
HIDE AND SEEK

David Yerks-Young

Hide and Seek

Copyright © 2026 by David Yerks-Young

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without the written permission of the copyright owner, except for the use of quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

First edition


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Hide and Seek

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

About the Author

Cover Photography

The cover of Hide and Seek was created by blending two original photographs taken by my cousin, Aimee Warner-Yerks.

All photography is used with her kind permission.

My heartfelt thanks to her for sharing her beautiful work and allowing it to become part of this story.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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Lucien Hellerich was born in Falkenbrück, Swabia, Holy Roman Empire in the year 1598, the seventh son of a seventh son. 

Those who looked down on his angelic face often said that he had a face of a Roman god, though they had no longer been worshiped. But their statues and works art still existed. 

Working on the family’s farm since the time he was able, had already given him the muscular body that some of the old gods would envy ... or want by the time he was in his teens. 

Girls his age wanted him, as did some of their mothers and a few brothers as well. And he wasn’t shy about whom he would bed. Especially to those who had approached him first. 

Being the youngest son, he was often given the task of watching the flock of sheep at night. At first, he accompanied his brother only a few years older but more experience with the sheep. 

It was that same brother who had taught him about sex using a ewe as his first experience. 

“I’m telling you, brother,” his brother Michael had told him, “it feels like a woman,” he smiled wickedly as he thrust himself in the ewe. “She’ll appreciate your experience much better than a clumsy first encounter.”

After Michael had convinced their father that Lucien was ready to tend their flock without supervision, he was left alone to tend the sheep with a campfire to stay warm by during the dark nights when the stars and moon were absent. 

A few nights after, a neighbor’s son was tending their flock on the same hillside as Lucien.  

Lucien had watched him ascend the hill as he was starting his campfire. His flock was bigger, and he was more prepared that evening than Lucien was. 

He had carried what looked like a bedroll to sleep on or in. Lucien had forgotten his in the haste of leaving his squabbling family behind. But at least he had a big fire blazing. One that could be seen from below. 

“Great fire,” Alexius said as he observed Lucien trying not to shiver in the cold. “I was never great at making a fire,” he said. “I was always afraid of setting the hills on fire. That’s why I always carry such heavy bedding.”

Lucien smiled at the neighbor he never met officially. “I usually bring one as well,” he said before he told Alexius about his family fighting. 

Alexius placed his roll on the ground close enough to the fire to enjoy its warmth and not catch the wool on fire. “It’s big enough for the two of us if we sleep next to each other,” Alexius suggested. 

Lucien smiled. “It will be better than sleeping between two of my brothers,” he said as he stood up taking in the size of it. 

Alexius smiled at Lucien. “Get in and warm up. I’m still warm from the climb. I can watch both flocks for a while.”

Lucien took off his muddy shoes and took up Alexius’s offer to warm up as he tended both flocks. 

A few hours later, Alexius returned and found Lucien soundly asleep and had taken off his heavy woolen vest. Beads of sweat were on his forehead. 

Alexius removed his shoes and vest and climbed in next to Lucien pinning his body next to him as he wrapped his arms around Lucien.

“My turn already?” a half-asleep Lucien moaned softly. 

“I’m still wide awake,” Alexius answered as he snuggled closer. “I can still watch our sheep from here.”

“Thanks,” Lucien whispered. 

“You warm enough?” Alexius asked.

Lucien wiped the sweat from his brow. “A little too warm,” he answered. 

He felt Alexius stirring next to him. A few minutes later, he rested his hand on the waistband of Lucien’s breeches. 

Lucien rolled over and faced Alexius. “What are ...”

Alexius interrupted Lucien and kissed him gently and long. Long enough that Lucien felt his body getting warmer. 

Then Alexius placed one of Lucien’s hands on his erection while they still kissed. 

Lucien’s breath hitched, but he didn’t resist. He knew what to do when an erect penis was in his hand, having enough experience with his own by then. 

As he played with Alexius, Alexius undid Lucien’s breeches and reached inside. That’s when his breath hitched. When he felt Lucien’s hard length and girth. 

Lucien broke their kiss long enough to push his breeches down to his knees giving Alexius more access and playing area. Then he continued to kiss Alexius. 

“Roll over,” Alexius whispered to Lucien. 

At first Lucien gave him a quizzical look, but rolled over anyway. It wasn’t long before he felt the tip of Alexius’s erection against his asshole. 

“Umph!” he moaned as he felt the head of Alexius’s erection starting to enter him.

“Want me to stop?” Alexius asked as he stroked Lucien’s erection and pushed deeper inside.

“Not yet,” Lucien answered. 

Alexius continued to slowly enter as he took cues from the way Lucien’s body was reacting to his length and touch.

Alexius’s started thrusting gently. Lucien’s breath became deeper and shallower at the same time. 

Lucien picked up his stroking and thrusting speed the more Lucien groaned and moved over him. 

Alexius took a deep breath as his body tightened at the moment he orgasmed inside of Lucien. 

Together, they both groaned out loud. Alexius with his release and Lucien as Alexius thrust harder and deeper with his release.

“I think we just scared the sheep,” laughed Lucien after he opened his eyes and saw the flocks starting to fidget. 

Alexius laughed as he played with Lucien’s pre-cum. “Have you ever ...”

Lucien backed off of Alexius’s already softening erection and faced him. “No,” he answered.

Alexius looked at Lucien and smiled, then he rolled over and took a hold of Lucien’s big wet, dripping penis and guided it on his hole.

“Easy,” Alexius groaned, feeling the stretch as Lucien first entered. 

Lucien took it slow and easy as Alexius tried to relax as he entered fully.  

“Too much?” Lucien asked when he was fully seated inside Alexius. 

“Just let me ...” Alexius began to say as he tried moving to become more comfortable.

“OOPH!” Lucien cried out as he shot inside Alexius.

“AA AHH!” Alexius cried as he felt Lucien’s deep thrust and release. 

“Sorry, if I hurt you,” Lucien whispered in Alexius’s ear.

“Don’t be,” Alexius answered as he held onto one of Lucien’s hands. “I’m glad you were quick.” 

Lucien stayed inside Alexius for a moment too long. “I’m getting hard already,” he crooned. 

Alexius moaned. “I can feel it.”

Lucien started to pull out. 

“Don’t,” Alexius said softly. “Do it again.”

Lucien did as Alexius requested. 

Alexius was looser as Lucien began his thrusting. Then Lucien remembered how Alexius stroked him as he was getting fucked, and started stroking Alexius. 

“Hhhh ... hhh,” Alexius breathed. His breath getting heavier with each stroke and thrust. Then his body trembled.

“Mmmm!” he groaned as he shot in Lucien’s hand.

“Uh ... uh,” Lucien breathed through gritted teeth “AA AHH FUCK!” He groaned again as his pelvis slammed on Alexius’s ass.

“BAAAH! BAAAH!” the sheep responded on the hillside. 

From time to time, Lucien and Alexius continued their trysts on the hillside. And every so often, they would meet at the bathing hole, where young women sometimes joined them.

Eventually, Lucien grew taller and more muscular. His long, wavy, light-colored hair now hung to the middle of his back, and his gray eyes sparkled as he joined young men and women in their frivolities.

But as he grew older, his responsibilities on the family farm increased. His parents were aging, and one by one, his older brothers married and established households of their own throughout the surrounding countryside. 

Several had married daughters of neighboring farmers, joining their wives' families and helping work the land they had inherited or would someday inherit.

That left Lucien, the youngest of seven sons, with an increasing share of the work on the farm where he had been born and raised.

The farm that had barely kept the family fed throughout the years was now beginning to prosper.

Lucien's parents had grown so old and frail that, at times, they could barely get out of bed. So Lucien hired help to tend the flocks of sheep and goats while he looked after the cattle and hogs.

Where his father had struggled simply to keep the family fed, Lucien's careful management was now producing harvests large enough to feed his parents, support the livestock, and provide work for neighboring families.

Then one day, while pulling a plow through the fields, one of the family's thousand-pound horses suddenly collapsed and died.

Lucien hurried to the animal, but there was nothing he could do. The great beast lay dead where it had fallen, still attached to the plow.

Losing a horse was no small matter. It had spent years helping his family work the land, and replacing it would be costly. But Lucien had little time to dwell on the loss. The animal needed to be buried, and moving something, so heavy would require help.

He called upon several neighbors, men who had worked alongside him during planting and harvesting. Together, they freed the horse from its harness and began looking for a suitable burial place.

Lucien wanted the grave far enough from the fields and their water supply that the decaying carcass would not foul the water or interfere with future planting.

They selected a patch of unused ground and began digging.

The work was slow and exhausting. The earth was heavy, and the men took turns with their shovels. After digging nearly three feet, one of them noticed that the soil beneath his feet had become unusually wet.

They continued digging, only to find water slowly seeping through the bottom of the hole.

Within a short time, enough water had collected that digging became difficult.

Lucien stared down into the excavation, puzzled. He had expected rocks, roots, and stubborn earth. He hadn't expected to find water.

They abandoned the hole and tried another location farther away. The same thing happened.

After filling that excavation, they tried a third place, only to encounter more wet earth and water collecting beneath their feet.

By then, the sun was high overhead, and the day had grown unbearably hot. Their shirts clung to their backs, their hands ached from gripping the shovels, and their patience was wearing thin.

The horse still lay in the field.

Finally, one of the neighbors approached Lucien with a suggestion.

Rather than continue digging holes that filled with water, why not divide the carcass among those willing to take the meat?

The neighbor offered his labor in exchange for enough horse meat to feed his family and, if suitable, some scraps for his hogs. The others could take their shares as well.

It would take considerably less time to butcher and divide the animal than to drag its enormous body to another burial site, dig yet another grave, and fill it again. Whatever remained afterward could be buried in a much smaller pit on higher, drier ground.

Lucien considered the proposal. The horse was already lost, and there was little sense in allowing the entire animal to go to waste.

He agreed.

But even as the men turned their attention to the carcass, Lucien found himself thinking about the water they had uncovered.

Three holes, each filling from beneath the ground.

He had lived and worked on that land for years without knowing how much water might be lying beneath his feet.

That's when an idea came to him.

He convinced several of his neighbors to help him deepen one of the holes where they had discovered water. Together, they gathered stones from around the property and began lining the excavation, building a sturdy wall to prevent the surrounding earth from collapsing.

As they dug deeper, they removed the accumulating water with buckets, allowing them to continue their work. Eventually, they had created a stone-lined well from which Lucien could draw water for the farm and its livestock.

One evening, Lucien returned to the hillside to watch over the family's sheep. The night promised to be cold, and before darkness settled over the valley, he gathered fallen branches and pieces of wood from an old tree that had died years earlier.

He built a fire near the place where he intended to sleep, feeding it with the dry wood until the flames rose high enough to warm his hands and face.

But as the fire took hold, the flames rose higher than he expected.

A sudden gust of wind swept across the hillside, catching the flames and twisting them upward into a spiraling column, like a whirlwind made of fire.

Lucien stepped back, startled by the unexpected fury of the blaze.

Yet it wasn't the height of the flames or the strange way they twisted that troubled him most.

It was the wood.

As the fire grew hotter, the pieces of the dead tree began to moan and groan. At first, Lucien thought little of it. He had heard burning wood crack and complain countless times before.

But these sounds were different.

Beneath the snapping and hissing of the flames, he thought he heard voices. Not words he understood, but something that sounded unmistakably like speech, spoken in a language he had never heard.

He listened more carefully.

The moaning continued, rising and falling as though the wood itself were trying to tell him something.

Lucien turned and looked around the hillside, half expecting to find one of his friends crouching behind a rock or tree, amusing himself at his expense.

But there was no one.

He was alone.

For a long while, he stood watching the fire, listening to the strange sounds coming from within it. Eventually, the wind subsided, the flames settled, and the wood burned as any ordinary wood would.

As the night wore on, Lucien occasionally added another branch to the fire, although he found himself watching it more closely than before.

By morning, the fire had burned itself down to a bed of glowing embers.

Lucien stirred the ashes with a stick, searching for anything that might still be burning. Something caught his eye.

Among the blackened remains of the wood lay a small object, its surface reflecting the early morning sunlight.

At first, he thought it was a piece of metal left behind by some traveler. He pushed the ashes aside with his stick and discovered what appeared to be a necklace.

He waited until the surrounding embers had cooled enough to approach, then carefully lifted the object by its chain.

The metal was still surprisingly warm.

He rubbed away the ash with a corner of his shirt and examined what he had found.

Hanging from the chain was a beautifully fashioned bird with its wings spread wide. Its feathers were intricately worked, and beneath its body were shapes resembling rising flames.

Lucien had never seen anything quite like it.

How had such an object come to be inside the wood he had burned?

He looked toward the remains of the old tree, wondering whether someone had hidden the necklace within its trunk long ago, before the growing wood had gradually enveloped it, the chain and pendant becoming sealed inside the living trunk.

The thought intrigued him.

He slipped the chain over his head, allowing the pendant to rest against his bare chest.

Almost immediately, he felt a sharp sting.

He caught the pendant between his fingers and pulled it away from his skin. The metal had been warmer than he realized.

Where the bird had touched his chest, a faint reddish mark remained, its outline resembling the shape of the pendant.

Lucien examined the mark for a moment, then looked again at the little bird.

He smiled at his own carelessness.

He should have allowed the necklace to cool some more.

After waiting a while longer, he put it on again, gathered his belongings, and began leading the sheep down the hillside toward home.

On another evening, Alexius joined Lucien on the hillside to watch over the sheep. This time, their meeting had been planned, and neither had bothered to bring more than one bedroll.

The night was cool, with a gentle breeze moving through the grass. The sheep had settled nearby, and the two young men lay together beneath the blankets, enjoying the warmth of each other's bodies.

Alexius was the first to notice something different.

Lucien's skin was warmer than he remembered. Not feverish, but unusually warm, as though he had been lying beside the fire for hours.

“You're warm tonight,” Alexius whispered.

“Am I?” Lucien asked in return.

“Warmer than usual,” Alexius answered as his hands continued to explore Lucien’s naked body. 

Lucien smiled and drew him closer.

When they kissed, Alexius noticed that Lucien's lips carried the same extraordinary warmth. He lingered over the kiss, curious about the sensation.

“Even your lips are warm,” Alexius said after he broke their kiss.

“Perhaps you're simply cold,” Lucien teased.

But Alexius knew better. They had spent enough nights together for him to recognize the difference.

When he put his erection inside Lucien's ass, it was hot. 

When it was his turn to get fucked, his hole felt like it was on fire even though Lucien was careful and tender. 

Later, when Alexius surrendered himself to Lucien's affection, the sensation intensified. It was as though a living flame had awakened between them, enveloping him in a warmth unlike anything he had experienced.

At the height of his pleasure, Alexius felt an extraordinary rush of heat, as though liquid fire had been emptied in his ass.

For several moments afterward, he lay speechless against Lucien's chest.

“Are you all right?” Lucien asked.

Alexius nodded, still catching his breath. “It felt different tonight.”

“Different how?” Lucien asked as he held Alexius tight against his chest. 

Alexius searched for the words. “It's as though there's a fire inside you.”

Lucien laughed softly and kissed Alexius’s shoulder. “Perhaps there is.”

Alexius slid off of Lucien, turned to face him and rested his head against Lucien's chest, listening to the steady beating of his heart.

When they awoke the following morning, Lucien and Alexius gathered their belongings, separated their flocks, and headed toward their respective family farms.

Upon returning home, Lucien found his elderly father repairing the thatched roof of their house.

“Where's Evander?” he called up, noticing that his eldest brother was nowhere in sight.

“He sent word that he couldn't come. One of his children is deathly ill,” his father answered.

“Likely excuse,” Lucien muttered as he set his belongings aside and started climbing the ladder. “He was always the lazy one, especially once the rest of us boys were old enough to take over his chores,” he continued muttering under his breath.

Reaching the roof, Lucien carefully made his way to his father's side and knelt beside him. He picked up a dry bundle of straw and began helping secure it to the roof.

As Lucien fastened the last bundle, his father slowly rose to his feet to inspect their work.

He turned toward the ladder, but before he could reach it, he lost his footing.

Lucien heard a startled cry.

His father slipped, rolled down the sloping roof, and fell over the edge.

There was a sickening sound as his head struck a rock below.

Lucien scrambled to the edge of the roof and looked down.

His father lay motionless on the ground. Blood was spreading across the rock beneath his head, and his eyes stared blankly upward.

“FATHER?!” Lucien screamed.

His father didn’t answer.

Without thinking, Lucien leaped from the roof rather than waste precious seconds climbing down the ladder.

He landed heavily, stumbled, and rushed to his father's side.

“Father!”

He knelt beside the motionless body. His father's chest wasn't rising.

Lucien placed a finger beneath his nose, searching desperately for the faintest breath.

Nothing.

He lowered his head against his father's chest and listened for the familiar beating of his heart.

There was only silence.

He rushed into the house to tell his mother what had happened.

She looked up from cutting the potatoes she was preparing for a stew. “Stupid old man,” she said as tears fell from her eyes. “I told him to wait until there was help.” She took a deep breath as she returned her focus to cutting the potato. “But you know how your father can be—stubborn as a mule!”

For a moment, Lucien stood there and stared at his mother as she continued preparing the stew. He grabbed a horse, led it outside, and mounted without bothering with a saddle or blanket. Urging the animal into a gallop, he rode toward the neighboring farm to ask for someone to stay with his mother while he went to get a priest and a barber-surgeon.

He found the barber-surgeon and explained his father's fall, begging him to come as quickly as he could. The man promised to follow once he had gathered what he needed.

Lucien then sought out the priest, who likewise agreed to come.

With both men summoned, Lucien mounted his horse again and hurried home, unwilling to waste another moment waiting for them.

By the time he returned, Alexius and his mother were standing over Lucien’s mother who had knelt by her husband’s body. Wailing as she held and rocked him in her arms. 

He bent by his mother’s side to comfort her as Alexius’s mother tried to pry her hands to release her dead husband.

Alexius’s noticed the blood on Lucien’s mother’s hands and clothes where she held her husband close to her and fetched a bucket of water from the well, so his mother could wash the blood from Lucien’s mother.

The priest arrived first and immediately gave last rights to Lucien’s father and then went inside the house to comfort the recent widow. 

Alexius stayed with Lucien and held him until the barber-surgeon arrived with his wagon. 

A horse-drawn wagon came into the yard and stopped near the house. The barber-surgeon climbed down, retrieved his leather bag
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