The Temptation of Saint Dresari
By Judith Owens
Sir Raymond Dresari awoke, sleepy yet strangely contented. In fact, he reflected as he rolled out of bed, he hadn’t felt this happy and relaxed in an age – the fortuitous combination of actually sleeping on a proper mattress and not having to defend his virtue from Octavia yet again. Admittedly this had been due to her being Otto for the night, it being that time of the month, but still…
The group had sheltered for the night at a nunnery. Normally this would have been a very bad idea, but the Abbess had been rather clever. Expecting that occasionally noble male visitors, or any male visitors at all, may arrive, she’d had constructed a pair of guest chambers featuring a good bed, washing facilities, barred windows and heavy doors with big locks. The room that Dresari and Otto had been forced to share even boasted such luxuries as a half-decent mirror. Dresari ambled over to it and began tidying up his sleep-tousled hair.
‘Funny what a good night’s sleep will do,’ he thought, ‘I’d swear I look younger this morning.’ He admired himself in a mirror, a little guilty at taking pride in his own appearance, then realised something. ‘That’s odd, I don’t remember getting undressed…heh, I must have been more tired than I thought.’ He grinned to himself. A noise from Otto’s bedroll in the corner suggested that the occupant was returning to consciousness, so prudently Dresari quickly got dressed and pulled on the bellpull to let the Abbess know one of her guests wanted breakfast.
A nun led him to the communal dining hall and pointed out a place at a table to one side. Lyssa was already there, calmly working her way through a bowl of porridge with Sophie sitting happily in her lap. She looked up as he approached and smiled in greeting.

“Good night?” she asked.

“Does it show that much?” Dresari sat down and practically pounced on a basket of apples.

Lyssa regarded him quizzically. “You’re practically glowing, my boy. I hadn’t realised the road was taking that much out of you.”

“Neither had I to tell you the truth.” Dresari stretched and neatly walloped Rachel with the apple he was holding. “Sorry, didn’t see you there!”

After a relaxed breakfast, Dresari headed back to his room to finish getting his armour on with assistance from Harmony. Oddly, Otto was no longer present even though he hadn’t appeared in the dining room. ‘I hope he’s not getting into trouble,’ thought Dresari worriedly as he packed up the last of his things. Before heading out he decided to take one last look in the mirror just to see if he could spot that glow Lyssa had mentioned. Just then, in the garden outside the window, a nun started up in prayer. “Oh God–”
“Oh god!” moaned Otto, sweat-soaked bodies glistening in the mirror–
“–unto you. Watch over us and guide us in our daily lives. Amen.” Dresari blinked, startled. Where the hell had that come from?! He tore himself away from the accursed mirror and hurried off to the stables.
Rachel and Harmony were laughing as Dresari approached. In his still-perturbed state of mind, Dresari had the sudden irrational thought that maybe Rachel was playing tricks on him. Lyssa spotted him and hailed him.
“There you are, Dresari! Just ignore those two,” she said, pointing out a still chuckling Rachel and Harmony, “I was just passing on some news from the Mother Superior and these idiots thought it was somehow funny. Apparently, some man tried to seduce one of the nuns last night, but didn’t know that the one he was picking on had been a mercenary before she heard the call. Got him square in the groin with a clog then heaved him out a window.” Rachel actually collapsed laughing. “Naturally, those two are assuming it was Otto having a bad night…” She looked Dresari squarely in the eye. “Are you sure Otto stayed in your room last night?”

“As far as I know, but I was out like a light – for all I know he could have had half the nuns in there with us” he confessed.
“Speak of the Devil,” grinned Rachel having finally gotten his breath back. Otto paused, rather startled at having the entire party look his way, then manfully strode across the yard towards them. Or rather, he tried to, as he seemed to be walking with a bit of a limp. This just set Rachel and Harmony off again. Lyssa pounced.
“Otto van Heisenberg, did you or did you not get yourself beaten up by a nun last night?”

If anything, Otto seemed more startled than before. Then he just smiled ruefully. “I guess the news has already spread somewhat…” Dresari had to intervene to prevent Lyssa smacking Otto with a handy shovel. She stalked off to help Harmony bundle a still-giggling Rachel onto his carpet. Otto leered unrepentantly at Dresari and limped off to mount his horse, a procedure that involved a lot of effort and wincing. Oddly, it seemed to be sitting in the saddle that was causing him the most pain. Dresari uncharitably wondered Otto had landed badly when exiting the window, then chided himself. He glanced over at Otto, red-faced from exertion–

The only thing he could hear in the semi-darkness was the sound of Otto panting and gasping in ecstatic near-exhaustion– 
Dresari could feel the heat of his blush reflecting back off the inside of his helmet. He turned away rapidly. ‘What on earth is wrong with me?!” he thought to himself. He considered asking for someone to cast a magic dispel on him, but inwardly shuddered at the thought of trying to explain why to Lyssa or Harmony. ‘And definitely not Rachel,’ he decided, listening to the continued sounds of whooping from on high.
By the time the group approached the town that was to be their next rest stop, Dresari had had enough. The random visions had continued throughout the day, steadily getting more explicit. To make matters worse he was sure that the girls suspected something was up with him, and hearing Rachel sniggering at Otto on his occasional swoops past was really not helping. Even Otto transforming back into Octavia around lunchtime hadn’t helped much. There was only one thing for it – time to appeal to higher power. Accordingly, when the rest of the group went to find an inn to hole up in for the night, Dresari arranged to meet them at a particular time in the town’s main square the next morning and headed off to the church. He arranged with the priest to be left alone in one of the smaller chapels over night and settled down on his knees. ‘Please let me find guidance,’ he thought, and started to pray. Unfortunately, that was precisely the moment that the faulty memory charm finally gave out.
Meanwhile, back at the inn, Octavia had managed to wangle a hot bath in the empty bath house by flirting outrageously with the innkeeper. As she was finally alone, she felt she could fully relax for the first time that day. It was funny really, whoever had tried for that nun had provided her with the perfect alibi. She sighed. It was slightly depressing that the party thought so little of her – if it had been her, then she would have been left a very happy nun.
No, last night had definitely been far more interesting than that. Her mind drifted back to the previous evening…

The key clicked in the lock. Without expending more energy than he really felt like doing, it appeared that Otto was stuck for the night. Dresari watched him warily from the other side of the room. Otto noted with disappointment that Dresari didn’t seem inclined to take his armour off…
“Just to make things clear, I’m only sharing this room with you because, quite frankly, there was nowhere else safe to put you,” announced Dresari. He took a drink from his water bottle. “Here are the rules; you stay over there, and don’t come anywhere near me unless I ask you to.”

‘Spoilsport,’ thought Otto. Out loud he asked, “What happens if I break that rule?” Dresari merely looked pointedly at his sword. Otto sighed. This evening was definitely not going to be much fun. Maybe he would try and break out later, but first he had to be sure Dresari was fast asleep. Unfortunately, the things he could use to ensure that deep sleep were going to be fairly useless as long as Dresari was only drinking from his own bottle. Probably that was why he was doing it, he reflected.

After a few minutes, Otto was already bored. “I don’t know about you, but if this is how tonight is going to go I’m going to go crazy by morning.”

“What did you have in mind?” queried Dresari, “And I’d like to warn you that I have no problem with tying and gagging you if that’s the only way I’ll get a peaceful night.”

Otto resisted the temptation to say ‘Ooh, yes please!’ just to tweak Dresari’s beard. “I was just thinking, I know you’re not much for card games, but how about playing a few hands of poker? I have a pack of cards and some gravel, so we don’t even have to play for money.”

Dresari considered this. “I don’t actually know how to play poker, you know.”
Otto cheered in his mind. “I can teach you as we go along, it’s easy enough.” Silently he added, ‘And while I’m doing so, I can get to that bottle of yours…’ Unfortunately Dresari refused to cooperate by leaving it unguarded, but Otto found that Dresari’s complete lack of a poker face amusing enough to be moderately entertaining.
Dresari found to his surprise that he was actually enjoying the game. He didn’t seem to be doing too badly either – beginner’s luck, or something of that nature. He wasn’t surprised, however, when after a while Otto said, “Let’s up the stakes.”
“What did you have in mind?” Dresari enquired suspiciously.

Otto had decided that if he was going to be stuck with Dresari all night, he might as well have some fun. “Two words – strip poker.” The look Dresari gave him was unexpected. Annoyance mainly, but with something underneath. “After all, with all that armour it’s not like you have to fear much for your virtue,” he temporised. “Standard rules, loser takes a forfeit?”

Dresari was momentarily speechless at Otto’s audacity. He opened his mouth in order to give Otto an earful, and was startled to hear himself say, “Alright then.” Otto quirked an eyebrow at him and started dealing out the next hand. ‘It’s okay,’ Dresari thought to himself, mind racing like a dog in a spit-wheel, ‘He’s right about the armour. Chances are I’ll win this and I can just tell him to sit in the corner and keep quiet for the forfeit.’ He took a nervous pull from his water bottle.
‘This evening is getting better and better,’ Otto reflected cheerily, all thoughts of escape forgotten. He’d lost one or two articles of clothing just to keep Dresari from getting suspicious, but given how easy it was to read Dresari’s face he’d barely needed the cards he’d concealed earlier. Already he’d had to help Dresari out of most of his armour, and had grabbed at the opportunity to ‘accidentally’ apply some lingering touches and other little tricks to assert his control over the situation. Dresari either hadn’t noticed or was ignoring him.
Dresari was indeed trying to ignore it. Every time Otto touched him, it felt like little points of fire were spreading over his skin. There was no way he could avoid it though; he did need a second pair of hands to help remove some of the bulkier pieces of his armour, and calling off the game at this point would make him look like a coward. Oh well, at least now it was down to tunics and the like he could keep Otto away for a while…

Countless hands later, both Otto and Dresari were down to breeches or leggings. Now for a difficult choice; who should win the game, and who should take the forfeit? Otto came to a decision.

“Cards on the table. Alas, only ace high.”

Dresari put down his hand. “Four aces.” Somewhere in the warm fog that was filling his mind, his inner voice was screaming at him that there was something severely wrong with the cards, but it was too faint to be worth paying attention to. Especially as Otto had stood up and had started removing his breeches slowly and theatrically. Dresari blushed painfully.

Otto laughed. “Fine, I’ll keep them on. Now, as I recall I’m meant to be taking a forfeit, and keeping these on does not count,” he said, running one hand down his thigh in emphasis. Dresari started to stammer something, but Otto cut across him. “Tell you what, you seem fairly tense. Go lie down on the bed and I’ll give you a back rub. No bad touching, I promise.” ‘Not until I’ve heard some begging at any rate,’ he added silently with an inner wolfish grin.

Dresari considered this. Otto was right; he had been rather tense of late, although it didn’t seem to be quite the case at the moment. Besides, if the few stories that had gotten back to him were true, Otto was supposed to be very good with his hands…As Dresari rose and ambled over to the bed, his inner voice finally gave up yelling at him and hid in a corner metaphorically with its hands over its eyes – although it was peeking between its metaphorical fingers.
Otto, rummaging through his packs, risked a glance at Dresari. He had done exactly as suggested, lying face down over the full length of the bed, resting his head on crossed arms. Otto felt a familiar tightening in his groin as he ran his eyes along Dresari’s finely sculpted body. He pulled his gaze back to the bag he was holding and finally found what he was looking for. One bottle filled with a massage oil of his own special blend, and one bottle filled with a good quality olive oil. After all, if things continued as well as they were going, he didn’t really want to spoil Dresari’s first time by hurting him… Taking another quick glance to check Dresari wasn’t watching, he quickly slipped out of his breeches. Even if things didn’t go to plan, he could always use the excuse of not wanting to get massage oil on his clothes.
Otto padded over to the bed, both bottles held in one hand. He uncorked the massage oil with his teeth and poured a generous amount into his free hand, then put down both bottles on a convenient table simultaneously, hoping that it would sound enough like one bottle to fool the recumbent Dresari. He sat down on the bed, as close to Dresari as he dared and warmed the oil between his palms. The scent of musk and sandalwood filled the air. He leaned forwards and started to work the oil into Dresari’s shoulders.
The fire wasn’t points now, more a curtain under skin that suddenly felt a size too small. It was incredible, under Otto’s ministrations he could actually feel the tension draining out of his muscles, only to be replaced by a very different sort of tension. Something that had lain dormant in his mind since the beginning of his novitiate awoke, sniffed the air and growled happily…
Otto had always surmised how muscular Dresari must be under all that armour, but the reality of it was somehow even more impressive than his idle imaginings. He could feel the muscles quivering as he worked the knots out of Dresari’s shoulders. It was particularly cute how Dresari’s buttocks clenched every time he hit a big knot – speaking of which… Otto worked his way downwards until his hands were just skimming the waistband of Dresari’s leggings. “You know, it would be a shame to get oil on your clothes…mind if I take them off?” Dresari merely grunted in what Otto chose to assume was assent. It appeared he chose right, as Dresari arched and moved in order to assist the leggings’ removal.

Dresari had become acutely aware of how uncomfortable laying on his front had grown. He felt Otto get off the bed and move away, presumably to put his leggings somewhere safe. Without thinking, he rolled off the bed and padded after him.

Otto was disconcerted to find an empty bed after putting down the leggings. He turned round and walked smack into Dresari, who had somehow managed to sneak past him unintentionally. Otto realised that Dresari was just as excited as he was. He smiled and took a step back. Dresari moved with him. Another step, and he could just feel the edge of the bed behind him. Suddenly Dresari pushed him backwards. Otto lost his balance and landed flat on his back on the bed. Before he could process this Dresari was on top of him, nibbling delightfully on his neck, hands roaming. For someone so inexperienced, he was remarkably talented…
Dresari knew just one thing; he needed things to go further, and he needed it to happen right now. He remembered seeing two bottles on the table, and groped in that direction with a free hand. The top popped off the second bottle easily enough, and it didn’t take much to pour some onto his hand…

Otto decided that Dresari was about ready to be introduced to the rest of the joys of the flesh and went to roll him over. He strained for a moment before realising something important; Dresari had him very neatly pinned to the bed with his legs spread… Oh, hell. He twisted his head enough to look at the table, and noted with rising consternation that both bottles were now open.

Dresari felt Otto struggle and pinned him down harder. He raised himself slightly onto his knees to give himself some room, which incidentally meant he could put more of his weight into pinning, and reached round with his oil-covered hand…

Otto bit back a shout when he felt Dresari’s fingers on his arse. While it would get him out of the situation if someone heard him, it would lead to the much worse situations of either being interrupted by a nun or, worse, Rachel and Mattock. He forced himself to relax. While it had never been an issue for him, he had heard of the damage that could be done if things were forced and definitely did not want to have to get one of the girls to heal him.
Dresari was operating now on pure instinctual lust. As he felt Otto untense, he leaned forwards, set himself and slowly but firmly penetrated him. Revelling in the new sensation he still had space to feel a thrill of pleasure when Otto gasped as he hit the sweet spot.
After the first few thrusts, Otto no longer had to try to relax. Hell, if he’d known what it was like being on the receiving end he would have tried it years ago! He moaned involuntarily as Dresari picked up the pace.

Dresari shifted his weight, no longer feeling that holding Otto down was necessary. He moved his hands to Otto’s shoulders, making his movements easier to control.

Otto bit his lip in order to avoid attracting attention from the others next door. It must be the newness of the experience – normally he would have the self-control to keep going for hours, but already he was starting to feel the climax building within him. Maddeningly, every time he came close to orgasm Dresari would slow down or stop entirely…wait a moment. The tiny part of Otto that was still thinking smiled. He was doing it on purpose! With that, Otto started thrusting back, forcing Dresari to keep to the pace he was setting.
Dresari unconsciously took this as a signal and began fucking Otto hard and fast. Within moments Otto tensed and came messily over the both of them, clenching his teeth to stop himself screaming. Dresari withdrew carefully, listening to Otto panting.
Otto felt a sense of something like loss as Dresari pulled out. Moments later he was startled to feel something warm and wet flick across his chest. He raised his head slightly. Dresari paused from licking the cum off his skin for a moment and met his gaze. There was a twinkle in his eye that Otto had never seen before. Damnit, the man wasn’t even  out of breath! Otto let his head fall back again and concentrated on the feel of Dresari’s tongue. The touch became more arousing as Dresari worked his way downwards and he felt a new erection stirring. He shivered as Dresari’s wonderful, wonderful tongue ran the length of his cock before Dresari’s mouth engulfed it completely. As his cock hardened under Dresari’s ministrations, he discovered something vital; Dresari-
-had-

-no-

-gag-

-reflex!

Once Otto was readied to his own satisfaction, Dresari raised himself up and looked Otto squarely in the eye, a questioning smile on his lips. Otto gazed back at him pleadingly, frustrated arousal plain in every line of his body. With ease Dresari flipped Otto onto his stomach and reached for the bottle…
Octavia found she was getting excited just from the memories, and had to consciously stop her hands wandering. Over the course of the night they must have used every possible surface in every possible way, and it had seemed at the time that Dresari would have quite happily gone back and used every one a second time. God, that man had stamina! She recalled with a particular thrill how at one point Dresari had taken him from behind standing in front of the mirror, every movement and gesture stating louder than words his control of the situation. 
Fortunately, or unfortunately, she still hadn’t quite decided, even paladins run out of energy eventually. It had been relatively easy to persuade Dresari that a clean up before sleep was essential, and a spot of housekeeping and airing had taken care of most of the rest of the signs. The rest of the visible signs, at least – she glanced down at the hickey on her stomach, and smiled. It’d been a shame to use the memory charm, but while the thought of Dresari recalling what a bad boy he’d been warmed his heart, she did have her reputation to consider…

In the common room of the inn, the rest of the party were surprised to see a priest rush in, look round and head straight towards them.

“Excuse me,” he stammered, looking worried, “are you the friends of Sir Dresari?”

Lyssa looked round at the others, shrugged and answered. “Yes, is there a message from him?”

The priest looked slightly relieved. “Actually, could you come with me? I’m afraid your friend had some sort of nervous attack about a half hour past, and he won’t let anyone near him…”
Lyssa, Harmony and Rachel jumped up and followed the priest out of the door, not noticing a shadow detaching itself from a dark corner of the common room. Mattock sauntered after them on silent feet, but on leaving the inn moved to the right and ducked down an alleyway. He moved quietly along it until he came to a pile of rubbish. He reached into his bag, took out a small empty glass phial and dropped it onto the heap. It was the work of a moment to crush it and bury the remains under the rubbish with the toe of his boot.

Heading back to the front of the inn, he grinned. He’d been surprised that the little old lady that served as a herbalist to the last village they’d passed through had even known about such potions, never mind make them and describe their effects with hand gestures. Pure Lust in a bottle. If the noises he’d heard last night were anything to go by, she’d definitely gotten the name right. While it was only a petty revenge on his former comrades for thwarting the will of his master, with any luck it would put Dresari out of action for a while. Swapping Octavia’s last memory charm for a duff had just been the icing on the cake…

Epilogue

Dresari finally felt cleansed. The last few months had been hard, but his quest to get himself back in God’s good books had at last been successful. More importantly, he’d managed to go the whole time without having to spend any time alone with Octavia.
When the others had reached the chapel, they’d found him curled up in a foetal position repeating “I’m a bad man, a very bad man!” Happily they’d accepted this statement without pressing him for any details. Even so, he’d made sure that he stayed in single rooms, or at least with other members of the party around, for the duration of the quest.

Sadly, that wasn’t the case tonight. Unluckily, tonight was that time of the month again for Otto. Luckily, Otto seemed to be keeping himself to himself, but even so… He took a sip from his water bottle.

Several hours later Mattock, asleep on the roof, awoke to sounds coming up through the tiles. He listened for a moment, grinned and closed his eyes again. Buying one bottle of Lust was expensive, but two? Priceless.
