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Across the gray ocean lies a New World…

Indentured servant boy, Isaac, has accompanied his master, Lord Blaydon, across the cold Atlantic Ocean to where the New World awaits them both.

Lord Blaydon’s mansion continues to grow, only partially disrupting the quiet lives of the group in their new cabin. Wolf-Isaac roams the forest by night, running with his peers and his lover Etu.

When Isaac receives news that his sisters have embarked on a ship to join him, he’s cheered, but immediately learns that his past has caught up with him, in the guise of Captain Haversham.

Reader Advisory: A Paranormal Romantic Suspense story describing young men who are seduced by older and more experienced lovers in 18th-century America.

May contain nudity and scenes of an outdoor nature.

PUBLISHER NOTE: M/M and M/M/M encounters. 29,000 words. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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WHAT CAME BEFORE

1765

Lord Blaydon’s seal! But how?

“Open it, then,” James prompted.

I nodded and tried to control my trembling fingers as I peeled the lower part of the seal from the paper, and then unfolded the sheet to reveal neat handwriting.

“My dearest brother, Isaac…” I began. It’s from my sister! “I am delighted to announce our departure this day from Southampton (which smells terribly of fish, I declare), on the sixth day of September, 1765.”

“We are already well into November, Isaac. Haven’t you noticed the chill in the air?”

“She signs it ‘Your loving sisters, now safely aboard…’” A deep chill gripped my guts; my knees buckled, and I staggered into James, who caught me.

“The damn Blackthorn,” he croaked. “They’re sailing with Captain Haversham.”

“I have to help them.” I pushed myself upright, but my strength had deserted me, replaced by a deep and churning dread. “I have to stop them—”

“That letter is over two months old.”

“Isaac?” Adam called from the open door of the carriage. “There’s another letter for you. Not such a fine one this time.”

To spare me, James took the letter from Adam and glanced at the contents. “The letter is signed by Captain Haversham and dated the thirteenth of November.”

My world turned to ice.


CHAPTER ONE

The Second Letter

I could barely concentrate on James’s words as he read Captain Haversham’s letter aloud. I’d already feared the worst before he spoke a word, but every sound he uttered served to stoke my fears.

“To my former shipmates,” James began, disdain dripping from his voice. “I greet you warmly, and invite you to join me aboard Blackthorn before the week is done.”

“He invites us?” I snapped. “Who does he seek to hoodwink with his honeyed tone?”

James glanced at me. “I expect he’s cautious against the letter going astray, or being viewed by the port authorities.”

“He dare not threaten us openly?” Adam realized.

“Exactly.”

“What other lies does he spout?” I asked.

“I’d welcome your company, Isaac, as well as that of my cabin boy and ship’s surgeon, whom I’d greatly enjoy meeting once again. Your family awaits your reply with eagerness. They look forward to disembarking once my former shipmates bring me news of their time in the New World.” James sighed and let his arm drop. The letter crumpled against his thigh.

I stared at James in dismay. “He means to hold my family until we confront him?”

James nodded slowly. “The meaning is clear, but only to us, who understand his way of thinking.”

“You can’t go to him!” I protested. “He means you harm.”

“If I don’t, your family will never be released.”

“He will enslave them, or worse.” And what terrible fate will the blaggard reserve for my fair sisters?

“Captain Haversham,” Adam began slowly, “knows nothing of Isaac’s newfound abilities.”

“Six of them failed to subdue me when I first set foot on shore,” I said in a low voice.

“They are a shipful of seasoned sailors,” James pointed out. “At such close quarters, they would have the upper hand.”

“Then I should lure them onto the shore, to dispatch them one by one.”

“A fine notion,” James replied, “but I doubt they’d cooperate. No…” He tapped the edge of his forefinger against his lips. “We must consider this from every viewpoint.”

“But my family!” I protested. “We must act now. Every moment we delay—”

“Haversham will be counting on your anxiety, Isaac. Rest assured, they will come to no harm while he thinks we intend to surrender ourselves.”

“We won’t,” Adam said in a high voice. “Will we?”

James shook his head. “Not in the way he intends, no.”

“Let me see the letter.” I held out my hand, and after glancing quickly at Adam and Urquhart, he passed it to me. I frowned at the scrawled lettering, only recognizing one or two words, but I trusted James enough to know he wouldn’t have hidden anything from me.

“I have to see them,” I murmured.

“What’s that?” James asked.

“I want to go to the port,” I said in a louder voice. “I have to make sure they’re unharmed.”

“Isaac, you can’t!” Adam protested. “He’ll—”

“It’s you he wants,” I pointed out. “And James.”

“You’re of interest too,” James said.

“I’m sure. But I’m the only one who’s swift enough to go there, have a look around, and escape his men.”

“If I might suggest something, sir?” Urquhart stepped forward.

“Go on,” James said, naturally assuming the sir was directed his way.

“I did notice some unusual activity in the port when I collected the mail.”

“Unusual?” I asked.

“Men with furtive eyes skulking on corners, pretending to be casual, but fully alert.” He shrugged. “I’ve seen such behavior from Bow Street Runners on the dockside in London.”

“He’s set out men to meet us?” James scowled.

“They won’t be on the lookout for a wolf,” I said in a low voice.

“What’s that?” Urquhart asked.

“I said we’d have to be as stealthy as a wolf to slip past them.”

“You’re right, lad. Those men were keeping a sharp lookout.”

James nodded minutely. “Great care would be needed—if we were to venture there.”

“We should plan,” Adam decided. “Before we try anything.”

“In the meantime, the hourglass runs low,” I replied. “For my sisters.”

“The cover of darkness would offer the greatest advantage,” James said.

“Nightfall is too far away,” I whispered.

“So is Portsmouth. For a man on foot, that is.”

I frowned, wondering how long it might take for a wolf to cover the distance. I can get there long before sundown, then await my opportunity.

“You look exhausted, Isaac,” James said in an overloud voice.

“I do?”

“I expect the shock has taken its toll on you.”

“It has.” When James glared at me, I finally caught his meaning. “Yes.” I nodded eagerly. “It certainly has.”

“You ought to lie down for the rest of the day. Stay in the cabin, out of the sun, where nobody will disturb your rest.”

“In the cabin.” Is there a way out, aside from the door? Then I remembered the extra windows along the side. “Very well, then. I’ll take my leave of you.”

“Try to rest, Isaac,” Adam offered.

“Help me with these sacks,” Urquhart told him, clearly unconcerned—or unconvinced by my charade.

“I’ll check in on you later, Isaac,” James said as I moved away.

“Yes, of course.” My words were uttered automatically, for I was thinking furiously about my intentions. Last time I’d passed through Portsmouth, six brigands had intended me grievous harm. Now I proposed to return to the same place, with the full knowledge that wicked men awaited me once again.

But I must find my sisters!


CHAPTER TWO

Venturing Forth

It was simple enough to discard my clothing and leap through an open window, where I took a wide route around the grounds to avoid being seen. My aversion to men was instinctive and required little thought, and very soon I was bolting through forested lands, my keen nose directing me toward the distant smell of brine.

The memory of my escape from the den of men was vague, but I remembered the screams and the sweet smell of fresh blood as they died one by one. No trace remained of my flight from the coast, though, for the weather had erased all scents. So I simply ran toward the ocean and let the journey unfold naturally. But when I sensed the land falling gently, something rather startling occurred.

Uhmizac!

I slowed, confused by the sudden call. That Etu was responsible, I had no doubt, but from where, and why? As it turned out, I didn’t have long to wait. The sound of his headlong flight reached my ears, and although his scent trailed in his wake, lost behind him, I was certain of his footfalls.

“Etu!”

You must not run alone.

“I am safe in the forest.”

You run to the den of man.

“They will not scent me.”

Their eyes are still dangerous to us.

“They’ll never catch me.”

Do you forget their long reach? They can kill with their long irons.

“I didn’t forget.” In truth, I had no intention of being seen, so the muskets would have no target. When Etu loped out from between two impressive trees, I sagged. I’d hoped he might still be distant, despite his footfalls reaching my keen ears, but there he was, endangering himself for no purpose.

“Why are you here, Etu?”

I’m afraid for you, beloved.

“Did Gaia send you?”

My sister?

“Of course, your sister.”

Well…

It was all I needed. Of course, Gaia wanted me to be safe, but now she risked her brother, too.

“You stay,” I decided. Before Etu could answer, I bolted, racing away from him. I hoped my sudden burst of speed would startle him enough to do as he was told.

Uhmizac, STOP! The command brought me to a skidding halt. I shook my head, whimpering, and even ran sharp claws across my skull, but the voice rebounded through my head, setting my bones buzzing like insects. When I tried to move my legs, they ignored me, remaining as static as trees. To my dismay, Etu appeared beside me, waiting patiently.

My brother will help, Gaia insisted.

“No,” I protested. “He will be in danger.”

He WILL help.

I had no way to resist. Obedience was my only recourse. How could such a small wolf project such authority? She is a goddess, I reminded myself.

“Etu, come,” I said wearily. Immediately, my limbs obeyed me, striding purposefully toward the ocean. Etu trotted at my side, content in my company.

With no further incident, we moved closer to the nest that the humans called Portsmouth. The reek of their presence reached us long before we caught sight of their crude shelters.

So much violence, Etu observed. Blood in the air.

“They have no respect,” I agreed. “For the world or even each other.” Truly an invasive species, humans imposed themselves upon every aspect of nature, consuming and enslaving until nothing was left. Then they turned on each other.

Better to be a wolf.

“Yes, Etu. Much better.”

We ran in silence for a short time, then:

Who do we hunt?

“The man who imprisons my sisters.”

You remember his scent?

I shared my memory of Haversham with Etu, vague as it was, for humans remember little of such things. “He will not be the first one we encounter, more likely the last.”

Good. I will save my anger for him.

“Not kill,” I warned. “Hurt, but not kill.”

Ah. Etu’s growl was low. YOU want kill.

“Maybe,” I confessed. “Sisters safe first.”

I see.

“Good. You understand.”

No. I see. He slowed, and I did likewise. When I glanced at him, he flicked his muzzle upward. Their nest.

I turned to see the tip of one of their homes poking above the rise.

“Danger, Etu.”

Wait for Moon?

I glanced at the sun’s warm orb, which was falling slowly toward the trees. “We wait.”

Safe place? Etu glanced back at a dip in the ground. When I padded across, I saw a deep hole, where a mighty tree had fallen, ripping open the forest floor. Humans had carried away much of the tree, but the stub remained, cut cleanly. The wide span of the exposed roots reached for the sky, higher than our heads.

“Safe,” I concurred. We scurried over the lip and down loose soil to where the warmth no longer reached. I curled into a tight ball, and Etu molded himself along my back.

Sleep, he suggested.

“Sleep,” I agreed, although I couldn’t relax, because pictures swam inside my head, memories of Isaac’s time in the forest with his sisters. My sisters, I corrected. Why do I think of Isaac as a different person? Was I becoming more wolf than man? As I pondered this, the sound of hooves passed our hiding place, accompanied by the rumble of wheels. Men’s voices reached my ears, and I lifted my head so I could hear more clearly.

“Do you think they’ll come?”

“They’d be fools if they did. The Captain will kill them for certain.”

“And the two women? His sisters?”

“Maybe there will be something left for us after he’s finished with them.”

The pair laughed together as their voices faded into the distance, and I felt the familiar heat of anger growing inside me. Haversham intended to murder us all regardless of our actions? We’d be as well staying away and defending ourselves against any thugs he sends our way. But I knew I could
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