
In the cool depths of a majestic pyramid a god stirred. His slumber had been deep and undisturbed for almost a year, and now dull, red eyes slowly opened.  They focused on the shadow of a man standing in the doorway of the god’s bedroom, narrowing in hatred.  The man cocked his head to the side, amused, but not frightened at all. 


“It’s time to awaken, Quetzalcoatl.  The Solstice is here.”


Quetzalcoatl only gave a low growl to show that he understood, but didn’t move from his curled position on the luxurious bed.  It seemed the man was happy enough with that answer and turned to leave.  A dozen slaves immediately rushed in to light candles and clean the room, purposely averting their eyes from the form of the god as he slowly left his bed.  It was time for him to begin living what little of a life he had left.

Chichen Itza glittered in the late afternoon sunlight and was alive with activity. The aroma of food cooking hung heavy in the humid air as the city prepared a final feast for the conclusion of its Summer Solstice Festival.  Everyone was enjoying themselves, happy to get away from the normal chores of life and to celebrate the reawakening of their god.  This yearly event was looked forward to by all, but there was one person in the city who anticipated it more than anything.

Xolotl put all that he could into his dance, leaping and twisting in time to the beats he created with his feet and tambourine.  He almost smiled in triumph as he saw the faces that flew by. Their hypnotized expressions assured him that he was on the right track.  What pleased him even more were the jealous faces of the other contestants.  With a small grin Xolotl twirled in complicated patterns and brought the dance to an end with a flourish.  Cheers roared up out of the crowd as he took a seat among the other contestants.  All of them were women, but that had never bothered Xolotl.  
Many mistook him for a woman upon first meeting him, but Xolotl was not as easily forgotten.  He stood out like a sore thumb among the darkly tanned skin and raven black hair of the Aztecs.  Yet it wasn’t his perfectly smooth white skin that people first noticed, but the black ears and tail that sprouted from his head and backside.  Xolotl was an exotic creature, and he flaunted it.  Most of the citizens of Chichen Itza knew he wasn’t dangerous, yet his non-conformity still caused many to keep their distance.  He didn’t take any offense to it since he had been forced to deal with being different all his life.  Xolotl used the talents he had to get by in life, especially dancing.

Yet today he wasn’t dancing to make money, or entertain the priests of the pyramid.  Today was his chance to become one of the chosen five to serve their god.  Every year this ceremony took place, as contestants performed before judges, hoping that they would be the one to please and serve the god Quetzalcoatl.  Five were chosen and brought before Quetzalcoatl to perform.  The god would then select the one he thought was worthy of serving him during the next three months.  Any desire of his was their responsibility.  If they pleased the god then for three months they were seen and treated as celebrities.  

Xolotl sighed dreamily as he ignored the next contestant as she attempted to sing a hymn of praise about the gods.  Instead he gazed at the steppe pyramid that loomed over the city, imagining the great god that was within.  For many years Xolotl had wanted to become the Servant of the god, but had never made it into the final five.  He could care less about the fame that came with the position, it was Quetzalcoatl he wanted.  Every year he attended the ceremonies in hopes to catch a glimpse of the god.  He remembered seeing him in the streets one night and was struck breathless by his beauty.  Xolotl had gaped at Quetzalcoatl and the image was burned into his memory to this day.  The High Priest of the pyramid had lead Quetzalcoatl back to his chambers soon after, yet it was the closest Xolotl would ever get to see the god. 

After that he made it his life’s mission to become noticed by Quetzalcoatl, and to do that he had to become his Servant.

Quetzalcoatl was being prepared for the ceremony as the festivities carried on outside of the pyramid.  Dozens of servants scurried about as they brought out heavy jewelry and tantalizing fragrances.  Quetzalcoatl sighed heavily, used to the pampering, and not enjoying a minute of it. It was the same every year, and all the fuss was just one big bore to him.  Who cared what he looked like; it wasn’t as if the citizens who watched from below could see him very well.  


He gave a small wince as they brushed the tangles from his sleep-mussed hair, winding gold and jewels into it and confining the long locks into a loose ponytail.  Quetzalcoatl kept his tail away from being tread on as the servants rushed to and fro. They always took special care not to upset the god, but he could never be too careful.  


A few of the servants slowed in their preparations to gaze at him.  Quetzalcoatl could tell they were new because everyone had the same reaction when seeing him for the first time.  His upper body was human, except for the scarlet feathers that trailed down his back joining with the snake tail that made up the lower half of him.  He looked sadly for a moment at what was left of his once glorious form.  His human countenance was a disgrace to the glorious feathered serpent god he had once been.  

As if to add to his depressed thoughts and foul mood, the high priest entered into the room to see how the preparations were coming along.  Quetzalcoatl scowled at the short priest. “Good day, Tlaloc,” he grumbled.


“I wish you would address me as High Priest,” Tlaloc sneered, “You may be a god, but need I remind you who has power over whom?”  


Quetzalcoatl’s scales and feathers bristled, and his tale gave a thump of anger, making the servants jump.  “Of course not, High Priest Tlaloc,” he choked out.  Tlaloc gave a nod of satisfaction. “That’s much better.  Anyway, I came to tell you that you are to appear up top in a little bit. The village has almost completely gathered for the ceremony and is waiting on you.”


“I’ll be up when I’m ready,” Quetzalcoatl answered, turning his attention away from Tlaloc.  The High Priest gave a grunt and left the servants to finish their duties.  Two of them carried a large, heavy golden decoration for his waist, and began to tie it on.  The skirt-like article must have weighed a ton, yet the two boys refused to show their fatigue and carefully draped it over Quetzalcoatl’s lap. He gave a small yelp as the cold metal touched his waist where human skin morphed into feathery snake scales. One servant jumped at the sound but continued with his job.  Quetzalcoatl looked down at him and smiled. “Sorry, didn’t mean to frighten you. Are you okay?” The boy remained straight faced and silent, giving a slight bow as he exited. 


He was alone, all the servants gone, now that their job to wake, clean and decorate their god was over with.  As Quetzalcoatl slithered from the room he realized how loud his rasping scales echoed inside the large chamber of his bedroom.  It was as quiet as a tomb. No one ever really talked to him anyway, so why did that quiet servant boy make him feel so sad and lonely?  Perhaps, Quetzalcoatl realized, it was the fact that no one ever talked to him to know him, but only to use him.


“You will get only one chance to perform what you have ready for the god and one chance only.  Do not anger the great Quetzalcoatl or you will be immediately sentenced to death.  It is a great honor that you five have been chosen and an even greater honor when one of you is selected to become the Servant.  Good luck to you all, and may the gods be with you!”


Xolotl was nearly dancing with impatience and dancing with joy as he looked around him at the large, surrounding crowd.  He, and the four women who had been selected along with him, were lined up at the base of the pyramid.  The village folk had all gathered by now and gave shouts of encouragement to the chosen five.  His tail swished with excitement, he had never made it into the final five before.  He was actually going to be face to face with that beautiful god once again!  Xolotl squirmed with glee and craned his neck to try and look above him at the top of the pyramid.  At his angle he could see nothing but the steps that lead upward.


Drums began to pound out a steady beat, signaling the beginning of the ceremony.  A cheer went up from the crowd, meaning Quetzalcoatl had just made his grand entrance.  The priest who had been calling out the orders led the procession and began to ascend the stairs.  The wobbling in his knees almost made Xolotl trip on the first step but his cat-like reflexes saved him.  Frowning at his klutziness he took a deep breath and ordered himself to remain calm.  A god won’t be enticed by a hyperactive klutz, Xolotl chided to himself, you have to be sure of your charm and lay it on thick!  


He was high above the village now, almost breaching the top, when he was finally able to see Quetzalcoatl.  He was happy they had stopped walking because he didn’t know if his legs would let him move.  The god seemed even more handsome and glorious than he remembered!  That night when Xolotl had seen him, Quetzalcoatl hadn’t been in full regalia, but now he was a glittering image of perfection.  He sat on a throne with the snake half of him coiled about the bottom. In the night his colors had been dull, but now in the sunlight his scales sparkled emerald green, and laced with soft red feathers.  His red eyes were bright and alert, taking in the five persons before him.  Xolotl’s heart stopped for a second as those ruby eyes paused on him for a second and lingered.  He noted a hint of confusion and amusement and, before the eyes looked away, perhaps even a glint of lust? It was enough to fill the young man with confidence.


The first performance was by an older woman who had charmed her way into the group with her amazing skill to play the flute.  Her fingers flew as she played the scales with amazing speed, but she could have been whistling out of her mouth for all Quetzalcoatl cared.  His attention was only half on her, since the tune was quite beautiful, but the rest of his thoughts lingered on the fourth person in the line.  Were those cat ears and tail real? Was it a man or a woman?  Whoever and whatever it was, they had sparked a flame of interest within Quetzalcoatl, and something like that hadn’t happened in decades.  When the woman’s song was finished the crowds below gave a cheer, even though there was no way they could have heard it from down there, except for possibly a few faint notes.  A smile formed on Quetzalcoatl’s face when the cat ears twitched towards the noise. So they were real! How amazing, he’d never encountered a human with animal traits like that before.  The flutist gave a blush at the smiling Quetzalcoatl, thinking it was for her.  He noticed the small frown on the cat person’s face and made a small chuckle. The Servant position was an enviable one, and the drama that unfolded during the process was sometimes just as amusing to the god as watching the performances.


The other two women went through their routine, determined to capture the god’s attention.  It was when the fourth contestant stepped forward that Quetzalcoatl sat up and snapped out of his thoughts.  The small flat chest revealed it to be male, and quite possibly the first one who had ever made it into the final five in a long while.  His slim body was pale and lithe, with accents of jewels flashing here and there to draw the eye.  And when the boy started dancing, Quetzalcoatl had no choice but to stare. He’d never seen anything like it before! Sure, women had danced for him before, but this boy was able to twist and bend in ways that couldn’t be possible for a mortal.  And the lack of music didn’t stop him from creating an entrancing beat. His jewelry jingled in time to the beats his dancing feet drummed out onto the stone floor.  Twirling around the cat boy flashed a smile in the god’s direction, followed by a flash of something that eased any doubt that this was a male. 


Quetzalcoatl suddenly thanked the other gods that he was wearing the ridiculously heavy skirt.  It effectively weighed down upon the growing hardness in his groin; unlike a human, he could not cross a pair of legs to hide it.  He couldn’t believe it; it had been so long since he had been aroused just by the mere sight of someone.  But the heavy lidded eyes, soft, exotic tail, and slim pale hips that hypnotically swayed before him were irresistible.  This creature was sex in motion.

Xolotl finished his dance in front of Quetzalcoatl, pleased with the expression that the god had upon his face.  It was lustful and amazed.  His heart pounded in anticipation and would not stop as the last girl performed her tricks.  This was it, he was sure the position of Servant would finally go to him this year!  


Everyone applauded politely when the girl finished and all was silent.  It had to have been the longest minute of Xolotl’s life.  Quetzalcoatl sat there with his eyes closed and breathed deeply.  Xolotl could have sworn the snake man was toying with all of them; purposely taking his time slowly and agonizingly.  He felt almost like he was being teased and gave a shiver of excitement.  Like a cat playing with a mouse, he thought, but it aroused him to think of it.  If this is what Quetzalcoatl did to him just sitting there breathing, what would it be like to be touched by him?  It would feel like heaven, Xolotl decided.


Finally Quetzalcoatl lifted himself out of the throne, drawing himself up majestically.  Xolotl gazed up at him, amazed at how tall he was.  His lower half, the snake half, was strong and could easily hold up a lot of weight. It made up more than half his height, making the god tower at over 7 feet. The rest of his snake half, the coils of tail on the ground that balanced him, had to be at least 15 feet long.  At the moment, the snake god was slithering his way over towards Xolotl, and a hand reached down to where he kneeled.  


“I have made my choice.  This one will be my Servant for the remainder of the summer.”  The hand gently gripped his elbow as he led Xolotl to his feet and stood by him.  From below the village saw that the Servant was chosen and a loud cheer rose up.  Xolotl blushed in spite of himself.  He had finally done it, his dream had come true.


The pretty little cat boy, who had introduced himself as Xolotl, eagerly followed Quetzalcoatl back into the pyramid.  Night was upon them and the first ceremony was over with.  It was now officially up to the chosen Servant of the God to acquiesce to the god’s commands.  


Xolotl walked carefully beside Quetzalcoatl as they went deeper and deeper, down slopes and past numerous doorways.  The air began to take on a slight chill suggesting that they were actually underground now.  The silence was uncomfortable to Xolotl, but it seemed that the god was used to it.  Curious about his idol, Xolotl peered up at him.  Quetzalcoatl felt eyes on him and looked down seeing his Servant peering up.  He gave a small smile.  The boy almost looked cute, like a kitten.


“May I ask where you learned to dance like that?” he asked.  Xolotl smiled, almost sadly, “My mother was a dancer. Most of what I know I learned from her.”


Quetzalcoatl nodded, “I have to admit that I’ve never seen anyone dance the way you do, and that’s really saying something.”


“All you have to do is ask.  I would be happy to dance for you anytime.  I love to dance, and I lo-“ Xolotl paused.  He had almost told Quetzalcoatl he loved him! It was certainly true, but the last thing he wanted to do was make the god uncomfortable. He noticed that Quetzalcoatl had stopped and was waiting for him to finish.  Swallowing he looked back up, “-and I love all the attention I get!”


Quetzalcoatl gave a small grin and put his hands to Xolotl’s back, guiding him through a doorway on their left.  Inside was the most lavish and comfortable room he had ever seen in his life.  Everywhere there were cushions to sit or lay on, chairs made of gold, cushions stuffed with down, and warm blankets.  A small fire crackled merrily, warming the chilly room while sticks of incense smoldered as they filled the room with a sweet fragrance.  


“As you can see, they make sure I’m as comfortable as possible.  I guess when you sleep ¾ of the year away, the bedroom is very important.”  Quetzalcoatl remarked a bit sadly.  Xolotl was surprised to hear such a cheerless tone in the god.  How could anyone be sad with such luxury? Yet when he turned to look at him, Quetzalcoatl was smiling gently.  He gave a sweep of his arm, “You can sleep anywhere you want in here, I hardly require any care.  You have your job cut out for you, so do what you like.  My bed is back behind that curtain,” he jabbed a thumb at two large green curtains, “I bid you goodnight.”  And with that he made his way to his bed.


Xolotl stood there stunned.  The daydreams he had had of steamy non-stop pleasure with this god were pulverized within seconds.  Didn’t this man want sex after being asleep so long? What happened to the lust he had seen in his eyes while dancing?  Eyes snapping into focus, Xolotl sprang into action and bounded over to the retreating snake.  


“You’re tired? After being awake for 5 hours you’re already tired?!”  Quetzalcoatl seemed startled by the hands that were now unabashedly gripping his.  Wide, luminous green eyes looked up at him in surprise.  “I’m your Servant now; I will attend to anything you need.  After being asleep for so long there must be heaps of things you want to do! Just tell me!”


Xolotl hoped that his suggesting would get the point across.  Did Quetzalcoatl not sleep with guys?  If not, Xolotl was going to be sorely disappointed.


The god couldn’t stand to look into those dismayed eyes.  His Servants of the past always appeared happy to accept the fact that he was low maintenance, and took advantage of their fame while they had it.  No one begged for work, with the exception of this determined cat.


With a sigh Quetzalcoatl looked down and smiled. “All right, how about you dance for me, I enjoyed the one you did earlier.”  Maybe that would make Xolotl happy if he had something to do.  It seemed to do the trick as his face lit up. “Yes! Certainly,” he cheered. “Please just make yourself comfortable.”   

Quetzalcoatl tried not to laugh out loud at Xolotl’s exuberance as he made himself comfortable on a plush red cushion on the floor.  Armbands, jewelry and, he gave a small sigh of relief, that blasted golden skirt were taken off and thrown onto a nearby table.

The wheels in Xolotl’s head turned at dangerous speeds as he plotted out a way to seduce the god before him.  Would Quetzalcoatl get angry? Or was he just hiding what he really wanted? Taking a deep breath, Xolotl decided to go for it.  He’ll start out really suggestive and see where that took him.

Turning around he saw that Quetzalcoatl had rid himself of all his heavy, golden decorations and was heaving a great sigh of relief.  He looked even more glorious relaxed and bare.  Actually, Xolotl thought wickedly, he could be considered nude.  

Pushing that thought to the side he began to dance.  The beat he created was slow, almost relaxing, as he stretched his limbs almost sensually.  The tempo increased, his hips swishing from side to side. Xolotl looked at Quetzalcoatl, who was watching intensely and tapping his tail to the beat.  Now was his chance to throw in some moves that were a bit more… suggestive.

His body dipped and weaved, as his hand slowly trailed down his body.  Xolotl did this only once, and made sure it looked like part of the dance.  He checked to see Quetzalcoatl’s reaction out of the corner of his eye.  A definite blush had begun to bloom, spurring the dancing boy on further.  His dance’s tempo increased a bit more and he added some more moves to his steps that would accentuate certain parts of his body, and hands slowly caressing those parts.  His tail traveled up the back of his leg, forming a “C” as it stopped to caress and tickle the inside of his thigh.  His hands frequently roamed his chest now and traveled lower and lower towards his groin.  Xolotl no longer tried to hide his arousal and even let a few low moans slip. 

He threw a seducing look at Quetzalcoatl and almost stopped in mid step.  There in the lap of the snake god was a very handsome hard on.  It had slowly extended from somewhere inside the scaly, snake body, but was very large, and very human.  

Xolotl swallowed hard, continuing to dance, but that too was beginning to become difficult as his own arousal grew. Giving up on caution all together, since the signs were pretty blatant, his dance drew him towards the blushing god.  Xolotl seemed to flow up the coiled tail as his dance now became more of a lap dance; his own furry tail tickling the scaly underside.  Quetzalcoatl’s blush had spread to his entire face while Xolotl hovered over his lap.  


Gazing deep into those ruby eyes, Xolotl purred out, “It pleases me to dance for you, Quetzalcoatl.”  He leaned in closer and brushed lips over his ears as he asked, “Is there anything else I can do for you?”
A shudder ran through the god right to the tip of his tail, and his feathery scales nearly stood on end.  No one had ever been so bold before as to seduce him so thoroughly, and quite frankly, it even scared Quetzalcoatl a bit by how sexy he was finding this little sex kitten.  His mind drew a blank.  Of course he wanted more, his body was straining in lust to go even further, complaining of being kept from intimate contact for so long.  Yet he couldn’t speak, all he could do was gape stupidly at the half-lidded, lusty green eyes trailing over his body.  Quetzalcoatl yelped and stood up with a jump as a soft hand touched his member.

“Wh-what was that?” he squeaked, surprised that Xolotl had been able to hang on, and still clung to him.  Legs wrapped strongly about his waist now as the nimble little minx rubbed himself up and down, purring.  

“No need to be jumpy, I know what to do.  You really need to relax.  May I recommend some physical intimacy to relieve all that stress you seem to be carrying?”

Quetzalcoatl tried to hide his surprise, yet he couldn’t help but feel touched.  Every moment he was awake and in the service of this goddamned village he was under stress, yet no one had ever seemed to care about the toll it took on him.  He had figured he was hiding his fatigue well, but this small sexy wonder had recognized it.  Could this truly be the first person to ever see deeper into the god, past the title and the name, and actually recognize his suffering?

“Hey now, it’s okay. I’m sorry Quetzalcoatl, I didn’t mean to bring up a touchy subject.” Xolotl said quietly as he stilled in his motions to gaze at the face before him.  In an instant the expression had gone from bewilderment to a torment so deep it wanted to make him weep.  He slid down from his perch upon the god’s hips but continued to gaze up into the sad face. “You’re right, you should get some sleep. I’m sorry I tried to-“

“No, don’t stop, it’s my fault,” Quetzalcoatl rubbed his face quickly and gave a small blush of embarrassment. “You’re absolutely right; it’s been a while since I’ve had someone who cared so much. I think a bit of stress relief would be just what I need…” His voice trailed off as he glanced shyly down at Xolotl. He was quick to pick up the hint and gave a small smile.

“Of course,” he leaned down and drew his attention to the member that had gone slightly flaccid, determined to rile it back up.  “I have just what…you…need…”  His face drew close, and even his attention to it made it begin to rise once more.  With small flicks of his tongue he started at the head and worked his way down.  For so long he had dreamed of finding out the taste of the feathered serpent, and as he licked at the small beads of precum, his dream was fulfilled. Xolotl loved it, the slightly bitter taste delighted him and he sucked and kissed for more.  Above him Quetzalcoatl moaned deeply, tangling his hands into the soft purple hair by his waist.  His hands bumped into two black ears, which he began to caress between his fingers.  Xolotl moaned around the length in his mouth which in turn sent shocks and tingles up and down the other’s spine.  The two of them continued to do this until Quetzalcoatl uttered one last moan and, with shudders and gasps, climaxed harder than he could ever remember. Xolotl didn’t miss a drop, licking his lips and looking as pleased as a cat with cream; his eyes traveled back up the dark, lean body to glazed ruby eyes. Quetzalcoatl almost moaned again when he saw this, and watched a small pink tongue dart out to lick the salty remnants on Xolotl’s lips. 

“Feeling better?” he purred.  Quetzalcoatl could only nod sleepily as he felt exhaustion wash over his body, forcing him to sit back down on the cushion once again.  He curled the length of his serpent body about him and playfully swept the cat boy up with it.  Gently curling his tail about Xolotl, he brought him to his side and began to give him small, loving kisses upon his pale cheeks.

“Thank you,” he sighed breathily between kisses.  He had made his way to a pair of very soft lips, wetting them with tiny licks.  They tasted faintly of his own bitter cum, but when combined with the sweetness of Xolotl’s skin, it tasted delicious.
Xolotl’s eyes had fluttered closed long ago when the kisses had started and he threw himself into the sensations brought on by his dream god. Only this wasn’t a dream, this was actually happening. His hands gently ran back and fourth over the serpentine coils wrapped about him, tickled by the feathery texture of his scales.  He was quite warm, but very comfortable, and gave a great sigh of happiness. 
A tongue slowly circled his lips, tasting him, and he tasted back by gently sucking the god’s tongue into his mouth.  Smoothly, slickly, their tongues rubbed and danced as they lazily memorized each other’s taste.  
It finally ended when Quetzalcoatl broke away with a happy sigh.  “Thank you,” he repeated and started to slowly uncoil to stand up.  Xolotl cocked his head to one side, “You really don’t have to thank me.  I feel like I got more out of it than you did.” His eyes clouded a bit, “Besides, you can have that every year…”

It finally dawned on the god that his Servant believed him to sleep with all his Servants.  How embarrassing.  He emitted a sad chuckle, “Xolotl, be at ease and know that you have been the first Servant to pleasure me that much for centuries.  I do not accept all that is offered to me, only when I know I need it.” His tail gently swept across a blushing cheek and Xolotl looked up. “And I didn’t even know I needed you until I met you.” With that the god slithered away to his bed, leaving the astonished cat boy on the stone floor. 
No amount of passion could calm the god’s sleep.  He was lucky if he could sleep dreamlessly, but more often than not his memories caught up with him.  Tonight was no exception; he looked down to see himself as he once was: a glorious, powerful god.  A leviathan of bright green and scarlet adorning the plumage he had been so proud of.  Quetzalcoatl was truly the god of the winds and had been the wisest and the favorite among the other gods.

Except for his brother, Tezcatlipoca, who now stood beside him in his dream.  Quetzalcoatl tried to look away, wake up, anything to avoid this humiliating memory for the thousandth time yet, as usual, he didn’t have any control over his body.  Instead he was forced to look through his young eyes once more into the mirror Tezcatlipoca stood before.  He gestured towards his brother to come and join him, waving a hand over the smoky mirror.  He had been curious to see what his brother was going to show him in his mirror, but something about his smile wasn’t right.  Of course now he knew the smile was purely cold, calculating, and full of trickery.  

Slithering up to the mirror he saw only his own image reflected; a feathered serpent with dragonish looks but wise red eyes.  He moved his head to question his brother when the mirror began to change and shift, smoke swirled about it, changing his image also.  His beautiful feathers began to fall away and shed at an alarming rate, his snout shortening and his torso twisting.  Horror reflected across his face as he watched his godly countenance shift into that of a lowly human; a soft and weak human. Sobs wracked through him and he shuddered, pulling what was left of his glorious body, the few feet of his tail spared from the change, up to his chest to hide. He felt very naked and alone. Laughter rolled around him as other gods came in on the sick joke, his brother being the loudest.  On the inside the older Quetzalcoatl wept for himself, knowing that this was only the beginning to an eternity of sorrow.

Xolotl awoke from his sleep with a jolt when the tip of a tail whapped against his leg.  A glance at the god he had curled up next to proved to him it was the result of a nightmare.  Quetzalcoatl’s face was contorted into a mask of agony and whimpers escaped his open mouth.  Again his tail swished agitatedly, this time swatting Xolotl on the butt.  His heart was nearly torn watching the god in his fitful sleep, but instead of trying to wake him, he simply laid a hand on his forehead.  Smoothing some hair away from the sweaty head, Xolotl softly spoke encouragements.  Eventually Quetzalcoatl’s breathing returned to normal and the pain slowly melted from his face, leaving behind a breathtakingly angelic expression.  Xolotl gazed upon it and smiled.  The feathered serpent had been right in saying he had needed him, and in more ways than he could imagine.

Midmorning found the two still deep asleep in the cool, dark sleeping chamber and finding comfort in each other’s warmth.  A small Aztec boy made his way through the room holding a lamp and a message.  Nervously he stood before the bed and cleared his throat, hoping this would be enough to awaken the god that slept.  Instead it just made Xolotl twitch awake while Quetzalcoatl snored on.  At first he thought another nightmare from his bed partner had awoken him, but then he spied the nervous little Aztec boy standing at the food of the bed.  
Stretching quietly he slid away from the enticingly warm coils to see what this servant wanted. Xolotl crossed his arms and looked at the boy expectantly.

“Please make sure the Great God Quetzalcoatl gets this, it’s a message from the High Priest himself!” whispered the boy, thrusting the message into Xolotl’s hand, and then scurrying away with the lamp. Without the light, Xolotl stood in the dark confused, and unable to read the message he held. 

“A message from Tlaloc, hm?” Came Quetzalcoatl’s voice, apparently awake now, and he lit a lamp beside the bed. “Any news from that man is always bad news.”  

Xolotl climbed back into the bed and handed him the note.  As Quetzalcoatl read it, the cat boy amused himself by combing the stray hairs on the god’s head.  It was quite messy from the tossing and turning, and a few odd hairs stuck up comically. “I take it from the tone of your voice we don’t like High Priest Tlaloc?”
“The man is a bastard, and he’s invited me to come and present you before him.” 

Xolotl gave a slight huff, “Present me? What am I, a newborn? I don’t like the man already.”  With a brush and a satisfied nod, he finished his grooming of the long, dark hair.  Tilting his head he asked, “You’re a god, why don’t you just tell him no? He can’t boss you around.”

Quetzalcoatl sighed, “Unfortunately he can, so we have no choice but to go.  Just put on something that’s not too sexy, because he will be inclined to touch you.  I’m sorry in advance for any tricks he may try. I’ll do my best to prevent them.”

“You think I went through life looking like this and not get harassed at all?” Xolotl smirked, “Don’t worry, I can handle myself.”

“High Priest Tlaloc, may I present to you the Servant I have chosen for this year, Xolotl,” Quetzalcoatl announced, and moved aside so that Xolotl could step up.  He gave a deep bow, touching his forehead to the floor in the traditional gesture.  He had taken Quetzalcoatl’s advice and put on items of clothing that were less see through and more covering.  Even so, he could feel the fat, pompous High Priest’s eyes gazing at his rear end as it stuck up in the air.  His tail lashed back and forth angrily.
“Very nice Quetzalcoatl, this year’s Servant is certainly a good looking one.  I could hardly tell it was a male.  And look at those ears and tail! Very exotic,” Tlaloc oozed, and even rubbed his hands as if anxious. A chattering monkey on his shoulder imitated him, further angering the cat boy. “Let me know if he gives you any trouble, I’d be happy to take him off your hands for you.”

Xolotl tried to hide the disgust from his face, but his ears went flat in anger anyway.  Quetzalcoatl was correct in saying this man was a bastard.  He was a dirty old pervert!  Inching away from the High Priest, he took his place alongside the god and felt safer.

Quetzalcoatl had actually let his disgust show at the last comment, and frowned saying, “No, High Priest Tlaloc, I believe this may be the best Servant I have had in quite some time.  I doubt I will need to bring him to you.”

Tlaloc’s leering faded into a sneer, “Oh mighty Quetzalcoatl, you forget who the boss around here is. If I ever feel the need to borrow one of your precious Servants, it is not your place to refuse me.  Or have you forgotten your place among things here down in the human world?”  He leaned forward in his throne, enjoying this little moment in crushing the poor god’s will, “All it would take is one little ceremony and-“ Tlaloc’s eyes drifted to Xolotl’s curious face and paused, “-well, you know what would happen.”

Quetzalcoatl was more angry than intimidated, “And may I remind you, that all I have to do is perform that same ceremony and complain to the higher-ups that keep me in this prison. You too have rules you must follow.”

High Priest Tlaloc sat back with a loud laugh, sending the monkey skittering behind the throne, “A prison! How ungrateful can you be? I give you everything you need, ceremonies, festivals, servants, a sacrifice, and you say you’re being imprisoned? Why don’t you go out there and live life like a true human for once?  That would make you realize how nice you have it here.”  Quetzalcoatl didn’t answer, instead letting his head hang in defeat.  There was no use arguing, things would never change.

Seeing that his control was still strong and in place, Tlaloc summoned his pet back and continued, “Speaking of sacrifices, you need to inform and train your new Servant of the duties he has during the Day of Prayers and the event of the Sacrifice.  Since I’m no prison warden, but a High Priest that cares for the comfort and health of his native god, I’ll allow you one small sacrifice.  Use this chance to train the Servant for one of our most important ceremonies.”  He gently scratched the monkey on the head, silent for a bit.  Finally he looked up, “What? No words of thanks and praise? You certainly are getting quite spoiled, Quetzalcoatl. I just might ask you to leave the cat boy here as a token of your gratitude.”

Xolotl held back a hiss, but the fur on his tail was raised and held straight up.  Quetzalcoatl, too, was visibly pissed as the tip of his tail curled tightly around and around, as if wishing it were crushing Tlaloc’s bones in its grip.  Instead, in a strained voice, he answered, “I am only too aware of your graciousness, High Priest Tlaloc, I was just stunned with your generosity.  I shall train the Servant and humbly accept the small sacrifice granted to me.”  He bowed stiffly, pleading Xolotl with his eyes to do the same.  Grinding his teeth, Xolotl reluctantly prostrated himself once more to the ground, again aware of the eyes on his rump.
The two straightened themselves and exited the High Priests room, away from his damned sneer as fast as they could.

Both men found refuge in a small, cool pool reserved for the god’s baths at the suggestion of Xolotl.  “That man’s very gaze made me feel soiled,” he commented as he drew up a pail of water from the pool.  Secluded, but still under the vigilant watch of the pyramid’s servants and soldiers, the pool was where Quetzalcoatl liked to relax.  Slithering across hot and dusty rocks all the time made him dirtier than a snake should be, his feather scales acting like a big feather duster.  Things were much easier when a god could ride the winds to travel, he thought with a sigh.  

As Quetzalcoatl leaned back and submerged himself into the soothing waters, Xolotl stripped.  He brought his pail of water and a washcloth over beside the relaxing god.

“Why don’t you get in the water? It’s very refreshing.” Quetzalcoatl beckoned, but Xolotl shook his head.  He glanced at the water in repugnance.
“It may be the cat in me, but I simply detest having to get wet.  I’m just fine washing myself with a cloth.” And with that he began to give himself a “cat bath”, perfectly content with gently scrubbing his skin with a soapy cloth.

Quetzalcoatl chuckled good naturedly and closed his eyes.  The sounds of the surrounding rain forest were in full volume today.
The peace continued for quite sometime, until Xolotl finished with his cleaning and had time to think back on his meeting with the High Priest.  “What was that whole thing that went on between you and the High Priest there?  What exactly is holding you to this place?”

Quetzalcoatl’s eyes cracked open and slid towards the expectant boy.  He knew there would be questions, but didn’t feel like explaining just yet.  Frowning he answered, “I don’t feel like reliving the memories just yet.  I’ll tell you my story some other time, if you still want to hear it.”

“Why wouldn’t I want to know?  I like knowing you and about your life, and I hate getting the feeling stupid Tlaloc has been hurting you in some way.”  He crawled over to the edge of the pool and sat cross legged.  “Do you promise to tell me later?”

“It’s not just Tlaloc, but a whole line of High Priests. Don’t worry; it’s a pain that’s gone on for centuries,” Quetzalcoatl replied. “And yes, I promise to tell you later.  But right now I have to fill you in on what to expect in the next two ceremonies.”

Xolotl scooted closer and took a place behind Quetzalcoatl’s head, messaging his great shoulders.  “Everyone knows about the Day of Prayers and the Sacrifice, but the official ceremony is really only witnessed by the priest.”

While the knots in his shoulders were pleasantly messaged away, Quetzalcoatl groaned in pleasure and continued, “That’s correct.  And now you’ll get to be a part of both of them.  In a couple of weeks we will have the Day of Prayers where the village priests will gather the prayers and requests of the villagers and bring them before me.”

“And then you grant those you deem important and worthy, right?”

Quetzalcoatl snorted, “No, there’s where you start the misconceptions.  It’s my job to try and grant every prayer that is brought to me, since I’m ordered to do this under terms for me being here.  Anything that is out of my power, I have to make a special prayer and offering to the gods that can make it possible.  They usually listen to me, but there are a few that don’t like me or listen to me.”
“What kind of prayer could possibly be out of your league?”

“Trust me; I’m not as powerful as everyone makes me out to be.  Only the High Priest and a few other priests know the limits to my power.  Your job is to escort the priests in and kneel down beside me while they make their requests.  Also, if I require any materials or sacrifices for a prayer to the other gods, it’s your job to go fetch them.  I’ll be pretty deep in prayer, so I require a helping hand every once in a while.  I’m sorry if this part is boring to you, but it’s very taxing for me, and I need all the help I can get.”
“It’s my pleasure, Quetzalcoatl,” Xolotl replied, and gave a kiss atop his head.  “How about the ceremony of the Sacrifice?  That always takes place so far up the pyramid no one ever gets to see anything.”

Quetzalcoatl gave a small squirm as if uncomfortable.  “Let’s start with you telling me what you know about the Sacrifice ceremony so far.”
“We were taught that it was on the day of the third full moon after the Summer Solstice, a prisoner from the local jails is selected to become a sacrifice to you, our god.  It serves as a punishment for the evildoer, a message to others to not commit crime, and a way to please the gods.  In a procession they lead the prisoner up to you on top if the pyramid and you kill him.  After that the details are fuzzy. Some rumors say you eat the prisoner’s heart, others say you drink his blood.  What exactly do you do with the prisoner?” Xolotl asked and his kneading was stilled by a hand.  Quetzalcoatl turned around in the pool to look up at Xolotl.

“The rumors are somewhat correct. Look at me, what am I?”

Confusion flitted over Xolotl’s face at the question, and then he smirked, “Really sexy?”

“Besides that,” Quetzalcoatl smiled back. “What do my features remind you of? What animal?”
“Oh, okay, I see what you’re asking!” He nodded in understanding, “You’re like a snake.”

“Correct.  And for almost an entire year I sleep in that pyramid with no food, which is the purpose of the Sacrifice ceremony.  The prisoner is the sacrifice used to ‘placate’ me.”

He watched the cat boy’s face as this information sunk in, making his eyes widen.  “So you EAT the prisoner? Whole?!”  Quetzalcoatl gave a slow nod, “I’m sorry if it disturbs you, but I am a snake god.”

“No, no, I’m not disturbed by it,” he answered shaking his head quickly. “I can understand that, I just can’t imagine how it’s possible!  I guess being half a snake gives you the ability though.”
“That’s right, and it happens once a year.  Yet when it comes to swallowing down something so big, I do require a hand, especially if they’re uncooperative.  While I’m swallowing the prisoner, it’s less burdensome when someone helps by lifting the sacrifice’s feet up as they lower into my mouth.  I can show you what I mean when we do our practice with the small sacrifice.”

“Don’t you choke?”

That question seemed to lighten the mood. “Honestly, you never cease to amuse me, pussy cat.  Have you ever seen a snake choke?”  Quetzalcoatl was relieved his eating habits hadn’t driven Xolotl away.  Some Servants in the past had to be cast out since they couldn’t go through with the Sacrifice ceremony.  It was in secret, of course, since the less the people knew about the real goings on inside the pyramid, the better for the priests and their power.

Xolotl’s cheeks turned a slight pink at the god’s little nickname for him.  He’d been called that before and had punched the person’s face in.  Yet, coming from Quetzalcoatl it sounded like the most wonderful title.  In fact, it revealed that the god was starting to grow more comfortable with him.  Pet names were always a good sign.

Giggling with glee Xolotl leaned on his hands and knees towards Quetzalcoatl, who still soaked in the tub.  “Why Quetzalcoatl, you just called me a pussycat.  Do you know what happens to people who call me that?”

Ruby eyes sparkled and he played along, “Do they get a kiss or a knuckle sandwich?” Nose touched nose and Quetzalcoatl’s question tickled Xolotl’s lips.

“I think I can make an exception for you,” He pursed his lips and was about to lean in the rest of the way when a jingling sound came from behind him.  It was the sound of his jewelry!

Xolotl whipped around in time to see the horrid High Priest’s pet monkey pilfering a jangling bracelet from his pile of clothes. “Hey! No! Those are mine you little thief!” Kiss completely forgotten, he left Quetzalcoatl to chase after the screeching monkey.  It took refuge on a branch just out of reach and began to taunt the naked, angry cat boy by jangling the bracelet and biting into it.

“That’s not food you stupid ape! Bring it down this instant!” With a stomp he looked pleadingly over at the amused god.  “If you have time between your giggles over there, I would greatly appreciate some help!”

“Alright, you poor little pussycat,” he replied and made his way out of the pool and over to the tree.  The monkey continued to jangle the jewelry and merely screeched loudly at Quetzalcoatl when he too tried to reach the branch.  With a quick surge of strength he was able to rise up on the last few feet of his tail, grabbing the branch with one hand for balance, and snatching the monkey with the other.  It bit and swiped and hissed, struggling to escape, but Quetzalcoatl seemed unaffected by the pain.  The monkey dropped the bracelet to free his other paw for swiping at the hand that bound him.

Xolotl securely clasped the bracelet to his wrist and winced as the monkey bit particularly hard into the god’s hand.  Immediately the wound closed up only to be slashed again by an angry paw. A slow grin began to form on Xolotl’s face.  

“Say, weren’t we looking for a small animal for the practice sacrifice?”  

Quetzalcoatl looked at his partner who was smirking devilishly, and grinned himself. “Why yes, I believe we were.”
“And there’s nothing closer to a human than a monkey, is there?  I think the High Priest’s pet would be just perfect.”  Both turned their devilish grins on the slowly tiring monkey.

“Let me do something about his biting problem, though.” And with a quick lunge of his head, he bit the monkey back.  Small, pointed canines immediately injected a sedative into the flailing monkey. “There, now he’ll be sluggish for a bit.  Too bad it doesn’t work as well on humans.”  
Thanks to Xolotl’s more-than-usual clothed form, they were able to sneak the monkey back into the pyramid and to Quetzalcoatl’s chamber with no problem. Once inside, Quetzalcoatl directed that Xolotl stand in front of him.  


“Now, at the ceremony they’ll make the prisoner kneel down as they say a prayer to which the prisoner will confess his crime and stick his head in my mouth.”


“Does it open that wide?” Xolotl interjected, still amazed.


“Yes, it would have to, wouldn’t it? Anyway, I swallow the head and pin the arms down with my hands. Once I get to about the chest you should pick up the legs and hold them up, and we’ll let gravity do most of the work.”  As Quetzalcoatl explained he held the monkey up in demonstration, mimicking the motions of the poor, drugged animal sliding down an invisible throat.


“And then?”


Quetzalcoatl shrugged, “And then that’s it.  He goes down the rest of the way pretty easy and the ceremony is over.  You help lead me to my room, since I’ll be sluggish, where I’ll eventually fall back asleep for another year.”


“How in the world do you sleep all that time? Just eat a smaller meal and maybe you won’t sleep most of your life away!” Xolotl exclaimed, but the god just shook his head. “Again, that’s not possible.  After a meal that big I’d naturally sleep for a couple months, but instead the High Priest prolongs it.  All these ceremonies are a plan to keep me here as their own personal god.”


Xolotl frowned as he thought about it.  He had no idea of the level of conspiracy that was going on up here in the pyramid, or the suffering it caused his beloved god.  He glanced at the monkey in Quetzalcoatl’s hands and gestured to it. “How about a meal like that? How long would something like that make you sleep?”


“Only a day; he’s a pretty small meal, but starting to look very delicious.  The venom will wear off soon.”  He deposited the meal into the arms of Xolotl, “Here, pretend I’m already up to the prisoner’s chest. It’s your turn to start feeding me.”


Xolotl’s mouth smirked slightly, “With pleasure.”


Quetzalcoatl leaned down and opened his mouth, already making it stretch a bit wider than normal.  His tongue stretched out, also longer than human, and awaited the meal.  Xolotl placed the dozing monkey’s head on the tongue and gently pushed it in.  The mouth stretched open wider to accommodate the entire head, and then he watched as Quetzalcoatl’s adams apple bobbed in a great swallow, pulling the monkey down into the gullet. Bit by bit the snake god’s swallowing slowly pulled the animal’s form into the mouth and down his throat.  Xolotl was amazed at how inhuman he looked as he ate, appearing more snake-like with his jaws unhinged and a small, monkey-shaped bulge stretching his throat. 


Remembering to hold the small, furry feet upwards like he was told, he felt the process quicken as the legs went down easier, and finally the tail was left.  That too was sucked into the now normal, and smiling, mouth of Quetzalcoatl; his face looking quite human again with his jaw back in its place. 


His belly, though, was not like a normal human’s, but distended and oval shaped; it looked as if he was with child and expecting any day now.  He gave the large tummy a pat, and then yawned.


“Ah, that was a nice snack.  You were wonderful, pussycat.”  His eyes peered at Xolotl, hoping he wasn’t too disturbed by what just happened. “How are you feeling? Was that too much for you?”


Xolotl shook his head as he broke his stare at the domed belly to look up. “Oh no, I’m fine. Just…” He searched for the right word, “… just astonished.” His eyes traveled back to the stomach, “Is it still alive?”


“Yes, and from the feel of things, just waking up.”  Yawning again, Quetzalcoatl slowly slithered to the back of the room and curled up into his bed.  Xolotl followed and climbed in after him, continuing to stare at the bulge.  It seemed he was right, since the skin began to squirm and move as the monkey started to awaken and kick from within his fleshy confines.  Quetzalcoatl rested with an arm behind his head and closed his eyes with a small moan as he felt the meal wriggle within him.  His eyes opened at the feel of another hand besides his own upon his belly.  Beside him Xolotl had leaned over and placed a hand gently upon him.  


“What’s it feel like?” he wondered aloud, pressing into the firm tummy and causing the monkey within to squirm even more.  This earned a moan from Quetzalcoatl who answered, “It’d feels nothing like eating normal food.  It may be the snake in me, but I get a sick kind of pleasure from eating and feeling live food within me.  This feeling of fullness is very comforting.”  He gently rubbed his tummy while speaking of it, “The monkey is in my first stomach, my more human one, right now while it’s still alive.  Digestive juices will start to flow soon, he’ll draw his last breath, and then once he’s softened up enough, he’ll move into my snake half to be completely digested in the second stomach.”

He smiled a bit, intrigued by Xolotl’s interest, but curious as to why the boy looked at him so… lustfully.  “May I ask why you find all this interesting?”  


Xolotl blushed in earnest now, confused himself by his feelings, but couldn’t help but feel turned on by what had just happened.  Seeing something so incredible as a life slowly being consumed within the man he loved was strangely beautiful.


“I-I’m not sure myself, but I just love watching you eat.  And seeing you like this, well,” he peeked shyly from under his eyelashes, “it turns me on.”


That confession blew Quetzalcoatl away.  Never before had anyone ever liked watching him eat, much less turned on by his round gut as it was digesting a meal. “Will wonders never cease?” he asked.  “You are the first person to ever say anything like that.”


Xolotl grinned, happy his confession didn’t repulse the other man.  A bit more confident now he moved in closer towards the warm god’s body.  “It’s true, see?”  Mischievously he pressed his stirring arousal against the warm stomach, the evidence poking into it.  Both gave loud gasps when the monkey began to squirm in earnest.  Xolotl felt the rippling skin move up and down his member and had to bite his lip to keep from crying out, bucking up against the stomach.  Quetzalcoatl threw his head back at the doubly erotic sensation of his food struggling inside him and his Servant rubbing himself against his large belly.  The more he pressed and humped, the wilder the monkey thrashed, creating inside the snake god an unbelievably intense need to release.  How had he become so aroused?  The answer was currently straddling his groin, rubbing their erections together with one hand while the other messaged and circled Quetzalcoatl’s distended stomach.  The sight was enough to bring about the god’s climax, and he screamed in pleasure as the orgasm rocked through him.  

Xolotl watched his love come in his hands, and even fleck the underside of the large stomach.  Hearing Quetzalcoatl’s orgasmic yell was like music to his ears, so with one last stroke to their members he too came to his peak.  He pressed himself fully against the stomach before him, clutching at the stretched skin as he came.  As Xolotl slowly came down from his climax he was able to hear the gurgles and squelches of his partner’s tummy.  He lay there with his ear on the belly, panting in exhaustion, yet fascinated as he felt the kicks and struggles weaken, and the digestive noises become louder.


Quetzalcoatl looked down on his lover’s head, draped over his waist.  He had watched Xolotl climax and knew the experience was just as powerful for him. The poor cat must be asleep from exhaustion, he thought, and reached a hand out to stroke his head.  He gave a jump when his Servant suddenly spoke up, “It stopped moving.”

For a second Quetzalcoatl wondered what he was talking about, but then realized that his prey had fallen still and silent.  He gave his tummy a poke and waited for a response.  When none came he replied, “It looks like our passions did him in.”


Xolotl picked his ear up off his stomach and smiled up at him. “It was almost too intense for me!  Just looking at you drove me insane. You are one sexy god, you know that?”


Quetzalcoatl chuckled, “I’m glad to have a Servant who thinks a fat, sluggish, snake god is sexy.  What you just did to me, I never imagined anyone doing.”  He reached down to caress the soft skin of his love. “If my orgasms continue to become more intense, each time you pleasure me, I’m going to die of ecstasy sometime soon.”  The last words ended in a yawn as the fatigue of sex and food hit Quetzalcoatl hard.  Xolotl gave the stomach a pat, “You rest now, and I’ll be here when you wake up.”


The god nodded drowsily but was able to mumble out a thank you before he drifted off to sleep.  The cat boy continued to watch him sleep, his face glowing in satisfaction.  He knew that this moment had revealed to him desires he never knew existed.  Xolotl knew that the pursuit of becoming Quetzalcoatl’s Servant was a success, but now that he was closer to the god, even more wondrous feelings were becoming unlocked.  Many of them he had never felt before, and yet he knew that one day he wanted to be closer to his love than any way imaginable.  He had realized, as he watched the pleasure wash across his lover’s face, that there was a realm of bliss that sex would never touch.  Even if Xolotl were to feel Quetzalcoatl buried deep within him, there would still be a part of the snake god that wasn’t fully appeased.  To truly become one with the god, and to give him the ultimate pleasure and expression of love, was to be devoured by him.  Xolotl had felt the stirrings of jealousy watching that monkey squirm from within, and making his lover moan from being touched so intimately from the inside. To give up one’s life for love, and to give yourself up in such an intimate way that you actually became a part of your lover, was an experience that made Xolotl’s heart leap.  

It was while lying there, feeling the lump of the prey slide down into the snake half of his lover, that Xolotl made a promise to himself. He would one day prove his love by becoming one with his lover in the most absolute sense of the word.  He wanted to be eaten by Quetzalcoatl. 

