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The male in front of him is huge, scarred, and grizzled, his body barely sitting in the chair. The tavern around them is loud, the patrons rowdy and yelling about all sorts of obscenities. Cael swallows nervously, the fighter is intimidating but damned if those scars dont make him hot. "So, Lyall, right?" he asks, his voice slightly hoarse.

"S'right." The wolf grunts, his eyes roaming over Cael, searching for something. "You’re the mage fellow that needed protecting."

"Um, yes," Cael says, clearing his throat, trying to maintain his composure, "I need to make it to Skira."

"Ye got enough coin for that far?" Lyall grins, showing one broken tooth.

Cael bristles. "Of course I do," he tosses a bag of coins on the table where it lands with a heavy clinking thud. The coin inside is shifting as the wolf looks at it. "Half now, half later."

"You ain't stupid," Lyall says approvingly, reaching for the bag and stuffing it into a pocket.

"I'm a mage, of course not." Cael sniffs haughtily, clearly annoyed by the insinuation that he’s unintelligent.

"Dont get cocky, I had a mage step into clearly labled acid." lyall growls, shifting in his seat, his eyes boring into Cael, "You mages have no common sense."

Regarding the grizzled wolf, Cael senses that this male is fed up with stupid mages, which begs the question as to why he decided to take this Job. The intensity that Lyall has makes him wonder how many people he’s lost on his guard duties.

Lyall watches him back, his dark eyes unreadable, his voice gruff and quiet when he speaks. "You seem to actually have some brains to ya."

"Is that approval I'm hearing?" Cael smirks, leaning forward, his eyes crinkling with humor.

Shrugging, Lyall drinks his ale, keeping an eye on Cael as he does, his gaze moving over the Mage with curiosity. "You're actually listening." his voice is gruff, and it seems he's not saying something, but Cael doesn't press, understanding that it might be something that will bring up bad memories.

"Okay, so explain the dangers to me," Cael asks, fascinated by the male's rough voice. It sends shivers down him, his tail wagging slightly, and he wants to hear him talk more.

Chuckling at Cael's enthusiasm. Lyall leans forward, resting his armored elbows onto the table. "You sure you can handle the fright, Mage?" he rumbles, eyes dancing with mischief.

"Definitely," Cael says confidently, dipping his head in a sharp nod.

"Don't say I didn't warn ya," Lyall chuckles, launching into a tale that makes Cael laugh, then another and another. Cael replies with his own adventure stories, the conversation flowing easily. An hour later, Lyall is pleasantly surprised to realize that Cael isn't stupid, and is rather funny.

Roaring with laughter at another story, Lyall drains his third ale. "God's Knees, Mage, I've not met a mage before that can actually hold their own with me," Lyall says, laughing his gravelly laugh. "This might not be the worst trip after all."

“Ah, you do like me then, have I passed your tests?” Cael grins.

“With flying colors," Lyall grins back, "You ain't stupid and you have a good humor to ya. I think I might end up enjoying this trip."

Cael’s heart skips a beat at the smile, the grizzled wolf’s words filling him with warmth. “I’m glad you think that, I think I might as well.”

Lyall’s expression softens slightly. “Yeah?”

“I’ve not had someone that I can speak with so easily in years...” Cael murmurs.

Sipping his ale, Lyall regards him with a raised brow. "You say that, but I'm the one who seems to have found his voice around you."

Heart thudding, Cael’s eyes widen, “O-oh... that’s good then.”

"You're somethin' special, Mage."

Looking down, Cael swallows nervously, heart racing, this male, this warrior... he makes Cael warm and comfortable, but the zing of anticipation, and yearning... he might be head over heels for him already.

“You okay there, Mage?” Lyall asks quietly, his gaze intense and concerned.

“Hmm? Oh yes, I am... just tired.” The Mage says quickly, stretching and draining his wine.

“Yeah? We’ve been talkin for a while now...”

"Mhmm, we should probably retire, though," Cael says, yawning.

Lyall looks at Cael with an unreadable expression, almost disappointed. "Yeah, I agree, let's go rest so we can leave early in the morn."

Nodding, Cael stands and stretches. “Goodnight, Lyall.”

“Goodnight, Mage.”

As Cael settles into his bed a bit later, his thoughts wander to the wolf; his laughter had filled him with warmth, it was a strange feeling, the joy he got listening to Lyall laugh. The way the male's eyes had crinkled, the way he grinned, all tooth, the wolf's laugh follows him to his dreams, pleasant and warm.

* * * * *
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The pleasant feeling is gone by the time lunch rolls around the next day, his feet ache, his mouth tastes of dust, and he wants nothing more than to jump in the river they walk beside. Lyall seems fine despite the dry, searing weather. His footsteps are sure and even as they keep going. But after a bit, he looks at Cael, "You look miserable, mage," he chuckles.

"I'm fine," Cael says, a bit breathless, not wanting to seem weak.

Lyall stops dead, grabbing the mage by the Collar. "Stop."

"Ahk!" Cael gasps, stopping with a lurch." What in the hells!"

"Strip." Lyall growls, glaring at him.

Staring wide-eyed, Cael's heart races. "What?" he chokes, trembling as he looks at the taller male, what the hells does he need to strip for? He feels his head swim dangerously.

"You're too hot, you need to cool off, you're panting heavily, and your tongue is too dry." Lyall growls, "Strip and get in the water."

Breathing a bit more normally, Cael nods, relieved and now excited to go swimming. "Good idea..." he says weakly, taking off his pack and shucking off his clothes, eager to get in the water.

"Unders too." Lyall rumbles, amused. "You don't want 'em wet when we head out again."

Hesitating, Cael looks at Lyall. "You know, if you wanted to see me naked, there are better ways to do it," he grins, feigning confidence.

Growling, Lyall steps forward. "You're right, there are better ways to go about getting you naked. If that's what I wanted, but it's not. I want you to cool off so you don't keel over."

Backing up, Cael swallows. "Okay..." he says weakly, turning, he takes his boxers off and steps into the water, shivering at the chill.

Lyall makes sure he's in before beginning to unbuckle his armor. Setting the leather down, he strips too, sliding into the water, sighing at the coolness.

Cael jolts at him getting in. "Couldn't resist?" he teases, his heart racing. Lyall just watches him. His expression was unreadable. Sighing, Cael turns away. It's like talking to a wall. "Fine, sorry."

"Don't apologize..." Lyall says from right behind him, "It's flattering."

Whirling, Cael gasps. "Fuck!"

Smirking, Lyall towers over him, "Jumpy are we?"

"You sure you're a canine?" Carl huffs, "You seem too sneaky and quiet..."

Laughing, the sound deep and rumbling like distant thunder, Lyall grins, all fang. "You afraid of cats or something?" he teases, eyes dancing.

Cael's eyes are level with Lyall's chest, and staring at the thick ropes of muscle distracts him, his fingers flexing, wanting to touch him.

A soft rumble leaves Lyall, "You're staring, mage."

Gasping, Cael raises his eyes, "Sorry, you're just..."

"hideous?" Lyall growls, touching a scar.

Blinking, Cael gapes, "You think you're unattractive?" his mind reels, this huge, gorgeous male... thinks he's ugly?

"I'm covered in scars, mage." Lyall growls, "Of course I am."

"That's the farthest thing from the truth..." Cael whispers.

Lyall frowns, "Ye can't be sayin ye like how scarred I am." he rumbles,

suddenly dry mouthed again, Cael nods, "I do," he says hoarsely, "where you see yourself as hideous, I see strength and beauty, each scar tells of something you survived."

Watching the mage curiously, Lyall raises one brow, "Ye really mean that?"

Nodding, Cael swallows nervously, "I do..."

"You're an odd one, ain't ya," Lyall laughs softly, his deep voice rumbling over Cael in a shiver of his fur.

"How rude." Carl huffs, mock offended.

"Get used to it, mage, I don't mince words like you do."

"Don't mince words, Eh? "Cael smirks. "Let me be blunt then, you're attractive to me, I want you." Cael's heart pounds as he admits his desire, but he meets Lyall's gaze evenly.

Lyall's gaze darkens, "Ye want me, Eh?" he rumbles, stepping closer, the water sloshing around them. "Ye're not afraid o me?"

"No," Cael whispers, breath hitching.

"Why?" Lyall asks, a vulnerable expression on his face.

"Because I'm drawn to you, like a moth to a flame," Chel says softly.

Lyall growls, pulling away, "Ye cooled off yet?" he rumbles.

Cael
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