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Synopsis

They are creatures of extraordinary beauty and
incredible power. Messengers of God or protectors of the human
race, these mysterious creatures of light can also take human
form—and can experience the emotions, lusts, and desires of a man.
Some of the top writers of gay male erotica tackle the daunting
subject of angels and the mixture of spirituality and sexuality,
passion and desire that occurs when an angel feels desire for a
beautiful human male. These stories mix heat with tenderness,
amazing sex with spirituality, and earthy sensuality with an
other-worldly heat.

You'll never look at angels quite the same way
again.
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Editor’s Note
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Mead-Sweet

​Jeff Mann

The English pour down the hill in clouds of
hoof-raised dust. Hot September sun flashes on their helmets; their
sharp spears and swords gleam like ice. They are a surprise, and
most unwelcome. We thought them far south of here. We should not
have come. We should never have left Norway. A journey needless and
for naught. And we should never, never, despite the heat of the
day, have left so many of our mail shirts on the ships.

My mail shirt I wear, however, and my sturdy helmet,
for in a dream last night a troll-woman gave me warning, which I
now see I was wise to heed. My axe Gut-Reaper is honed and ready,
as am I, and so, as we Vikings retreat, hearing behind us the
screams of slaughter, our first line of warriors falling beneath
the English swords, I ask the king a favor. He knows me better than
I would prefer. He knows, without Eirik, I have only my hollow life
left to lose. And so he nods and passes on, leading our army’s
remainder over the narrow bridge, toward the east, where the ships
wait, with our mail shirts and our reinforcements.

I stand upon the bridge. Today is the day I will
die. So it occurs to me, but without regret. I rub the Thor’s
hammer amulet hung about my neck, murmur a strength-prayer to
Sky-Father and Storm-Lord, pat the iron mesh that coats me, then in
both hands heft my axe. The river flows below, a surge of gray,
pearl-white where it tongues the stones. I must hold this place as
long as I am able.

It will be a pleasure to kill them, the damned
English, who brought down my brother-in-arms Eirik during a raid
last spring, in a village we had plundered and burnt. I heard the
deep, sharp sound, like the thump of axe-blade swung down into
wood, turned in the midst of our flight, saw the arrow embedded in
his chest. I carried Eirik to the ship. Stubborn, he lived halfway
across the deep swan-road, the cold expanse of sea between England
and Norway. I smoothed the golden hair from his brow, wiped away
blood-gush from his blond beard. The men who once had mocked us,
mocked how close we were, until our strength taught them better,
taught them a respectful silence, they rowed, and they mourned as
they rowed, they held their tongues and rowed under the guiding
stars, while I cradled Eirik and Eirik smiled up at me, and I
kissed him, there before the men, and I sobbed—most unmanly, true,
though I hope my courage since has redeemed me from any charge of
womanliness. In my arms, Eirik gasped his last. We brought him
home, we piled his pyre, we raised a stone above him and etched his
name in runes.

We will not lie together in earth’s grave-grasp, as
once we lay together, body upon body. He will lie there, on the
ridge-top above the fjord; I will lie here, in some rank English
midden. Today is the only future. Today is the promise of eternal
honor. Today is the day I own. And I do not intend to cry.

So, as my foes approach, here in this foreign land
where my bones will bleach far from his, I think of Eirik, I
remember how he and I made blood-brotherhood, our slashed forearms
bound together, life-blood mingling; the way we made love in
secret—in quiet caves and isolated moor-huts, dense woodland and
scree-slope, misty mountaintops far from village or clan—taking
turns as the man, as the woman, and how our shame diminished, if
not disappeared, after a decade of brotherhood, and we came to know
manliness together, lying upon and lying beneath, then lying
afterward side by side, sticky hands stroking beards, hairy
breasts, the scored crescents of battle scars. I think of Eirik as
the English form in lines of battle upon the river’s western bank,
determined to dislodge me. I think of him as I grin, gnash
berserker teeth, swing my axe at the first lunging fool, bring him
down, spit on his twitching corpse, and swing again. I can see
their fear, and they do well to fear, for I am great in body, a
head taller than any of them, my beard like the lord Thor’s, a bush
of red fire, my hair the same hot hue, hanging to my shoulders,
those shoulders the hard expanse Eirik so loved, my arms and torso
like oaken boughs and oaken trunk, swollen with strength, and I
remember how Eirik loved me to force him, to hold him down and
force him, the violence we spread in battle there too in the deep
way we made love, half-hurtful and half-tender, like two brute
bears of the forest-firs, yes, I see him grinning beside me, wiping
blood from his braided yellow beard, as the next English falls and
then the next—my axe cleaves helmets the way a ship’s prow cuts the
star-spattered whale-road, their flimsy English javelins bounce off
my mail coat like trifling hail—and then the next falls and the
next, till there is a heap of them at my feet, and I am shouting
and laughing, drool dripping off my chin, sweat staining my face,
beckoning on the next man to die, and our army is, with the gods’
help, far from here now, and my name, my name, Thorir Egilson, will
be remembered as long as bards sing, or if not my name, then at
least my deed, and who knows how long this goes on, bless the
Valkyrie that brings me such a breeze, for sweat seeps down my
chest and back, and this is the fortieth, I think, and then from
below, a sharp stab, beneath my mail shirt, between my legs, from
whence came such a craven blade, my strength seeping fast, and I
bring down another five before, here, night-helmet slipping over my
vision, and I drop my axe, I lift my wet hand from my groin—it is a
river, black, unstoppable as any flood-flow, a mead-horn spilling
irretrievables—and I fall to my knees and remember Eirik’s full
lips framed by golden hair and his great hairy breast and his great
hairy sex dripping rapture and his bones blackening within the
pyre-fire and the deep-cut harbors of home and the forests of mist
and moss where we met and loved, and I fall onto my side, my great
limbs like thistledown now, the scud of clouds, mere feathers now,
useless, I am useless at last, and I pray to Odin, come to me,
Father, lift me up, make me strong again, send me eagle or raven,
lift me up, and now foe-shadows fall across me, what’s left of the
sky flashes with foe-swords, so I close my eyes and smile, for I
know I will be remembered.

 


*

 


The voice that speaks my name is low and deep. It
sounds like home. “Wake, Thorir,” it says. In the sound is the
faint beat of wings.

I open my eyes; I look out again upon the world.
Below me, a rainbow’s arc is fading, a rain-squall is passing.
Above me perches an eagle. An eagle, all black. I lean against the
ash-trunk and look up at it, its golden eyes, its hooked beak. Then
I look down, and here is my great body yet, naked, moist with
raindrops, though younger than I recall, for the scars I bore, the
scars Eirik used to stroke, are gone.

I wipe wet from my eyes. Smoke is the cause; it
stings my sight. “Look there, Thorir,” says that familiar voice,
and I do, peering down across a distant moor, where a pyre burns,
and another, and another, a plain of fallen bodies. I bend forward,
and I see the king, and many, so many comrades, lying on piles of
flaming wood. Then upon a pyre I see myself, naked, a tangled mass
of maimings, pale skin and blood-gash and even a glimpse of hacked
bone, broken axe laid upon my chest. I wipe my eyes again, more
unseemly tears, and then the wind shifts, sparks leap heavenward,
and smoke covers my face, this living face here, that dead face
there, and I close my eyes and cough.

The smoke is black feathers, teasing my brow and
lips. I brush the soft touch away, but it returns, so I open my
eyes again, and there he is, white teeth and red lips gleaming,
eyes gray-blue, long-lashed, and laughing, as young as when we met,
golden beard braided, golden hair bound back. He’s clad in a cloak
of black, cloak open to reveal the glistening nakedness I so
love.

“Eirik?” I say, throat tight. Eirik is smiling as he
brushes his cloak’s edge against my face, playful as he used to be
after lovemaking. The cloak’s woven of pyre-smoke, black feathers,
eagle feathers, fire-flicker. Flicker and feather tickle my
nostrils and lips.

“Eirik,” I say again. I sneeze; I clear my throat.
The smoke pours over his shoulders like storm-waves, like forest
cascade. His torso is thickly hairy, as it was in life, a great
muscled expanse, a silver Thor’s hammer to match mine glittering in
the blond fur curling upon his breast, the charm I gave him when
our blood first mingled. His belly’s lean, as are his hips. And
there, between his burly, pelted thighs, is his man-sex, half-hard,
which filled and fulfilled me, which gave me such bliss for so many
years. I want to reach out and take his flesh in my hands, as I
have hundreds of times in our past, but I am afraid, truly afraid,
for the first time since he died. I am afraid he is not real, has
not returned.

Pulling my gaze from his body, I stare into his blue
eyes. He smiles, lifts his hand, tickles my nose yet again with his
black fire-and-feather cloak. His aroma, oh so familiar, so long
ached for after we were parted, washes over me—animal musk and
seashore and the black earth in which forests root.

“Are you real?” I ask, pushing a strand of hair off
my brow. I look down at my own form, as muscled as his, as young,
coarse red fur coating me from neck to ankles, gilded in firelight.
The stray silver with which age had dusted my chest and belly is
nowhere to be found. “Are you real? Am I?”

“Yes,” says Eirik. “Yes.” He touches me now, very
softly, fingertips brushing my chest. “Red-gold,” he says. “The hue
of Yule-fire, of dragon-hoard. Bloody and golden, my brother
Thorir. Odin and I, we bid you welcome.”

I seize him by the shoulders and slam my lips
against his. His beard’s soft; it smells of honey and beer. I grip
him by his bound-back hair and shove my tongue into his mouth. He
laughs, grips my arm till it hurts, bites my lip till I taste my
own blood. “Hold on to me,” he says, in between rough kisses, “and
I will carry you farther.” Then his arms fold over me, the black
feathers and flame-points engulf me, and what’s left of what’s
solid drops beneath my feet.

 


*

 


Golden leaves fill my sight. Gold’s all I can see,
awash in sunset wind. Eirik’s muscle-hard arm rests upon my
shoulder. I’m weak suddenly, my knees buckling. “Easy, brother,
easy,” Eirik murmurs, helping me sit in a pile of glittering
leaves.

“Glasir. So is called the tree.” He shoulders off
the eagle-cloak; it drops into the leaves and disperses, a few dark
puffs of smoke the wind carries off. Naked, he sits by me.

“Sick,” I grunt, my head swimming, my limbs of a
sudden feverish and shaking.

“Here, brother,” says Eirik, arranging my bulk as if
I weighed nothing. My head’s in his lap now, the leaves drifting
over my limp limbs.

“Why are you so strong?” I mutter. “In our last
life, I could lift you into my arms with ease. Remember?”

“I remember,” says Eirik. His palm rests on my
forehead. His face hovers over me, blue-sky eyes and sun-gold
beard, sun-gold hair, cascade of honey and wheat. “Here.” He lifts
my head and holds a drinking horn to my lips. I sip, and then I
gulp. Ale—foaming, bitter, tinged with herbs. “Good,” I sigh,
licking my lips. Eirik shares long draughts with me. His fingers
fondle the hair around my nipples, then the nipples themselves.
When they harden, he gives each a fond pinch.

“I have missed you, big bear. Missed the musk of our
bodies grappling together, missed the feel of your flesh inside me
and my flesh inside you. When you’re ready, Thorir, we will enter
the hall. The All-Father has sent me to fetch you in. Drink now,
drink more.”

“More,” I say. “Yes. You want my mind addled with
drink so that you might vanquish me and bind me and take a turn
atop me, eh? As you used to do. I know you, Eirik Fairhair, Eirik
Man-Raper. I know your tricks. The wrestling hold, the blade held
to my throat, the slipknot about my wrists, the grease rubbed
between my nether-cheeks, and then the brutal taking.” As I grumble
the memory, my cock hardens despite myself.

Eirik laughs. “Sweet memories indeed. And more to
come.” He strokes my cockhead with a fingertip. Again he lifts the
horn to my mouth. When I gaze into its amber depths, I find it as
full as when we began.

“This drink will clear your head, hero, not addle
it. It will give you strength to rise. You must rise soon, for we
must not be late for battle.”

“Battle?” I take a last gulp, then, grimacing, roll
onto my belly, hoist myself up on elbows, then knees. I gain my
footing. “Never late,” I say, swaying. “Lead on. Whatever’s needed.
The bridge? I thought I fell. Will you help me hold the
bridge?”

“The bridge you held is gone, brother. You held it
long. Oh, fear not, you were magnificent.” Eirik chuckles. “But
that time is no more. You fell, the king fell, the English
triumphed, and then they themselves, mere days later, were swept
away by other foemen, and the years passed, mead-halls fell, the
great stones crumbled, and Weird changed the world. You and I, we
are out of time. We have passed on, over a new bridge, and now we
move toward other battles.”

Eirik rises. Glorious nakedness, he stands before
me. Between my thighs my cock bobs at the blessed sight of him.
Grinning, he takes my sex in his fist and leads me, stumbling after
him, beneath the golden tree, through drifts of yellow leaves high
and shifting as sea-dunes, and into the dark fir-forest beyond.

 


*

 


It’s a mead-hall, the greatest I’ve ever seen, with
a pitched roof of shields overlaid like golden shingles, with
high-horned wooden gables that fade in and out of low cloud. “You
know its name,” Eirik says, dropping my cock and gripping my hand.
He leads me around it. Inside the quiet of this woodland glade are
wafts of other worlds: loud men laughing and singing, the shriek of
sea-eagles, the break of surf on craggy ness, the sough of wind in
pine boughs, the greedy crackle of fire, the tiny patter of rain on
tarn, the distant spear-shake of thunderstorm. Here, high above the
entrance, is a wolf carved into the gable-end, and there, on the
far gable, a carven eagle.

“Valholl,” I whisper. “Is it true? I have made it,
then?”

“You have!” Eirik slaps my shoulder. “Think, Thorir!
How you fought beside me all those years, how you held the bridge.
What better sword-wielder is there? Who above you would Val-Father
summon here?”

“And he sent you.” I squeeze Eirik’s hand.

“I come for those who fall. That is my reward. That,
and time out of time with you.”

“I have heard tell of women who…”

“Yes. Valkyries, my sisters, white-armed
helmet-maidens. Swan-skins, not eagle-cloaks, but no less ruthless
or war-like for all that, sweeping the battlefields like
flake-dusted winds, choosing those who fall. So one came for me on
that day.”

“That day in the ship, yes.” I take Eirik’s head in
my hands, run my fingers over his face, tug gently on his braided
beard. “When I saw you die, blood bubbling around that damned
Englishman’s arrow, blood bubbling on your lips… And you smiled as
you left me.”

“I did. Because I knew you would not forget me.
Because I could hear her wings as she bent to fetch me home.
Because I knew we would meet again. Here. Where fallen warriors
dwell.”

A fine mist is rising, droplets gleaming in Eirik’s
hair. Somewhere nearby, a river’s torrent roars. Inside, a horn
sounds, and the deep voices of men, and then the great door is
thrown open, and out they stream, the great mob of Odin’s army.
Scruffy and dirty, hairy and glorious, they are laughing, shouting
curses and blessings, clad in bronzy helmets and byrnies,
brandishing axes and cudgels, spears and swords.

I step back, gaping. “There must be hundreds,” I
gasp. They pass by, they pass by, they pass by. The earth shakes
beneath their tramp.

“They are too many to count,” Eirik says. “Every day
further swells their ranks. We choose them and we find them, curled
broken and panting in their earth-ends. As swan, eagle, hawk, or
raven, we bend to them and lift them up. Strong men they all are,
but to us they are so light, fragile as the new-born.

“Here, Brother Bear-Might, Wolf-Rage, Thorir
Man-Killer.” Eirik holds up a metal glint. It’s my axe Gut-Reaper.
And chain mail. And helmet. “Here where everything begins anew and
warriors are rewarded, I have these gifts for you. And, if you are
strong enough to take them, a bloody prize or two.”

 


*

 


The noise is deafening—the clash of sword on shield,
the smash of mace on helmet, the cries of the wounded, the
trumpeting of horns, the cheering of the victorious. Eirik leads me
over the plain, past snarling clots of men swinging weapons against
one another. Through a stand of trees, a bank of fog, and suddenly
we are on a narrow ness, a short spit of rock thrust out into
wave-beat and wind-claw and the lowering drizzle. There, at the
end, stands a man. He is young, pate-shaven, slight of build, weak
of chin. His face is not familiar. He cowers, clutching shield and
spear, wide-eyed, staring at us.

“He is yours.” Eirik steps back. “Yours to kill as
often as it pleases you. He will fall today; he will rise tomorrow,
a fresh toy on which to whet your rage.”

“But who is he?” I wipe rain from my brow, lick rain
from my lips, striding further down the ness, axe-heft sweet in my
grip. “I don’t know him.”

“He knows you. He is the English poltroon who slew
you. On a barrel the carl floated beneath the bridge. With that
very spear, through the bridge-slats he stabbed you beneath your
mail shirt and opened your blood-flood. He boasted of your death
for years after. Cowards often make up with cleverness what they
lack in courage, do they not? Here on the plains of Asgard, at the
end of earth-time, such cravens, for our pleasure, are lent us from
Hel. They are condemned to spend their days as sword-food,
axe-fodder, raven-feast, fallen beneath the hands of those who
lived bravely, who died in valor.”

The wind picks up now; the sea smashes against
rocks, heaving up great gouts of white foam. “Here, hero,” Eirik
says, binding my long hair behind me with a leather thong. “Is it
not needful and beautiful, to create the death of one we hate, one
who has harmed us or ones we love? Vengeance is one of Valhalla’s
rewards.”

I appraise the carl’s bony form, thin arms,
quivering hands. I lick my lips. “This is too easy.” Grinning, I
stride forward. “You, boy!”

He starts at my shout; he brandishes his spear.
Behind him the sea heaves, splashing the land-spit with cold foam.
“Stay back, Viking!” he yells, voice shaking like aspen leaves.

“We have time yet till tonight’s feast,” says Eirik
behind me. “No rush. Savor your sport.”

“I will, never fear.” With a war-howl, I charge. The
boy screams, a shrill, womanish sound. Again and again he feints
with his spear, again and again he tries to dash past me, but I am
nimbler now than I was before, so each attempt at escape I block
with ease, my axe-edge hacking his shield. He falls to his knees
beneath my blows, scuttles off, makes another run for it, is cut
off once more. Soon I have cornered him at ness-end, in the lash of
wave-spume and rain.

“Get back!” he pants, waxy face peering over his
shield like a moon cresting a hill. The boy is so small, so weak,
so terrified that I might almost pity him. Laughing, I move closer.
Perhaps I will simply pummel him cross-eyed and leave him crumpled
in his own piss, shit, and abject prayers. But then, as I raise my
axe, with what last nerve he has he thrusts his spear. Aim more of
luck than of skill, but true nonetheless. I snarl as the sharp iron
sinks into my calf.

Bending, I seize the spear. Gritting my teeth, I
pull out the flesh-lodged blade, jerk the haft from his grasp, snap
it in half over my knee, kick the shield out of his hands. I grasp
him by the throat, lift him into the air, squeeze his windpipe.

“So you boasted of my end, boy?”

Eyes bulging, tongue flailing, he’s in no position
to answer. I drop him onto his belly. Crabwise, he tries to crawl.
I plant my foot on his back and raise my axe.

 


*

 


His body, nudged over the edge, is wave-meal,
shark-snack, fish-feast. His head I bring to join the others.

Eirik and I stand on a hill, among acres of
pike-mounted heads. “Beside this one,” says Eirik, gesturing. On
the pike he points to is the head of an ugly man, with short hair
like a gray skullcap, thin lips, hollow cheeks, and heavy bags,
bruise-gray, under staring, angry eyes. I look into the bitter
countenance and grimace.

“Who is that?” I say, juggling my severed English
toy from hand to hand.

“The archer who shot me. Sometime soon, if it
pleases you, you may slaughter him, while I enjoy carving the
blood-eagle on the scrawny slave who slew you.”

“Oh, yes!” I spit in his sour face, the man who
stole my lover from me. Then I shove my killer’s neck-stub onto the
sharp end of the nearest pike. The eyes are clenched shut; the
slack lips drool.

Beyond the forest, there are the blasts of horns and
the excited whoop of men. “The feast begins,” say Eirik. Taking my
hand, he leads me down the hill of heads, around a mere, and into
the shadow of the firs. All about us, fallen warriors are grinning,
gripping one another’s hands, helping one another to their feet. I
turn back once, to see a flock of black birds descending upon the
hill of heads.

“Ravens,” says Eirik with a faint smile. “They are
very hungry. They start with the eyes.”

 


*

 


Attendants—fair-eyed maidens and hard-limbed
boys—take our weapons to clean and polish, wash blood from wounds
already half-healed, help us into tunics, lead us in to the crowded
mead-hall. Spears rafter the roof; in huge hearths wood-fires leap.
On the walls, mounted swords flicker with violet flame, casting
light on the scene.

“He is there,” Eirik says, pointing up the long rows
of groaning boards to the head of the hall, where, on a throne atop
a dais, a great-muscled man with a gray beard and a patch over one
eye holds court. A raven perches on each shoulder; two wolves sit
at his feet, occasionally treated to scraps of meat. The hoard-lord
smiles over the clamoring, hungry men; he sits back, lifts a
jeweled cup to his lips, bends to speak to a thick-armed,
red-bewhiskered man at his side.

“The Gray-Eyed One. The Father of the Slain. And his
son, the Thunderer. Thor is back from thrashing trolls in the
east.”

Maidens lead us to our places near the front of the
hall. “Our seats are good ones, thanks to your bravery on the
bridge,” Eirik says. “Nearer the All-Father than most.” Side by
side, we sit, surrounded by burly-breasted and boisterous men who
laugh and talk, swapping battle boasts and bawdy speech, displaying
new but fast-fading scars, swilling cups and horns of drink.

“It is as the Eddas said,” Eirik explains. “We
einherjar fight all day; we rise from our
new hurts and heal; at night we feast.”

“All night?” I say, slipping my hand beneath the
table to massage Eirik’s sex. Inside my touch he is in mere seconds
hard.

Eirik grins. I stroke his shaft. As a serving
platter’s passed, he stabs a fire-charred chunk of roast boar with
his dagger, dropping it onto my plate. Next he fills my empty cup
with beer, my empty horn with mead. “Not all night. Drink up, eat
up, blood-brother. You will need your strength for the evening I
have in mind.”

Harp music strikes up. I give Eirik’s cock a last
stroke, then with both hands we tear into boar meat and roast fowl,
into great loaves of black bread, rounds of salty cheese, sweet
bilberries and honey. For hours, we eat like starving men stranded
on a skerry. For hours we drink, hornfuls of the sweetest mead,
huge mugs of hoppy ale. We laugh, lick foam from our mustaches, and
pour ourselves more.

By the time the Sky-Father and his flame-bearded son
retire, the hearth-fires are low, and men are staggering out, or
wrapping themselves in blankets to snore on the floor. When I rise
from my empty trencher, I grow dizzy. Eirik chuckles, wrapping an
arm around me. “Sword-sharer, you are as yet unaccustomed to
Valholl’s strong ale and mead. Lean on me.” I obey, swaying as we
pick our way through the drunken sleepers toward the great arch of
the mead-hall door.

Outside, the glade is silent. Above us glint tiny
shards of stars. “Come here, Thorir,” says Eirik. With no effort at
all, he lifts my warrior-bulk, one arm beneath my legs, one beneath
my back. His eagle-cloak has returned, curling about us its smell
of smoke and tickle of feather. Normally I would protest, a man of
my age and might being cradled like a child, but instead, drunk and
happy, I relax in his embrace. We rise, in a gust of wind, in a
beating of wings. I want to lie back, close my eyes, and sleep, but
Eirik says, “Look now,” so I do.

Stars stream above us, and the seething curve of
comets, and twilit clouds stained wound-red with last light. Below
us flash night-moors, and the great expanse of glaciers, sighing
their moonlit breath, and the flat black of lakes, moon-spangled
and reed-edged, and dense forest after forest, and sparse hamlets,
with their tiny gleams of candle- and hearth-light, and
lace-flecked seashores, with their breaker-boom, and unbroken
sheets of snow-fields and Arctic ice, where only gods can
dwell.

Frigid air whistles in my ears. About me, Eirik’s
arms are warm. Now we descend, through scuds of cloud, into the
farthest forest, into scents of pine needles and loam. Bump of feet
on earth, and Eirik’s eagle-flight becomes wolf-lope, the embrace
about me shifts from feather to fur. Tree trunks flash by; banks of
mist part.

Creak of a door. Eirik releases me, and I fall into
softness. I roll over, face brushing the texture of woven wool. It
is a low bed, in a low-ceilinged hut. Nearby, a small fire
crackles. I give a groan of pleasure, and then hands are ripping
off my moist tunic, and Eirik’s naked weight is upon me.

“Ha! I knew it!” I shout. We wrestle, long and
fierce, but he is stronger than he was in life, and soon he has me
on my belly on the bed, one arm wrenched behind my back, a knife at
my throat. When I give him further fight, “Surrender, brother,” he
snarls, and the blade nicks me, drawing blood. Now I have the
excuse I need to save face, to go limp and let him do what we both
want.

“Always the dagger, damn you,” I pant. “Yes, I
surrender. Do it, Eirik Man-Raper. Do what you please.”

Within a minute, Eirik has my hands bound behind me
with rough rope. I flex, testing the cord; it does not give. Eirik
is as good with knots in Asgard as he ever was in Midgard. I thrash
around, rolling onto my back, trying to kick him. He sits on me to
subdue me, stilling me long enough to trap my feet in circles of
rope and bind my ankles.

Finished, he sits on the bed by me, wiping sweat
from his brow. I lie back, helpless, sex-hard, heart hammering my
breastbone. Wind’s rising outside, soughing in firs. A wet gust
slaps the house. A hard rain begins its tattoo.

“Storm’s coming,” he says, rising. “You always did
give me a damned good fight.” He stokes up the fire; from a bedside
table, he lifts a goblet and sips.

“Always, brother,” I mutter between clenched teeth.
“Always.” Beneath me, I twist my hands in their bonds, straining
till my wrists burn. Both of us are grinning now, eager for what is
to come. The hard shaft of flesh between my thighs is nigh hurtful
with blood-throb. “Fighting you always made me feel mighty. Even
when you won, even when you overcame me, through force or through
trickery.”

“Ah, you are mighty even bound. You are beautiful.
Here, brother, struggle makes men thirst. Drink. This is heaven’s
hot mead—rich as man-milk, sweet as bard-song. Drink.”

Eirik tips the horn; I take a gulp. My tongue sears,
my brow burns. Forked fire flickers along my veins; the flames of
my heart-hearth leap.

Gasping, I lie back. Sweat beads my temples, wets
the cleft of my chest. Smiling, Eirik straddles me. His erection
bumps my face, fat-headed pole rising from a wiry bush of gold.

“Gods, you are even larger than…” Staring, I lose my
words in a hungry lapping of lips.

“In life? Another of Valholl’s gifts.” He gulps more
mead, then dips his cock in the goblet. “Will you suck me,
brother?” The dripping head nudges my chin.

I am given no time to answer. With an impatient
thrust of his hips, Eirik shoves his cock between my lips. He
tastes of honey and smoke, sea-salt and bread. The shaft’s
stone-hard as the rock I raised above his ashes; the taut skin’s
soft as orchard petals, tender as cloudberries. From his slit I can
already taste a briny drooling.

Groaning with gratitude, I work his cockhead with my
lips and tongue, then slide my mouth farther down the shaft. Our
gazes interlocked, Eirik fucks my face, slow and deep. He sighs,
sips from the cup, strokes my hair, and impales my throat. I choke
and chuckle, gurgle and slobber till my beard’s wet. Setting down
the cup, he rides me harder, both hands gripping my head, pounding
my gullet, while I sputter and suck and fight for breath.

“Drink, brother,” Eirik pants. His cock drives home,
his crotch-hair tickling my nose, my throat crammed full with
flesh. One last jerk of his hips, and his sap floods my mouth.
Man-mead, gulp after gulp after gulp. I swallow, greedy as a bear
in a thicket of berries, in a broken honey-hoard.

Eirik lies astride my face, softening slowly.
Pulling out, he rests his cockhead on my lips. Happily I lick off
the oozy aftermath. The storm comes back to me now, battering the
roof, the rain’s softer sounds shifting to the click of sleet, and
the crackling fire, eating resinous twigs.

“In Asgard there are many kinds of feasts.” Eirik
slips into bed beside me, tugging a blanket over us. He pulls me
against him, my back pressed against his chest. With my roped
hands, I brush his belly-hair. His fingers tug on the fur between
my buttocks. “This hut is our home. Is it enough?”

“Yes,” I sigh. “Oh, yes.”

“Are you warm enough?”

“Yes, Eirik. I lost all warmth when you left my
life, but now…”

“Do you want me to take you? To ride you as I once
did?” His cock, sword-stiff, bumps my bound hands.

“God, brother,” I groan, fondling him. “By Odin,
yes. It has been…”

“Long months, yes. Long and bitter seasons.”

“But how are you already hard?” I ask, amazed,
squeezing his shaft. “How are you hard so soon after spending your
seed in my mouth?”

“Yet another gift waiting for warriors here at the
end of time.” He spits in one hand. A moist finger brushes my ass
crack and circles my hole, probing gently. “Fucking as endless as
the fighting and the feasting,” Eirik whispers in my ear, his cock
pressed against my buttocks. “The sword aches for the sheath; the
sheath aches for the sword. Will you not open for me, lover? Will
you not let me inside, where you are so tender, so hot and
tight?”

I cannot bring myself to speak. Instead, I nod,
nestling my eager ass against his loins. Flushing my face is the
same shame I suffered on earth, most bitter in our first years
together, those nights of wrestling when Eirik would win, forcing
me down and binding me tight, when, freed by my own powerlessness,
I would wax wild and forget warrior-pride and beg him to use me and
would know myself, in the white-hot minutes of our coupling, as
much a man in the being taken as in the taking, only to wake in
morning’s aftermath, burning with the same damned doubts, feeling
both blessed by him and entirely unmanned.

Eirik laughs. “I know your thought.” His fingertip
teases my nether-gate, slips inside. “How desire battles against
shame. That is what we Vikings were taught, were we not? That such
a lust—to be taken from behind, to be ridden like a steed—was the
abject and passive desire of a whore, and certainly nothing a
warrior should feel.”

Eirik pulls out, licks his forefinger, dips it in
the bedside goblet. “Gods, your hole is mead-sweet.” I tremble as
his finger’s length slides inside me, moistening me with heated
honey as thick, sticky, and warm as blood.

“It was a secret…what I wanted…I kept from all other
men…save you,” I manage to gasp as Eirik pulls out, only to replace
one finger with two. “Had they known—”

“We would have been killed or driven into exile,
yes. As effeminates and cowards, yes, as outlaws. Does not such
shame seem—here, in Asgard’s cold clarity—the stupid and misguided
fear of a child, of a boy, not a man, a boy who does not know who
he yet is, who cannot yet comprehend or come to terms with his own
desires? I promise you, Thorir,” Eirik says, adding a third finger,
pumping my hole gently, opening my nether-gate further, “gods and
einherjar know better. I also promise,” he
adds with a broad smile, “by night’s end you will take your turn on
top.”

Roughly he rolls me onto my back. As he finger-fucks
me harder and deeper, his beard rubs my face, his mouth finds mine.
We feast on tongues and lips, probing and licking, chewing and
wounding till both blood and spit tinge our mouths and stain our
beards.

Four fingers are jammed inside me now. Eirik’s mouth
abruptly leaves mine, falling onto my chest. He finds a nipple,
licking and biting as he did in life, hurtful and hungry as a
wolf-whelp. I groan, I bleed and buck beneath him, straining
against my bindings. Suckling, he holds me down with one burly
forearm, then moves to the nipple’s twin, growling low like a
beast. I whimper and shake, arching my chest against his lips.

Suddenly his fingers leave my hole, and I’m thrown
onto my side. I barely have time to catch my breath before Eirik’s
arm is locked around my neck from behind and his cockhead’s nudging
my wet asshole.

“Oh, gods,” I croak. I can barely breathe. Eirik’s
biceps-bulge digs into my windpipe.

“Ready, lover?” Eirik says, pushing his cockhead
inside me. “Oh, I know you are.” With a sharp, quick thrust, he’s
embedded to the hilt. I give a loud moan, not of pain, as I used to
when he forced me, when he was overeager and took me too fast, but
of pure pleasure. “Like that?” Eirik kneads my torso, fingernails
digging into the hairy mounds of my chest. When I struggle, putting
on the show of resistance we both so relish, he forces me onto my
belly, his weight pressing me into the pallet. When I groan again,
Eirik’s hand claps over my mouth.

“Shuuusssshhh!” Eirik pulls my head back, kisses my
cheek, and gives my hole a vicious cock-prod. “Behave now. You
always were parlously loud.” Pulling entirely out, he slams home
again, then commences a violent ass-pounding, big hand gripping my
face. I spread my thighs wider, as far as my bound ankles will
allow, and with my hole-muscles clench his cock. He slams up into
me; I slam back onto him.

“You like this, lover? You like this?” Eirik pants.
“We can last as long as you like. This is Asgard. This is
eternity.”

I give a vigorous nod, and Eirik kisses my shoulder.
Now the only sounds are Eirik’s ecstatic sighs, my own hand-muffled
whimpers and snorts, and Asgard’s icy rain beating the roof of the
hut.

 


*

 


First he is eagle. I clutch one taloned foot,
determined to hold on. His black wings batter my face; his hooked
beak slashes my shoulder. About the room I stagger; he flaps and
tugs, uttering sharp cries. It’s like wrestling a thunderhead,
enduring the claws of lightning.

I am surrounded by smoke. His form slithers from my
grasp. Now the acrid cloud clears, and he is wolf, hackles high,
snarling and snapping, darting around me. I lunge, seizing a back
leg. We thrash about the hut. His fangs surge toward my throat; I
shove my forearm between his teeth, pop him between the eyes with a
fist, clutch his black-furred throat, force him to the floor.

Smoke fills the room again, and a sweaty, naked man
is heaving and cursing beneath me, long golden hair in disarray,
doing his best to writhe from my grip. I wrap one arm around his
neck, another around his waist. We roll about, till he slips from
my hold, tries to rise. I shove him backward. He falls onto the
bed, and I leap upon him. Seizing his wrists, I force his arms
above him, trap his legs between mine, crush him beneath me.

We lie there, face-to-face, heaving breast to
breast, straining and panting, my red hair mingling with his gold.
“Yield!” I gasp, digging my elbows into his biceps.

Eirik licks his lips, wriggling his wrists within my
sweaty grasp, his arms bulging with effort as he bucks beneath me.
Then, suddenly, he gives a great guffaw. With that, his struggles
cease.

“I promised you your turn, yes. Do what you
will.”

“Good man.” I kiss him roughly. Then, with the cord
with which he’d bound me, swiftly I tie his wrists above him and
anchor them to the headboard. He sprawls on his back, unmoving,
offering no resistance. Rising from the bed, I take a great draught
of mead, then I study my flushed captive, his wide blue eyes, the
tangled golden-blond hair, the honey-blond fur framing his smile
and matting his chest and belly, and his cock, harder and larger
than ever, jerking with the tide of his blood.

Sleet spatters the hut; the hearth spits sparks. “By
Odin, you are so noble, so well formed, so strong,” I whisper.
Taking a mouthful of mead, I bend over him, cup his head in my
hand, and kiss him, wine trickling from my tongue onto his.

Eirik chuckles, swallowing the mead. “What now,
warrior? This, perhaps?” He rolls onto his belly and positions
himself on his elbows and knees, presenting the hairy wonder of his
ass.

“To worship a body for millennia, that is the
greatest gift here. To know a beloved for all time. To exist inside
him,” Eirik mutters. Head down, he angles his buttocks higher and
spreads his legs wider. “Give as I gave; take as I took.”

I climb onto the bed, kneeling between his legs. The
thick hair between his buttocks gleams like sunrise streaking a
wind-stirred sea. I run a hand over the hard-muscled plain of his
back. He gives a little grunt as I nuzzle his crack with my chin,
brushing his hole with my beard’s coarse hairs. He gives a long
groan as I lick his nether-gate, another groan as I tongue-dig
deep. I grip his hips, wet his crack with heated honey-wine, rub my
sex-head against him, and against his tight treasure gently
push.

“Oh, gods,” Eirik sighs, as he opens for me, as I
slip inside.

“Tell me if I pain you, brother.” I bend, kissing
his shoulder. “I will wait till you are truly ready.”

In answer, Eirik’s flesh grips me from inside. So I
begin to thrust, but then Eirik begins to sob.

“What?” I say, slowing. “Brother, am I—?”

“No hurt,” Eirik whispers. “These are the tears of
the blessed, the fulfilled. Even here, outside of time, I have
waited long. I have wanted this, wanted you. I have wanted you
home.”

Bending, I wrap my arms about his torso and press my
cheek to his back.

“No more farewells,” Eirik gasps. “Praise Odin.”

My eyes are wet. I cannot speak. Hugging him, I ride
him harder.

 


*

 


The fire’s dwindled into embers; the room is cold.
Pale dawn glows in the hut’s windows. Outside, in the fir-forest, a
dove is cooing.

I yawn and stretch. I pull Eirik closer.

“How many honeyed centuries have we been here?” I
press my face into the musky-furred nest of his armpit, loosen the
rope about his wrists.

“Fifteen, if you must know.” Eirik rises to stir up
the fire and fetch us food. I lie back, watching the sway of his
long hair and limp cock, the way muscles move beneath the skin of
his back and ass. Breakfast’s more mead, sweet milk, cloudberries,
honey-topped brown bread, a hunk of herby cheese. We eat side by
side in bed. Beyond the window, all is white.

“The long snows have come. I must fetch more fallen
warriors home,” Eirik says, feeding me a chunk of bread.

I tweak his beard. “No farewells, you said. Shall I
fight today, then?”

“If you choose, hearth-sharer. You and I, here in
Asgard we will part only long enough for longing to flare higher,
to sharpen itself like spear-head or axe-blade. Absence is only a
whetstone.”

“Are you not my greatest reward for a life of valor,
Eirik? You, and the feasts of Valhalla?”

“Yes, that’s true. Why?”

Taking the goblet of mead, I dribble a bit in
Eirik’s dense chest hair, smearing it over his nipples. We both
watch as our cocks lengthen, first Eirik’s, then mine.

“Would the All-Father mind then, if, for my first
full day in His kingdom, if perhaps…” I nibble a nipple. With a
mead-wet finger, I anoint Eirik’s cock. Bending, I take the head in
my mouth, sucking tenderly.

He trembles and closes his eyes. “Yes, today, my
swan-sisters might complete what’s necessary. If that is your wish,
hero.”

“It is,” I mumble, mouth half full of him.
“Tomorrow,” I say, giving his sex a last lick before rising on one
elbow, “I will gladly swing swords with the best of Valhalla’s
warriors. And I will slay with infinite pleasure the homely carl
whose arrow brought you down. I will make the blood-eagle; I will
lift out his lungs. Today, though, what I want is not the delight
of carnage but more mead-sweet fucking.”

I straddle Eirik’s waist, rubbing his groin with my
ass. Moistening my hair-hole with mead, I spread my rear cheeks.
Silent, we gaze into each other’s eyes. Slowly, my nether-gate
opens; slowly, I slide onto him. I grip his wrists, spread his
arms, hold him down. Bending, my long hair tenting his face, I
brush his beard with mine. We rock together, one man inside the
other, as the thick snows of heaven heap Asgard’s forests and
moors, falling upon the sea’s gray waves and the mountains’ sharp
spines. Wind beats the hut, whistles through the eaves, soughs
through the firs.

“They are coming. Together we shall share them—the
final snows, the final fires, the final battle,” my lover whispers,
thrusting softly. Black smoke’s rising from him again, swirl of
eagle feathers and thundercloud. About us the hut’s walls smolder
and burst into flame. The roof is gone, and then the charring
timbers, sucked up into a great whirlwind. I look up into rushing
clouds, violet and gray, and shifting sheets of snow, and the
emerald shimmer of the northern lights. I look down at Eirik, and
suddenly, in this fire-heart and wind-heart, I am again afraid. He
smiles up at me, his cock driving deep into me like a blazing
brand. The honey-gold hair across his breast begins to spark, then
catches fire.

“Hold on, brother,” he says, yellow flame framing
his face. “Be not afraid. I give you my word: we are safe, we are
god-fuel, we are past all good-byes. Soon come a new Wind-Home, a
new morning, with new gods and new sun and new green rising from
the sea.”

Snowflakes sting my forehead. About us the circle of
fire, streaming red and white, rises into a roar. Soon my own body
will ignite, for I can feel his cock-heat funneling up my spine,
feel my heart-hammer glow and my bones flicker like piney kindling.
I grip Eirik’s wrists harder, staring into his blue eyes. I bow
down to kiss him, from his gold-bearded mouth drink in the bonfire
of his breath.


Landfall

​Jeffrey Ricker

Did you hear that?”

Morgan prodded Chad’s shoulder. Chad mumbled
something incoherent and turned over. Before long he was snoring
again. He probably could sleep through a nuclear
war, Morgan figured, and wouldn’t hear
anything above his own snoring.

When they’d moved to this house in the place Morgan
affectionately called left of the middle of nowhere, he thought the
quiet would be what got to him. It wasn’t; it was the noise.
Crickets, birds, the slithering rustle of leaves, the wind itself.
Even quiet had a sound, a heavy, echoing emptiness that thudded
against his eardrums. The cacophony kept him awake their first
night in their new home, when he should have been out cold. He’d
lost track of the number of boxes he’d hauled that day, but he
remembered Chad had him reposition the sofa eight times. Then he
was sore in places he hadn’t realized could be sore.

As quietly as possible (as if anything could have
woken Chad), Morgan slid out of bed and grabbed his bathrobe. One
thing he’d discovered about the country: it was always chilly at
night, even in the middle of May.

Even though they’d been there three months already,
a few boxes remained to be unpacked. Morgan skirted around these in
the living room and made his way into the kitchen. A nearly full
moon hung in the sky and bathed the kitchen in blue light bright
enough for Morgan to see nothing was out of place. Maybe he’d
actually been asleep for once and just dreamed the noise.

He had turned around and headed for the stairs when
he heard something again, something outside. Morgan went back to
the kitchen and stood at the back door. Across the yard stood the
old barn, the feature Chad had used to convince Morgan that moving
out to the country was the Best Idea Ever.

“This will be perfect for your ceramics studio,”
he’d said when they walked in, clearly seeing beyond the cobwebs,
the three missing wallboards Morgan had counted, and the dirt
floor. “We fix it up a little and it’ll have plenty of room for
your wheel, the kilns, everything.”

“So…you’re saying I can have my own pottery barn?”
Morgan asked. Chad smacked him in the shoulder for that.

Since the move, Morgan hadn’t done much work in the
studio. He said it was because he had his hands full getting the
new house in order, and he still hadn’t found a contractor to fix
the woodwork and install some basic heating. In reality, he was
avoiding the place. He told himself there was still too much to do
around the house (this, of course, did not prevent Chad from going
to work each weekday like a normal person). The truth was, his
inspiration had fled as soon as they unpacked his equipment. How
was he supposed to work here?

He heard
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