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NEW WORLD, NEW HOME

The Gay Wolves of New Hampshire 5

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.

Once settled into their crude wooden cabin, Isaac learns more of Lord Blaydon’s plans to build inside the area of forest and lake, assuring him of permanent roots in New Hampshire. 

Recurring dreams where he cavorts with Earth Mother Gaia continue to confound him. So real are the dreams where his peers roam in wolf form that Isaac’s grasp on reality begins to blur. 

Meanwhile, Lord Blaydon’s health continues to deteriorate, becoming a great concern to all, since his wealth is the main force behind their new lives.

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.


CHAPTER ONE

WHAT CAME BEFORE

1765

I held him until the blood stopped, my earlier doubts forgotten. In this wild place, no quarter could be afforded. Only the strongest and most determined could survive.

Compassion is possible. 

Gaia? I lifted my head as the words washed through me. 

Killer, not savage.

Where hiding? I cast around for any sign of her, but she remained out of sight. I turned to look at Adam, but he no longer stood alone. James held him tightly against his side, his free arm brandishing a crude stick. I smiled at the idea of being defeated by a slender length of tree.

Easy prey. With blood still warming my mouth, I crept toward the pair, anticipating the taste of warm flesh as my teeth tore into them both.

Uhmizac!

Gaia, I replied, not losing my focus. The trembling humans before me would make a fine meal for us both.

Friends, Uhmizac! I considered what that word meant to me. When I lifted my head, I saw the fear in their eyes, and it thrilled me, driving me to move closer. But foggy memories arose in my head, and I remembered the adventures I’d shared with the fearful pair, the danger we’d overcome, and the warm companionship we’d enjoyed.

Friends? I asked, shaking away the urge for blood. 

Yes, Uhmizac.

My friends? I stopped, holding the gaze of the men for a long moment, then lay down on the cool ground, my chin on my paws.

“He stopped,” Adam whispered. “Why did he stop?”

“I should break his skull while I can,” James growled. The stick waved back and forth, threatening to end my life. Perhaps I deserved a quick ending, for I’d endangered everyone, even those who trusted me.

You are wolf, Uhmizac. You were always wolf.

Always? Memories arose of running freely through the forest, unencumbered by human clothing. Was I doomed to be trapped this way forever? I searched my mind and discovered fleeting glimpses of other nights where I’d run freely on four paws, chasing Gaia, and being chased in turn. Wolf forever?

River changes. 

River… my thoughts came slowly.

Cold water.

I rose onto all fours, prompting a yell from James, along with a threatening wave of his stick. But I ignored him and padded over to the river.

In, Uhmizac.

In… I strode forward until the chill water rose to my jaw, then plunged my head beneath the surface. The current tugged and urged me around, pulling me along, but I resisted, enduring the river’s cold embrace for as long as I could manage.

Finally, with my head spinning and my vision growing dark, I was forced to lift my head to gasp in some sweet air, and I rose, shivering until I stood proud of the rushing surface. My hands swept chilled water from my face and squeezed it from my hair, and I laughed at the sight of pale fingers, hands, and very human arms.

“Isaac?” James cried.

“Isaac, you’re back again,” Adam wailed. “Where did the wolf go?”

James ruffled the boy’s hair gently. “Not too quick on the uptake, are you?”

“I don’t understand what you—”

“Neither do I,” I confessed, spreading my hands outward. 

“Isaac was the wolf,” James explained patiently.

Adam pointed a finger at me. “I thought I’d lost my mind when you… when I watched you…” 

“You really don’t remember your time as a wolf, do you?” James asked.

I frowned. “No, I don’t think so.” Fleeting memories of warm liquid touched my mind.

“Come out of the water.” James beckoned to me. “Quickly, now. Before you catch your death!”

My death? Without questioning the older man, I obeyed, stumbling as stones shifted beneath my bare soles. When I was clear of the river, James shrugged off his jacket and draped it across my shoulders, easing the chill from the light wind.

“Let’s get you inside.” He steered me around the bloody mess. “Adam, bring that pail, will you? Yes, the leaking one. Good lad!” 

And so, we headed into the damp and gloomy house, where James and Adam relayed an extraordinary tale to me.


CHAPTER TWO

A Night of Portents

A fierce wind arose, seething through the trees much as the storm-lashed sea had done among the Blackthorn’s sails. Our dark and humble cabin remained steadfast, and yet I fretted constantly, imagining the roof breaking free and leaving us exposed to the harsh teeth of nature. Above me, on the nearby bed, and by some miracle, James slept soundly, oblivious to the wind’s attack. Perhaps he’d endured far worse during his travels as the ship’s surgeon. That wasn’t the case with Adam. His fear-filled eyes reflected the guttering candlelight each time the storm rose to a crescendo, and when it calmed, however briefly, he glanced over the bed’s edge at me to assure himself I hadn’t fled.

To where? I asked myself silently. I’d be no safer out there in the storm than I would in here.

“How long?” Adam whispered down to me. “Before this ends?”

“Morning,” I assured him from the floor, and he nodded stiffly. Of course, I had no way of knowing. My estimate was pure guesswork, but the young man craved reassurance.

“Will you hold me until that happens?”

“Hold you?” The idea startled me. After what he and James had witnessed the previous day, I’d imagined neither of them would ever bear my company again. Such was the reason for my sleeping apart. I’d suggested they lock me behind the planked kitchen door for their own safety, but both insisted I join them in the bedroom.

“I might forget myself,” I’d protested. “I could tear you both to pieces during the night!” The pair scoffed at the idea of me harming them, but elected to indulge my choice to distance myself by sleeping on the wooden floor instead of the bed.

They were witnesses to the carnage I caused when I was not myself, and still they trust me? I struggled to countenance their lack of caution. Two men had died by my hand, torn open by nail, or claw, or knife—I know not what I’d struck them down with. My companions’ insistence that I’d transformed myself into a fierce wolf made no sense, of course. Perhaps they’d mistaken my unhinged manner as animal-like and akin to lupine behavior. 

“Please?” Adam groaned. Another fierce hammer-blow struck the cabin, and the roof creaked dangerously.

“You should stay where you are safest,” I replied, and rolled away from him.

“I am safest with you.”

“Those men died,” I reminded him. “By my hand, as you stated.”

“Because you protected us from them,” Adam insisted. “They intended harm.”

“Their deaths were tragic.”

“They would have ended us… or taken us to their Captain.”

I considered his words. Well, we knew that Haversham was angered enough to dispatch bloodthirsty ruffians after us all. We’d suffered them before. Six had accosted me in a narrow alleyway, intent on grievous harm, and somehow I’d escaped, with no memory of the mechanism I’d employed.

I snorted softly. Maybe I transformed into a wolf that time as well! The idea was unlikely, but I had no real answer.

“Isaac?”

I sighed. “If you insist, but please stay behind me at all times.” I’d no wish to harm the young man as he’d proved to be a dependable friend.

“You’d never hurt me, Isaac.” He slithered out from beneath the bed covers and joined me on the floor, lifting the blanket and sliding up to me. The warmth of his skin was a blessing on this chilly night, and I took comfort from him.

“You’re cold.” Even his voice carried warmth, caressing my neck and sending a pleasant shiver down my back. His brief kiss, applied to my cheek, was likewise pleasant.

“Don’t try to seduce me, Adam,” I warned. “I’m not a safe bedfellow.”

“And yet…” His hand snaked past my hip and found my relaxed manhood, which he squeezed.

“You see? I lack any ardor, so—”

“I suspect your ardor grows for me.” He squeezed again, and warmth flushed my lower body.

“You sought protection from the storm,” I reminded him, “and instead you take the opportunity to arouse me?”

“Should a man not be stirred by the proximity of another? Especially one so close.”

“You begged to join me down here,” I reminded him. I reached down to prise his hand from my growing shaft, but my efforts lacked determination. I became aware of a spear of heat lying between my buttocks, and when his hips rocked, the hard flesh stroked my skin, conjuring pleasant and enticing thoughts. Apparently, Adam had forgotten the storm—or he was determined to distract his mind from it, and was now fully engaged in beating down my defences.

“You’ve grown firm,” I murmured. Hard flesh warmed the cleft of my cheeks.

“As have you.” His hand gripped my swollen length, and I groaned softly. I could not deny the enjoyment he’d gifted me. I wanted to relax into the encounter, but recent memories of blood and torn flesh crept into my mind.

“You shouldn’t be with me,” I groaned. “I’m… dangerous, remember?”

“I know you’d never hurt me,” He replied. 

“But those men—”

“They were bad. We were threatened, and you saved us all.”

“But I don’t remember any of that.” I shuffled away from him, but he followed me, maintaining his grip.

“I trust you completely, Isaac. You’ve a rare and wonderful ability, but I know you’d never injure those closest to you.” His lips pressed against my neck, sending deep shivers through my body.

“I don’t trust myself,” I confessed. “How can you possibly know what I’m capable of?”

He kissed me again, slowly and with the softest of lips. “I’m willing to risk it.”

“But I’m—”

“Hush.” He shifted his head and kissed my cheek, moving toward my mouth. “I confess, while the danger excites me, I’m also aware that you should remain calm.”

“Calm…” I repeated. His kisses and firm grip set my heart hammering and the breath whistling in my nostrils; my hips rocked automatically, matching the rhythm of his firm hand. I told myself I couldn’t allow this, that I might cause Adam serious injury, but my willpower flagged. The desire to be touched, to experience the incredible rush of my climax, overwhelmed all caution. My resistance faded to a weak and tiny voice in the back of my mind, and I finally allowed myself to relax beneath Adam’s hands. 

I turned my head, and his lips stroked mine; his free hand slid over my chest until it encountered a nipple. When he rolled the stiff flesh between two fingers, I writhed and groaned, falling completely under his spell. His other hand stroked me slowly, rolling and squeezing. I reached for his length, which I guessed would also be hard, but the way his body now lay across mine denied me.

“Relax,” he whispered past our kiss.

“I wish to return the favor.”

“You can do that when I mount you, sweet Isaac.”

“If you continue to stroke me in that way, I will lose the vigor to fill you—all over my belly.”

“Then the time to saddle up is now.” He broke the kiss and rose onto his knees, then straddled my upraised hip. When he rocked, rubbing his ballsack across my skin, I smiled up at him, although I was unsure if enough light fell upon my face for him to see my amusement. Moving carefully, I rolled onto my back, and he positioned himself until my swollen head nudged his waiting hole. He spat into his palm, reached back to rub the slippery mess onto my cock’s crown, then leaned back so he could ease me into his passage.

As I’d discovered on board the Blackthorn, my preference was to receive cock from behind, rather than set myself behind another man’s hindquarters. But I had no objection to Adam using my aroused length for his own pleasure. Firing my climax deep into his passage had proved to be a thrill so many weeks ago, and I looked forward to the moment it happened again.

Adam rode me expertly, probably drawing on the teachings of Captain Haversham. I took the opportunity to stroke his erect and slick shaft as it wagged back and forth in front of his belly, and was delighted when it disgorged several thick blobs of white onto my chest and neck. I relaxed, expecting him to slow and stop, but he continued rocking his hips, maintaining a steady rhythm until I bucked and groaned beneath him, finally arching as I drove my swollen hardness deep into his body.

He let himself fall forward onto me, and we enjoyed a long and intimate kiss while our hearts pounded from the excitement of the encounter. Sleep dragged at my eyelids, and I stifled a yawn, much to Adam’s amusement. In an effort to stave off the weariness, I opened my eyes wide—and found myself looking straight into James’ amused face, which hovered above Adam’s shoulder like some watchful moon.

“Did you enjoy our little encounter?” I asked James, but Adam mistook me.

“I did,” he murmured into my neck. “I adored every precious second.”

Above me, James grinned. A soft rustling sound became apparent, and I guessed he was giving himself some relief.

“Would it please you…” I began in a soft whisper, “to feel something long and hard slide into you, now that I have expired?”

Adam chuckled. “Could such a fantasy possibly come to pass? I should be delighted.”

I stared directly into James’s amused eyes. “If only we knew where such a length existed. It could satisfy your desire within moments.”

“Oh, if that were true,” Adam whispered, “I would attain such a level of delight.”

James grinned and withdrew from my sight. Within a moment, his knees were persuading mine apart, and he shuffled up to Adam’s recently-pounded hindquarters. When James lifted the young man’s rear, my flagging length slid out, to be replaced by his eager shaft. Adam whimpered briefly and then released a long, low groan, his mouth wide open, as James pushed into the warm and slick passage.

I was treated to the wonderful sight of Adam’s ecstatic face as James’s body pressed against his buttocks. Rapid and rhythmic yelps escaped the young man’s throat as hard flesh was driven deep into his body, over and over, so fast that he could barely register the sensation of one before the next one occurred.

James lasted longer than I had, finally squirting the contents of his gonads into Adam’s body, forcing one final and delighted groan from the younger man, who collapsed onto me as if boneless.

“Whew!” James blew out a long breath and slapped both palms against Adam’s cheeks, filling the room with noise. 

“Uhh… uhh… umm…” was the extent of Adam’s reply.

“You were, as always, a warm and willing partner,” James whispered hoarsely. 

“And wet,” I added, aware of the escaping fluid working around my thigh.

“You’re partly responsible for that, young Isaac,” James pointed out. “As well as this late-night encounter. Whatever possessed you to seduce my lad at this time?”

“Me seduce him?” I replied. “Now, that isn’t—”

“I couldn’t resist him,” Adam said in a breathless tone. “He was afraid of us, and I found his fear to be a powerful force. I grew hard with the desire to hold him.”

“Hold me?” I laughed softly.

“Afraid?” James repeated Adam’s word with incredulity. 

“He feared he might injure us if we were to be intimate.”

“You risked much, Adam. You had no way to be certain that—”

Adam rose onto all fours to look back at the surgeon. “I was absolutely certain that Isaac would never hurt those he loved.”

“A certainty that appears sound—so far. Isaac, what are your feelings on this matter?”

“I confess, I have none that I am sure of. My memories of the…” I hesitated, “the slaughter are scant. My mood during that time is unknown. I cannot assure you of that which I have no understanding.”

James yawned hugely, for which he excused himself. “Perhaps this is a discussion best left for the morning.” He shuffled back from Adam and returned to the bed. “Will you both remain on the hard floor, or would you join me and share your considerable warmth on this chilly night?”

“If you feel safe enough with me…” I said slowly.

“We do.” Adam kissed me briefly, then rose to stand upright. “Please, join us.”

I hesitated for several heartbeats before crawling onto the bed opposite Adam, allowing James to take the center.

“There now,” James murmured. “Isn’t that better?” He extended both arms to pull us into a tight embrace. 

“One happy family,” Adam replied in a sleepy voice.

Family… I thought back to the days when I’d shared a narrow bed much like this one with my two sisters, both of whom had been generous with their warmth, but when Mother Nature (dare I refer to her as Gaia?) had gifted them with womanhood, they rejected my presence entirely, forcing me back to my parents’ bed. My parents were at first tolerant, but quickly grew impatient, leaving me with no option but to bed down in a barn with the beasts.

That was when I learned that the barn was a popular meeting place for the Blaydon estate’s farmhands. I listened to and later spied upon mixed couples enjoying each other’s bodies. The sight and sounds stirred me to hardness and raised my youthful curiosity. But on the day I bore witness to a pair of male farmhands taking turns pleasuring each other, I became unable to contain my ardor, and squirted more than a handful of thick white globs into my shaking palm, having barely touched myself.

That day changed everything for me, and any curiosity I’d harbored about exploring the female body grew less and less, eventually vanishing forever. Not long afterward, I was assigned to work for Lord Blaydon, who rightly kept his distance from me until he judged me to be old enough, and then he invited me to tea, to supper, and finally into his bed. 

But on this night, cossetted against the storm with my willing lovers, I knew I’d reached a new and significant point in my life. 

I’ve finally found my true family. 

A heartfelt smile crept across my face as I relaxed into sleep. Delicious images of being naked with my friends filled my mind, along with less distinct memories of the handsome and naked natives I’d recently encountered. The face of a pale wolf drifted past, briefly filling my mind, and her name sprang from a hidden corner of my mind.

Penibagos? 

Hello, Uhmizac.

No, wait. Your true name is Gaia!

The wolf’s face became more distinct, taking on hard, straight edges, as if framed by a moonlit window, and my eyelids fluttered as I tried to decide whether or not the image floated within my mind, or if it was nothing more than a phantom. When I finally forced my eyes open, I stared at the empty window frame, where ghostly trees swayed in the storm.

There was no wolf.

Not anymore.


CHAPTER THREE

A New Morning

The remnants of the storm lingered, teasing the treetops, but its force was spent. Warmed by two muscular bodies, I lay still while the pair slept on, and contented myself with watching the tattered clouds as they sped past my limited view of the healing sky.

When I’d had my fill of nature’s vista, I tried to recall memories of how I’d ended up in bed, when I’d vowed to remain distant from my friends, lest I injure them without intent.

Adam, I decided. Adam came to me, and then James. I sighed. They should have kept me at arm’s length for their own safety. If not for the risk of waking one or both, I would have fled from the room. I’d no wish to rip them asunder, no desire to see their blood spilled needlessly.

But what reason would I have to act in such a manner? I frowned, trying to remember exactly what I’d done to warrant such fears. No memories of fatal encounters arose in my mind, and I recalled no clear images of bloodshed.

Perhaps I dreamed badly. I glanced at my peacefully sleeping friends, who’d never trust me to be so close if they thought me capable of harm. No, it was most likely that I’d imagined some awful event, and during the night, it had plagued me terribly. 

Movement caught my eye, and I turned to look at the window, where a leaning tree, a cluster of branches, and a streak of bird mess on the crude glass briefly conspired to form the outline of… 

A wolf? I blinked hard, and the scene resolved into more mundane forms. Why am I so obsessed with wolves? I turned away to see James smiling. His eyes searched mine, and his jaw moved, as if considering a question, but then he shook his head minutely.

“Good morrow, James.”

“Good morrow, Isaac. Tell me, did sleep come easily to you?”

“I confess the storm stoked my fears,” I replied honestly. “Misgivings filled my mind to overflowing.”

“Not so for my part.” He stretched his arms high above his head. “Our midnight tryst sent me into a deep slumber.”

“The same appears to be true for Adam,” I glanced at the young man at my side.

“Perhaps the previous days’ events played upon your mind?”

“I am happy to report, I remember nothing.”

“You don’t recall—”

“No!” I said quickly. “And I’d thank you not to remind me.”

“But you should be aware—”

“If the events were indeed disturbing, do you not consider it prudent to refrain from furnishing me with such details?”

He frowned, and once again, his eyes searched mine. “If it… troubles you, we should not discuss it until you are more ready.”

I nodded, smiling with relief. “Thank you, friend. Perhaps I will ask you at a later time. For now…” I kissed the nearest of his nipples, “we should enjoy the here and now.”

He groaned softly. “Have a care. Such attention will surely raise my ardor.”

“Much as that intrigues me…” I teased the stiff bud again, “we should give your gonads time to replenish.”

“My gonads are filled, I assure you.”

“Oh? You’re able to prick me again?”

“If you recall, only Adam was pricked last night.”

“He was?” I fought to remember and decided that James was correct. I lay prone while Adam impaled himself upon my length, and then James availed himself of Adam’s slippery passage. 

“You’re thinking about our time together?” His smile widened. “The moment you watched dear Adam’s face as I slid into his tight hole?”

“Yes.” The word emerged as a hoarse groan. Hearing him describe what we’d done sent a flush of heat through me. I chewed my lower lip, and my brow wrinkled.

“I was so hard for his body,” James continued. “His cheeks invited me, and when I pushed into the slippery mess you’d left inside him, his arse was so warm and accommodating, I could scarcely contain myself.”

“Mm?” I didn’t dare speak, for such a thrill had gripped me, every part of my body tightened, and one part swelled deliciously.

“I confess to some surprise when I first saw you pricking the young man,”

“Mm?” My tongue stroked his hardening nipple as I suckled it.

“It’s not often I encounter those who enjoy riding another man, when they so obviously prefer to be used instead.”

“It’s usually one or the other?” I asked in a shaking whisper.

“Almost always.” James pressed against the back of my head, persuading my mouth back onto his chest. “A man assumes the dominant role or the submissive role. Rarely does he perform both.” He ruffled my hair. “But I am pleased to meet such a rare creature.”

“Thank you?” I mumbled past his nipple.

“Interesting adventures await us, Isaac. Of that I am certain.”

“Have you never…” I began. “Have you tried…” Asking suddenly felt intrusive, as if it was breaching a most private matter.

“Have I been submissive?” James clarified for me.

“Yes, sir.”

“I have not, although one rough sailor decided he would use me, so he plied me with rum, tricked me into his bunk, and then placed himself behind me, despite my protests.”

“He imposed himself on you?”

“He did indeed. I’d already made my wishes clear, but he pushed himself into me regardless. Needless to say, I was unprepared for him, so I did not enjoy the experience.”

“What did you do?”

James shrugged. “I injured him with such a blow that his ardor immediately flagged. Once I escaped his clutches, I reported him to the captain, but alas, I saw no action taken against the man.”

“Did you fear his reprisal?”

“There was no need. Two days out to sea, the ruffian suffered a fall and broke his leg.” James grinned. “He was brought to my surgery and had ample cause to fear me instead.” 

“Did you exact revenge?”

“I gave him the option of losing his broken leg or his unwanted prick. At the sight of my sharpened knife, he begged me for mercy and promised no further ill will.”

“A satisfying end, I gather.”

“Indeed. Now, roll onto your front like a good submissive so that I can prick that perfect bottom of yours.”

A shiver of excitement ran through me as I complied, moving carefully so I didn’t disturb Adam’s slumber. James immediately climbed between my legs, nudging my feet further apart. I heard him dripping spittle into my cleft, and a moment later, the smooth head of his manhood slid up and down across my twitching hole, which eagerly awaited his attention. But he didn’t prick me immediately. More spittle slid between my cheeks, and he spread it across my tight opening. 

“Please?” The word escaped from my mouth before I could stop it. Yes, I was eager for him, but I’d never intended to beg.

“You’re ready for me?”

“Mm-hm.” I tilted my hips to show him how much I needed him inside me, but he moved back, making me wait while dripping warm wetness onto my sensitive hole.

“Please?” I whispered, surprising myself again. Oh, why hide the fact that I enjoy being pricked? “I want you inside me.”

“Then that’s what you shall have, dear Isaac.” He positioned himself, then eased forward, stretching my sensitive skin in a wonderfully gentle manner. I whimpered, and he paused, then pushed gently, sliding further into me. A sharp squeak emerged from my nose, and he stopped.

“Are you tender?”

“Uhh… no. It’s… wonderful, sir.”

“You wish for more? I’ve naught but the crown inside you so far.”

Only the crown? “Yes. More. Please.” I readied myself, and his hard shaft stretched my hole, and then my passage, sending both panic and joy through my body. My fingers turned into claws, clutching at the sheet, gathering it into a tight ball.

“So warm, and tight,” James murmured. He lowered himself until his body molded along my back, warming my skin. His hardness moved inside me, sliding deeper, and I squeaked again, thrilled by the way he rubbed against me. 

When he withdrew an inch, I arched and groaned, whimpering, and then he slid deeper, filling me until my body shook with animal panic. To have him push so far into me while he pinned me down, leaving me no way to escape, was an incredible thrill. Even though a cry of protest could immediately end this, I told myself I had no choice but to submit to James, to endure his invasion of my body until he’d satisfied his carnal needs. 

I can’t stop him, I told myself. I can do nothing to prevent this. Then. Nor would I want to.

“Are you well, Isaac?” he whispered in my ear. I shivered as his hot breath warmed my skin. “Are you comfortable with my… hard prick deep inside you?”

“Mm…” was all I could manage. His rude words thrilled me. 

“You can feel my stiff length?”

“Mm-hm.”

“Tell me how it feels. In words, not grunts.”

“Deep,” I managed. “Hot. Wonderful.”

“Is it more than you can bear?”

I rolled my head from side to side. “More. Please.”

“More, you say?”

“Yes… uhh… deep.”

“Then I shall use your smooth and soft body hard, Isaac.”

“Yes… use…”

“I’ll prick you deep and hard until I climax.”

“Yes… hard.” 

“I’ll fill you with my hot seed.”

“Yes. Hot… uhh!” 

And so he did as he’d promised, pushing deep into me, slowly at first, but faster and faster until our bodies slapped together. Trapped underneath him, I whimpered and groaned, cried and pleaded, although none of my words were formed properly. In truth, I’m certain only broken noises reached his ears, but he made no mention of this, only pulling himself tightly against me so his loins could hammer my mind into a swirling oblivion. I clung to the bed covers with all my strength, riding the thunderstorm that was James’s heated body.

I turned my head left and right as he pricked me hard and deep as promised, and found myself staring straight into Adam’s open eyes. He smiled at my gasping, sweating face, then formed a kiss with lips that were too far away to touch mine.

“Nuh… uhh . . it’s…”

“Shh,” he soothed. “Enjoy.”

“Uhh… huh…” As my eyes fluttered closed, I felt his hand squeeze mine, and I braced myself for the increasingly deep thrusts from James’s loins.

“I can’t… last… much longer,” he groaned into my ear. “I’m going to… fill you with cream… Isaac… uhh… yes… it’s coming… my climax… coming now!” He thrust harder than ever, forcing himself so firmly against me, the top of my head slid into the wall.

“Yes, yes, uhh, yess!” He bucked, shook, twitched, then pumped me full of warmth. 

“Do you feel it inside you?” Adam whispered. “Is it warm and wet?”

“Uhh . . too… much… uhh!” My limbs trembled and my heart thumped. I wheezed in desperately needed breaths, for my chest felt crushed.

“Take it all, Isaac,” James murmured softly. “Take everything inside you. Let it warm you deep, deep.” His tensed body softened, and he grew heavier, pressing down on me until my breathing became even more labored. The heat from his chest alarmed me; our sweat mingled, stoking higher temperatures until my heart hammered in panic.

“Need… move…” I groaned. “Can’t…”

“Sorry, Isaac.” James lifted his weight from me, and blessed cool air caressed my back. The panic eased, and I reached back as his shaft started to slide out.

“No, stay inside me.”

“Of course I will, at least until I flag.” He shifted his hips, making me groan. “Did you enjoy watching us, Adam?”

“I confess, for a few moments, I wished to be in Isaac’s place.”

“You wanted to feel me inside you?”

“It sufficed that I had you both inside me last night.”

James laughed. “I’m glad, for I lack the strength to prick you again so soon.”

“Perhaps Isaac would pleasure me in that way—but later?”

“I… don’t… please… maybe.” My reply made no sense, and both of them laughed at my befuddled state.

“Isaac?” The call sent a cold chill through me.

“Lord Blaydon!” I stiffened, but with James atop me, I could not rise. “I must attend him!”

“Hush,” Adam whispered. “You need not hurry. I will see to his needs.”

“You’re sure?” I croaked. “You don’t mind helping?”

“Of course not.” Adam sprang to his feet, displaying an energy I currently lacked. I watched him through weary eyes as he pulled on britches and a loose shirt, briefly granting me the sight of his swollen manhood. My tongue twitched at the notion of pleasuring him, but that would have to wait for a later time.

“Did I not warn you that kissing my chest might lead to this?” James murmured, rolling his hips to rub me inside. He’d softened by now, but my sensitive flesh still thrilled to his touch.

“I chose to risk it,” I replied. “And I have no regrets to that end.”

“Neither have I.” He kissed my cheek, then lifted himself carefully off me, peeling his skin from mine where our sweat had turned to glue. I released a long, satisfied groan and relaxed onto the bed, enjoying the bliss that followed a vigorous tryst. 

As much as I enjoyed being inside Adam, it was nothing compared to being used hard and feeling James inside me. Still, I mused, Adam would no doubt have been thrilled by having my erection inside him. I’d done the same for him as James had done for me, although in truth, I’d permitted rather than instigated the act. 

To deny Adam would have been selfish. I nodded to myself. There would be no pleasure in this world if we refused to help a fellow man.

I squirmed as wetness tickled my tight hole. The climax James had gifted me now sought to escape. I rolled off the bed, groaning at the lack of strength in my legs. With my muscles clutched tightly, I staggered to the door and headed outside, where I stood with my feet apart until the leaking stopped. Most of it found its way down my leg, so I decided to clean up in the river. An empty pail sat close to the door, so to save myself a walk later, I took it with me. 

The air was cool, but sunshine already lit the treetops and glittered on the river. Goosebumps arose all over my body, but I felt no real chill; my core still burned from the earlier excitement of James’s pricking. Being outdoors with no clothes to cover me was deeply liberating, and I wished for a world where such behavior was considered normal. 

Perhaps I’m already in such a place. After all, Penibagos wore no clothing. My thoughts came to a stop at the memory of the missing woman. Had she met a tragic end in a wolf’s jaw, or as James and Adam insisted, had I imagined the whole episode?

Penibagos… Gaia? Where are you? Of course, I received no reply. To distract myself, I moved over the loose pebbles on the riverbank and stepped into the cool water, wading deeper until the river’s icy fingers caressed my thighs, and then my cheeks and manhood. 

“Uhmizac!” The woman’s voice startled me, focused as I was on my footing, so when my head snapped up, I barely kept my balance. On the opposite bank of the river stood the young woman who’d approached me on my first day, naked but adorned with beads, small shells, and feathers.

“You’re alive?” I replied, not realizing how stupid I might sound. 

She laughed. “Uhmizac…” She lifted her arms to the horizontal to confirm her continued existence, then raised them high, smiling widely.

“You… you weren’t snatched by that wolf? I thought you were dead!” Small hands swept downward, indicating her undamaged body. And where her hands moved, my gaze naturally followed, over the gentle curves of her brown-skinned body.

She’s beautiful, I decided. As pretty as my sisters. Of course, I’d seen my siblings naked on many occasions, so I was able to compare their womanly curves to those presented to me now. She’d make a fine wife for somebody. But as the thought filled my mind, Penibagos shook her head and stroked her bare midriff.

I frowned, struggling to understand her meaning. When she cradled an imaginary baby and wailed like an infant, I was no wiser. She laughed and turned sideways, then pushed out her belly by arching her back—and I finally understood.

“She’s with child,” James explained from behind me. “Isn’t it obvious?”

“Why’s she displaying the fact to me?” I asked without turning.

“Don’t you have something to do with her condition?”

“No!” I protested. “Of course not!”

“You’re certain?” James waded into the river beside me and lifted water to cleanse himself.

“I have no more desire for her than I do for my sisters,” I explained. When he raised his eyebrows, I continued. “Meaning no desire whatsoever.”

“Regardless, she seems pleased by the prospect of motherhood.”

“That’s as it may be,” I told him, “but it’s obvious that she took another to her bed. I have no urge to impregnate her.” I looked him square in the eye. “Although… perhaps you do. I’ve heard you referring to wenches on occasion.”

He shrugged. “It’s true. I’ve enjoyed their company. Very soft and pleasant they were, too.”

I returned my gaze to Penibagos, who faced me once more. I ran my eyes over her uncovered breasts and down the curve of her waist, ending at the dark patch of hair between her legs. I saw nothing to arouse me. No muscular chest, no strong arms ready to hold me, and definitely no prick to fill me. 

And yet… she radiates happiness and love. Despite the lack of physical desire, a warm wave of warmth and contentment infused me. I’d only ever felt such comfort from…

Mother? Yes, I could love her as a mother, but not as a lover. That makes no sense!

But it does, Uhmizac.

I stared as the words… no, there were no real words, only a deep and overwhelming emotion. When I staggered, James glanced at me with concern in his eyes. 

“I’m fine,” I said quickly. “I was just—” I stopped, realizing Penibagos had used the distraction to vanish into the forest. She’s gone!

Until tonight, Uhmizac.

“Until tonight,” I murmured.

“You appear befuddled,” James remarked.

“I…” I shook my head to gather my thoughts. “I don’t understand why men lie with women. Is it simply to make babies?”

James cocked his head before answering. “The urge to breed is strong, it’s true, and the process of insemination is deeply enjoyable.”

“So, that’s the whole reason for sex?”

“Not the whole reason.” He smiled mysteriously.

“But what—” His rising hand stalled my question.

“Just accept that some men enjoy pricking warm bodies with soft skin and softer lips, and who squeal with happiness when their bodies are penetrated.”

“I squeal with happiness.”

“Some women squeal more. Some, but not all, get such a thrill, they approach the point of death.”

They die? “Sounds terrible.”

“Not so.” He laughed. “I probably didn’t describe it very well.”

Perplexed, I turned away and reached for the pail, filling it before I stepped out of the water. Leaving James behind, I crossed the trail and headed into the dark cabin, where faint groans reached my ears.

What? I set the pail down and listened carefully. A few heartbeats later, I was rewarded with another groan and soft whispers. I eased my bare feet forward, careful to stay silent, and when I reached the door to the main room, I saw Adam on his knees in front of the seated Lord Blaydon. The young man’s head rose and fell slowly, and I stared in shock at the sight. My lord groaned and caressed Adam’s scalp with thin fingers. I caught glimpses of a saliva-wetted shaft as Adam moved, and a peculiar tingle began in my balls. 

Am I jealous? Do I resent Adam for pleasuring my lord in this way? Or do I resent Lord Blaydon for choosing Adam rather than me? At that moment, Lord Blaydon’s eye opened, and he fixed me with a sleepy gaze. I stiffened with fear, expecting a reprisal for intruding on this private moment, but he lifted a hand from Adam’s head and beckoned to me.

He wishes me to approach? Fearful, I moved closer to have him beckon more insistently. I walked nearer, and when he could reach, he seized my swelling manhood with bony fingers and tugged me closer until I stood at his shoulder. Adam opened one eye at my approach, but continued pleasuring my lord with his mouth and tongue. 

Imagine! Not so long ago, he berated me for doing this to him. ‘You cannot do such things to a gentleman,’ he told me. Of course, he’d obviously changed his opinion. 

“Welcome, Isaac,” he said in a hoarse voice. “When I summoned you earlier, I didn’t expect Adam to respond.”

“No, sir. Sorry, sir.”

“No matter. I made use of him, as you observed.”

“Yes, my lord.”

“You see, I awoke with the most insistent swelling and called you to relieve me. Fortunately, Adam was most willing to oblige me in your stead.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, then groaned when my hardening shaft was squeezed by cool and bony fingers. 

“Perhaps, once Adam has relieved me, he might demonstrate his proficiency on you?”

I writhed in his insistent grip. “Only… if you don’t bring me off yourself, my lord.”

His eyebrows rose. “Really? You are close now?”

“Very close, my lord.” In truth, I’d almost emptied my gonads when James pricked me, but the urge had faded. Now, my ardor was rekindled, and my climax approached.

“Interesting. Adam, take Isaac in your mouth. I wish him to come off first, and then you may return to me.”

Adam frowned. “I fear Isaac might need to wash—”

“I bathed in the river not a moment ago,” I assured him.

“You see? Go to him, Adam.”

“Yes, my lord.” Adam wiped his lips with the back of his hand and rose onto his knees so he could reach me.

Once my swollen crown slid into his willing mouth, my fate was sealed. I counted less than twenty before my muscles squeezed out the last of my seed. He blinked rapidly as the white cream squirted into his mouth, and a faint squeak of surprise reached my ears, but he made no protest. Instead, he pressed his shining lips together and smiled up at me. 

“You were stoked indeed, Isaac,” Lord Blaydon remarked. “Now, Adam, attend to me.” He wagged his erect manhood, and Adam resumed his place between my master’s knees. With his mouth warm and slippery from my seed, my lord’s climax followed quickly. He writhed and groaned in the chair, bucking weakly and pressing down on Adam’s head before sinking almost bonelessly into a groaning heap.

“Thank you, my lads,” he whispered. “Thank you indeed.” His eyes fluttered closed, and his arms slid down to hang limply. Adam shuffled back, and I draped a blanket over my lord’s frail body, where we left him to sleep.

“I didn’t expect him to…” Adam whispered, glancing back at the sleeping lord. “I had no idea he would—”

“Everything is as it should be,” I replied. “He satisfied his urges, and it matters not who aided him.”

“I imagined you’d be angry. After all, it’s not my place to—”

“You did as he asked.” I squeezed his shoulder gently. “Nothing wrong with that.”

“Thank you, Isaac.” He smiled at me. “By the way, I enjoyed what we did—what he asked us to do.” He ran his tongue across his lower lip. “You have a pleasant taste about you.”

I laughed. “I’ve always thought mine tasted salty.”

He stared at me. “How do you know what—”

“You can blame James for that. He fed some back to me.”

“Oh. I see.” He blinked quickly. “What a strange thing to do.”

“I suspect there are many things we have both yet to experience in this world.”

“I suspect you’re right.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Later in the day

James and Adam helped me gather enough fruit and berries for the day, and we found two snares that had done their work successfully. After we’d dispatched the unfortunate hares, we started back toward the cabin, where Lord Blaydon was probably still asleep.

“I think I’m ready,” I said to James, then realized my tone was probably less than convincing.

“Ready for what, praytell?” He glanced around as if checking for eavesdroppers.

“To hear about yesterday, about what happened to those braggards.” As I spoke, a suspicion of the awful truth crept into my mind. Was I truly prepared to learn what had happened?

“I can scarcely believe it myself,” James said slowly. “But to deny the facts and the evidence of my own eyes would be foolish.”

“The evidence of Adam’s eyes, too?” I asked.

“Of course. We witnessed everything.”

“Then tell me, I beg you, for I witnessed naught.”

“Sit here.” James indicated a fallen tree. “You should prepare yourself for this news.”

“I fear the worst.”

“It is my opinion that you should not be afraid, but nonetheless be prepared.”

“How should I prepare, exactly? Have you ever faced the same situation?” 

“Not… entirely,” James said slowly. “Not for myself, but I have… studied others who are the same as you.”

I sighed and lowered myself onto the fallen tree. “Tell me about these others first. Perhaps it will serve to soften the blow.”

He nodded. “As you know, I read a great deal, and besides medical journals, I am drawn to the documented experiences of travelers in the New World, Africa, and Asia.”

“Go on…”

“What I witnessed yesterday caused me to recall a letter from a collection of peculiar missives.”

“I like this less and less.”

“The letter describes a remote tribe in the Kathmandu valley whose hunger had grown so acute, they were driven to transform into tigers so they could catch wild animals that no human could ensnare.” When I snorted, James scowled. “It’s a letter, Isaac, not a history book.”

“More of a children’s story.” I had no idea where the Kat Man Doo valley lay, or if it was even real. But it didn’t matter. The story was ludicrous. 

“Nevertheless, a remarkably similar legend can be found in the foothills of Kilimanjaro, where—”

“Killer Man, where?”

“It’s in East Africa, Isaac.”

“Did they change into tigers as well?”

“Lions, apparently. It enabled the tribe to endure long droughts and bring fresh meat to their families.”

“That’s two stories, James. Not much to—”

“The people of Gai-pan relate tales of men who turned into wolves, but only when the Moon was full.”

“Fanciful—”

“The Sinhalese and Saindhavas of Asia both tell of native folk who could change into the form of a dog at will. And in Hindu mythology, Trita cursed his brothers Ekata and Dvita to become Moon-wolves.”

I folded my arms tightly. “All these stories. And yet I
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