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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 plans to build his mansion atop the hill continue, disrupting the quiet lives of the group, but all can see how their patience will be ultimately rewarded.

Isaac roams the forest in wolf form, encountering his peers, and realizes he has particular feelings for Etu, Gaia’s brother.

Lord Blaydon’s health improves slowly, proof that the natives of the New World have abilities beyond the grasp of the settlers. Such is his strength he plans to improve the lives of his group with a significant surprise.

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. 19,800 words. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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WHAT CAME BEFORE

1765

We reached the cabin before the Moon began her descent, although the journey had been difficult. In the open, cold lunar light ensured safe footing, but under the trees, darkness and deceiving shadows threatened our safety. Luckily, my new abilities had granted me clearer vision, and I was able to warn James and Adam of natural treachery in the form of roots or gullies.

Thus, we reached the cabin uninjured, but James vowed to procure a torch or a brand of some kind if we were to repeat the journey. Inside, Urquhart dozed in a fireside chair, and Lord Blaydon breathed so softly, I first feared his demise. But his warmth and gentle breath assured me all was well. We left the sleeping pair and retired to our crude bed, where I began to settle myself on the floor. But Adam and James insisted that I join them on the comfortable hay mattress. For a brief moment, I entertained the notion that James wanted to mount one or both of us, but the evening had taken its toll upon him also, and we soon relaxed into a deep slumber.

Gaia chose not to summon me that night, for her own reasons, and I was finally able to sleep throughout, only stirring when sunlight touched my eyes. For the life of me, I could not decide if the events of the previous night had actually taken place, or if I’d dreamed them.

But I was filled with energy and ready to begin another day in this ever-eventful New World.


CHAPTER TWO

Forest

The forest was my world.

To run freely, my only master, with the trees flashing past on both sides, and the Moon high above, was to be utterly content. To share it with Etu was perfection. I’d run with others, but Etu truly understood me. If my pace faltered, he slowed until I recovered. If I ran hard, he ran harder, driving me to draw upon untapped energy and discover strength I’d never expected.

And when we bathed together in human form, his kisses became so tender, they drew tears from my eyes, for he was gentle and loving in ways I’d rarely experienced.

“Uhmizac,” he whispered, imitating his sister’s mispronunciation of my name, “you are wali widabai to me.”

His beloved forever. The words drifted through my mind. I opened my mouth to reply, but his lips were already against mine. I lay back on the cool grass, and he shuffled closer, nudging my thighs apart with his knees. I lifted my feet from the ground and settled them onto his back, giving him more room to press himself against me. Within seconds, his manhood lay alongside mine; both were thick with excitement.

Our kisses resumed, deep and warm, and I pulled his body against mine, sliding my hands down to squeeze his muscular backside before urging him back and forward so his thick length rubbed against mine.

“Uhmizac…” he groaned.

“Mm-hm?”

“Mm…” He reached down and curled his fingers around us both, squeezing firmly, which forced a long groan from deep inside my throat. And when he moved his arm back and forth, stroking us both in the same moment, my mouth fell open.

“Together, Uhmizac?”

“Yes.” The whisper was all I could summon, for my body thrilled to the combined touch of his hand and his manhood. I had imagined him sliding into me, as we so often did near the end of these night runs, but this unexpected twist delighted me. The idea of having us both come off at the same moment would be quite different from one of us achieving satisfaction first, then assisting the other with our hands or mouth.

“Wali widabai,” he murmured as he pleasured us both. I wanted to pull him down for a kiss, but I feared that I would obstruct the wonderful sensation he was giving me. I smiled up at him, and he smiled back, his eyes twinkling.

“I’m close, Etu. Please don’t stop.” As much as I ached to have him inside me, my release beckoned, and it was all I could think about. My entire body stiffened, ready to squeeze out thick cream from my swollen crown.

But then… he stopped.

“Etu, please!” I groaned. I rocked my hips to encourage him to continue, but to my dismay, he released me altogether.

“You, Uhmizac.” He took my hand and pressed it against his hard shaft, then persuaded my fingers around us both. “Move, yes?” When he urged me to stroke us both, I nodded and began where he’d so rudely left off. It was strangely awkward, stroking two shafts. In the same moment, I was giving myself relief while pleasuring somebody else. My fingers couldn’t encompass both of us, and I felt oddly inadequate to the task.

But Etu’s smile told me I was doing everything right, and his groan let me know he was close to coming off. For my own part, I’d been so close before the interruption, but now I’d taken two steps back. When Etu groaned again, I knew I had to catch up, so I closed my eyes and imagined he was sliding into me, filling my passage with hard flesh. Yes, I know he couldn’t be inside me and in my hand, but the idea of being pricked was more powerful than the reality of our situation. Very soon, a delicious and familiar heat flooded my lower body, and I groaned softly.

“Yes, Uhmizac. Yes.” His breathing quickened, as did mine, and a heartbeat later, warmth spilled over my knuckles and onto my belly. I opened my eyes to see thick cream oozing from the slit in his crown. The sight sent me over the edge, and my muscles tightened abruptly, forcing a river of white from my own swollen shaft. Etu seized my hand and encouraged me to continue squeezing and stroking, laughing when I squirmed and whimpered.

“Too much,” I protested. “Too sensitive.”

“More, Uhmizac.” His fingers tightened around mine, and more cream oozed out to drop into the growing mess on my belly. Since I wasn’t able to stop him, I pressed my fingertips against his hardness and stroked him in return, but simply sighed, offering no protest.

How is it that he can endure my touch? By mutual consent, we slowed to a stop and then released each other. He trailed his fingers through the warm pools of white and then wiped them across my lips. I had no idea if the warm and slippery mess was his or mine, but I cleaned my lips with slow strokes of my tongue. More was spread across my mouth, but before I could clean it away, Etu leaned in to kiss me. The combination of his warm lips and the slippery coating proved to be delicious, and I used my hand to pull his face hard against mine.

“More, Uhmizac?” he asked when my head spun from his deep kiss. I nodded, and he moved down my body, sucking the last of the fluid into his mouth before returning to kiss me. I clung to him, arms around his neck, and we seemed to kiss until the Moon sought her bed.

“You make me incredibly happy,” I murmured past our kiss. “I wish you were mine.”

“I am yours, Uhmizac.”

“No, I wish you were mine alone.”

“No other,” he replied.

“Yes, that’s exactly what I mean.”

“It is truth? True? No
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