's had on him.  
 
But I can't shake the feeling that my mother has died all over again.  
 
*** 
 
It's nearly evening when I get off the train at Victory Station. I'm dressed warmly, wearing the 
last of my clean clothes underneath my coat, all of which barely fit me anymore, thanks to my 
added height. I'm just thankful I thought baggy was in when I bought everything. Andros could 
offer me little advice on which god to approach first about Persephone (besides, of course, to 
simply not go at all and trust Lord Pan's judgment). He had relented, at least long enough to 
distract me for over an hour, though I hardly was in a state of mind to resist.  
 
"That's what maidens do to us," he'd said. "Just being around one is difficult enough for a satyr in 
full control of himself. I can't imagine how you kept yourself from attacking her." I reminded 
him of the gun and the two angry hounds.  
 
This time I took my sword, which people are starting to generally ignore. I did a peace knot on it, 
just to send the right impression, but I wasn't about to be caught without it again. The incident 
with the werewolf was embarrassing enough.  
 
Victory Station is right underneath Victory Tower, appropriately enough. Most of the major 
finance in the City is done right here in Victory Square, at least according to my Econ prof. And 
it was here that I was looking for Hades, as he won, or maybe lost the coin toss.  
 
I walk into the lobby of Victory Tower, which was cathedral-like, the ceiling at least three stories 
high. Everything is done in cooler tones, but there isn't any black marble or brimstone like one 
might expect when walking into the building where the lord of the underworld set up digs. Then 
again, the building is owned by a financial organization that leases office space, and who's to say 
who's running them.  
 
I check the directory and find the name that sticks out. I had needed to be corrected by Lady 
Artemis. My first guess was a funeral home director or the owner of a Goth club, but the correct 
answer made just as much sense. I obtain a guest pass from the security guard after explaining 
that I needed to speak with one of the tenants, and when he sees that I'm wearing my college 
sweatshirt, he assumes I'm here to apply for an internship, which normally would be a good idea 
if I didn't already have a career path in the field of fighting evil. But the guard gives me the 
benefit of the doubt and buzzes me through, directs me to the correct elevators, and wishes me 
luck.  
 
I've had time to talk with Andros about the way that people react to me, and he explained it 
rather simply. Paladins are just the stuff of fairy tales and roleplaying games, but they represent 
the best of humanity, the most noble qualities and virtues. While I'm certainly not a saint, it 
doesn't matter. Even though humans would deny that paladins exist, subconsciously they see me 
for what I am. They don't suspect me of dishonesty, they want to help me, my presence is 



calming and inspiring. It's like my vows are written on my skin, and they read it plain as day. It's 
a lot to get used to, and I'll admit it makes me more than a little nervous. Someone could abuse 
qualities like that.  
 
The elevator stops on the 57th floor, the doors opening to an exodus of a few people, including 
myself. There's a set of glass double doors, beyond which I can see a large reception area, all 
done in darker, reserved colors, a large sign above the receptionist's desk reading "Aidoneus & 
Partners" I proceed through the doors and into the reception area and feel a cool blast of air. My 
eyes unfocus for a moment, and immediately the area is well-packed with many people that 
weren't there before. All of them are calm and docile looking, all human, just pale, dressed in 
suits and nice dresses, but all dark colors.  
 
Everyone's seated, no one's talking. There's some soft jazz music being played over speakers. 
Muzak for the dead. When I move toward the receptionist, no one looks at me. It's like I'm not 
even there, but then again, I am from the land of the living, as it were. The receptionist is slim, 
pretty, wearing a black blouse, her hair black and tied back in an efficient bun. She's tapping 
away at a computer, and her name plaque reads "Sharon Farry". I clear my throat to use the 
universal expression for politely getting someone's attention.  
 
"May I help you?" She doesn't look up from the screen. I've heard that in business the most 
difficult trial in any sales call is getting past the receptionist.  
 
"I'd like to see Mr. Aidoneus, please." 
 
"Do you have an appointment?" The classic shoot-down. I look at the assembled masses behind 
me.  
 
"More than likely, just not today I hope." 
 
She grumbles and looks up at me, her eyes are coal-black as well. She sits, expectantly.  
 
"Are there any openings today?" 
 
I get a smirk from her. "There could be. There's a knife in the breakroom. Go use it, and I'm sure 
a spot in his schedule will open right up." 
 
"Please? I need to talk to him. It's important." 
 
"Do I need to call security?" I swear I hear a chorus of three dark growls down the hallway.  
 
"It's in regards to his wife." 
 
She exhales forcefully. "Who shall I say is here to see him?" 
 
I bite my tongue and wince. I'm not supposed to give my name. So what do I tell her? I'm not on 
official business, so I can hardly tell him Pan sent me. However... 



 
"Another firm suggested I speak with Mr. Aidoneus regarding his wife." 
 
She looks at me dubiously. "And that firm would be?" 
 
I grin slightly. "Shears, Weaver, and Loom?" 
 
She rolls her eyes, but she picks up the phone and makes the call, relaying the information. After 
a moment, she looks at me and smiles coolly. "Mr. Aidoneus will see you now. Door at the end 
of the hall. He requests that you be brief... Paladin." 
 
Why do they always say that word with such disgust? I'm a good guy. I'm not here to do an 
inspection or track in mud on their floors, just ask a couple questions. I'm starting to understand 
how police officers can seem so jaded.  
 
I proceed down the hall, the walls wood-paneled, ebony. Must've cost a fortune, but you have to 
figure a god who has office space in Victory Tower could probably afford to pay for it. There's a 
large man standing in front of the double doors that lead to the office: black suit, black slacks, 
black gloves, no hair, black skin. I don't mean black as in a racial identifier, either. I mean 
actually black. He's massive, probably eight feet tall or more, and about four feet wide. On his 
shoulders sit three irritated looking heads, all human-looking but with dark fangs extending past 
the upper lip.  
 
"I uh..." I step back a bit so looking up at him won't hurt my neck. "I just got cleared to see him." 
 
"The sword." The middle head speaks. "Leave it." The right one adds. The left just stares down 
at me with an air of condescension. Methinks tossing a porkchop into the midst of them will not 
get me by.  
 
"I seriously doubt a god has anything to fear from it. Do I really have to go in unarmed?"  
 
The left head grins. "Do you?" 
 
He's right. I could just leave. I'm the one who wants the meeting after all. Their turf, their rules, 
all that.  
 
"Could I get a claim check for this? Y'know, make sure I get it back afterward?" I unknot the 
sword frog from my belt. I hand it to him, the huge hamfist making the rapier look like a 
sanctified toothpick. He opens the door and steps aside, still holding my sword like a dirty gym 
sock. Shut up. "Thank you." I start through the door. Just shut up. "I'll be checking that for teeth 
marks." Andros was right. Perhaps Karden was a bad influence on me.  
 
"Wiseass." The other two heads just growl as the door shuts behind me. I am now standing in the 
office of the god of the underworld.  
 



To begin, it's not what I'm expecting. I'm expecting my vision to take in the corner office with 
the long windows that have a breathtaking view of the Allora cityscape with a view of Tolon 
Park and the university, the rich plush wine-colored carpet, the large mahogany desk, the 
treadmill, the fine paintings on the wall that are probably originals, the shelves of a law library... 
I'm expecting it'll all fade out and I'll see Hades itself, that I'll hear the wails of the damned and 
see some guy eternally shoving a boulder up a hill and another guy tormented by water too 
shallow and fruit trees that are too high. I'm expecting to see the highback leather chair to swivel 
to reveal the god of death dressed in a finely cut suit and probably stroking a three-headed cat or 
something.  
 
But the first vision remains, and Hades is seated at his desk, going over a stack of papers, a 
coffee mug at his side. He's dressed in a black silk button-down shirt and black tie. His hair is 
black, cropped short, his skin pale, but more of a monitor tan than the pallor of death.  
 
"I hope you realize that I am quite busy, paladin. You have news regarding my wife?" His voice 
is worn, weary, tired.  
 
"I actually was hoping you would have some idea where she is." He doesn't look up from his 
papers, running his finger along the text, hrm-ing and huh-ing at various intervals before 
stamping one and moving on to the next.  
 
"And Pan has interest in the whereabouts of my wife, why?" Another stack of papers, this one he 
flips through quickly and proceeds to cross out lines, write in notes, before tossing it onto a pile 
that's slowly growing by the desk.  
 
"The Goddess suggested I talk to you about it." 
 
"Doesn't answer my question." He takes a sip of his coffee, makes a face, and pushes it away 
disdainfully. "Why would Pan care about my wife? From what I hear, he prefers the boys this 
time." This time? What's that supposed to mean? 
 
"The Equinox is approaching and--" 
 
"And my wife is nowhere to be found. Did you try asking her mother?" Another stack of papers 
is dealt with with the same speed and efficiency. Another one on the pile, no stamp though. 
What's he doing? 
 
"I came to you first. I thought you'd be the most likely to know, since it's still winter and--" 
 
"And she's supposed to still be with me until I return her to Demeter from her terrifying 
imprisonment in the cold pits of Hell?" He smirks a bit and then shakes his head, chuckling at his 
own private joke probably. "Persephone spends little time with me these days. With the 
increased workload, I have little time for her, so our schedules tend to match well enough for 
us." 
 
"So you're saying you don't know where she is and you probably wouldn't even care?" 



 
He shrugs. "If she gets hurt or dies, she'll just end up here, where else would dead gods go?" He 
looks up at me, and I feel a shiver go down my spine. "I know why you're here. If Spring doesn't 
start, then typical Spring things don't happen. If that happens, then your master loses even more 
strength and influence." He shakes his head. "I've heard Pan's new knight is supposed to be a 
clever boy." 
 
"I don't get what you mean." I really don't. "Yes, Pan's getting weaker, and it's having an effect. 
The demons are moving in on Allora; we can't let that happen." He gives me an indulgent look 
and then gestures with his hands for me to keep going. "I still don't get what you're saying." 
 
He rolls his eyes and gets to his feet. "Oh, by the River Styx, you must stop drinking their wine. 
Think it through, paladin." 
 
Now I'm starting to feel a little insulted, obviously. But still, I run through it all again. If the 
Equinox doesn't happen, then Pan grows weaker, Persephone perhaps loses her last godly 
responsibility, and the demons start moving in. As long as Persephone stays missing, Spring 
won't be happening until the world pretty much ends.  
 
"What happens to gods when the world ends?" He has a look of relief on his face.  
 
"We grow weaker. Our power and influence is diminished."  
 
"Which is why Artemis is running a women's shelter, Pan's running a nightclub, and you're 
moonlighting with probate law? I assume the stamps are for who's getting Elysian Fields and 
who's getting Tartarus. The stack by your desk is probably wills that you're going over to help 
pay the bills, right? Probably easy to edit them when you have the actual dead person dictating 
exactly how they want them carried out." 
 
Hades nods slowly. "Continue. You're nearly there." 
 
"So, if the world ends again, the gods get weaker than before, making them more susceptible to 
attack by someone with great numbers?" He nods once. "And if Persephone isn't here and 
humanity just cuts that last responsibility, what happens to her?" 
 
Hades shrugs again. "What happens to all forgotten gods. She goes away." 
 
"But she's your wife--"  
 
"Who I kidnapped and coerced into staying with me for millennia. It's hardly marital bliss on 
either side of the equation." 
 
"Still, why aren't you out there looking for her?" 
 
"I don't need to." 
 



"You know where she is?" He nods once again, but doesn’t answer. "Then why won't you tell 
me?" 
 
"Because, paladin, neither you nor I can do anything about it. She got herself into this mess, and 
the old laws require that it must be she who gets herself out of it. Considering who's taken her, it 
is beyond our influence to rescue her." 
 
It finally hits me. "The demons." He nods again, smiling softly, almost with pride. "You're happy 
about this?" 
 
"I'll admit the downfall of your master would turn out rather well for me in the short term, but 
that's not the reason. After Pan falls, they would likely set their sights on me. I can take a long 
view in situations like this." 
 
I try to take it in, but it can’t be over already. "Why can't you or Pan do anything? Does he 
know?" 
 
"I would suppose so. Do not feel too aggravated that he didn't reveal this. Some things you must 
find out for yourself. He can't ask you to go and find her anymore than I could. To do so would 
be a breach of the truce between our side and theirs. They are stronger than us, paladin. Far more 
numerous. The City has been a bastion for us as of late, but we cannot hold them off forever." 
 
"Are you telling me to give up?" 
 
"It's certainly an option.” Hades smiles again, that look of almost pride. "I'd be disappointed if 
you thought that was the only way, though." 
 
I pace back and forth a bit, thinking. There has to be something I can do. Follow your vows. That 
advice is offering me little comfort currently. I did vow to serve and protect my liege, though... 
 
"You would be acting on his behalf without his sanction. He would owe a debt, and you would 
fall from grace. I doubt that's what he'd want." He gets up from his chair and walks around to the 
front of his desk, leaning back against it. He's shorter than I expected, probably under six feet. 
Even Artemis is taller than him.  
 
"I have no idea what to do."  
 
Hades chuckles softly. "At least you're man enough to admit it." He looks me over, sees my 
sweatshirt. "What are you majoring in?" I arch a brow. "It's a valid question, and you don't see 
many goats going to college for something other than a kegger." He smirks a bit. "But then 
again, I am a bit of a prude compared to the rest of the family." 
 
"Uh..." I have no idea why he changed the subject. "I thought you were busy, wanted this to be 
brief." 
 
"I can make time for this. I've got eternity, after all." 



 
"Well, I was undeclared until last semester. I didn't really think about it all that much. I mean, 
I'm becoming a paladin, my career path's kind of set." He gestures for me to keep going. "Pre-
law. I was thinking about Economics, but one of my professors tried to eat me." 
 
"No offense, but that's a bit of an odd choice for a goat." 
 
I give him a look. "I'm not a goat, okay? I'm still human." 
 
Hades just looks at me a moment and gestures for me to continue. And then it hits me. 
 
"Meaning I'm not bound by the same rules as the gods. I'm a loophole, aren't I?" He nods once, 
again with that look of almost pride. "So all I have to do is track her down in some den of 
demons and do it all alone, huh?" 
 
Hades laughs gently. "You're training to be a paladin and going for pre-law and you're worried 
that this won't be easy?" He walks toward me, and I see that our height is about the same. In fact, 
he's a little shorter than me. His eyes are gray, like the sky before a storm, and they look into 
mine. "Shame I didn't find you first. I could use a knight. Ah well, it'll all work out as it should. I 
have no doubt of that." He returns behind his desk, and the double doors behind me open, the 
three-headed guard coming in. "Mr. Cerberus, if you'd please escort my guest to the elevators 
and ask Ms. Farry to send in the next appointment?" I feel a large hand on my shoulder and my 
sword roughly shoved into my hands. "I'd wish you luck, paladin, but considering that this will 
turn out in my favor regardless of the result, I suppose goodbye for now will have to suffice." 
 
"Thank you for meeting with me, Lord Hades." I bow my head, considering the guard dog won't 
let me move much otherwise.  
 
"I'm sure we'll be meeting again sometime soon." With a gesture of his hand, he signals Cerberus 
to show me out. Not roughly, but what I'd expect from someone who thought I was a wiseass.  
 
During the long elevator ride down, I process everything that happened in the office. 
Persephone's being held by demons, but I have no idea where. Fortunately for me, I do know 
someone who'd have an idea, and if not, could very easily find out.   
 
*** 
 
"There are at least a dozen problems I see with this particular course of action, Master Lennox." 
He's moving slow, straddling my waist as I lie on my back. I'm deep inside, relishing the warm 
grip of his ass. I'm keeping my breathing steady, one hand on his phallus, gently stroking him at 
twice the speed of his thrusting. It's a slow and easy glide, like floating in a hot bath at the end of 
a long, long day.  
 
I called Grace and told her what happened and asked for a favor. With any luck, she'll be able to 
find out where Persephone is, or at least find a lead for me. 
 



"Lord Pan can't ask me to go rescue her because of all the old laws and such, right? What, I'm 
suppose to leave her in there and let everything go to Hell?" Andros has taught me enough 
control that I can revel in his body's pleasures without constantly moaning out in ecstasy. If only 
I could learn this kind of control when I'm not having sex.  
 
"Have you spoken to Demeter about this? Perhaps she could give you a special dispensation, 
empower you to retrieve her daughter. I do believe exceptions can be made for family." 
 
"Hades himself couldn't go after her, and that's her husband no matter how dysfunctional their 
marriage is." 
 
"Blood makes a difference, squire."  
 
"If you go by the myths, it'd still apply, considering Persephone was his niece." I shudder a little 
bit. "I guess when there's no other gods around..." 
 
"And Persephone is a maiden goddess. She couldn't bear children even if she and Hades were 
consummating their marriage constantly."  
 
"She's barren? That's kind of sad." I move my hips, my body able to act on its urges no matter 
what state my mood might be. One of the blessings and curses of my changing body, I suppose. 
"And I'm not looking to attack any demons, just rescue the damsel in distress, as it were. Unless, 
of course, they attack me first." 
 
Andros looks at me sternly. "Putting yourself in a situation where you know you will be attacked 
is hardly self-defense, even if you never draw your sword. See Demeter, offer to act as her 
champion, and you should be empowered to attempt a rescue." 
 
"But I thought I wasn't bound by the rules of the gods since I'm human. Couldn't I just go in there 
anyway without anyone's blessing?" With that, he stops.  
 
"Don't listen to Hades. He's a schemer and manipulator, and you'd be breaking your vows. You 
are very lucky that Lord Pan has grown so understanding and caring of his knights. We were, 
once, simply playthings. Pawns to be used and tossed away. But then that was the case with all 
of the gods. Many of them still view others beneath them the same way. Don't fall for his 
honeyed words simply because he volunteered information. He simply gave it to you freely. Did 
you ever wonder why?" 
 
"He said no matter how it turned out, it'd all end up in his favor anyway." I look at his lower 
body, which is still motionless. "And I didn't tell you to stop." I set my eyes on his. "You may be 
my mentor and adviser, but in my bedchamber, I issue the commands and you obey. I gave you 
no permission to cease, so resume. Now." 
 
He shudders visibly, and his length twitches in my hand, drooling a long length of pre onto me. 
His body starts moving on me again, and I push in deeper, eliciting a sharp gasp that I punctuate 



by squeezing his shaft. "I-I apologize, Master Lennox." A pleased grin spreads across his face as 
I increase my speed with my hips and hand.  
 
I increase the tempo, tracing the veins just under his glans, thumbing his slit in time with my 
thrusts. I'm hitting his sweet spots hard and fast, an assault on his control, his calm, letting his 
lust overtake him.  
 
"No... Please. Just a little longer, Master." Andros is afraid that he'll lose control, that his 
passions will override him. Not just right now, always. In a lot of ways, sometimes I feel I'm 
more of a satyr than he is. He'd ride me all through the rest of Spring Break, maintain his 
pleasure in a place where it's slow and blossoming and easily controlled. I'm making his body 
betray him, race as fast as it can to the end, overwhelm him.  
 
"Master Lennox, please..." 
 
"Let it happen, Andros. You let go the night we mated. Let go again. Feel everything your body 
wants to feel. It's alright, Andros." I move faster, I've been ready for a few minutes, but I know 
it's okay to come now. I slip into the passion-language, "You have my permission." I grit my 
teeth and feel the climax take me. As always, my vision goes white, my skin burning, my mind 
flaring with bliss as my human brain tries to weather the burden of a satyr's ecstasy.  
 
When I come to, I feel a wet cloth on my forehead. I open my eyes, my breathing a little ragged, 
and see Andros next to me. He looks concerned and strokes my face gently. "I really must speak 
to Lord Pan about this. I'm getting worried now." 
 
I shake my head. "There's not much Lord Pan can do. It's against the old laws, remember?" 
 
"I meant how our mating is taking its toll on you, squire." He leans down to rub his horns against 
mine. "I think we should abstain for a while, at least until you've passed your next ordeal."  
 
"Andros, you've seen what I get like after just two days without sex. Who knows when I'll pass 
my next ordeal?" I then remember the phone call from earlier today. "Shit!" 
 
He looks concerned for a moment until I relay the information about my father and his apparent 
girlfriend. I'll need to call them to confirm something. I can hardly cancel on the dinner that I 
myself set up to make up for the fact that I wasn't coming home in the first place.  
 
"That's some good news, at least. It appears that Duncan is taking things better than you 
suspected." Dad asked Andros to call him Duncan shortly after Andros took a claw swipe from a 
demon that was meant for him. "Something you'll be asking Grace's assistance on?" 
 
I shake my head. "Well, I'll ask her about getting us a dinner reservation, but I wanted to take 
you. But I'm hoping for next Friday, after the Equinox, so hopefully everything will be 
straightened out by then. And you and I will be mating before dinner. I do not want my father 
and his girlfriend seeing me when I'm sex-deprived. That is not the first impression I want that 
woman to be having of me." 



 
He chuckles lightly. "As you wish, Master Lennox." He helps me sit up, and I get a head rush, 
but it passes. The throbbing in my brain is starting to recede. "So what are you going to do?" 
 
I know what he's asking about. "You can't help me, can you?" 
 
He slowly shakes his head. "I am bound by the will of Lord Pan in that regard. I must follow the 
old laws, just as he must. If you do this, you must do so alone. You are risking much, squire. 
Remember your vows, what you swore to Lord Pan. Think before you act." 
 
I hear a knock at the door, and I get up to answer it, wrapping a blanket around my waist for 
modesty's sake in case it's the R.A.  
 
Grace is there, her clothes damaged and ripped as if by claws. She's leaning heavily on the frame. 
She lifts her head to look at me, and I see bruises, an angry welt near her eye.  
 
"Oh fuck..." I help her inside, sit her on a chair. She's crying, her eyes wet and streaming tears. I 
hold her close. "I'm so sorry Grace. I never would've asked you to do this if..." Oh fuck, what the 
Hell did I expect? She left them and got one of their enforcers killed, and then I just send her 
snooping into their master plan and I assume nothing's going to happen? I did this to her. This is 
my fault. My mistake.  
 
I place my hands gently on her face.  
 
"Please, Grace. Forgive me." I feel warmth flowing into my fingers. She tries to struggle away 
for a moment, but I feel the power flow into my body, through my hands and into her. She cries 
out, sobbing, and I try to remove my hands from her face. Please don't say I'm hurting her. I just 
wanted to heal her, help make up for my mistake. I know I screwed up, just please. Please don't 
make her pay for it.  
 
I feel a hand on my shoulder, and I realize that I'm crying. I look to Grace, and already I can see 
the bruises fading. Her eyes are looking into mine.  
 
"Are you all right?" I don't know which of us said it first. 
 
"What happened to you, Grace?" Andros keeps his distance, but not too far. He squeezes my 
shoulder.  
 
"I know where she is. It wasn't easy, though." She swallows hard. "I didn't think it would hurt, I 
mean. I'd done it so many times before. It was one of the parts of the job, you know?" She 
sniffles a little. "I felt so... so helpless. Worthless. I found out what you wanted to know but... I 
had to distract the one who found me looking. I acted like I just wanted one for old time's sake, 
you know? Wasn't coming back, just wanted to remember what it was supposed to be like. Feed 
his pride, all that. And he went for it." She touches a still tender spot on her face and winces. 
"Really went for it."  
 



"Tell me his name." The words come out of my mouth before I know I've said them. "Ask me to 
settle this as your champion and tell me his name." 
 
Andros stares at me coldly. "She was assaulted and beaten and you're looking to use this so you 
save Persephone?" 
 
Grace looks at me and then at Andros. "No. Lenny wants to kill the son of a bitch who hurt me. I 
don't think she even factors into this." I'm already fetching my sword. "Lenny, you don't have to 
do this." 
 
"Do you forgive him his transgression?" My tone is even. 
 
"I shouldn't have been in there. I was on his turf. And he'll kill you." 
 
"So what, you deserved it? You asked for it? He did more than hit you, didn't he? And he's done 
it before, hasn't he?" 
 
Grace unsteadily gets to her feet, walking to me. "Lenny, please. Let it go. I'll settle things with 
him, don't you worry. You don't have to be my knight in shining armor." She places a hand on 
my shoulder and smiles weakly. "You really do care about me, don't you?" I nod, and she 
embraces me. "I was getting a big brother vibe through all of that." 
 
I take a deep breath and lean the sword back against the wall. "So where is Lady Persephone?" 
 
"Basement of a warehouse in North Allora. 5th and River. You'll need a ride, since the bus 
doesn't run out there this late and there aren't any trains. I don't know how many of them are 
guarding her, I got the information from the fixer's place. Well, she will be there in two days. 
They're moving her around a lot, since people have been looking for her. My guess is they 
wouldn't bet the Olympians would ask a Fallen where to go." She winks at me, and I smile in 
return. She sits back in the chair, leaning heavily against the back. "Okay if I hang out here for a 
while?"  
 
"Of course. How about you lie down? Andros? Could you give her a massage, and I'll go get her 
some tea or something?"  
 
Andros nods with a smile. "As you wish, Master Lennox." He motions to the nest of pillows. 
"Miss Grace?" She looks at me for a moment, but I nod, reassuring her, and she lies down. I head 
to the door, since apparently we've got two days to kill. If only I'd set up the dinner during this 
window, I could have gotten it out of the way. That reminds me... 
 
"Grace?" She looks up at me while Andros starts on her back. "Could I ask you a little favor?" 
 
*** 
 



"I'm glad you called." I can hear the classic rock station in the background, but it sounds a little 
fuzzy. He's outside working on the car. I hear the metallic drag of a wrench being pulled along 
the concrete floor. The wind doesn't sound too bad. "Crazy weather lately, almanac's been off." 
 
"I know, but at least it'll be Spring in a couple days, right?" Have to cut it right down to the wire, 
apparently. Fate does love a sense of urgency.  
 
"Any idea where I put the three eighths?" He's not going to mention her. This is his way of 
showing me that everything's still the same. He's still my father. I'm still his son. Everything's 
right with the world.  
 
"Probably second drawer from the bottom." I hear a rolling sound and then some soft clattering.  
 
"Yep." I could ask him what he's working on, talk about class, about work in a mundane sense. 
Make this a regular call home.  
 
"So when were you planning on telling me about Lindsay?" 
 
There's a long pause on the line. I just hear the wind and fuzzy static from the radio.  
 
"I still don't know how all that's going to turn out, son." 
 
"Dad, she's answering the phone, which means she feels comfortable in the house. Meaning she's 
been there a few times. My guess is you've been dating a couple months and you're nervous 
about broaching the subject because you don't want me to think you're replacing Mom. I'll be 
honest, it does hurt a little, but I don't want you to be alone and miserable. Mom wouldn't have 
wanted that either, I think."  
 
"She tell you how long we've been dating?" 
 
"No, I just made an estimate. Besides, I figured you wouldn't start dating around the holidays, 
especially considering everything I dropped on you."  
 
"I swear, son, sometimes you're too smart for your own good." He sighs on the line. "I was a 
little nervous. I've spent a lot of time getting ready to be alone, son. I really wasn't expecting 
something like Lindsay happening to me. I think about Stef a lot. I miss her. I'll always love your 
mother. I wonder a lot, if she were still alive, what she'd think of you, if she'd be happy with how 
I raised you. Her death was so sudden and..."  
 
"Dad, c'mon. We're talking right? I'm doing all right." 
 
"You're working a job that's going to get you killed, son. I've got half a mind to tell your boss 
that to his face, no matter who the Hell he is." 
 
"Dad, I made a promise to do this job. I keep my promises, okay? You raised me to do that, and 
no, I'm not blaming you for anything. I'm proud that you raised me to do that."  



 
"Then promise me something, son." 
 
"Depends on what you want. I can't promise to break any vows I've made, so no trying to get me 
to quit." 
 
"Promise me I won't outlive you." 
 
"I am not throwing Fate a softball like that, Dad." 
 
"Fair enough. Promise you'll be alive and well on Friday when I bring Lindsay up to meet you." I 
smile softly. This is a big deal to him. I don't know if I can make a promise like that, though. I'm 
heading into a den of demons after all, and I'm probably going to be savagely attacked and break 
more than a few vows. Dad might get his wish and by saving my liege I might have to step 
down.  
 
"Alright, Dad. I promise." I smile again. "Are you ever going to finish that car?" 
 
"Got another side project so it's slow going." 
 
I lean against the side of the phone booth and hear a clack as my horn bumps the glass. Oh 
yeah... 
 
"Hey Dad? There's uh... something else you should probably be made aware of." 
 
*** 
 
I leave in an hour. According to Grace, the presence of sunlight matters little to demons, nor does 
darkness mean much, either, so there won't be a "good time" to go. Andros is at the Palace of 
Wisdom in the grove, more than likely praying for my success. Grace is at her coffee shop, doing 
business as usual. She found a great table at an Italian place in Destry Bay for Friday.  
 
And I know she's not really at her café, she's more than likely going to see the one who hit her in 
an hour, and this time she'll be prepared.  
 
Me? I'm meditating. In an hour I'm walking into a nest of demons who are guarding a goddess 
who, once I free her, might not want to come back with me.  
 
I'm burning incense, playing some music that Andros likes, occasionally sipping some tea that he 
left. I used to have armor that Karden gave to me, but a demon tore it to shreds last 
Thanksgiving. It's just me and my sword. I've been careful with my blessings, just asking for 
strength in general, not being specific about where I'm going or what I'm doing.  
 
Andros is breaking the news to Lord Pan, even though I know he knows what I'm thinking. If he 
really had an issue with this he would've sent someone to stop me. At least that's what I'm telling 



myself. I can't shake the feeling that I'm not doing this the right way. But for the life of me, I 
have no idea what the right way is supposed to be. All I have is a loose plan and a goal.  
 
Maybe this is what life's supposed to be like? I could worry about the moral of the story later, 
though. I needed to clear my head and focus.  
 
But of course, when you need to clear your head and focus, that's when Fate seems determined to 
distract you. Often my mind just wanders, but this time it was an actual distraction. Namely a 
knock at my door.  
 
Grumbling, I get up, putting on a robe, as I don't bother with clothes much if I'm not going 
outside. I open the door and see the massive back of Mr. Cerberus in the middle of the hall. A 
second after that, Hades steps into view, wearing a long, grey overcoat over his suit. "May I 
come in?" 
 
"How'd you--" 
 
"I know everything." He looks at me expectantly. "I can, of course, come in if I'd like, but I do 
believe there is still such a thing as manners. May I come in, paladin?" 
 
"Why are you here?" 
 
Hades rolls his eyes and looks behind him. "Mr. Cerberus? Please mind the hallway." He gently 
pushes me aside and steps into my dorm room, looking around and sniffing at the air several 
times. "Sandalwood and sage. You're still cleansing. Good." He steps to the chair and inspects it 
for a second before sitting down. I see him look me over and then shake his head. "Would you 
mind putting on some clothes? You do have a guest." 
 
"You've got a Hell of a lot of audacity to just walk into my room and start ordering me around." 
 
"Young knight, someday I will show you that the world as you know it is quite full enough of 
audacity. Hell just handles the overflow." He motions to my clothes, which are scattered about 
on the floor. Grumbling, I fetch a pair of jeans and a black turtleneck, pulling my pants on under 
my robe before putting on the sweater. 
 
"Happy?" 
 
"Not in my nature, I'm afraid." Hades looks at the small teapot on my desk and sniffs at it. 
"Lemongrass, verbena, mint. Meditating I take it?"  
 
"You know everything, you tell me." 
 
He chuckles slightly, getting up. "I can see that you're agitated, but trust me, you should be glad 
that I'm here." 
 



"Why are you here? You've yet to answer that question." I lean back against the wall while I try 
to remember where my boots are.  
 
"I'm offering aid." 
 
"And the catch would be?" 
 
"You're terribly suspicious. I'm curious how you formed such a negative impression of me." He 
stands up and motions to the chair. "Have a seat. Maybe we should talk." I feel his eyes settle on 
me. "Please." 
 
I exhale a bit forcefully and sit in the chair. Hades walks in front of me and leans on the desk.  
 
"Maybe you're under the impression that I kill people, paladin. I'm not the god of death. I'm the 
god of the underworld. If you're looking for someone to blame for whoever it is that you've lost 
in your life, go have a nice long chat with Thanatos. I can give you his cell number. Yes, I can 
operate outside the rules of the Fates, it's a perk of being a god no matter how diminished I may 
have become. I can select people for execution just as I can spare people from needless slaughter, 
but out of the millennia I've existed, I can count the number of times I've done this on one hand." 
 
He paces about the room, taking it in, looking at me.  
 
"The point, dear knight, is that I don't need to justify my actions to anyone, not the Fates, not the 
gods, and most certainly not to a mortal such as yourself, yet here I am. You're suspicious. You 
have the right to be. We don't have the best track record with interfering with your kind. I am 
here because I wish to offer you assistance in rescuing my wife from her captors. I am formally 
requesting you to act as my champion in this matter."  
 
I blink. "Can I even do that? I'm not your knight. Couldn't you just send Mr. Cerberus?" 
 
He smiles coolly. "Mr. Cerberus doesn't have a personal stake in this. You and I do." Hades 
looks to the door, and it opens, a woman in a long, black dress bearing an ebony box coming in. 
She hands the box to him and curtseys deeply before backing out, her head bowed. "Up enough 
on your mythology to guess what this is?" The box is highly polished, with white inlay that could 
be ivory, pearl, or bone. I can feel the presence of it much like the Silver Thyrsus when I held it.  
 
When the world was new, as the story goes, the Olympians took the world from the Titans. One 
Titan supposedly forged weapons and armor for the gods to use in their battle. Zeus received 
lightning bolts, Poseidon got his trident, and Hades... 
 
"The Helm of Darkness?" He nods once, again with a smile.  
 
"Act as my champion, and until dawn I will allow you to use it. It will render you invisible, able 
to slip past the guards and locate my wife." 
 



"That's great, really." I'm being completely serious. "But when I find her, how do we get out? I'm 
just asking to get attacked, and I know this. I'll be breaking my vow to Lord Pan. I'll fall."  
 
"There's a loophole, young knight. There always is. Even ironclad vows must allow for 
extenuating circumstances. Sometimes you have to bend the rules, even your own, when the 
situation requires. You may see me as a schemer, a manipulator, and perhaps I am. Maybe you'll 
dismiss everything I've told you as convenient truths and circumstantial evidence and keep to 
your vows for honor's sake. I just hope you can realize the line between principle and pride, 
young knight." He holds the box forward. "Will you accept my offer? Act as my champion for 
one night and rescue the Iron Queen." 
 
I look at him a moment, into his deep, gray eyes. I can sense the scheming, yeah, the 
manipulation. I know I'm setting myself up, doing exactly what he wants, but I have to trust that 
he does want me to succeed. However, I need to know one thing.  
 
"You didn't care about her the last time we talked, so why are you here now, helping me?" 
 
Hades smiles, a shade above a smirk. "I want to see if you're going to be worth the effort. 
Destiny is an odd thing, and I'm curious how yours will play out. It's been a long time since we 
had a sacred knight in our midst." He sets the box on the desk. "I'll leave the decision to you. The 
Helm will be returned to me at dawn regardless of your decision." He moves toward the door. 
"And I'm guessing you were told not to give me your name. I know very well who you are, 
Lennox Gawain Kingsley. Knew from the moment I saw you. The Fates must think I've lost a 
step over the years." He laughs, amused with himself, as he opens the door and walks over, 
closing it behind him. I hear the heavy thumping steps of Mr. Cerberus as they proceed away. 
I'm alone in the room with the box.  
 
Feeling a little like Pandora, I flip the silvery latch and push it open, seeing a blackened steel 
helmet inside. "Great. This'll never fit over my horns." I reach inside and pull it out, the metal 
cool but not cold. It looks much like a Greek spearman's helm, but it's very simply designed, no 
inscriptions or engravings or inlay or ornamentation. If it wasn't given to me by the god of the 
underworld himself, I'd swear it was some cheap replica.  
 
Until I put it on, there's no deal. That's what I tell myself, but I know I'm going to do it. I don't 
even know how I'm going to get in, much less rescue Persephone, and the Equinox is tomorrow. 
At least this way I'll have the way in taken care of. I still don't know how I'm supposed to put it 
on, though.  
 
Holding the helmet feels different than holding the Silver Thyrsus. Besides the obvious 
difference between holding a staff and a helm, the temperature's off, the general feeling I get 
from it is less eager, calmer. The staff was able to act on its own when I used it in a duel. It 
practically took over my body to make sure it was wielded exactly as it desired.  
 
The helm, on the other hand, feels more like potential. I'll be using it, not the other way around. 
Another difference is that I'm not hopped up on nectar this time. I'm not as I'm destined to 
become. I'm just me, holding a god's helm. A god I don't even follow. But I need to do this.  



 
I lift the helm upward, turning it in my hands, raising it over my head. This is ridiculous, of 
course. I'll probably have to duct tape it down, considering it won't fit over my horns. But I bring 
it downward regardless, waiting for the sound of the metal clacking. I feel a shiver as it comes 
closer to my head, like stepping into a dark room with only silence within. I can see the edges of 
the helmet coming into my vision. Maybe the helmet increased in size? It was crafted for a god 
after all. I have to guess that Hades hasn't always been five foot eight, so it probably has the 
ability to accommodate. I could feel the metal pressing against my skull, my vision cropped by 
the opening of the helm.  
 
I reach to the top of the helm, feeling around for my horns, but I only find the metal there, with 
the same coolness to the touch. Before panicking about the loss of my horns, I notice that my 
turtleneck has changed as well. I'm wearing hard leather armor, studded, black as night, my 
hands clad in gloves that look well worn. My jeans have been replaced by braided leather, dyed 
ebon. Soft-soled shoes are on my feet. There's a cloak attached to my armor, also black. I don't 
want to see a mirror. I take my sword, tie it to my belt, and open my door.  
 
There's no one in the hall, but I hear some voices in the common room. Moment of truth. I walk 
into the room, seeing some guys from the dorm gathered on the couch, watching some movie. I 
move in front of the screen, waiting to be yelled at to get the Hell out of the way and then be 
heavily chided for my fashion sense.  
 
Nothing. I wave my arms about in front of their faces, but they continue on, completely ignoring 
me. Perfect. I'd be invisible to humans at least. Demons, I wasn't so sure yet.  
 
I will admit that I feel a lot of temptation at this point. When no one can see you, but you can see 
them, you get a lot of ideas. I think about following Karden to see what he's up to, what Lord Pan 
would talk about when I left, what Grace does when I'm not around. Maybe even see what 
exactly Lindsay is doing with my father.  
 
But that's not the reason Hades lent me his helm. At least I hope it's not. I'm rather sure that if I 
fell, he'd be first in line to offer me a job, but he at least seemed sincere when he said we both 
had a stake in my rescuing Persephone. Still, I have to feel a little bad. She's being held by 
demons, and my primary interest in the matter is helping my liege, not her.  
 
Still have a ways to go on the road to becoming a paladin, it seems.  
 
Since time is of the essence, I decide to worry about this stuff later and concentrate on saving 
Persephone now. I head out to the quad and then to Tolon Avenue, looking for a bus that'll take 
me into Northern Allora, or at least close to it. I can't really jump in a cab or steal a car, and the 
trains don't go up that way. I could ask Grace for a ride, but she's more than likely kicking some 
ass right now. I start wishing I'd gotten to know more people in my dorm so I could see if there's 
anyone I could bum a ride off.  
 
Grumbling, I go back to my room and decide to go with the easy route. I remove the helm and 
place it in my backpack, my clothes immediately, and thankfully, returning to normal, and my 



horns are right where I'd left them on my head. I raid my food money, go back out to Tolon 
Avenue, and hail a cab.  
 
I decide to chalk the previous fifteen minutes up to simply making sure that the helm works. I 
really need to get a car. 
 
*** 
 
From what I've seen of the other people who live in the City, North Allora isn't considered part 
of Allora. The outer borders of the City seem to mostly be warehouses and factories, but it's not 
as bad in North Allora as it is out in St. Benedict. Here, the factories actually have employees.  
 
Still, the cab driver is a little nervous about driving up near 5th and River, where Persephone's 
being held, as it's not the best neighborhood. As a result, I get informed that I'll be dropped off 
about ten blocks away. I don't blame him. I started getting a bad headache five minutes ago, and 
already my tattoos are starting to burn. I softly pat my backpack, verifying for the sixth time that 
the Helm of Darkness is indeed still in there.  
 
We've passed dark alleys and seedy looking bars and everything has a darker tint to it. There's an 
odd smell coming from outside that I can't quite place, but I know that I don't like it. Up 
overhead the sky is clear, but the moon is new, which seems strange because it wasn't that way 
back near the university. Lady Selene has no influence here, apparently.  
 
Eventually the cab driver can't take it and just pulls over, so I know the area's getting to him. City 
cab drivers have a rep for driving through gang territory without breaking a sweat, but I know he 
knows there's something wrong about this place.  
 
I get out of the cab, and he drives off before I can pay him. I quickly move off to an alley so I 
can take the helm out of my backpack and put it on. I feel the cool shudder as my clothing 
changes, and I proceed out to the street, where half of the streetlights flicker. I pass a pawn shop, 
a bar, and some slum tenement buildings. Everything here is ripe with decay, but my headache's 
gone, my tattoos are silent, I can't sense evil. This could be bad.  
 
I stop in front of a now closed corner grocery, looking at my reflection in the window. My build 
is slimmer, leaner, the tight, black leather fitting snugly in all the right ways. The helm isn't 
there, strangely enough. I'm surprised that I can even see my reflection, honestly. My hair has 
gone deep black, my skin pale, and my eyes have lost any trace of green. It's a little odd, seeing 
my face looking completely human again. No horns, my ears are rounded, my face clean and 
smooth save a light stubble. No tattoos. That would explain the loss of sensing evil.  
 
I'm cut off from Lord Pan.  
 
And then I hear the clacking of hooves on concrete. Either a satyr followed me, or there's a 
demon coming around the corner. I told Andros to stay at the club, and despite his protests, he'll 
do it. We don't need to make this any more difficult than it's already going to be.  
 



The sound grows closer, and I duck into a nearby alley to play it safe. I press my back to the wall 
and still my breathing, waiting, my hand on the hilt of my sword, drawing it out. I can see that 
the metal of the sword is dull, the blade blackened, the sigils gone. No holy blade, either. The 
helm is losing its advantages as every second passes. I see a shadow coming into view just 
outside the alley, and then I see him.  
 
The demon is well over six feet, his skin a deep red, large black bull horns coming out of his 
head, his legs furred deep black, and he has large cloven hooves. He looks like a corrupted satyr, 
but then again, Christians used Pan as a base for the devil, so I shouldn't be surprised by this. I 
still feel rather insulted, though. I hold my breath when he stops at the mouth of the alley, 
sniffing the air, looking in my direction, then to the other side. I bite my lip, tightening my grip 
on the blade. It might not be consecrated right now, but it's still sharp.  
 
Only a few more seconds pass before the demon gives an approximation of a shrug and leaves 
the mouth of the alley, and I hear the clacking of hooves against the sidewalk, moving up the 
street away from me. I finally exhale, taking a long, deep breath. The Helm works on demons. I 
sheathe my sword and leave the alley, heading off toward 5th and River.  
 
So the first phase of the plan is going to go well. I'll get into the warehouse and find Persephone 
and then figure out how the Hell I'm going to get her out of there.  
 
The walk goes relatively easily, and I'm thankful that I don't see any obvious wrongdoing or 
sense any evil for the most part. I'm here to save Persephone, and I swore a vow not to start 
anything with the demons without Lord Pan's leave. If I saw something happening I wouldn't 
know what to do. I try to see the wisdom in Lord Pan making me swear I wouldn't go after any 
demons, but if I'm not supposed to fight evil, then what exactly is a paladin supposed to do? 
 
While I don't see any demons slaughtering the pure and innocent in dark alleyways, or sense 
them, I still see the influence that their presence is having on the neighborhood. Everything 
seems to be coated in a light layer of rust, that odd smell is everywhere, the few signs of 
vegetation are blackened and gnarled. The bricks making up the buildings look worn and 
chipped, stained. Paint is peeling on cars. Everything seems to have a wet sheen to it. The closer 
to 5th and River I get, the more I start to see a mist taking the air, coming up from manhole 
covers and grates, tinged slightly red. It's still too cold, but even with the wet sheen on 
everything, nothing's slick. There's no ice. I'd even risk saying it's warmer here than in the heart 
of the City.  
 
I do see people occasionally, some who hurry along the streets into tenements, others with 
predatory looks in their eyes, but they all look tired, haggard, aged too quickly. Their eyes are 
sunken, and there's a bit of a tremble to their hands. They shiver as I walk by. How can I be 
expected not to do anything about this? 
 
I keep moving along, the cold not affecting me, and soon I find myself at 5th and River. It's a 
rather standard intersection for an outlying part of the City. There's a small gas station, which is 
closed, a tenement building, a parking lot, and a warehouse. The warehouse is two stories high, 
with a regular door next to a larger door probably for unloading trucks. There's a sign over it 



reading "Sid's Storage", and I try not to wonder if the name means anything. I don't have a lot of 
time.  
 
I could go over and open the door, but that would ruin being invisible. Even with the weather the 
way it is, a deadbolted door opening on its own could hardly be blamed on the wind. I walk the 
perimeter of the building, looking for open windows, ladders leading to a roof that might have a 
skylight (what would I do? Jump down two stories?), but everything looks secure. But why 
shouldn't it be? After all, they're supposedly holding a goddess in the basement, if Grace's 
information is correct.  
 
She might have sold me out again -- sending me off alone into a nest of demons. She'd done it 
before, only this time I didn't have Andros or a shotgun infused with holy wrath. On the plus 
side, I was invisible, and I hadn't told her about my dealings with Hades.  
 
I gritted my teeth. I'd made the decision to trust her, to give her another shot. I couldn't just 
change my mind at the eleventh hour because I currently had no way of getting into the building.  
 
The best thing to do was review what I'd seen. I hadn't detected any obvious video cameras, but 
there were stickers proclaiming that the building was in fact guarded by a security system. That 
ruled out breaking in. I could always find a payphone and call the number for the warehouse on 
the sign, but, unfortunately, my vow of honesty would prevent me from misleading them into 
opening the door.  
 
I could wait for a delivery to show up, but that could take all night, and why would they be 
expecting a delivery if they were busy keeping a goddess in the basement? I could always just go 
up to the door and knock and wait for someone to open the door to check, but that would raise 
suspicion. Sneaking around doesn't seem to be my forte. They're going to know that someone's 
there eventually, and I'll be invisible for all of it.  
 
A plan starts to germinate, and I go over to the tenement building, looking around in the 
alleyway between it and another building. I find garbage, assorted filth, dirty snow and a little 
ice. And half a brick.  
 
Returning back to the warehouse, I head to the far side, looking for a window that's high. I find 
one and throw the brick hard.  
 
I hear shattering glass, quickly followed by a harsh and vicious buzzing sound. I dash back 
around front, thankful that I apparently don't leave tracks in the snow like this. I arrive at the 
main doors just in time to see them burst open, two large demons similar to the one I saw in the 
alley running outside and heading to the side where I threw the brick. The door starts closing on 
its own, and I slip inside before the latch clicks it shut.  
 
The warehouse itself is relatively bare. There are several crates and pallets here and there, but 
nothing you'd expect in a warehouse this size. The alarm is even louder in here, aided by the 
echo. I hear a loud, guttural voice carrying above the din in a language that sends ice through my 
veins, the echo distorting its location, and I scurry behind a crate near the wall.  



 
Shortly afterward the alarm stops, and I hear some violent banging noises near the entrance. I 
peek around the crate and see several demons congregated near the doors, looking a bit tense. In 
the back, I see a much taller one, looking to be ten feet, with long, black wings spreading out 
from his back. There's a large, spiked mace resting on a crate near him, and he looks rather 
pissed off. They're all talking in their language, and I shudder, feeling a bit queasy, but I move 
along the wall to the next set of crates, looking for a set of stairs or a ladder leading to the 
basement. Once again, I'm thankful that the boots I'm wearing have soft soles, so my steps are 
quiet.  
 
I'm nervous. I'm scared. I have no idea what I'm doing. For now. the best course of action is to 
focus on the objective: get to Persephone. I move quickly to the next set of crates, still not 
wanting to take any chances. The regular demons might not see me, but there are no guarantees 
about the big one. I don't want to see how a rapier would stand up against a big fucking mace.  
 
I hear the big one shout something, and I freeze, pressing my back to the wall and inching slowly 
to my left, putting the crates directly between myself and the large demon. I hear the clacking of 
hoofs against the floor and the sound of metal be dragged along wood. I peek around the crates 
to see that the mace is gone, more than likely being held by the big demon that's now proceeding 
toward the doors.  
 
I really need to learn the terms for these things. "Demon" and "big demon" don't really make the 
cut.  
 
I see an opportunity, though, and quickly move along the wall to a large stack of crates set up 
like a barrier perpendicular to the wall. It takes a few seconds, but I move around them and find a 
set of stairs going down on the other side. I'm surprised that there aren't any guards, but 
considering how many demons are inside the warehouse, I'd have to guess they wouldn't suspect 
someone getting in at all, much less this far.  
 
I move down the stairs, open the door at the bottom as slowly and quietly as I can, and close it 
behind me once I'm through. The hallway is empty, thankfully, lit by a couple of hanging light 
bulbs. The walls are cinderblock; the air is especially cold down here. Heaters aren't on 
apparently. I know I shouldn't have to worry about a goddess freezing to death, but still, I'm a bit 
worried.  
 
There's not much to the hallway, just a couple of doors. One reads "Boiler Room" and the other 
is unmarked. I check the latter first and find a row of circuit breakers and some empty boxes. 
Nothing else. I check the ceiling and see nothing, but figure it's best to be safe. I've seen enough 
horror movies to know how quickly you can go from being the main character to "Slasher Victim 
Number Six" by making that mistake.  
 
I try the door to the boiler room and find that the lights are off in there. The light from outside 
isn't blocked by me, another handy thing about the invisibility. I feel along the wall for a light 
switch, but there's nothing on this side. There might be a pull-string in the center of the room for 



a hanging light. I don't know. Just in case there's a guard in here, I don't call out to see if she's in 
here, but where else would she be unless there's a secret passage or something? 
 
I don't hear anything and finally decide to close the door and take my chances.  
 
"Hello?" My voice is soft, and the room is small, relatively filled with the boiler and pipes. The 
boiler's silent, but there's no echo in here. There's no response. I pick my voice up just a little 
more. "Hello?" 
 
"Who's there?" The voice is a harsh whisper, but definitely female. I exhale a sigh of relief.  
 
"Lady Persephone?" I'm hopeful. 
 
"Who are you?" She's off near the boiler, next to the wall, probably near some pipes. "How did 
you get in here?" I move toward her, stepping lightly.  
 
"I'm here to get you out." 
 
"Who are you? Hermes? Is that you? Who put you up to this?" Her voice is still hushed. Raspy.  
 
"I'm not a god, Lady Persephone. I'm a paladin. Lord Hades asked me to rescue you." 
 
"A what?" She sounds exasperated. "Hades would let me rot, for all he cares. He didn't get what 
he wanted from me. Turn on the light. Let me see you." 
 
"You can't, I've--" I hear a noise outside. Hooves on concrete. Oh. Shit. 
 
"What?" She sounds a little more agitated, but the hooves grow closer, and she goes quiet. I hear 
them just outside the door, and then it opens. I move quickly over to the wall, away from her and 
out of its way.  
 
"What is it this time, huh? Scourge? Maybe a blade? You think anything you do will scare me? 
I'll be dead and forgotten in a few hours. Nothing you do can last. You think you have power? 
That you're intimidating?" 
 
I hear a hard slap of flesh and a muffled cry of pain. My hand goes to the hilt of my sword, and I 
draw it out.  
 
"Shut up, bitch." The room is suddenly flooded with light, and I wince. It's only a hanging bulb, 
but I see a demon in front of me, holding a black, serrated blade in one hand. He's blocking my 
view of Persephone. "Maybe I'll take your tongue." He holds the blade up, presumably to her 
face. "Won't have time to grow back." 
 
I hear the rattling of shackles, angry movements, and then hear the audible sound of spit. Then 
another hard strike.  
 



"Do you think I fear some piddling demon?" I hear another strike. Her voice is quavering, like a 
battered flag straining in a gale. "I am the Iron Queen." I'll only have one chance to do this. My 
guess is that he'll at least see my sword once it goes into him. I have to be quick and quiet. Only 
one strike.  
 
I move slowly around to the side, keeping an eye on the demon. I'll make a hard thrust between 
the ribs, right into the heart. I may not have a holy blade right now, but damn it, it's still a sharp 
one. I don't care if he hasn't attacked me or if Lord Pan's given me leave. He's hitting an 
unarmed, shackled woman. That is wrong. 
 
My eyes flick over to her, and I stop dead.  
 
She's dressed in a long, white gown, soiled with dirt and grime and blood, her feet are bare and 
looking cut and bruised. Her hands are calloused, wrists shackled to the pipes behind her. The 
manacles look dark, black, unnatural. Her figure is too-thin, emaciated. Her hair is hiding her 
face, curly tresses, deep and red, long, hanging loose. The demon pushes her chin up with the 
blade, her hair falling back from her face. I see deep green eyes, hard and fierce, and scars on her 
cheeks from previous cuts. She isn't afraid. But then again, I never knew her to be.  
 
I plunge the blade deep into the demon's chest, sliding cleanly into the heart and coming out 
through its back. The demon makes a gurgling sound as I twist the blade. It falls to its knees.  
 
"Don't touch my mother you son of a bitch." I push the demon off my blade with my foot, 
sending it onto its back.  
 
And then the shock hits me.  
 
"Your mother? What are you..." Persephone gazes at me. Right at me. I would have to guess that 
she could see through her husband's own magic. This can't be true. It can't possibly. There's just a 
resemblance, that's all. Same hair style, same facial structure, same eyes. I know she can see my 
disbelief. Maybe it's just a trick to get me to want to help her, but how would she know what my 
mother looks like? 
 
I search the demon for a key, for anything, but there's nothing on him now but blood that's 
hissing and smoking on the floor. There isn't much time before the demons upstairs wonder 
what's taking this guy so long, unless of course he was supposed to be down here a while. I'm 
only thinking about this to get my mind off what could easily break it.  
 
My mother is dead. I watched her die through thick glass amidst a flurry of doctors. I should be 
thrilled and overjoyed, but after ten years, it's just...  
 
"There's no key." I look at the shackles and then the pipes. My sword probably couldn't cut 
through either of them.  
 
"Why did you call me mother?" 
 



"I guess you just look like mine. She died, though." I rattle the shackles a bit. I don't see anything 
resembling a keyhole. "How do you get these off?" 
 
"You don't." She's looking at me. Under the scars, I can start to see her. I look away. "You're 
wearing his helm. You said you're a paladin?" 
 
I nod, pulling on the pipes, seeing if any will come loose. "I serve Lord Pan, though. He's in 
pretty bad shape. How do I get you out of here?" 
 
"You don't. I'm going to die." Her voice is calmer. "The time of the equinox will pass, the world 
will end, and I will fade." She looks at me. "Tell me, please. Who are you?" 
 
"Lennox Kingsley." I yank hard on the pipes, but it's no use. They're bolted to the wall, and I'm 
not that strong. She's staring at me. 
 
"Lenny?" Her face is locked in surprise, disbelief. Cautious joy. Her smile is faint. "You look so 
much like your father."  
 
"You wouldn't be saying that if the helm was off." I try to return the smile. I let myself risk what 
I've been aching to feel, to wish, ever since that day. "Is that you, Mom? Really? I mean... How 
is this possible?" 
 
"You don't have a lot of time, Lenny. You have to go." 
 
I shake my head. "No, I'm not leaving you here. I'll go upstairs and kill that demon and maybe--" 
 
"You can't throw your life away like this. Listen to me. I know now this will be all right. Please." 
 
"But... How can you... I just can't--" 
 
"Shh..." I remember nightmares when I was young, waking up with her holding me, assuring me 
that I was safe, easing me back into slumber. "You have to wake the earth, Lenny." I shake my 
head. "Lenny, you're my son. You carry my blood. You have to do this. I can't." 
 
"I'm not going to leave you here, Mom." I'm trying not to look at her. "I wouldn't even know 
how." 
 
"Demeter. Go and see her. Tell her your name, and she'll tell you what to do. You have to do this 
from now on, Lenny." 
 
"I don't understand. I can't just leave you here to die." 
 
She smiles softly. "Yes, you can. I'd rather be dead than forgotten, Lenny. You remember me. 
Your father remembers me. I'll never truly be gone. Now go. The demons will be coming down 
here shortly, and when they see this one dead, they'll think me responsible. When the Equinox 
passes, they'll kill me." 



 
"I can go and get help. I can save you, please. Just let me try to get help." 
 
"They'll kill you, Lenny. And they are far more numerous than we are. I might be saved, but all 
of us would be hunted." 
 
I shake my head again. I can't do this. I can't leave my mother to die. I won't lose her again. A 
sad smile crosses her face.  
 
"Lennox Gawain Kingsley." I stop dead. My eyes meet hers. I can't move. "I have bound you by 
the name which I gave you. You will obey me. I command you to leave me here and seek out 
Demeter. You will perform the Ritual of Equinox and wake the earth from its slumber. You will 
leave here without incident or violence. Your binding will die with me." Her eyes are wet, but 
her voice remains strong. "Come here." I lean in close, and she kisses my forehead. "Don't be 
afraid, Lenny." 
 
My limbs act of their own accord. I sheathe my sword and head back out into the hallway in a 
trance. Returning upstairs is easy, and I simply walk across the warehouse floor, in full sight of 
the many demons. I know in this moment that none of them will notice me. I push open the exit 
without incident, fighting with all my will to stop myself, but I do it regardless. 
 
It's all clean and simple, but my vision's growing bleary, the hard winter wind threatening to 
freeze my tears, stinging my eyes. I step fully outside, letting the door close itself. My efforts to 
stop myself only succeed by making my gait all the more robotic.  
 
My heart is breaking again.  
 
I give in to the binding and walk away from the warehouse. I leave my mother to die. 
 
*** 
 
I'm still in a daze. Shouldn't I be fighting something? Killing a demon? This isn't how things like 
this are supposed to go. I'm supposed to draw my sword and face down my enemy and he'll 
nearly kill me, but I'll be victorious in the end. That's how it's supposed to work. I'm supposed to 
save her, rescue her.  
 
I'm not supposed to feel as powerless as I did when I watched her die. I'm not supposed to be 
walking away, out of North Allora, following the barest of instincts toward a destination that I 
don't even know. I don't want to believe that Fate could lead me back to my mother, give me a 
few moments with her, and then force me to leave her to her death at the hands of demons.  
 
I can't even comprehend how my father could have married a goddess, how she could have kept 
it secret, how no one noticed anything different. Maybe this is why Pan chose me, but I can't 
think about that. I can't think about being a paladin. I can't even hold onto my vows right now. If 
it weren't for the bindings making me put one foot in front of the other, I'd be starting a crusade.  
 



About ten blocks away from the warehouse, I duck into an alley and take off the Helm, putting it 
into my backpack. I'm flooded by emotion. I cry, I punch the walls of the alley a few times, I feel 
nothing but fire scorching my eyes and throat. I know it's too late to go back and get her. The 
equinox is in a little over an hour, and I need to find Demeter.  
 
I start running.  
 
I've let my running slide a little thanks to the long winter, but I can still run fifteen miles if I 
really need to. I set my pace, my breathing, the icy air stinging my lungs, but I know once I 
warm up I'll handle it better. I let the binding guide me, and I heed my mother's request. I will 
not be afraid.  
 
"Are you going to give me my Helm back, knight?" 
 
I turn and see a black limousine, the back window rolled down. I see the face of Hades, and I 
walk over to the car, taking the Helm out of my backpack, handing it to him. He looks me over.  
 
"Looks like you came through alright." 
 
"Did you know?" He doesn't need an explanation. 
 
"Get in. We'll talk. I know where you're going." He opens the door and moves over. I look inside 
for a second, but I don't really have the time to waste trying to run it. With an exhalation of 
breath, I get into the car. The interior is in black leather, with long seats, and the partition is up. I 
can guess that Mr. Cerberus is driving. I feel the car pull away from the curb. Hades pushes a 
button in the roof. "29th and A, please." He's dressed in a suit, black coat, black slacks, black 
shirt, black tie. "I imagine you have questions." 
 
"How could she possibly be my mother?"  
 
He chuckles lightly. "Went right for the sixty-four thousand dollar question, I see. My wife is a 
maiden goddess. Much like Artemis, but I can assure you she's not a virgin. Being a maiden 
didn't lock that up for her, and unlike Artemis, she didn't have her father to ensure that she'd 
never know a man's touch." He leans over to the bar and pours himself a glass of whiskey and 
motions for me to take some if I'd like. Despite my satyric appearance, I decide to pass.  
 
"Being a maiden did, however, ensure that one thing would never ever happen." He looks at me 
and gestures with his hands for me to figure it out.  
 
"Why can't you just tell me? I'm not in the mood for games right now." 
 
"Dear knight, you'll find that I don't particularly give a damn what you happen to be in the mood 
for. You're supposed to be a clever boy, now prove it. Work it out for me." He takes a drink of 
his whiskey, his voice even, calm.  
 



"I don't know what else it's supposed to mean. A maiden's a young woman, a virgin, someone 
who's not married and doesn't have any..." He gestures for me to keep going, that smile on his 
face. "They don't have children." 
 
"Exactly. These are old laws, and even a god such as myself found her barren. I would suppose 
that even your god couldn't knock her up, if you'll pardon the vulgarity." I nod slowly, and he 
continues. "After a few millennia, it got to her. Zeus, of course, had hundreds of offspring, 
probably thousands. Most of the goddesses had known what it meant to be a mother. As time 
passed and the world ended again and again and her influence waned, she found herself with less 
to do and wanting more." 
 
"So she wanted a child." 
 
"I'd suggested that she simply take one in. She even tried. Didn't take. I didn't really see the big 
fuss about it, but in her defense, I already have countless souls to look after. She wanted to feel 
life growing inside her, give birth, know unconditional love, have someone depend solely on her. 
So she made a little arrangement." 
 
She gave up so much for this one... 
 
"She went to the Goddess." I look him in the eyes. "She made a deal, didn't she?" 
 
Hades leans back in the seat, downing the rest of his whiskey and breathing a long, audible sigh 
of relief.  
 
"Yes. She did. Care to really impress me and tell me the terms?" 
 
I shake my head. "They didn't tell me anything. Maybe she traded her godhood to be mortal. But 
she died. I saw it." 
 
He nods once. "And where do you think she went, dear knight?" 
 
I nod as well, understanding. "Straight to you. And you put her right back on her throne at your 
side. Maybe figured she'd gotten it out of her system." I look at him. "She's going to be killed 
back there, you know." 
 
"Indeed. And this time she'll be a dead goddess. Killed by the enemy. I honestly don't know what 
will happen to her." 
 
"Don't you care?" 
 
"You believe I should? Because she's my wife? You've heard of how I got her to become that. I 
stole her and fed her the food of the dead. She gave up her godhood to leave me and have a fling 
with some musician and then ended up settling for a farmer and squeezing out the little bundle of 
joy who apparently thinks he's above drinking my liquor." He smirks. "Didn't you swear a vow 
of hospitality?" 



 
"My mother could very well be dying right now." 
 
"All the more reason to need a drink." 
 
"Please, just take me where I need to go." 
 
He sighs and shrugs, setting his empty glass down. "You're upset. What the hell, I'll humor you. 
Are you sure you don't have any more questions?" Hades runs his finger along the helm.  
 
"Are you sure you don't want to just tell me whatever it is you have to say?"  
 
"It won't be too difficult for them to figure out what's going on. Even with you wearing my helm, 
you'll have left traces here and there. They'll know what you did, and what you're going to do. 
This is all about your master, making him weak. I'd be ready for a fight before you do that ritual 
of yours." 
 
"Why couldn't you have told me from the beginning I could just do the ritual myself?" 
 
"Would you honestly have believed me, dear knight? And you still would've gone off to try to 
rescue her, only you'd have done something foolish and gotten yourself killed. And I'm not quite 
ready for you to die just yet." Hades looks out the window, and the car pulls up to the curb. "And 
here we are. Do give Demeter my best, dear knight." 
 
The door is opened from the outside, and Hades gestures for me to get out. I do so, biting my lip. 
I don't know how much time is left, but I know it's not much.  
 
"And paladin?" I turn back to look at him. A few seconds pass as we look at each other.  
 
"What?" 
 
He smirks a bit. "Give me a call when you need an internship. It'll look good on your resume." 
He nods to Mr. Cerberus, who shuts the door, gets into the limo, and drives off toward Victory 
Square.  
 
I'm standing in front of a garden supply store that won't be open for another hour and a half. I 
bang on the door until someone answers.  
 
I see an older woman approach the door, wearing a T-shirt and jeans, all loose fitting, the shirt 
having the logo for some organic fertilizer. She's about my height, black hair with subtle gray 
streaks, the beginnings of crow's feet, and a healthy summer tan. She opens the door and looks 
me over, looking rather agitated. "What part of 'I can't get involved' does your master not 
understand, goat? My daughter is going to die today. I am hardly in the mood for carnal methods 
of persuasion." 
 
I visibly shudder.  



 
"What, because I'm not some buxom, doe-eyed nymph I don't get your loins all a-tizzy?"  
 
"Oh gods, please, stop talking." Despite the severity of the situation, I really don't want any 
images in there that'll amount to imagining sex with my grandmother. "Persephone told me to 
find you. She told me to do the ritual for the Equinox." I can still feel the wispy threads of the 
binding. She's still alive.  
 
She snorts a bit. "That girl gets more naïve every year. Some goat can't wake the earth. I doubt 
even your master could. Whatever possessed her to tell you this?" I remember my mother's other 
command.  
 
"My name is Lennox Kingsley."  
 
Her eyes sparkle with recognition. "That does change a few things." She smiles warmly, and I 
swear the world seems to stir. "And she told you to wake the earth." I nod. "Then you'll be 
needing the ritual, grandson." She looks to the sky. "And we haven't a moment to lose." 
 
*** 
 
The equinox is approaching, maybe twenty minutes away. I'm standing on the shores of Tolon 
Pond, my clothing off. It's early morning, the grass is still wet. I'm trying to improve my mood, 
because it's necessary for the ritual. The beginning of Spring is supposed to represent a rebirth, a 
renewal, waking up from a long sleep. It's supposed to be a joyful time. A time to celebrate life 
itself.  
 
I remember that my mother would make a big deal about Spring. She'd always start a new 
project on the first day of Spring, a new creation. She would make a big breakfast early in the 
morning. She would dance with my father in the living room before he'd head off to his garage in 
town for work. I'd stay home from school that day; she'd insist.  
 
When Demeter tells me the ritual, I almost laugh. Because I've known it for years. My mother 
would take me over to Barbara's, and she would perform a ritual to wake the earth and celebrate 
Spring. Other people would be there to join in. Rick and I would watch, sometimes join in when 
we got older. But the dance, the words, the tradition, that wasn't the ritual. It was what happened 
earlier that morning.  
 
The dance with my father was the ritual. My mother's celebration of her love. It made her feel 
alive and grateful for her life. That was what stirred the earth from its slumber.  
 
I made a call to the Palace from Demeter's, asking for them to send Andros as quickly as 
possible, and for him to bring his staff. I need him here so we can perform the ritual together, but 
my skin is starting to burn, my head aching. The demons are coming. I draw my sword and see 
the blade shine with a gentle, silver fire.  
 



I hear a noise in the woods, not the dry twig snapping kind of noise, but the branches being 
knocked down kind of noise. Where the Hell is Andros? I take a guard posture, ask Lord Pan's 
leave to defend myself. The noise grows closer, and I hear wood snapping, vibrations in the earth 
and heavy stomping sounds.  
 
The demon from the warehouse, the big demon, emerges from the woods, clad in blackened plate 
armor, holding the mace in his hands. Six more demons arrive, flanking him. Seven on one. Even 
if I could take them all, by the time they were defeated the Equinox would have passed and it'd 
be over.  
 
Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh shit.  
 
The leader doesn't say anything, doesn't taunt, he doesn't take the time to let me know that all is 
lost, that I should just give up. No typical hero-villain banter. He just charges straight for me 
with the mace held high, the spiked ball burning with a sickly green flame, and his minions 
follow after him.  
 
I stand my ground, my vows keeping me from doing anything else. I'll be defending myself, I 
know this; I can't be faulted for doing what I need to survive.  
 
But I don't know what I'm going to do. I don't know how to find the chinks in armor, how to 
deflect heavy weapons with a rapier. I'm screwed, properly screwed.  
 
And I feel the binding snap.  
 
Your binding will die with me. 
 
My mother has died a second time. My blood turns to silver fire. I scream, and the world goes 
white.  
  
*** 
 
I can feel the trees. I can feel them choking, straining to breathe, the spirits within them crying 
out for someone, anyone to help them. I can feel the wounded ones, snapped and broken and 
dismembered by careless things, too consumed by their darkness and torment. I can feel the earth 
beneath me, restless in its slumber, aching to wake the world again, so much life within it 
pleading to be born, to be reborn. The sleep has gone on long enough.  
 
I can feel it all because my blood is their blood, they are my brothers, sisters, friends, lovers, the 
earth is my mother and the sky, my father. I can sense interlopers, and they have incurred my 
father's wrath, my mother's pain. I am exactly who I am supposed to be. I am exactly where I am 
supposed to be. I am the incarnation of Spring.  
 
And I am very pissed off. 
 
*** 



 
When I open my eyes, I'm not human. Being human is something I'm not even sure of. It doesn't 
matter right now anyway. I wave my hand at the demons who rush at me, roots from the nearby 
oaks and elms and pines lunging upward from the earth, impaling three of them, immobilizing 
the rest.  
 
The leader bellows a roar, bringing the burning mace down on the roots as I twist my fingers in 
the air, the roots tightening on their captives. I don't smile. I don't draw satisfaction. This is 
nothing more than quid pro quo. They killed me, and I will have my justice.  
 
I call for more roots to cut them, for ivy and morning glories to wake early and bind them, for 
roses to bare their teeth and bite deep, for nightshade to spit in their wounds, for poppies to dull 
their senses.  
 
I take up my son's sword, let it burn with silver flame. The leader is quickly becoming held fast 
as his minions are wrapped tightly. I cut cleanly, the mace going cold as it drops to the earth, still 
held by the arm I've severed. He is helpless, at my mercy, but it is not for me to grant death. And 
the Iron Queen does not show mercy.  
 
I call the dryads of the wood they injured, the nymphs of Tolon Pond that they desecrated with 
their presence. And I give my sisters their revenge.  
 
*** 
 
"Lennox?" The voice is familiar. "Lennox, please, wake up, we're almost out of time." 
 
I open my eyes and see Karden. He's holding his hand in front of me. I take it, and he helps me 
up. "Why are you here? Where's Andros?" I stare at him a moment. "Oh gods..." 
 
He shakes his head quickly. "He'll be all right. There were supposed to be a dozen demons 
coming to stop you from doing the ritual. He and I managed to get to some of them, but I don't 
know how many got through." 
 
"Seven, including the leader." I look around, and I don't see any traces of them, though I'm still 
in the same place. My sword is sheathed halfway in the earth. "What happened to him?" 
 
"He took a few hits." I look over Karden and see that he has his share of cuts, bruises. I could 
heal them, I just need to get to them. Karden seems to sense what I'm thinking and puts his hand 
on my shoulder. "You don't have time, Lennox. You have to do the ritual." He looks into my 
eyes. "Do you still love me, Lennox?" 
 
"You've been a bit of a dick, Karden." Andros is hurt, and my mother's dead. I can't deal with 
this high-school relationship bullshit right now. "This isn't the time for this." 
 
"This is exactly the time for this. I'm sorry if I was a bit short-tempered with the two of you, all 
right? I love the both of you, and it hurt me to see you both push me away. I don't want you to 



leave Darren for me, Lennox. I just want the three of us to be all right again. Will you forgive 
me?" He takes my hand, squeezing it gently, smiling a little.  
 
"Will you forgive me for choosing him over you? I'm not going to apologize for loving him, but I 
am sorry that I hurt you. I don't want things to go badly between the three of us. To be honest, I 
was happy with the three of us, but Andros isn't ready for that yet. Maybe we can all be together 
someday, just not right now." I squeeze his hand back. He nods slowly and looks off toward the 
horizon.  
 
“I can live with that. What the three of us had, it’s worth waiting to have again.” 
 
Do I love Karden still? I don't know. But I'm a little more alone in the world right now. There's 
only one thing I could think of that might make me feel a little better.  
 
"Karden?" I take his other hand.  
 
"Yeah, Len?" 
 
I smile weakly. "May I have this dance?" 
 
*** 
 
The walk to the Palace of Wisdom is relatively calm. The sky above is bright and blue, sunny, 
with little wisps of cirrus clouds here and there. It'll probably get into the forties, enough to start 
everything thawing. The earth is waking up. Spring is finally here.  
 
I still don't know how I survived. One moment the demons were rushing me, and the next I woke 
up and they're all dead and gone. I don't know if the ritual happened in time, whether the world 
ended while I slept and now I walk through a new world in its first gasping moments of life, or if 
everything was saved and the status quo reigns again.  
 
I'm letting Karden lean on me. I feel stronger, rejuvenated, and calm. I see plenty of good 
looking guys, but I'm not tempted to jump them. I chalk it up to grief, but I can feel that 
something is different with me. I've somehow passed an ordeal and taken another step. There's 
nothing physically different about me. I'm just as tall, the horns aren't any bigger or heavier. I'm 
just more confident, in control, and that's a change I can live with.  
 
Karden is largely silent during the walk. I offer to heal his wounds, but he shakes his head. He'll 
gladly take the scars, he says. It's been a long time since he felt like a paladin. It'll make one Hell 
of a story to brag about. He might even write a song about it.  
 
The closer we get to the Palace, though, the more nervous he seems.  
 
"What's wrong? Did you get in trouble?" He looks dead at me and shakes his head, but not about 
the trouble part, about who it is that's in it. 
 



I never asked for Lord Pan’s leave. I went behind his back. I went to the Goddess, to Artemis, to 
Demeter, and to Hades of all people for help, not to mention getting help from a succubus, no 
matter how far along she might be on the road to redemption. I never asked him for his help. 
Apparently I attacked and killed demons, so I might've broken that vow, not to mention taking 
on responsibilities regarding the Equinox Rite when it isn't my job, and again, without his leave. 
It never felt like I was breaking my vows, but I guess that's why it's so hard to climb and so easy 
to fall.  
 
The bouncers at the door let us in, informing me that "the boss" wants to see me immediately. 
When we reach the floor, Master Vael is there to make sure I get exactly where I'm going with 
no time for dawdling. Karden and I are separated. I don't know where Andros is. I'll admit that 
I'm afraid and ashamed.  
 
Master Vael says nothing as he leads me across the floor to the back door that leads to Pan's 
realm. I get nothing more than a shove through the doorway. I'm not in trouble. I'm in deep shit.  
 
The bonfire is cold when I come in, only the light from Lady Selene above giving any light to the 
clearing. I cross the distance and come before the throne. Lord Pan looks the same as before, still 
older, weaker, gray streaks in his hair, his tattoos still faded, but he doesn't look any worse. I try 
to take that as good news as I kneel before him.  
 
"I'm sorry, Lennox." 
 
This will not be good. 
 
"The Equinox has happened, milord. Lady Persephone, I'm afraid, did not survive her 
imprisonment, but the ritual has been performed." 
 
"I care little for the Equinox, squire." I grit my teeth at his words. "I told you to follow your 
vows, and you picked a fight with the demons. All of them, as well as the Olympians, are aware 
of my weakness now."  
 
I would hold my tongue, but my vows prevent it. "Beg your pardon, milord, but that's a crock of 
shit."  
 
His eyes have gone a bit wide.  
 
"The Olympians, I would guess, have been well aware of your weakness, as have the demons. 
That's why they kidnapped Lady Persephone, to keep Spring from returning and you regaining 
your power. If I had simply sat on my hands, as milord seems content to let his paladins do, as is 
his prerogative to do, this realm would in fact find itself under attack with little aid available to 
defend it."  
 
I stand up to face him. Ye gods, what the hell am I doing?  
 



"I do mourn your loss, that you were bound by the one you loved and trusted, but if milord 
wishes to continue wallowing in self-pity while the barbarians clamor at the gates, then I will 
have no choice but to face them with or without your support. I care little for long odds or only 
fighting fights I can win. I am a paladin, milord. I will fight the fights that need fighting. I will 
not be your assassin, as you wished me not be, but I am your knight. Your sword. Your shield. 
Do not be afraid to sacrifice me, milord. That is all a paladin can offer his lord in the end."  
 
The grove is still. If he weren't bound to his throne, I don't know whether or not he'd wring my 
neck for raising my voice to him. I can't hold back, though. I have to speak my mind. Once the 
passion in my heart is awakened, I can hardly put it back to sleep.  
 
"I would if I could, Lennox." He doesn't sound hurt or disappointed. His voice is sad. "I only 
wish I'd clarified it more to you, but you acted without my leave, and on my behalf. You had no 
right to get involved in the business with Persephone. You broke your vows to me. You can no 
longer be my paladin." He can't meet my eyes. "I'm sorry, Lennox." 
 
"He did have the right, Pan." I feel a hand on my shoulder, warm, tender. "Maybe more right 
than you would have had. He wasn't a paladin freeing me for his patron." I look behind me and 
see my mother. Her face is clean, smooth, young and vibrant. She's clad in a long, black dress, 
her hair black and hanging loose, her eyes a soothing green. She touches my face gently. "He 
was invoking the right of any child who wished to risk everything to save his mother." 
Persephone smiles warmly. "A child who just happened to be a paladin. Surely you cannot fault 
him for that, Pan." 
 
"How... how are you?" I want to believe it. Gods, please let it be true. 
 
"My husband wasn't about to allow me out of our marriage so easily, Lenny. I have to go back 
for a little while, but don't worry. I won't be far." She looks to Pan and folds her arms. "We're 
done here, yes?" 
 
"He's your son?" Lord Pan seems not to know what to do with this information. 
 
"I would guess that you wouldn't know. Before your time and all. He is my son, yes. Don't 
worry, he's completely mortal, your plans for him are still intact, I'd wager." Her face turns cold, 
her eyes settling on him with the full weight of the throne of the Iron Queen. "And I will be 
keeping an eye on him, Pan. My claim on him is far stronger than you believe yours might be." I 
actually see my lord blanch a bit, nodding quickly. My mom has told off my boss.  
 
"Of course, Persephone." He bows his head slightly.  
 
She nods. "And as I have nothing to fear from your paramour, sweet Pan, would you like me to 
look in on him?" At my look, she adds, "It's none of your business, Lenny." It's said in that 
"adults talking" sort of way. Lord Pan nods readily and bows his head again. "Now, would you 
allow me to say good-bye to my son, or do you have something else to say?" 
 



She doesn't wait for his answer. She takes me by the arm and leads me away from the clearing, 
back out into the hallway. I'm understandably in shock, both at her return and that she just 
emasculated the god of virility in front of his paladin. She hugs me tightly and kisses my 
forehead.  
 
"How long will you be gone?" 
 
"You'll see me next Spring." My mother smiles a bit. I remember that smile. Gods, I've missed it 
so much. "I also left something for you outside. I wish I could say it was from me, but your 
father's been saving it for you for years now. I didn't see the harm in giving it to you a little early. 
It’s part of his little side-project that he thinks I don't know about." 
 
I look back through the doorway into the realm and see that the bonfire is lit once again, the 
revel's begun anew. I have the feeling that everything will be okay. I look to my mother. "What 
is it?" 
 
"Normally, I wouldn't have approved, but you are a knight, Lenny." She kisses my forehead. 
"And a knight should not be without his trusty steed." 
 
"Dad got me a horse?" And it's waiting outside? In this weather? I look toward the door leading 
to the club, hoping that Vael won't scourge me to death for practically yelling at Lord Pan, and 
when I look back, my mother's gone. There's no pain, though, no loss. I'll see her next Spring, 
after all.  
 
I head out into the club without incident from Vael. There aren't any familiar faces. Not even 
Karden is among the crowd. I don't know how everything's going to turn out, but things seem a 
little more hopeful.  
 
I know that there's going to be repercussions for the deaths of twelve demons in Tolon Park, 
whether they attacked first or not, but I'm confident that we'll be able to face it. I don't plan to 
stand alone on this. I shouldn't have to. I can't be afraid of what might happen. I have to let them 
help me. I'm part of the Order of the Silver Thyrsus, and maybe it's time that all of us geared up 
once again.  
 
When I get outside, I find my "steed" parked right in front of the club. A 1981 Harley Davidson 
that looks fully restored. Dad's "side-project". Andros is leaning against it, more for support than 
to look stylish. I rush to him and hug him tightly, laying my hands upon him, but he gently 
pushes them away.  
 
“Not out in public, my love.” He kisses me gently, and I can see bandages wrapped about his 
chest, his forearms, his thigh. “But when we return home, I will be more than open to your 
attentions.” 
 
“I was so worried, I thought that you might have—“ 
 



He smiles and looks toward the Palace. “It would appear that I have Karden to thank for my 
survival. I was too wounded to make it to you, and the ritual was paramount, so I sent him on 
ahead to aid you.” His eyes take in the vernal sky. “It seems that he got to you in time.”  
 
“Everything turned out all right, yeah.” I lean in, rubbing my horns against his. “So how’d you 
know that this bike was mine?” 
 
With a knowing smile, he takes a leather jacket off the seat of the bike and hands it to me. "Lady 
Persephone informed me that the keys are in the pocket." 
 
I put on the jacket, take out the keys. I swing my leg over the seat and start it up, feeling the 
rumbling engine underneath me, between my legs. Andros gets on the back, his arms circling 
about my waist, his head on my shoulder. “If it’s all the same to you, Master Lennox, this will 
likely be the last time I ride on the back seat.”  
 
I grin wide back at him. “You mean the bitch seat.” 
 
“You would kick a wounded old goat while he’s down. For shame.” 
 
I've got a trusty steed that doubles as a twenty thousand dollar vibrator. I balance the bike, take 
hold of the handlebars, and push back the kickstand.   
 
I can feel a warm breeze blow through my hair, caress my horns; I can see the open road 
stretching out before me into infinity. I enjoy the moment and lean back into Andros for a second 
before pulling out into traffic. My mother's alive, my father is moving on, and I'm just starting 
the rest of my life. 
 
My name is Lennox Kingsley.  
 
And I will become a paladin of Pan. 
 


