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VOYAGE OF DISCOVERY

The Gay Wolves of New Hampshire – 1

When your world is all at sea, you find out who your friends are.

Across the cold, gray ocean lies a New World…

Indentured manservant, Isaac, must accompany his master, Lord Blaydon, across the cold Atlantic Ocean, where the New World awaits them both.

Starved of the ability to run freely through the Northumberland forests alongside his sisters, Isaac fears for his sanity, but comfort awaits him aboard the Blackthorn in the most unexpected places.

Destined to arrive in New Hampshire before the Moon turns twice, Isaac finds new ways to endure the solitude of ocean travel, learning new and exotic ways of loving with each fresh partner.

Reader Advisory: A Paranormal Romantic Suspense story describing young men who are seduced by older and more experienced lovers aboard an 18th-century sailing ship. May contain nudity.


CHAPTER ONE

NEW DISCOVERIES

1765

Sad was the hour we watched dear England vanish into the mist behind us, leaving our three ships isolated on that cold Atlantic day. The privateer ship Blackthorn led the way, with two smaller merchant vessels in her wake.

“Take comfort, dear friend.” Lord Blaydon pulled me close, driving away the persistent chill. “We are bound for a better place.”

“Will there be forests?” I mumbled into his thick jacket. “Forests and lakes?”

“Of course. I have seen the vast lands for myself. You will not want for space in which to run freely.”

“I’ll miss Northumberland so much.”

“That may be true for a time, my lad. But once we alight on those distant shores, you will be charmed, and soon forget England altogether.”

I nodded, unconvinced, but too saddened to argue. Lord Blaydon—Wilfred to those closest—had never lied in my presence, so I trusted his words. But the weeks ahead would likely fail to cheer me, because a man such as I could not run freely when surrounded by an ice-cold ocean.

In the days that followed our departure, I endeavored to keep myself busy as we headed west—always west—by serving Lord Blaydon when required, and helping the ship’s cook at his busiest times, which was when the crew broke their fast, when they ate in the middle of the day, and at two hours before sunset. Beef, pork, and hard biscuits were our staple foods, washed down with sour beer. After the wide variety of meats available on Lord Blaydon’s vast estate, I quickly grew disenchanted with the limited range, not to mention the lack of opportunity to chase down and snare or catch prey.

As I watched the moon wax and wane without any hint of land appearing on the horizon, my thoughts dwelled upon those I’d left behind. My sisters had always scorned my choice to enter into service with Lord Blaydon, despite following shortly afterward to cook and clean for him. They steadfastly refused to accept my love for the man as a reason for leaving the forest. 

My father had concurred. “You can find love without surrendering your freedom,” he had declared. “You and he are worlds apart! Completely different animals.” Mother invariably sighed and refused to be drawn on the subject.

Yes, you read correctly; I loved my lord and spent each night curled up in his bed, and now his austere bunk, with his body warming my back. More often than not, he’d order me onto all fours, position himself behind me, and take his pleasure from my body, warming me with his seed. When he was gentle, using spit and grease, his entry was a delight, but occasionally, his eager pushing stung me deeply, setting me to weep and protest while he held me fast, then use me more roughly than I enjoyed.

The moment he came off, though, his regret poured forth, as did his apologetic kisses, and I found it in my heart to forgive his crass treatment of my most sensitive crease. We’d lie together while our sweat mingled, our chests heaving, and our hearts hammering. Whenever he stung me with his prick, he kissed my face until my tears dried. But during the times when our union delighted me, our passion often rekindled his hot shaft into a second round of pleasuring.

But Wilfred, if I might use his given name, was no longer to be my sole bed-companion during the voyage. My lord was oftentimes invited to dine with Captain Haversham, leaving me to find my own repast, a challenging task to say the least. Once the rough crew were aware I walked alone on such evenings, some would approach me and remark upon the cries emanating from the cabin I shared with Lord Blaydon.

“Sounds as if he pinned you well,” one would say, grinning and studying my britches with a knowing gaze.

“Does his sword fit your sheath well?” another asked, clutching the front of his tar-stained britches. When these encounters occurred, I’d refuse to answer and do my best to evade these crude dogs, but I could become surrounded and unable to escape. That meant I had no choice but to await the bosun, who’d drive the crowd away and escort me to the cabin. Only once did he enquire as to my wish for company, which I declined politely, thanking him for his offer.

Events took an interesting turn when, to my great surprise, the captain extended his invitation to me as well as my lord. I took great pains to clean myself and select what little finery I’d packed, and I accompanied Lord Blaydon to the captain’s cabin for his evening meal. I had not expected to eat with these powerful gentlemen, so imagine my surprise when I espied a third setting at the side of the captain’s table, less fine than the others, but with utensils and a platter, nonetheless.

My serving was a simple version of their fine meal, but I expressed my gratitude to both men as I ate, finishing the small helping before they did. By force of habit, I rose to clear my lord’s dishes, but the captain waved me down, and I watched as a ship’s servant scurried in, making short work of clearing the used items before hurrying away, never once meeting our eyes.

“Adam is a fine lad, don’t you think, Blaydon?” the captain asked.

“He is slim, and pleasing to the eye,” my lord replied.

“As is your servant, Isaac.”

“Isaac, stand up when the captain refers to you,” Lord Blaydon snapped, not unkindly. I complied immediately, standing stiffly beside the table as the captain’s eyes inspected me.

“I would enjoy seeing more of him.”

“Captain?” my lord asked.

“Surely you would not deny a fellow the small pleasure of viewing your lad? What harm would it do?”

“Captain, I don’t think—”

“After all, his safety and comfort are in my hands, are they not?”

“You dare to threaten him in front of me?”

Captain Haversham laughed easily. “You misjudge me, sir. I meant that such a fine lad as yours might be approached by rougher men than I, ones who do not understand how protective you might be and impose themselves upon him. Isaac! Have my sailors accosted you since we left port?”

I shook my head. “Not at all, sir—Captain.”

“My bosun advises me otherwise.”

“Isaac?” Lord Blaydon asked slowly. “Is this true?”

“I… some have approached me, speaking of… of our… companionship?” My voice tightened into a hoarse squeak as I uttered the word. “They… hint of their hopes to… lie with me also.”

Haversham nodded slowly. “Such men might gravely injure your servant.” He waved a hand randomly. “And I am all that stands between them and his pain.”

My lord sighed. “What is it you want, Captain?”

“Only to warm my gaze with that which you enjoy on a nightly basis, Blaydon.”

“You refer to Isaac, of course.”

“I would satisfy my curiosity. I wish my eyes to enjoy what only my ears have heard.”

“You heard us?”

Haversham laughed again. “The walls of my ship are sturdy, Blaydon. And yet they share many sounds.”

My lord considered his words for a long moment before he turned to me. “Isaac, please disrobe for us.”

I hesitated only a moment before pulling my shirt over my head. I’d learned the hard way not to disappoint those of a higher station. Haversham’s eyes twinkled as I unfastened my britches and pushed them down to my ankles.

“All the way off, if you please,” he said. His chest rose and fell, as if he was excited by the sight of my bare body. And yet, I’d witnessed the same reaction in Lord Blaydon as he’d approached our shared bed. I found a moment to wonder if the captain’s manhood had hardened as much as my lord’s.

“Closer.” Haversham beckoned as I stepped out of the britches. I glanced warily at Lord Blaydon, who nodded his assent. With measured steps, I approached the captain’s chair, and he reached for me, caressing my fundament with a rough hand. When he squeezed my smooth cheek, I inhaled sharply.

“A fine physique indeed!” Haversham declared. “Turn around, lad. Let me see every scrap of you!”

I did as I was told, keeping my chin raised, and allowing the captain to study my body in its unadorned entirety.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say the lad was enjoying this.”

“I’m not sure he—” Lord Blaydon began, but Haversham laid a hand on my hip to stop me turning, then slid his hand beneath my manhood, lifting it to the horizontal. I bit down a whimper and continued to stare forward.

“See? He’s nicely stuffed already!” His hand squeezed me, and the warmth of his palm sent a pleasant shiver through my body. “I dare say, if I were to rub him a little, he’d disgorge the contents of his plums all over my table!”

“Captain, I must protest!” Lord Blaydon rose to his feet.

“Oh, sit down! I’m only having a bit of fun with you both. Still…” he glanced up at my face. “I can see why you enjoy his company so much.” He released my swelling appendage and squeezed my cheek again. “I would consider it a great favor if you were to leave him with me this evening.”

“Captain, you ask too much!”

“As I said, his safety is in my hands. It’d be a shame if this…” He reached up and stroked my chest with gentle fingers. “If this perfect skin was to be marred by uncouth hands.”

“I appreciate your concern,” my lord said slowly, “but what you ask is—”

“Of course, I’d send my own servant to warm your bed, Blaydon. You shouldn’t be concerned about being alone, not on my ship.”

“I couldn’t.” My lord’s brow crumpled, and he looked into my eyes. “I couldn’t allow Isaac to suffer such an indignity.”

“I don’t think the lad views it as such.” The captain’s hands curled around my stiffening manhood, which now pointed at the cabin’s ceiling. “I dare to venture he’s anticipating an exciting adventure.”

“Are you?” my lord asked. “Does the idea intrigue you?”

I blinked at him, startled by his question. He’d rarely asked for my opinion, and never on the matters of preference. I opened my mouth several times, struggling to word a response, before he sighed.

“If you dislike the idea of warming the captain’s bed, simply say ‘no.’ We will speak no more on this matter. Do you agree, Captain?”

“Aye,” Haversham conceded. “If your servant is against the idea, let him express his disdain.” He drank deeply from his glass. “I will not trouble either of you again.”

“I…” was all I managed to say.

“If you say ‘no,’ Isaac, we shall leave.” Lord Blaydon blinked as he met my gaze.

“My Lord, I…”

“You need only say no,” he reminded me. “One word.” As he spoke, Haversham squeezed my swollen length, a subtle gesture, but one that sent a deep shiver through my body. My lord had never troubled himself to make me come off, focused as he was on his own pleasure. It was later, while he slept that I stroked my aching shaft until I disgorged my excitement into my hand. Haversham’s touch hinted at a different way of loving, a more caring exchange.

“I… do not mind,” I whispered. “The notion does not trouble me.”

“It does not,” my lord repeated softly, then sighed. “Very well, Captain. I see no reason to argue further.”

“I will send a servant to your cabin,” Haversham promised.

“Will you… be tender with him?” Lord Blaydon’s voice became unusually soft.

“With your Isaac? As I am with all my companions.”

“You assure me?”

“Would you prefer to stay, and to watch over us?”

Lord Blaydon shook his head quickly. “That is not something I wish to witness. I shall retire forthwith.”

“Very well, I will speak with you in the morning. Sleep well, Blaydon.”

“Thank you, Captain.” He glanced at me one last time. “Good night, Isaac.”

“Good night, my lord.”

~

I’d expected a common sailor, even one who’d reached the heights of ship’s captain, to use me roughly, uncaring when it came to my comfort, but Haversham proved to be surprisingly tender. With me already disrobed and standing before him, he slid down in his chair, placed his boots firmly on the deck, and then unfastened his britches. I stared as his thick pole sprang free, eager to be released from confinement.

“That’s a bloody relief,” he said with a grin. “I thought Blaydon was going to linger until I injured myself.” He indicated his manhood. “This doesn’t relish being trussed up for long.”

“It’s impressive, Captain.”

“As is yours, my lad. Young and smooth, I’ll grant you, but eager for some action.”

“Your assessment is correct, Captain.” I remained fixed in place, uncertain what to do next. Haversham took control immediately.

“On your knees, lad. And come closer.”

“Captain?” I complied with his command, even as I questioned it.

“Put your lips on me, lad. Indulge yourself for a while.”

“Indulge?” I stared at his thick shaft and then met his patient gaze. “I don’t understand what you mean.”

When he frowned, my fearful heart quickened. I cringed, expecting a rebuke, or worse, a beating. But Haversham simply cocked his head.

“Use your mouth on me, lad. As you’ve no doubt used it on Blaydon.”

I shook my head slowly. “I confess, I’ve never done such a thing, sir.”

“Then he must have used his mouth on you?”

“Never. I’m at a loss as to why somebody would do such a thing.”

“Truly, lad?” His eyebrows rose.

“Truly, sir.”

“Then what does he do to you?”

“I shouldn’t speak of our private encounters, Captain.”

He scowled. “Do I have to beat the information out of you?”

“No, sir!” I replied quickly. “I’m sorry… Captain. I meant no insolence.”

“Then tell me exactly what Blaydon does with your fine, strong body.”

“Why, he mounts me, sir.”

“Nothing else?”

“He pricks me from behind and takes his pleasure. When he comes off, the encounter ends.”

“I assume he gives you relief as a reward for enduring this?”

“No, sir. I wait until he slumbers, and then rub myself until my balls empty themselves.”

He stared at me, shaking his head with his jaw slack. “Never have I heard such a travesty! You are as smooth and fine as any wench I bedded, and your prick rivals mine for hardness. And you tell me he does nothing except rut you?”

“Please, sir. He can never know I divulged this. Lord Blaydon is a proud man and a fine gentleman who—”

“Ach!” Haversham cut me off with a wave of his hand. “On your feet, lad, and bring that fine member closer.”

“Please don’t hurt me, sir,” I whimpered. “I meant no—” My words stalled when he gripped my balls and pulled me closer. I trembled with fright, expecting pain, blood, and perhaps scars. And when his mouth opened and engulfed my manhood, I gritted my teeth, awaiting the bite that would emasculate me forever.

But I felt only warmth and a pleasing slippery sensation that caressed my most vulnerable appendage in a way I’d never expected. When I looked down, half of my member was inside the captain’s mouth, and something stroked the most sensitive crown, a part which had only ever been pleasured by my own hand… . and perhaps one other.

“Mm?” he asked.

“I’ve never felt anything so wonderful,” I confessed. “Nothing, not even my cousin’s hand has stirred me in such a way.”

He pulled back and used only his hand on me, stroking up and down as I often did to myself.

“Your so-called lord is neglecting you, Isaac.”

“I… can’t expect a gentleman to do such a thing to me.”

“He ought to have done this to you a hundred times.”

“But it would be so far below his station, would one expect him to rut with a hog as well?”

“This is not rutting, lad. This is tenderness between two men. If your lord is only capable of hammering your fine arse and rolling off you afterward, he deserves to have you leave him and find a better bed partner.”

“Leave Lord Blaydon?” I squeaked. “He’s cared for me since I could walk. He’s provided shelter for my whole family.”

“And yet, he’s been utterly selfish by not doing this.” He leaned forward and took me again, sliding my sensitive crown past his lips and across his tongue until I sighed with happiness.

“I would never ask my lord to perform such a deed, Captain.”

“Hmm?” he growled.

“But it pleases me that you did. The sensation is so heavenly, I might come off at any moment.”

He pulled back quickly. “Although I’ve been on the receiving end of such a gift, I’d prefer not to finish you off at the present moment.” He laid back in his chair and indicated his still-hard shaft. “Perhaps you’d care to return the favor, lad?”

My eyes widened. “You want me to—” I squeaked. “With my mouth?”

“I bathed before dinner, lad. Never fear. I’ve heeded the advice of many a wench regarding cleanliness.”

“It’s not something…” I want to do. I can’t!

“Do I have to make it an order, lad?”

“No, sir. Of course not.” I’d heard many unpleasant stories about the results of disobeying a ship’s captain. Most of them involved flayed skin and blood. I sank to my knees, my stomach churning.

“It’s not terrible, Isaac,” he said gently. “It can feel strange, your first time, but I promise you’ll find it a rewarding experience.”

“Yes, sir.” I inhaled deeply, placed my hands on his thighs, and leaned closer. His thick shaft grew larger in my sight, and I fought against the instinct to scream and flee from the cabin. Haversham would not tolerate such behavior, I knew. The only way to get through this was to do as I was told. As I opened my mouth, he took hold of the base and pointed his member at the ceiling.

“Begin with the head, lad. Wet your lips and let it slide past them.”

“Yes, sir.” I ran my tongue around my lips, coating them generously, then lowered my head until I kissed the smooth skin he presented to me. I let the head divide my lips, keeping my teeth out of the way, and his swollen flesh slid onto my waiting tongue. His deep sigh assured me I’d done nothing to discomfort him. Having him inside my mouth did indeed feel peculiar, but not unpleasant, so I moved my tongue from front to back, stroking his smooth crown as I would stroke the roof of my mouth.

“Oh, yes. You have the knack for this, no question.” He reached for my hand and persuaded it onto his gonads, which he’d exposed by opening his britches fully. They were warm and soft against my palm; I took great care not to apply pressure, being only too aware of their delicate nature from numerous mishaps as a child. The captain seemed to enjoy my gentle caressing, so I continued, moving my hand in a circle.

“Move your head up and down, lad,” he murmured. “Rub me with your lips.”

I did as he asked and was rewarded with a soft groan. The crown slid in and out of my mouth, wet and slippery and…

“Sweet?” I muttered, lifting my head in surprise. I’d tasted something slick and pleasant, and when I looked, I realized a thin string of clear liquid linked the tip of his crown and my lower lip. When I licked the string into my mouth, the sweetness burst across my tongue.

What wonder is this? Curious, I stroked the tight slit with my tongue, surprised by the slick fluid I’d tasted. It formed a thin, clear rope to my tongue, only breaking when I pulled back. When I stroked the roof of my mouth with the tip of my tongue, it slid around more easily than I’d ever experienced, except perhaps when I’d eaten from cook’s honey pot.

“You like?” Haversham murmured. “It’s the sweet nectar that proves how much I’m enjoying you.”

“Nectar? From your manhood?”

“You don’t create your own?”

“No, I don’t believe I ever have.”

“Maybe you will, when you’re excited enough.” He lifted his chin and peered down at my member. I followed his gaze, wondering about his interest.

“Bring that closer. I want to enjoy it again.”

“Yes, sir.” I rose to my feet and complied, inhaling deeply when his mouth warmed me once more. Why had I never experienced these delights before? And forwhy had he compared my body to that of a woman’s? From what I’d seen of my sisters when we ran through Lord Blaydon’s forest, their blossoming bodies were very different from mine. Perhaps he referred to my hairless skin, which was unlike that of my father’s.

I groaned as heat spread through me; my breathing quickened, and my heart leapt. Haversham sensed my growing excitement, and leaned back, leaving my manhood shining and swollen.

“One more time, if you please.” He wagged his hard stalk back and forth, so I dropped to my knees, already leaning forward to take him into my mouth. The second time seemed less strange to me. He’d introduced me to this new pleasure, so the least I could do was thank him in return.

He lay back and groaned as I stroked him with my tongue while cupping his balls in one hand and curling my fingers around the base of his hardness. He endured me for a short time before laying a hand on my forehead and easing me away.

“Enough, lad. You’ve brought me close to coming off, and now I want to slide into your tight hole. Bend over the desk, there’s a good lad.”

“Yes, sir.” Swallowing hard, I rose to my feet and did as I was told, presenting my hindquarters to this surprisingly gentle man. My arms and legs trembled with the thrill of it all. Until now, only my lord had entered me. Knowing that I was giving myself to this rough man sent tremors through my body and twisted my stomach into knots.

This is really happening! A strange man is about to prick me! I hoped his entry would be gentle, although he might take it upon himself to force his hard shaft into me, uncaring of my discomfort.

But a peculiar squelching noise made me turn my head, to see Haversham applying a portion of some kind of grease to his manhood.

“Do you fear the cold, sir?”

“This…” He wiped the excess on a rag. “. . . will benefit us both. Move your feet further apart. Good. Now, take hold of the desk.”

I did as I was told, then braced myself for his entry. Much of the time, Lord Blaydon simply positioned himself, then pushed, covering my mouth if I cried out. I wondered if Haversham would be the same, or if his experience with wenches would make a difference. As far as I knew, my lord had never taken a woman to his bed, which would explain his obvious lack of an heir.

Haversham’s member slid between my cheeks and found my sensitive place without error, and when he pushed, his swollen flesh entered me with ease. I gasped at the sensation, which was completely free of pain or pressure. The stretching to accommodate his thick mast sent a powerful wave washing through me, and I was glad of the desk, which anchored me in place.

“You’re pleasantly tight, lad.”

“Uhh…” I managed. “You’re… big!”

“Not so big that you can’t take more.” He pushed gently, and I felt him sliding deeper. More stretching, but no pain, I noted gratefully.

How utterly wonderful. Compared to Lord Blaydon’s careless entry, Haversham filled me like a lover, a caring man who took the time to ensure I didn’t suffer.

“My… my lord,” I groaned. “This feels… incredible.”

“And yet you have taken only half. Are you ready for more?”

I tried to speak, but my voice failed. So I nodded instead. He took hold of my waist and pulled himself deeper, deeper, until his body pressed against mine. He’d pierced me completely, and I hadn’t had cause to cry, not once.

I whimpered softly, not from pain, but from happiness. His entry had roused my passion to new heights; my body thrilled with every heartbeat, and I trembled in every limb, but compared to what came next, I’d experienced nothing.

Without taking time to build up his speed, Haversham fucked me, good and properly, reducing me to a shivering, sweating mess. His member withdrew to the point of leaving, before sliding so deep, he struck something exquisite in my core, making me cry out. I sacrificed my grip and jammed one hand against my mouth, stifling the cries being forced from my body. Haversham’s thick member thrust into me over and over, fairly shaking the sturdy table, and I clung on with my remaining hand, as if I was enduring a huge sea-storm.

Haversham finished without warning, slowing abruptly while groaning from the depths of his soul. His final, spasmodic thrusts drove whimpers from my throat. A peculiar warmth spread through my lower body, the result of his pleasure, and I knew it would soon trickle from my abused arse and wend its watery way down my thighs.

“Fuck me, lad. You endured that well. Most lads usually beg for respite before I’m half done.”

“I… I… you were gentle… compared to my lord.”

He laughed. “I must have a stern word with that man.”

“Please, sir. I beseech you to say nothing. If you repeat my words, you will anger him against me.”

“I will state the observations of mine ears, lad. I was witness to your distress on several nights.” He delivered a heavy slap to my rump. “I will not have such poor treatment aboard my ship.”

“Thank you, sir. If only he were as kind as you.”

“Speaking of which.” He withdrew from me, and my body shuddered. “Roll yourself over, and I’ll give you the relief you richly deserve.”

“Roll, sir?”

“Onto your back, lad. Lie on my desk, close to the edge, mind.”

“Aye… sir.” I frowned, confused, and crawled onto his desk, taking care to slide his accoutrements to one side. When I rolled onto my back, he seized my thighs, pushed them until my knees were high, and then dragged me roughly to the edge.

“What do you intend, sir?” I asked in a trembling voice. My arse was exposed to him once again.

“If I was above half mast, I would take more pleasure from you, but alas, I flag somewhat.” He glanced down at his privates. “Still, you seem eager enough.” His fingers curled around my mast, and first, he squeezed, then he pumped. I groaned with the intensity of his touch. Still slippery with the grease he’d applied to himself, his hand slid back and forward, rubbing my sensitive crown, and within a short space, my body tightened, heat flashed through my blood, and my back arched. Warm spatters struck my chin, my neck and my chest while I writhed around, groaning through gritted teeth and clutching the desk’s hard edge.

“There you go, lad. Wasn’t that more enjoyable than finishing yourself off?”

“Uhh… I… uhh… I can’t… it’s so… I’m dying!”

“Nonsense, lad. You’re fully alive, but I’ll wager you’re having the best mort of your young life.”

“Mort?” I repeated in a tight voice. My eyes were closed tightly, but dark shapes and shadows fled past my eyes.

“The French ladies call it la petit mort, the little death. It won’t kill you, though.” He laughed and squeezed me hard, and I lifted my head, peeled open one eye to see him squeezing out a large white drop of cream from my manhood.

“Uhh… it was… wonderful. Intense, and… and…” words failed me. Whenever I’d rubbed myself for relief, I’d never experienced anything half as powerful as the ending Haversham had granted me. “I… thank you, sir. Such as experience as that I have never known.”

He smiled. “May it not be your last, then. I would borrow you once again, in a week’s time, and mayhaps we can repeat the experience.”

I nodded. “Yes, sir… Captain. I’d like that very much.”

“I’ll make sure your lord understands our bargain. I will brook no argument from such a rough cad.”

“He’s still a gentleman,” I reminded the captain. “He was born of high—”

“Tosh and nonsense! A man is judged by his deeds, and how he treats others, not by an accident of birth.”

“Our King is high born,” I pointed out.

He opened his mouth to scoff but frowned instead. “Well, that’s different.” He glanced around, as if wary of royal spies. “The King is the King, and that’s that.”

“Might I dismount?” I asked after a moment. “Your desk is… it lacks comfort.”

“Of course, lad. Where are my manners?” He seized my waist and slid me carefully off the desk until my feet could touch the floor.

“Thank you, sir.”

“My pleasure, lad.” He wiped my chest, spreading the slippery fluid around. “And yours, of course.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.” I lifted a hand and used my fingertips to idly stir the white mess near my nipple. When my fingers brushed the hard bud, a curious tingle caused a deep shiver to ripple through me.

“Oh, you like that?” He lifted his shirt and pinched his much hairier nipple, inhaling sharply. “I, too, find it enjoyable.” His other hand took hold of my nipple and rolled it between two rough fingers. When I whimpered, he grinned.

“Maybe we ought to explore this some more. You’re the first young ‘un who appreciated a bit of chest play.” He rolled the stiff flesh again, and for some reason, my knees buckled.

“Steady, there. Let’s retire to my bunk and see what else you like.”

“Mm-hm,” I mumbled, shocked by the new sensation. I’d never seen the use for nipples, except for women to feed a newborn. Men having them made no sense to me—until now. The stiff buds were obviously doorways to far greater pleasures.

I followed the captain through a doorway, which led to a modest bedchamber, barely larger than the one I shared with my lord.

“Disrobe and lie down,” Haversham ordered.

“Yes, sir.” I quickly shed my shirt and climbed onto the narrow bed. Haversham ran his gaze over my body, cocked his head, and shifted his jaw as if to speak, then raised a single forefinger.

“Remain where you are, lad.” He refastened his britches and headed for the door.

“Did I offend you, sir?”

“Not at all,” he replied. “It occurred to me that something ought to be done about my lack of ardor.” He indicated his crotch. “T’would be a waste to have a fine lad in my bed, and no mast with which to roger him.”

“I don’t under—” was as far as I got. He’d already gone, leaving me in naked repose. To contain my warmth, I threw one of the thick blankets across my body. When footsteps reached my ears a short time later, I retained the cover, in case one of the tars had ventured inside to investigate the captain’s whereabouts. Movement caught my eye, and I tensed, wondering who would show themselves. I stared at the naked young man in the doorway, confused.

“Ah, wha—”

“This is Adam,” Haversham announced from behind the newcomer. “He’s here at my behest.”

“Hello, um, Adam?” I recognized the young man from our time at the dinner table.

“Isaac, yes?” he said in an uncertain tone.

“Adam, I want you to pleasure Isaac in the same way you pleasure me.”

“Of course, Captain.” Adam moved across to the bed, lifted away the blanket, and pressed his mouth against mine. I moaned softly at the touch of his lips, which were softer than my lord’s. His face bore none of the roughness, either. His insistence was lighter, less hungry, and I settled into the kiss, enjoying the soft and relaxed manner. His tongue surprised me by stroking my lips, something I’d never felt before, so I did the same, and the tips met, caressing gently.

Such wondrous sensations, I thought. To discover the sensitivity of my nipples, and the delight of kissing without desperation. The few moments of kissing I’d had before Lord Blaydon spun me around and pricked my arse were nothing compared to this!

“Such beauty,” Haversham murmured. “As pretty as two wenches, I’d say.”

Adam chuckled softly, pleased by the remark. I had no idea what to make of it. Was this a compliment, or an insult? I opened one eye to realize Haversham had disrobed completely and was squeezing his swollen member, probably intent on raising it in readiness for action. Mine was far ahead in that regard, stiff as the main mast and aching for attention. I wondered about Adam’s and dared to investigate. When I encountered his hardened prick, I curled my fingers around it and squeezed, making him groan. In response, he slid a hand down to mine, and I sighed with happiness as he stroked me languidly.

“I wish I had your ardor,” Haversham said. “Mine is stirring, but not yet primed for action. I would watch you some more and enjoy the sight of your fine forms together.”

“Should I suck on him?” Adam asked, breaking that wonderfully soft kiss.

“I dare say you’d finish him in short order,” Haversham replied. “No, why don’t you demonstrate how to pleasure his chest, as if he were a wench?”

“As you wish, my captain.” Adam kissed his way down to my throat and onto my chest, where he made his way to my right nipple, the tip of his tongue already trailing over my skin. When his soft lips and wetted tongue stroked the hardened bud, a deep groan fled my throat. When Haversham had touched me earlier, I’d been shocked and delighted. Now, I could not contain the joy welling inside me. I cried out, letting my jaw fall open as Adam went to work. Such was my delight, I pulled his head against me, ensuring he could not escape.

The swollen head of my prick throbbed, as if preparing to erupt. My sack tingled madly, and both balls shifted, alerted by the thrills coursing through me.

“Pinch the other one, lad.”

“Mm-hm.” Adam did as he was told, and rolled my other nipple between his fingers, squeezing hard. I threw my head back and half-cried, half-laughed. Nothing so delightful, so overwhelming, so intense had ever happened to me, with the exception of being rogered hard for the first time. Adam chuckled as my body stiffened, and I writhed beneath him, groaning and whimpering.

“That’s the way, lad,” Haversham murmured. “That’s having the desired effect.” I tried to open an eye to see if he’d regained his stiffness, but I was overcome, and my eyelids wouldn’t comply.

“Onto your knees, lad.” When the captain spoke, I wondered if he’d meant me. My prone position, plus Adam’s weight made such a task impractical. But Adam shuffled, never lifting his lips from my chest. The bed creaked, and Haversham moved around between my knees, doing something hidden from my sight.

When Adam groaned long and deep, and momentarily lifted his head, I was able to open my eyes and see the captain kneeling behind my new companion. The older man’s hands gripped Adam’s waist, and his body was pressed against the young man’s hairless cheeks. I stared as the fucking began, each deep stroke marked by the air being squeezed from Adam’s lungs.

He laid his head on my chest, his tongue distractedly flicking my nipple, but having the captain’s prick inside his body proved too much of a distraction.

“Uhh… yes… sss… it’s… uhh… uhh-uhh-uhh!” 

The strokes became quicker, and Adam’s body shook with each impact. Haversham grinned at me, thoroughly enjoying having his ardor restored, and also having a new warm passage to fill.

I moved my hands to Adam’s chest, quickly finding his nipples, and I offered the same treatment he’d given mine, at least with my hands. I rolled each one between my fingers and squeezed, which amplified his cries greatly. To my surprise, hot fluid squirted onto my chest and belly, ejected from Adam’s member.

“I’m sorry!” I whispered. “I didn’t mean to—”

But Adam was a long way from disappointment. “Yes, yes, yes–yes–yes!”

“Uuugh!” Haversham pounded Adam’s arse roughly, thrusting into the young man three more times before he stopped, his chest heaving. Rivulets of sweat raced down his brow and dripped from his nose.

“Such… delights,” he managed. “Two fine bottoms filled in one evening.” He leaned forward, only prevented from collapsing by Adam’s back. “You must… see to Isaac. We mustn’t be selfish… must we?”

“Uhh… as you wish.” Adam extended a trembling hand between our bodies and squeezed my shaft, stroking it even as Haversham adjusted his position inside Adam.

“I can do that,” I offered.

“No lad of mine finishes himself.” The captain withdrew from Adam, making him groan, and almost collapse onto me. “Adam, help the lad out.”

But Adam seemed distracted. He blinked heavily and stared ahead, his mouth half-open.

“Maybe you ought to lie down,” I suggested, and Adam nodded. I extricated myself from beneath him, rolling aside—and almost out of the bunk—while he laid back.

Haversham waved me across. “Get between his legs and lie on top.”

“Me? Lie on…” Like a wench, I realized. Adam waited until I’d positioned my knees between his, and then he lifted both legs until his heels were level with my shoulders. I glanced down at his shining cheeks, with my engorged member raised above them.

“Well, put it in there,” Haversham ordered.

“Yes, sir.” I pushed down, and the sensitive crown slid between Adam’s cheeks.

“There,” he whispered. “No, too far. Up a bit. Yes. Now push, but gently please… uhh, yesss.” He hissed past clenched teeth and tipped his head back. In contrast, my jaw dropped, and a long groan escaped. My prick sank deeper, burying itself between his cheeks, and the most peculiar sensation warmed my shaft, not unlike the moment when Haversham had taken me into his mouth. A wonderful wave washed through my body, a deep satisfaction, and a certainty that I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

“Is that your first time inside a man, lad?” the captain asked.

“First time… inside anyone.”

“You’re his first, Adam,” Haversham announced. “Give him a nice kiss.” From the corner of my eye, I saw him stroking his length, although it had flagged somewhat.

“Can’t… move closer,” Adam said. He reached up, slid a hand around my neck, and persuaded me down. I was forced to adjust my knees, but we managed to kiss, a joyous repetition of our earlier meeting of mouths and tongues. Behind me, Haversham placed both hands on my back and urged me deeper, then held my waist and pulled me until my crown was close to slipping out. Then he persuaded me back in again. Meanwhile, Adam rocked his hips, meeting me as I slid deep inside him.

My head spun and my heart hammered as we moved together, picking up speed until heat blazed through my loins, and I ejected my warm fluids into his slippery passage.

Adam’s kisses were plentiful, and I returned them as well as I could. Haversham seemed delighted and slapped my rump with his open hand.

“Good on you, lad! You learned well.”

“Thank…” was all my breathless chest could manage.

“So good,” Adam murmured between kisses. “So big and hard and warm inside me.”

“Felt… really good.” My eyes widened as the captain’s finger stroked my hole, and I wondered if he planned to roger me again, but it was not to be.

“If I had your vigor,” he said with a gentle smile, “I’d be shagging both of your arses all night.” He wagged his thick, but softening member. “I’ll need some sleep before I can play again.” After teasing my hole for another moment, he stepped back, drinking in the sight of us locked together.

“Aye, you make a fine pair. I’ll enjoy seeing you both another day.”

“I’d enjoy that too,” Adam said, then pulled me close for another soft kiss. “How was your first time, Isaac?”

“Surprising,” I replied. “And memorable.” I glanced at Haversham. “For lots of reasons.”

“Now you’ve tried it both ways, which did you enjoy most?”

“Both ways?” Did he mean from behind and being on top?

“You took my prick, and you pricked Adam,” he clarified. “I’ve encountered lads who can only endure one, or the other. It’s rare to find somebody who likes both.”

“Very rare,” Adam confirmed. “Pricking a man doesn’t thrill me. I prefer to play the wench.” He grinned and winked.

“Oh,” I said. “Oh, I see.” I’d played both roles, that was now clear. Haversham and my lord used me like a wench, but in turn, I’d used Adam. “I can’t say I disliked either role, sir. It being my first time, perhaps I’ve yet to realize my preference.”

“Mayhaps we will discover it together. For my part, I would never submit myself to another man, except perhaps his mouth.”

I nodded, noting the details for reference. Adam prefers to play the part of a wench, but Haversham remains the stud.

What did that make me? Was I required to choose so quickly, or would I be allowed to test my feelings in both roles?

“You’re falling out,” Adam informed me.

“It’s flagging.” I pressed my body against him, trying to restore myself, but no stiffness remained in my mast, which became as flaccid as wet rope. It slipped out, to hang limply between my legs.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t—”

Adam laughed. “I’ll wager the captain is the most erect of us.”

“Not so much now, lad.” He wagged his soft member. “But he’ll recover, I have no doubt.”

“Ready to prick me another day,” Adam said.

“I hope Lord Blaydon allows me to borrow you again.” The captain yawned and rolled his head around on his neck. “This evening has been most enjoyable.”

“I hope so, too.”

“Go and get yourself cleaned up, lad. You’ve our seed all over you.”

“Yes, sir.” I climbed out from between Adam’s legs and stood on the planked floor, wondering why my legs trembled and threatened to collapse under me. My clothing lay scattered between the chamber and the captain’s cabin, and it took me a moment to sort them from Adam’s and the captain’s.

“Sleep well, lad, and covey a message to Blaydon.”

“What is the message, sir?”

“If I ever hear you in discomfort again, I’ll break down his door and tear his cock off with my teeth. Here.” He handed me a glass jar, capped with a cork. “He’d better use this when he pricks you in future, or he’ll have nothing to prick you with.”

“Those words might anger him,” I said uncertainly. “I dare not speak to him in such a manner.”

“Then I will be the one to tell him.”

“I would fear him less if you did, sir.” I found my shirt, turned it the correct way, and pulled it over my head. The material clung to the spilled seed in places and had to be persuaded into place. My legs still trembled as I climbed into the britches, and my shaking fingers struggled to fasten them.

“Are you not dressing?” I asked Adam.

“I will, when space permits.” He swung his legs around until his feet dangled above the deck and watched me with a smile on his face. “I hope to see you again.”

“It’s a small ship,” I reminded him.

“I meant in this bed, Isaac.”

“I hope for that too.” With a nod in the captain’s direction, I backed out of the small bedchamber, leaving the pair alone. Clutching the small jar, I left the cabin and stepped out into the open air. The few tars who were on duty barely glanced at me when I moved across to my lord’s cabin, where I eased the door open and slipped inside. My mind still spun from all the things I’d endured, and I couldn't prevent a grin from stretching my face.

But soft noises reached my ears, and I stopped, listening for the source.

The bedchamber! I slid my feet carefully across the deck, inching closer until I was beside the door. The regular groans and whimpers of protest mingled together, and I had little doubt about the events taking place beyond the dark wood.

I’d harbored a love for Lord Blaydon ever since he’d requested my employment at his estate, but this was the first time I’d known him to prick another. Perhaps I’d been naïve in supposing I’d be the only one to warm his bed, but it had been true for the six years I’d been his gamekeeper and personal servant. My sisters, who cooked and cleaned below stairs, often exchanged knowing looks when I spoke of our love, but never openly scorned my notion.

Now, listening to him with another lover, I wondered if he would now be content with anybody who surrendered their arse to his bed. Was I special to him, or merely a willing and convenient partner?

I sighed as rapid whimpers reached my ears, mourning the potential loss of our love. But hadn’t I enjoyed being pricked by another only a short time ago? Where had my love been then? The act of enjoying another man inside me had driven away all thoughts of loyalty, replacing it with lust and heat.

Perhaps that was all it had ever been. I’d imagined love where only lust existed, passion when our gonads had simply entered into a contract to relive each other. Yes, I had assuredly been foolish to imagine we were anything more than two men helping each other to achieve their climax.

I sighed again and turned away, but the heavy slapping and guttural cries intrigued me, stirring my loins into hardness. How could such hurtful sounds excite me? What kind of insanity lived within my head? I desperately wanted to tear myself away, to cover my ears and hide, but I was unable to move, compelled to listen until the inevitable moment where Lord Blaydon declared his ending and shuddered to a stop.

I squeezed my stiffened manhood, imagining him on top of the younger lad whom Haversham had loaned out. Their bare bodies would be slicked with sweat; pressed tightly together, and my lord’s hard mast would be pushed deep into the nameless lad’s arse. I imagined eyes tightly closed while the hardness faded, and thick fluid swirled deep inside, to be expelled later when the lad stood up to return to his duties.

I rubbed the head of my pole, squeezing as I did so, and a desperate excitement swelled inside me, an inescapable urge to empty my balls of this new lust. If I didn’t, I feared my prick might swell and burst wide open.

Checking for noises within, I squeezed harder, rubbing the front of my britches to bring myself off. So intent was I on my pleasuring, I failed to hear the door open. The young lad stepped out and closed the door behind him, then stared openly at my frozen form.

“You heard?” he whispered.

So struck with fright was I, that the words wouldn’t form. I simply nodded. And when the lad unfastened his britches and dropped them, I stared in shock.

“He paid no attention to my needs,” he said. “Does he usually neglect you too?”

“I… yes,” I replied hoarsely. “I always attend to my own ending.”

“Then we should assist each other.” He reached out, unfastened me until I sprang free, then began stroking me with a firm grip. With no other thought in my head, I did the same to him, and with our cries muffled as best we could, we shortly ejected watery seed onto each other’s loins. Releasing so much pleasure brought a new thrill to our furtive encounter, and we ended by leaning our foreheads on the other’s neck, whimpering quietly until the intense waves subsided.

“So much…” I managed. “So… overwhelming.”

“My captain would never neglect me so,” he whispered into my neck. “Such a gentle man.”

“Lord Blaydon is selfish,” I said softly. “And cares naught for others. Only his pleasure matters.”

“Why do you endure him?”

“Because he is my lord and master,” I replied, as if that was the end of it.

“Where you are going will mark a new beginning. The New World is less tolerant of such… expectations. Go there, flee from him, and become your own man.”

“Truly?”

He nodded, lifting his head to gaze into my eyes. “One such as you could escape the shackles of class. A storm is coming, and once the British are driven into the sea, a new nation will arise. A land of freedom.”

I laughed at such nonsense. “I cannot fathom such a world.”

He shrugged. “I have heard it will come to be. Once you alight at Portsmouth, you will believe.”

“This will not come to pass for a thousand years.”

“No,” he replied. “It will come, and soon.”


CHAPTER TWO

HISTORY

PRESENT DAY

“Luke, if ye don’t start paying attention,” Sean Ireland growled in his signature Irish brogue, “I’ll assign ye some punishment duties that will offend your senses so much, ye’ll be begging for lessons.”

“Sorry,” I said wearily. “I’m having trouble concentrating on…” —I waved my hand at the textbook— “this.”

Our tutor raised an offended eyebrow. “Anything in particular giving ye trouble?”

“Well…” I glanced at a wide-eyed Jamie beside me; he shook his head slowly.

“Don’t do it!” Jake whispered. “Shut up and say sorry.”

“It’s the whole history thing,” I continued, recklessly ignoring my friend’s advice. “Why does it matter what…” —I checked the text— “Isaac and some other called Adam did in Portsmouth back in seventeen sixty-something?”

“It matters,” Mister Ireland said in a dangerous tone, “because those who ignore the lessons of history are doomed to do what, Jake?”

Jake stiffened. “Uhh… doomed to forget them?”

“Ye’re an idiot, boy. Jamie, doomed to do what?”

“Repeat them, sir?” Jamie replied quickly. He glanced at me, guilty about having supplied an answer. For my part, I seethed with indignation at being called boy. Didn’t he know I was already a man? A young man, but a man, nonetheless. But of course, it wasn’t advisable to argue with an alpha about such things.

“Exactly,” Sean continued. “At least somebody’s listening. Maybe our pack actually has a future. I was beginning to think it was doomed to illiteracy.”

“But sir,” I persisted. “Exactly how does it affect our future? I mean, it’s a bit interesting that Isaac and Adam were the first shifters to land in New Hampshire, but apart from that—”

“It’s interesting because, without them, ye’d probably be a lone wolf scratching out a living in a dwindling European forest.”

“Or he’d have been shot by now,” Jake laughed. “And eaten.”

“Europeans don’t eat wolves,” Jamie pointed out. “Not these days.”

I laughed. “So, I owe my life to Isaac and Adam?”

Sean Ireland folded his arms. “Probably.” He sighed. “Maybe. The point is, we are all descended from them, and their intermingling with the Native American shifters.”

“But it all happened so long ago,” I groaned.

“It wasn’t long ago to them, not on their wooden ships, their horse-drawn wagons, and log cabins,” he reminded me. “For them, it was a matter of cold, hard survival.” He straightened up. “Imagine if I’d dragged ye onto an old sailing ship and sent ye off to Iceland, with only the clothes ye stood up in. How would ye cope?” He glanced at the other eight boys. “How would any of ye survive when you finally saw the shore ye didn’t recognize after ten weeks on the ocean?”

I blinked. “Ten weeks? Seriously?”

“Aye, Luke. Ten weeks. Two cycles of the Moon with only dried and salted provisions, stale water…” He half-smiled. “And hard-bodied sailors who watched
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