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 Author’s Note



  

 

The Cahokia Indians are a real indigenous people. Their society was larger than London, at the time of its boom around 1000 CE. Though the Cahokia died out around 1300, no one knows the reason. All that was left behind was Woodhenge and a series of deliberately sculpted mounds, most of which have been leveled over the course of Northern American progression.

 As I indicated in the story, some of the mounds were merely structure bases that allowed for a better view of the terrain around them. Other mounds did actually house the goods and bodies of a wealthy man and his buried female servants.

Little is known of them, as they existed prior to written history. However, mounds spanned from the Southeastern Unites States, well into the Midwest, where it’s believed they first grew to power. The name Cahokia for these indigenous people comes from a tribe near other mounds, discovered much later in the timeline. We can only guess what they called themselves. I chose to call them Arancaya, which translates to fair and just.

For the purpose of this story, I’ve taken liberties of using words from several local, and more current, indigenous languages to fill out my story. I did, however, stick to true locations and the article mentioned in January 2011, National Geographic, does exist. Collinsville Road, does pass yards away from both Mound 44 and Woodhenge in southern Illinois.

Some of the other details are for the purposes of fiction. There is no record to say that a high priest ruled the empire, or that brother tribes were formed to take some of the strain of agriculture off the main city. There is also no factual basis to the belief that a priest had to either be gay or a shifter to hold that position. These are fictitious elements created for the purpose of the story.

As to the true purpose of Woodhenge, I leave that for you to decide.


 


 


 


 


 Chapter One




  

 

“If you look out the van windows on the left, you’ll see a ring of wooden planks sticking out of the ground. That’s Woodhenge.” The tour guide bubbled with the enthusiasm of an eighteen year old hopped up on caffeine, which she probably was, given the size of her travel coffee mug. And the unblinking stare.

Dead give-away, Flynn Chula thought.

The modified cargo van stopped almost immediately, between white parking lines. Weathered wood stood like stoic columns on his right. Behind them, traffic whizzed by on Collinsville Road, a modern day snub to the historical landmarks. Flynn shook his head. The scene was as sad as the weather. The clouds leaked sullenly like dirty, saturated cotton balls.

This is the extent of my family lineage? This? 
A half-devastated burial mound sliced by the Illinois Department of Transportation “go west” mantra next to a forgotten ceremonial circle?

They were urged from the vehicle to huddle in the grimy parking lot. Flynn turned, taking in the scope of what his mighty people had become. The proud Cahokia, a thriving civilization which had been larger than industrial London and disappeared before Columbus ever put foot on American soil, had been reduced to brown historical markers beside a freeway.

He trailed, last in line, toward The Mound, auspiciously labeled Mound 44. In the distance was one of the largest remaining vestiges of the ancient people, Monk’s Mound. Underneath all that dirt, either rested more dirt or one of the long forgotten burial mounds filled with artifacts, the remains of a wealthy man and as many virgins as he could afford to have buried alive with him.

 “Archeologists are set to dig on this site in the next few months. Measures are being taken to preserve the retrieved items in a local museum restoration chamber,” the peppy girl-child harped.

“Why not leave it alone? Haven’t their graves been desecrated enough?” Flynn muttered under his breath.

“Once this area had thousands of mounds, but as America was populated and land claimed, many of the mounds were leveled to make way for roads, farms, and small towns.” The bubblegum solemnity of her wide, blue eyes didn’t come close to feigning regret. “They’re lost to us forever. That’s why the historical society mission is to preserve the pieces of our history that still remain.”

Our? There was nothing native in the girl’s appearance. Certainly there’d been enough generations to pass along a host of recessive genes, but Flynn doubted her ancestors had ever coupled with a heathen. Hell, even he didn’t look Native American, he reasoned. But here he was, one of the few remaining Cahokia Indians, a remnant shape shifter, checking out the history of the people he’d never known. Legends passed down through the generations, and a childhood fieldtrip to this spot with his dad, were all he had to work with.

That and the National Geographic article released in January of this year, which reminded him he had a history. As a kid, he hadn’t been interested in some grassy hills and hunks of wood sticking out of the ground. The only memory he took of that day, was the creepy man who’d tried to coax him away from his father’s side with candy.

Now, two months after that January article, his research into the Cahokia people had come to a dead end without so much as a match-flame of insight into how they’d disappeared, or any clarity on the stories he’d been told as a child. The stories he’d been told never to forget.

It’d been a strange youth of Little Bo Peep, The Gingerbread Man, and tales of human sacrifice to appease the gods. It hadn’t been until later he found out that they’d mashed together in his memory and not every fairy tale ended with human massacre. It had been a relief to discover not all young children grew up with those images.

Flynn’s father barely remembered the tales, but they’d been passed along like vaguely unfinished whispers, skipping some generations, drawn forth by aged grandparents who remembered “something from somewhere”. Then their eyes would drift to faraway places as they dredged up nearly forgotten stories to pass along until it reached family who could shift forms. Trying to make sense of childhood memories they were the keepers of, as they reviewed Cahokia myth through the sketchy map-work of age.

It had seemed like an entire youth of solid American life with the oddly placed shadow of the unknown. Flynn’s dark auburn hair certainly hadn’t come from ancient Native American ancestry, nor had his green eyes and pale skin. Yet there was “something”, and it echoed the two-syllable word in the emptiness of his understanding. As though memories could be inherited, yet had been diluted with time and mixed ancestry.

Flynn blinked past the vagueness, seeing wooden posts and mud-slicked rectangular mounds on either side of Tour Guide Barbie. She brought the absurdity screeching home— her commercialism, her high-gloss look—amidst the silent whispers of the Cahokia. It was a mockery.

At least her mockery was plain to see. His blended in with the earth-tones, the pat of rain on pavement, mud the color of his hair and grass the color of his eyes. Flynn couldn’t explain it, but he felt he’d insulted this holy land more than the four lane highway impinging on Monk’s Mound.

Tour Guide Barbie wasn’t supposed to know the emotional significance of where she stood. When the tour ended, she’d drive off and leave this place. Flynn, on the other hand, carried the blood of warriors, dead more than six hundred years.  He was supposed to know. The shadow of incomplete tales murmured its garbled message, and he didn’t speak the language. But he was supposed to, and the land knew it, shamed him for not grasping his own heritage.

Barbie led them around the smallish Woodhenge, walking on toward Mound 44. Flynn lagged behind, slipping through the planks to stand at the very center of the monument. Tipping his head back he looked up at the sky as droplets kissed his cheeks and forehead. He closed his eyes, wondering what this place had been like hundreds of years ago, in its prime.

The pitter pat of rain came faster, striking the planes of his face, the ancient angles he still shared with these lost people one of the few testaments of his lineage. The Cahokia were a mystery. Dead and gone with nothing more than pottery shards to guide the archeologists on their search for information. To the few like Flynn, the history was reverential, buried in sacred soil and recalled around the family table.

The clouds rumbled with displeasure and lit from within, detailing the smoky hues of the weather system. The tour group had moved away, their voices muffled by the solid dirt wall of Mound 44.

Flynn opened his eyes and whispered to the sky. “I want to know.”

 Lightning arced through the sky, forking from three different sources. The ground beneath his feet jumped with static electricity, raising the hairs on his legs. A loud crack dumbed his senses. Darkness spilled its ink over his mind. He was left with nothing but the smell of charred earth.






  
  


  


  


 Chapter Two





  

 

Amaro’s fist tightened around his spear. “You aren’t fit to lead your people.”

Koda’s jaw tightened. He folded his arms across his chest, puffing it out in the understood display of strength and dominance. He and Amaro had met several times to solve their disagreements, yet they hadn’t reached a solution.

 “Renounce to your sister and bind her to me in marriage. I’ll rule both our people,” Amaro said, lifting his chin in a swift jerking motion of insolence. His black as night eyes never left Koda’s.

“My sister has six summers, Amaro. Even you wouldn’t soil her youth with your seed.”

Amaro’s lip curled. “I have no use for seeding her. The people would understand the meaning of our union.”

Koda took a step closer.

Amaro’s full lips thinned, his nostrils flared at the end of his finely sharpened nose. Amaro hadn’t moved, standing immoveable and strong. His long hair whipped around wide, bare shoulders and across his face. One tendril undulated onto, then beneath his bottom lip.

Koda’s gaze dropped to the leather amulet nestled between Amaro’s collarbones, its red ochre stained pouch a sign of his position and power among his people, and identical to Koda’s. They were brother tribes of the same origins, splinter groups which had broken off when the numbers in the empire had grown too large for the land to maintain.

Then, Koda and Amaro had been boyhood friends and fought side by side to protect the people. Koda remembered his stubborn companion’s character. Not much had changed since they’d been awarded a tribe of their own and sent to the outskirts. It had been an honor, bestowed on them by the high priest, for bravery in battle. Only five groups had been sent out to build new cities and continue growing crops for the empire.

 “Friend,” Koda said gently. “Let’s work together. Our people will follow.”

“Keep your tribe off my land,” Amaro demanded through gritted teeth.

“Keep yours from thieving off my land,” Koda answered tightly.

 “Stealing our grain hurts the empire, not just our families.” Koda tried to keep his anger at bay. “What purpose does starving us serve?”

He thought he saw a moment of regret in Amaro’s eyes. It lasted only an instant before he rolled his shoulders back, lifting his chest in pride. “The high priest will present me your land if you cannot produce on it.”

With sickening dread, Koda realized what the goal was. Amaro wanted land. With it, and his proven ability to produce, he’d be given Koda’s tribe. If he continued to prove successful, the high priest would give him greater status, perhaps awarding him with riches in the afterlife as well as commendation among the empire.

The high priest was a generous man, but he was old. His apprentice wasn’t. The glint in that man’s eye put fear in Koda. The younger acting priest had been slowly taking over the role with the decline of his mentor’s health the past two summers.

 Impressing the imminent high priest, Manaba, would require a display of hostility from Amaro.

“You’d destroy me and the relatives of your tribe to do this?” Koda asked in disbelief.

Amaro looked into the distance. His beautiful profile had ripened with maturity. His proud forehead and high cheekbones, the sharp cut of his jaw and hooked line of his nose over full, wide lips, were familiar and dear to Koda.

There’d been many training sessions as warriors where Koda had looked at the boyish version of this man, and had dreamed of having him as a lover. But warriors defended and took women to their dwellings. They didn’t entwine themselves with other men.

Still, Koda had thought often of his thickly muscled thighs and large hands. Until the honor came and they were parted, destined to lead their tribes for the good of the empire, and never meant to share land.

“You aren’t the boy I played with,” Koda told him sadly.

Amaro’s faced him, expressionless. “All boys grow to manhood if they’re worthy of it. The others die in battle.”

“I’ve grown to adulthood, Amaro, yet you claim I’m unworthy.”

“To lead, yes. You fought bravely,” the other man allowed. “You’ve earned respect as a warrior. As a leader, you’re weak.”

 “Compassion is not weakness. A sapling must give when the wind moves swiftly. It would snap, otherwise.”

Amaro smirked. “We aren’t saplings. I’m an oak with deep roots, braving the winds without injury. See where the wind bends you, old friend, but know that an empire cannot be built with green wood.”

“You crave Manaba’s admiration, yet he’s not trustworthy.”

“Manaba is blessed by the gods,” Amaro hissed.

It was true. They’d all been witness to his arrival through the Portal of the Gods, and the proof of his awesome gift to change shapes. Manaba truly bridged the physical and spiritual worlds as only a high priest could. To possess the ability of living in a man’s shape, or choosing the form of an animal meant the gods found him worthy. They allowed such a man to commune with all of nature in a way no other could.

And they’d delivered Manaba as Macawi grew frail with age, requiring a successor to rule the empire.

Once delivered through the gate, Manaba had been tested then apprenticed under Macawi. No, there was no doubt Manaba had the gods’ ears.

The gods couldn’t be wrong, though it seemed they’d made an error with the character of the one they’d sent. Yet those same gods had created Amaro.

Amaro’s black eyes glittered. If ever the gods had made a beautiful man, it was this one. Well-formed and strong, he wore the scars of battle with pride like any Arancayan man. On Amaro, they emphasized the firmness of muscle and length of his thigh. Koda longed to trace those warm lines with his hands, to delve between Amaro’s thighs and examine other godly gifts, yet never dared.

“He is blessed,” Koda agreed. “But will you stand by his side until the gods are angered by his wastefulness? Do you think the gods won’t notice those who fell alongside him?”

“I can’t be destroyed for doing what was commanded by a living god.”

Koda tempered his anger. “I want peace with us, brother.”

Amaro leaned in earnestly searching Koda’s face. “You’d have it, if you’d join me.”

“If I gave my people to you,” Koda corrected.

“There can be only one leader.” Amaro stepped back, twisting his closed fist on the spear he held. “I have no sister to offer you. It’s the logical solution.”

 “Renouncing my leadership to a girl of six summers is logical? I’d no longer be a man,” Koda snapped.

“I’d restore you as my advisor.”

“To a people that wouldn’t respect me. If I value myself so little, why should they value me at all?”

A sharp crack sounded in the distance. The ground rumbled with life. Above them the clear blue skies gave no evidence of the reason. From the other side of the clearing, they heard an ungodly howl of pain.

Amaro started running. Koda kept pace as they sprinted for the Portal of the Gods.






  
  


  


  


 Chapter Three



  

 

Flynn shook uncontrollably. The pain came from nowhere, yet it filled his body, jammed his nerve endings with confused signals, scraped the fine protective cover off each with steel wool. His moaning carried to him through a distance of sensory static.

Curled in a fetal position on his side, he managed to open his eyes and look at his clawed hands. Except they weren’t hands, they were paws.

 Shifted. No blood.

He knew that was good, but for the life of him, he couldn’t remember why not bleeding was a good sign. He rolled onto his feet, craning his neck to see the sky. Clear endless blue greeted him.

He blinked in confusion, torn between his spasming muscles, the shock of not knowing what had brought the blinding pain, and thinking he needed to get out of the rain. It took another moment before he remembered there wasn’t any rain. Which confused him all over again.

 Fortunately, the pain began to subside into numbness. Flynn didn’t test himself by stretching out his legs, for fear the spasms would return.

Alarmed male voices bombarded him. Flynn caught random syllables and he cautiously turned his head to see who spoke. Instinct told him to run and hide. Pain kept him in his place, but the hair on the back of his neck rose, and he growled menacingly at the approaching men.

 “…paapankamwa…” one of the men said.

 Paapankamwa. The word meant fox. Which was true, Flynn was in his fox form. However, more accurately, he was Chula, red fox. Shifting into a red fox was one of those genetic traits he’d inherited after six generations of nothing. But Flynn’s last name, Chula, had remained the same, a herald of the possible ability running through his family lineage.

The men squatted at his head. One held a spear. Both talked in hushed voices. Just like paapankamwa, other native words morphed into clear meaning. Some he didn’t understand, but most of them he did. What’s more, memories that had been like vague, muffled whispers sprang to life with understanding. The more they spoke, the more he understood.

The one with the spear gently rubbed the top of Flynn’s head to the scruff of his neck. Flynn growled. If this man meant to harm him, the scruff would be a logical place to hold him for the task.

 “…cocheta.”

 Stranger. They were telling him not to be afraid of the strangers. His consciousness was hungry for more words. Like the breaking of an egg, the yolk of understanding seemed to spread as the shells of language opened to him.

Flynn remained quiet, warily darting his gaze from one man to the other.

 “Atvgi’a.” Hear, the one with the gentle eyes said.

The man with the spear rattled off an angry set of words. Ahnigi’a, leave, was among them.

Flynn desperately wanted to make them shut up, and atvgi’a him, but the prospect of leaving with either of these two strangers didn’t appeal in the least. A fox was walking fur trade, considering the loin clothes these men wore.

And why aren’t they speaking English? We’re in the middle of Illinois, for God’s sake. They’re taking their method acting a bit far.

Flynn had forgotten the pain as it eased. The noise in his head subsided with it. Understanding of their language took less effort.

“It’s a gift from the gods,” the kind-eyed man insisted.

“Manaba is neither dying nor feeble,” The other returned, gripping his spear with predatory importance.

“The gods know Manaba will destroy our people. Perhaps they’ve sent another priest.”

The one called Amaro, snorted. “Manaba has only been here two summers. The gods couldn’t wish to replace him so soon. The fox is sign from the gods.”

 Manaba. Return to war. But Amaro had given it importance as though it were a proper name. Which was interesting. Flynn recognized that Amaro meant strong and was also used as a name by the man who’d wanted to help Flynn. He perked his ears in anticipation of hearing the name of that guy.

 “Manaba’s temple spills with blood sacrifices. He may be a priest, but even a priest can abuse the power of the gods.”

Amaro absently stroked Flynn’s fur. When he stopped to level a glare at the other man, Flynn nudged his palm with a wet nose.

Amaro immediately looked at him. “You like that, do you?”

 Intensely.

“We’ll speak of that another time. Send a runner to Macawi about this sign from the gods. I’ll care for him until you return.”

“Perhaps I am meant to care for it,” Amaro argued.

“I’m not a fool. We both discovered him. Send your best runner. I’ll see to the care of this little one.”

The unnamed man scooped Flynn up in his arms. He held him to his chest and scratched under Flynn’s chin.

Flynn tried to maintain some dignity and not nuzzle against his neck. He lost the battle, sighing into warm flesh and approving chin rubs.

Both men stood.

Amaro looked around. “We shouldn’t be standing in the portal.”

The other man seemed to agree, and they exited Woodhenge. Somewhere in his haze of pleasure, Flynn thought leaving with these two was a bad idea. He struggled against the man as his muscles started to twitch with residual pain. The man hushed him and held tighter.

Flynn snarled and opened his teeth on the wrist easily within reach, but didn’t close on it.

Amaro laughed. “He seems well enough, now, Koda. Put him down. If he’s from the gods, he’ll know to follow us.”

Koda, the man who held him, meant allies.

Flynn’s gaze moved between them. Then withdrawing his teeth, he lifted his muzzle and licked Koda’s jaw. He squirmed until Koda couldn’t hold him.

Flynn’s paws hit the ground, and he darted off several paces. He paused to look over his shoulder at the two men. Fire, seized Flynn’s joints. He howled long and high when it radiated outward to his muscles and skin. His body tingled with the sensation of a thousand needles, short-circuiting his will into a forced shift.

Animal howling became human yells. His eyes watered through the pain, and he watched his forelegs become arms, lengthening, widening, grotesquely shedding rusty fur for pale skin and fingers that gripped the grass as though it alone kept him from falling apart.

His shoulders spread and his ribcage cracked, reformed, filled with human lungs gulping mouthfuls of air. His knees broke and twisted, popped the opposite direction and Flynn pushed his toes deep into the dirt, holding on for dear life.

Gasping as the transformation subsided, Flynn collapsed on his side.

 

Amaro stilled as fox became man. Though his knees weakened, and his stomach quivered, he accepted what he saw as truth. The gods had chosen a change in his path. He’d hoped, when they’d seen the fox in the portal, that it had merely been a coincidence paired with timely thunder, but there was no mistaking the gods’ intent now.

A shifter was among them. That meant only one thing, Amaro and Koda had been chosen to prepare Manaba’s replacement. Should Manaba know, Koda had every reason to worry about the new priest’s fate. He would be killed, as would Amaro and Koda for finding him.

Beside him, Koda sucked in a sharp breath, and he wondered if Koda had the same dawning horror as he did. One apprenticed priest would never accept a challenger into his midst. Did the gods mean to tell them that as Macawi, his master, drew his last breaths and passed from this life into the arms of the next, Manaba’s reign would end? Or that the gods were so displeased with Manaba, that they’d sent another to replace him before the high priest could formally name his heir?

Amaro couldn’t reject what he’d witnessed with his own eyes. Or the burden the gods had placed on him and Koda to see it finished.

The man breathed, his lungs expanding beneath pale flesh unlike any Amaro had seen before. A soft groan escaped the stranger. Koda started toward him. Amaro blocked his way and Koda bumped into his outstretched spear arm.

“The gods have answered, Amaro.”

Koda seemed to have no difficulty in accepting the burden they’d been given.

“This will mean war among our people,” Amaro snapped. He didn’t know why he argued with Koda. They both understood the potential for disaster, and they both recognized they had no choice but to do as their gods demanded. The ones that found the priest were the ones chosen to test his worthiness, or the gods would have waited until another passed the portal before sending the shifter.

“Are you so determined to keep the favor of the blood priest that you’d disobey the ones who gave you breath?” Koda shoved his arm away and jogged the short distance to the sprawled man.

From here, Amaro could make out the rounded backside and long, lean thighs. Dark earth-colored hair curled around his calves and as though making a point, the gods drew down bright sunlight which caused shades of holy ochre to glint within each hair. Amaro’s breath caught. He touched the sacred pouch around his neck as realization dawned on him. A man given by the gods and anointed with ochre coloring on pale skin? There could be no mistaking that this man had been set apart as blessed above Manaba.

Amaro hurried to his side, astounded to find that the man’s hair, cut short, twisted and curled with golden-ochre lights inside each brown strand. Fearfully, he touched it, gasping at the thin, soft feel of it.

The man groaned again. He twisted his shoulders facing upward.

“Do you doubt now?” Koda asked him, his brown eyes daring Amaro to argue.

Amaro shook his head. “No. Now I only fear our futures for carrying out the gods’ wishes.”

Koda touched the soft hair, too. “He’s unusual.”

Amaro could hardly disagree. Features that might have appeared ugly seemed strangely appealing. His forehead was higher, his brows thicker and the same color as on his legs. He had more hair on his body too. It was something all the shifters shared. Body hair and skin slightly different than the various tones of the people.

Manaba’s pale brown hair had been unusual upon his arrival as well. His eyes, unusually golden in color, had astounded all the people in the empire. To look him fully in the eye was a challenge few took.

This new priest had more than unusual color. He had a form unlike Manaba’s. He had height and his body disdained the thin, sunken chest, and unformed muscles Manaba had. This new man gleamed with health and vigor.

His features were familiar, yet different. His nose had proud prominence, yet its angles were subdued. His cheekbones cut high, but were not wide. His lips were full, but the color of a budding flower. His jaw was strong, but not squared.

“He is,” Amaro paused to find the right word. “Beautiful.”

He noticed Koda’s gaze travel over the man’s form, and Amaro made a disapproving noise that didn’t stop him in the least.

Koda’s eyebrows rose.

“What do you see?” Amaro asked reluctantly.

Koda met his gaze, dryly. “A rightfully proud warrior.”

 “Silence,” the man said, lifting a hand to his temple and wincing. “Argue enough.”

Amaro and Koda exchanged looks. Koda shrugged.

The man blinked, and once again the men stared. Amaro had never seen eyes the color of pine needles before. It was as though the forest had hidden away deeply colored leaves, and when the gods had chosen to form a new priest, they’d sprung open the arbor-shaded treasures, just for this man.

“Looking strange at me?” the man said. There were other words in between his words which weren’t familiar to Amaro.

Amaro cocked his head. It had sounded like a question, but the formation of words and thoughts weren’t quite right. “What have the gods sent you to do, priest?”

 “Priest?” he asked. He put a hand on his bare chest. “Called, Flynn.”

“Flynn,” Koda repeated, though he didn’t appear to know why he was repeating the word either.

The man tentatively touched Amaro’s knee. Amaro scrambled back.

“You Amaro.” He then touched Koda, who swayed away, ready to leap to his feet if necessary. “You Koda.” He touched his own chest again. “Flynn.”

Amaro automatically filtered out the words he didn’t understand to catch the meaning of the ones he did.

“You’re called Flynn,” Koda said, understanding.

“We must begin testing him soon,” Amaro said.

“Tested how?” Flynn asked.

Didn’t the pale man know?

“Tested for the chastity of priesthood.” Amaro ignored the startled sound Flynn gave, and addressed Koda next. “I’ll send a runner to speak directly with Macawi.”

Koda lifted his chin in agreement. “I’ll take Flynn to our people, and they will help us while we test him.”

“How do you know your people won’t send word to Manaba?” Amaro demanded to know.

“How do you know your people won’t?” Koda countered.

 “Tested?” Flynn repeated. “What mean, tested?”

Koda and Amaro stared each other down, ignoring Flynn’s curled, naked form.

“Neither of us tell our people,” Amaro conceded at last. “He remains hidden through the testing time. When Macawi sends for him, then we tell our people.”






  
  


  


  


 Chapter Four



  

 

 

Flynn struggled to make himself clear. “What’s this about testing?” He knew he wasn’t making much sense to them. Plucking words from his veiled memories was getting easier, but he still missed a lot of others. For those, he threw in English.

Amaro and Koda looked at him. Their ebony hair falling past their shoulders, proud jaws and burnished copper skin were as real as he was. He had no idea what the fuck was happening, but these pranksters seemed completely sane, even if their words didn’t.

“You’ll be tested,” Koda assured him.

How could he understand them, but have so much trouble finding the right words to express what he meant. He’d felt the same way in college French classes. Understanding came first, followed by usage.

But  what language were they speaking?

 “Priesthood, yeah, you mentioned that. Look, I’m not a priest any more than you are.”

Amaro’s nostrils flared with anger. He pushed Flynn’s partially elevated body back to the ground. “You will not test me, Flynn-priest!”

“I think that’s my line, Amaro-brute. There will be no testing of the Flynn,” he shot back, knocking Amaro’s hand from his chest.

Amaro looked down at his palm, then at Flynn’s chest. His nose wrinkled and he brushed his fingers over the dusting of dark auburn curls across Flynn’s pecs and down his stomach.

Flynn grabbed his wrist. “Mind your manners, buddy. You’re sexy as hell, but I don’t find the prospect of confinement to be a turn on. That’s what you plan on doing right? Until this indigenous final exam is finished?”

“He has hair everywhere,” Amaro said to Koda out of the side of his mouth.

“He’s blessed with animal form. It’s natural he’d have aspects of his totem as a man,” Koda answered. “Manaba has body hair, too.”

“Not as much.”

Koda didn’t seem to have an answer for his pal.

Flynn sat up. “It’s been real nice chatting with you boys, but how about I leave you to this, uh, discussion, while I find some clothes and my tour guide?”

“Stay,” Koda commanded.

“I’m not your priest,” Flynn said, heading off the argument before he got going again.

Amaro grunted with annoyance. Roughly, he gripped Flynn’s thigh, pulling it until he’d exposed Flynn’s cock. Then reaching for it, Amaro cupped his balls and gently worked them.

Flynn wasn’t amused. He struggled to backward crawl out of reach, but Koda put a hand on his chest. That warning look and the pissed off one he got from Amaro, kept him still.

To Flynn’s embarrassment, his cock swelled.

Amaro gave a cry of triumph. “You are a priest.”

“It proves you gave me a hard on, not that I’m a priest.” Flynn scrambled away. He got to his feet, ready to bolt, or shift. God, he didn’t want to shift. He was still aching from the last time.

“I don’t know hard on.” Amaro rose too.

Koda followed suit.

Flynn motioned to his semi-erect cock. “Hard on.”

“All priests prefer sex with men. That’s why they require the test of chastity,” Koda offered casually.

“Jesus H. Christ! I’m gay, and while that may indeed be a state of holiness and worthy of almighty praise, my cock gets stiff if a man is messing with it. It’s anatomy, guys. Back the fuck down.”

Amaro inhaled sharply. “He wishes to join roughly. We must hurry toward his preparation before he takes a woman.”

Flynn didn’t know in what universe a gay man would ever take a woman, but this whole priest-chastity-testing thing was going to have to work itself out without him. “I’m gonna just go catch up with Bubblegum Barbie. I see the henge. Can you point me toward Mound 44? Or Monk’s Mound?” He turned a slow circle, keeping half an eye on Amaro and Koda. “Hell, just tell me where the road is and I’ll do the walk of shame all the way into town.”

“He uses odd words,” Amaro complained.

“Oh, yeah? Well, you’re an odd word,” Flynn countered.

Koda shrugged. Flynn seemed to make him do that a lot. Then, without warning, Koda tackled him, and rolled him to his belly. Wrists caught low on his back, Flynn knew he was well-pinned.

The spear butt hit the ground inches from Flynn’s face. Amaro pulled a leather thong from the waist of his loin cloth and held it out of visual range. Flynn felt it bite his skin as his hands were tied.

Koda climbed off, and together, he and Amaro lifted him to his feet.

“We must find a place for the testing.” Amaro said.

“I have a cave by the river. It can’t be seen from the drop edge.”

“Good. I’ll keep watch the first night. We will begin testing him tomorrow at first light.”

“Wait! People will miss me. I have a hotel reservation. You can’t just kidnap me like this and think no one will notice,” Flynn protested.

A sharp crack to the back of his head, dancing swirls of black and pinpricks of white filled his vision. Then the numbness wore off, and Flynn hit his knees. Suddenly, everything went dark.

* * * *

Flynn came to with a splitting headache. Something tickled his nose on each inhalation, and he discovered, upon opening his eyes, that he’d been placed on fur bedding. A cozy fire lit the walls of a dank cave. Remembering the earlier conversation, he supposed this was his holding cell.

With the backdrop of foliage and the barest hint of a river bed beyond, Amaro’s stoic form blocked Flynn’s exit. Given the amount of wild overgrowth, it appeared the cave was well hidden. The natural barrier against the cooler night air, and the insulating properties it provided for the warmth of the fire, left Flynn feeling surprisingly comfortable.

If not for the headache. And that he had to pee.

“Amaro.” Flynn croaked on the vowels. “I have to take a leak.”

Amaro’s ebony eyes shown like the very image of the evil heathen, firelight flickering against black-as-black iries. His dark hair, only shadows that draped loosely over his head, keeping the hollows shaded and deep.

Flynn could almost see this picture played out over pre-history, this same scene, the same man, the same fire, the same unspoken threat. Perhaps calling forth lingering spirits with chanted words and hypnotic drumbeats pounding their way beyond the skin, into the mind, into the very depth of his chest and drawing him unerringly into the unknown.

“Pee?” Flynn tried again. He couldn’t find a word in the recesses of his mind that translated, so he carefully sat up, nodded to his own crotch and made running water sounds.

Amaro’s lips twitched with humor.

 “Please.” I’m so shifting into a fox the minute they leave me alone. Doing it now wouldn’t work, since shifting took painful moments when he was left completely vulnerable. He’d begin a shift, and he’d be easily caught before he regained his senses.

Amaro’s gaze raked over him, not unpleasantly. Finally, he jerked his chin in an upward nod and rose. He put the spear down, well out of reach from Flynn, though he needn’t have. Flynn’s hands, still tied behind his back, had no practice of using a long pointy stick to untie them and fight his way to freedom. Amaro didn’t know that, though.

Amaro squatted, threading his arm through the crooks of Flynn’s elbows and helped him stand. He faced Flynn out at the rim of the cave. Then pushing the foliage aside, Amaro put a hand between Flynn’s shoulder blades and shoved.

For a split second, Flynn thought he was going to die, but Amaro caught his forearms.

“Really? You want me to just pee leaning out of a cave?” Flynn asked.

 “Finish,” Amaro growled.

“Fine, but I really don’t want to know what you have in mind if I ever need to do the other. How long have I been asleep?” he asked, making conversation as he relieved himself.

“One day.”

Flynn grimaced. Judging from the faintness through the leaves of the obscuring branches, more like a day and a half. It had turned to night already.

Once he’d finished, Amaro led him to a boulder. He lifted a hide bowl from a nook in the wall. Flynn saw two others, and a floppy thing, filled with water. Amaro used a forked branch to scoop rocks out of the fire pit and dropped them into the bowl. He did this over and over, replacing wet rocks with freshly heated ones until the water boiled. Then untying a pouch from his waist, Amaro dug through, scattering herbs into the hot water.

Near the fire, Flynn noticed various roots and leaves. Amaro silently chopped them into the pot with a wedged rock. What looked like a strip of jerky followed, then he put the bowl on the tripod over the fire.

“So you like to cook?” Flynn asked.

Amaro looked up speculatively, but didn’t answer.

“What are the other bowls of water for?”

Amaro brought one. He smashed a root against a rock, adding drops of water until it lathered, then scrubbed it into a paste. “Wash,” he told Flynn.

“You first,” Flynn snorted.

 Amusement flickered in Amaro’s eyes. He locked gazes with Flynn, which Flynn found a little unnerving. “I’m honored to begin the testing.”

“Hey, let’s just stop that kind of talk right here.”

Amaro fiddled with his waist thong. He got to his knees, legs spread, and pulled the loin cloth free. Flynn’s breath stuttered as firelight lovingly licked Amaro’s naked body.

“Je-esus!” Flynn swore softly.

Amaro seemed to know exactly how impressive he looked, hard body, dark tiny nipples and small, quarter-sized areolas. His thick, sleeping cock, coppery head winking at him from its hideout of foreskin, rested over heavy, dusky balls which drooped sullenly between his thighs on his nearly hairless body.

Amaro gave a succinct huff of approval, clearly pleased that Flynn understood how fortunate he was to lay eyes on Amaro’s gifts. It was pride well-founded. He sprinkled fresh water on himself, scooped up a palmful of sudsy root, and rubbed it on his body.

Flynn watched, fascinated as Amaro’s large hands touched himself. Amaro slowed when he noted Flynn’s interest.

“This test will be short lived, priest. I think you don’t like women.”

“No shit.”

The man paused. “You wish to…”

“No, no, it’s an expression. Just an expression,” Flynn hurried to say. “It means, you’re right. Women don’t interest me.”

Amaro chuckled. The sound spilled like wicked sin from his beautiful lips. “Koda and I will see that it’s true.”

“Maybe being held captive isn’t so bad,” Flynn mused. A little diversionary kink wouldn’t be terrible. His captors were sexy as hell, but they were still captors, he reasoned. Flynn mentally shook himself. “I’m not having sex with you or Koda. If you’d asked me out, taken me to dinner, there’d be something to discuss. Keeping me tied up isn’t exactly romantic.”

“It would go well with you to do as you were commanded by the gods. Mimiteh is upon us.”

 Mimiteh. Full moon. “What’s up with the full moon?” he asked cautiously.

“In three days time, you will be called by Macawi to stand before him and the virgins of the empire. You must resist them until the moon sleeps.”

“So the idea is to get me so hot for men that I never look at the women? Sweet!” Flynn licked his lips. “You got your work cut out for you. Better bring in all the hot men and let me stuff my cock in them. You never know when I’ll turn straight,” he informed Amaro in all mock-seriousness.

Alarm widened Amaro’s eyes. “You will have only me and Koda. Will that suffice to whet your appetite for men, priest?”

Amaro circled his soapy fist on his cock and slid in and out of the makeshift opening.

“I’ll make do,” Flynn choked.

Amaro nodded, pleased. “Good. You must never explore a woman’s body again. You will choose your consorts from the young men after you pass the testing.”

“I promise. Not one woman. Ever.” His eyes locked on Amaro’s soapy cock glistening in the firelight. No need for Amaro to know that Flynn was gay, through and through. There wasn’t a woman alive equipped to satisfy his needs. Maybe those other priests went both ways, but not Flynn.

What the fuck am I saying? I don’t want to be a priest.

Amaro groaned, enjoying his fist as he pumped into it with a more substantial thrust. The dark coppery head poked out the other end, precum like a diamond on its tip.

Flynn’s mind went blank, frozen except for Amaro’s pumping cock and the release suggested with each wet slide of flesh around flesh.

“You have more to say?” Amaro asked.

“Uh.” Flynn’s gaze remained fixed on the other man’s cock. “I, uh. I think I’m good for the moment.”

“You are not good to deny your calling.” Amaro stopped rubbing himself as he spoke.

Flynn was torn between asking Amaro to keep jacking off, or arguing the point that he’d been taken hostage, stripped naked by two strangers and really needed to get back to the hotel before his suitcase was taken for collateral or his card charged for another night.

Whoever Amaro and Koda were, they were diehard lunatics. Fucking awesome lunatics but still card carrying members of the crazy-pants society for crazies. Okay, so maybe he didn't think they were actually crazy, but it was an easy explanation to latch onto while he made sense of the rest of everything.

Maybe if he just played along, this whole thing would end peacefully. Maybe they’d let him go after they jacked off a lot, fucked him senseless, and slapped his ass. God, he wished he had his camera.

Which presented another series of concerns. When he’d shifted, he’d have left his clothes and all that was with them, behind. He hadn’t seen them at Woodhedge. Had Amaro and Koda taken his wallet, phone, identification, hotel key—they’d been in his pants pockets and jacket.

“What do you want?” Flynn asked. He tucked his chin to his chest looking at the other man guardedly.

“You will watch,” Amaro answered.

He resumed stroking his cock, taking up more water and moistening the engorged length. Once he grew rigid, Amaro finished soaping his body. He took the bowl of fresh water and rinsed himself off. Droplets shown like jewels in the darkened cave.

Despite his annoyance at being trapped, Flynn’s throat went dry. Amaro’s magnificence was undeniable. If circumstances were different, say they were in a club drinking at the bar, Flynn would have no qualms taking this man home with him.

“Now, I wash you.” Amaro’s husky voice dipped lower on that promise.

Flynn’s cock twitched in anticipation.

Amaro brought the remaining bowl to him and scooped another palm full of soap root. Flynn couldn’t tear his eyes from the approaching man’s bobbing cock.

“Rise.”

Flynn was already sitting on his heels. He wasn’t thrilled about exposing his attributes and revealing just how interesting he found Amaro’s. But Amaro reached him and pulled him to standing by the elbow. Then wetting his hands, he ran them quickly over Flynn’s body.

Flynn closed his eyes and willed his body to behave. He needn’t have worried about the wet down, it was the soap up which he should have feared. Amaro’s hands coasted over his body, kneading his shoulders and rubbing his pecs. He flipped across Flynn’s nipples, and Flynn swallowed a groan.

Flynn watched Amaro’s expression as he meticulously lathered every inch of Flynn’s torso. Hot hands slid easily through his chest hair then down his abdomen. He sucked in sharply. It didn’t stall Amaro’s downward progression in the least.

A groan ripped Flynn’s throat as Amaro handled his aching cock. He pumped it like he had his own, cupping Flynn’s balls in another sure hand, until he rocked his hips, fucking Amaro’s fist.

“Who do you think of?” Amaro demanded to know.

Flynn shook his head, not wanting to admit he was imagining Amaro’s mouth instead of his fist.

Amaro made his fist tighter, and Flynn shivered with need.

“What does she look like?” Amaro snarled.

Flynn’s eyes shot open and he turned his head to stare into Amaro’s snarling face. “She?”

“All men imagine a woman until they are trained otherwise,” he spat.

“Not this one,” he snapped.

He wasn’t sure if it was petulance or pride, but he wanted to shut Amaro up. He fucked the man’s hand and Amaro honestly thought Flynn wished it were a woman? Did he miss the erection Amaro’s nakedness caused? God, his balls were practically blue with need.

Amaro stepped menacingly closer. Something in his black gaze captivated Flynn. Emotions shifted just under the surface and Flynn wanted to know what they were. He thought he saw wariness, a touch of fear, perhaps lust. Could he hope he’d seen lust?

The man’s thumb circled the sensitive tip of Flynn’s cock on each pull, scattering his thoughts like so much dust on the wind. When Amaro’s soapy fingers split his ass cheeks to clean the tight rosette, Flynn lost all reserve. He abruptly leaned forward, kissing the man’s snarling lips and rejoicing when he tasted Amaro’s involuntary gasp.






  
  


  


  


 Chapter Five





  

 

Amaro hadn’t anticipated the kiss. He didn’t know why Flynn kissed him. A man didn’t have cravings for other men the way they craved women. He knew this was true, because that’s what warriors were taught. It’s what made the priests great. It’s what made them separate and mysterious.

He’d enjoyed women from time to time, though he enjoyed the companionship of other men more. What warrior didn’t? What warrior didn’t thrill at the hunt? Didn’t grow hard when defeating his enemy? What warrior didn’t embrace other warriors in celebration? They merely stopped short of partaking in the rights that were reserved for the priest.

Amaro tried to tighten his lips, to discourage Flynn from pressing his mouth against his. But instead of being horrified, Amaro was curious. There’d been times he’d looked at Koda and marveled at the grace of his form. He’d once found Koda laughing and had been unable to look away from the divine curl of his lips. As a youth, he’d once had a fleeting thought about what the handful of crushed wild berries tasted like on Koda’s lips.

Flynn tasted of wild mint. His lips were strong and possessing, not shy and soft like a woman’s. He was bold, opening his mouth to Amaro and invading him with his tongue.

This shouldn’t be, Amaro thought. Priests chose lovers, but not from warrior stock. They chose from boys groomed until they reached an age, and were bestowed the honor of joining as the priest’s tehila.

Flynn’s magic was great, if he could bring a warrior like Amaro to fullness and make him desire a joining. Flynn’s power frightened him, and he almost backed away. The pale man made the decision for him, bucking hard into Amaro’s hand, crying out with such great passion that Amaro’s own cock jerked as seed spilled from him seconds before Flynn anointed the air with jets of pure white essence that hissed and sizzled on the stones by the fire.

Amaro hurried to clean the soap root from Flynn’s body, shamed by his reaction to the priest. His hands shook, and he kept his eyes away, fearing Flynn would look into his soul and detect the secret he’d hidden from all others. The secret that only took Flynn’s kiss to free and caused him to spill his seed.

Gods, what have you brought upon me? Only a warrior can lead the people. Not 
tehila.

 

Flynn dropped to his knees as Amaro moved away without so much as a slap on his ass. Flynn struggled to control his breathing, feeling like the chaotic rasp told too much about the effect Amaro had on him. Not that ejaculating into Amaro’s fist had been subtle.

He took pleasure in remembering the hot spurt of cum hitting his hip as Amaro emptied on him. God, that would be one to remember when he got back home and jacked off to this moment.

He reluctantly admitted that he’d rather have had Amaro’s cum shooting down his throat, his own numb lips wrapped around that beautiful golden-brown cock. As surly as Amaro was, Flynn would bet a Benjamin that he tasted salty and bitter.

Flynn chuckled at the thought.

Amaro’s back went rigid as he stirred the pot of soup. Taking it off the tripod, he served up two gourd bowls. Putting them down, he crouched behind Flynn’s back. Flynn’s bindings loosened.

“It’s about goddamned time,” he muttered.

Amaro moved to the other side of the fire, between Flynn and the opening of the cave. He sat cross-legged and picked up his bowl to sip from it.

“Where’s Koda?” Flynn asked, needing conversation more than silence to sulk in. “Are you taking turns jacking me off, or do I get to fuck one of you soon?”

That finally got Amaro to look at him, but just as quickly, Amaro looked away. “You will fuck your tahila. We’re merely trainers, priest.”

 Tahila. That was lover, right?

“Let me get this straight. What you just did to my cock isn’t the same thing as being my lover? Because, baby, you were amazing.” Flynn added the last bit just to see Amaro cringe. He wasn’t disappointed. A smile tugged at Flynn’s lips. “Wait a sec. So, you’re telling me that you didn’t enjoy that at all? Really?”

“I have duties.”

“I see. And shooting your wad all over my side had nothing to do with enjoyment?” Flynn needled.

Amaro lifted his bowl, hiding his face. Behind him the foliage rattled. Amaro didn’t seem alarmed, but Flynn watched until he saw Koda’s friendly face.

“Hi, Koda.”

Koda lifted his brows. He smiled. The man had a killer smile. “Greetings,” he said, his tenor voice melting some of Flynn’s irritation. “Is it good?” he asked, gesturing to the gourd Flynn held.

Flynn shrugged. “I’ve had better.”

Amaro snarled into his soup.

“But the first course was amazing, wasn’t it, Amaro?”

“First foods? I don’t understand,” Koda said, taking a seat beside his friend. Amaro handed him the gourd when he’d finished and Koda scooped a bowl for himself.

“The thing you eat that prepares you for dinner. The appetizer?”

When Koda continued to look at him perplexed, Flynn tried again. “The sex was a nice warm up to dinner. Amaro’s a little stiff on the romance, but he’s a pretty good kisser.”

Amaro leapt to his feet. “Enough!”

Flynn leveled him with a look of bored tolerance. “You could work on your technique, though. Just a friendly suggestion.”

Koda’s gaze met Flynn’s with intensity. “You and Amaro pressed mouths?”

He didn’t know why the answer to that was so important, unless, of course, Amaro wasn’t out to his buddy. He had no doubt that Koda was into men. He’d seen him check out Amaro’s ass, and take interest in Flynn’s cock. Didn’t Koda know that Amaro liked to play for their team?

Amaro glared at Flynn warningly.

“Yeah, we pressed mouths.”

“Lies!” Amaro insisted.

“Are you two a couple? You aren’t going to get all jealous and pissed off at me for some lover’s triangle are you?”

Koda’s eyes widened sharply. “Tahila?” He shook his head vigorously no. “Wicasa itan.”

 Wicasa, man.  Itan, proud. Huh, he thought. “You can be a wicasa itan and still be a lover of another wicasa itan.”

Koda cocked his head thoughtfully. “Do the gods tell you this?”

“Sure. Yeah. That’s how I know,” Flynn said, rolling his head back on his shoulders. “Those kooky gods, they’re just full of contradictory information. Me and the gods, we’re like this,” he said crossing his fingers and holding them up.

He knew they hadn’t understood him fully.

“Listen, Amaro, we both know you jacked me off and shot your proud man juice all over me when I kissed you.”

Amaro roared with indignation. “See that he rests. We have three days,” he snarled as he stormed out of the cave.

Flynn blinked at Koda. Koda’s eyes were wide with uncertainty and more than a little bit of respect. Flynn kind of liked that look on him. “So…”

Koda finished his soup and put down the gourd.

Flynn crossed his legs, folding his hands in front of his junk. Koda followed the movement.

“You like men, and you’re a proud man,” Flynn said after a moment.

Koda met his gaze. “You cannot be a proud man and like men,” he countered, though a twinkle lit his eyes.

 Understanding dawned. Proud man was their description for warrior. Ah, well that makes a lot more sense. “Don’t ask, don’t tell, huh?”

Koda seemed to consider his words. Finally, he nodded. “You have strange words and strange ways of speaking about common practices.”

Flynn leaned forward. “In your tribe, men who like other men don’t tell others, they hide it. Especially when they are warriors,” he concluded.

Koda lifted his chin in agreement. “To speak of such things suggests you were overlooked as the priest’s lover. A tahila is chosen, Flynn. A man who is not a tahila, and is not a warrior, is nothing.”

“Wow, that sucks.”

 Confusion knit Koda’s brow.

Flynn now understood Amaro’s rage. If kissing were the mark of a lover, and Amaro had gotten off on it, his position in his tribe would be shaky at best. If Amaro had fooled Koda into believing he didn’t have leanings toward homosexuality, then likely Koda hadn’t revealed his homosexuality to Amaro, either.

“Well aren’t I just the little catalyst?” Flynn muttered under his breath.

He thought he’d said it in English, but he could no longer be sure. The words that didn’t translate no longer seemed much of a problem. It was just the usage of words, like sucks, that meant something else entirely to Koda and Amaro.

As far as shifting into fox form, he wasn’t sure what had caused that. Perhaps the contact with lightning had overloaded him somehow, and he had defensively shifted in his unconsciousness. Whatever had happened, it was the sum total of irregular events that had him stumped. Flynn rolled to his side on the fur pallet. His head still throbbed from the strike that had knocked him out. He stared into the depths of the fire, appreciating Koda’s silence from the other side.

First he’d rest, then he’d try to find a way to get home. Or to the hotel.


* * * *

Flynn rolled to his back as the twitter of insanely happy birds chattered feet from the cave opening. He thought again about the things that didn’t add up.

He hadn’t heard a plane fly overhead, or the hustle of nearby traffic. Amaro and Koda hadn’t slipped up either. Nothing they carried, said, or did spoke of modern conveniences. Flynn had a distant memory of faraway stories involving Woodhenge being called the Portal of the Gods and myths of movement between this world and the next beginning there. His mind still wrestled with the inconsistencies he’d already seen around Woodhenge. He knew there weren’t two of them. He also remembered being struck by lightning, yet he had no burn marks or blisters on his skin. Hell, maybe he was already dead.

Flynn didn’t like the direction his thoughts had taken, and he pushed them aside to ponder over, later. He dragged his fixed gaze from the flickering hearth to Koda, who sat quietly watching him, just as he had the night before when Flynn drifted into sleep.

He’d stopped trying to make sense of how he could easily communicate using a language he wasn’t born with. There wasn’t a reasonable explanation. Nor was there one for why there hadn’t been a road or any sign of civilization at Woodhenge when he’d shifted back. His brain hadn’t tried to define the differences, mostly because Flynn felt ridiculous playing sci-fi what-if.

What he did define, was the unspoken shame in the man across from him. It had been prevalent since their conversation about sexuality in Koda’s culture. Flynn had lived that once, and wouldn’t do it again. He’d noted Koda’s curiosity in the differentness of Flynn’s body. For now, he’d start with that.

Koda held out a gourd bowl with what smelled like corn meal mush. Flynn sniffed it then followed Koda’s lead by scooping some with his fingers and tasting it. Bland, grainy mush coated his tongue.

“This would benefit from some salt,” Flynn muttered.

Koda got up. Taking a blackened branch from the fire, he pulled out a stone knife and chipped the blackened char into Flynn’s bowl. Flynn looked at him skeptically.

“Mix,” Koda told him.

Flynn mixed the mush and took another bite. The grainy crunch of ash did add salt. Unfortunately, it still wasn’t flavorful. “Mmm,” he told Koda anyway.

Maybe it was pity. Maybe it was budding friendship with a hefty dose of lust. Maybe it was self-preservation and trying to win over his captor to gain his freedom, but Flynn’s curiosity wouldn’t be held back any longer.

He’d never been a promiscuous man, but he wanted Koda’s hands on him the way he’d had Amaro’s. He didn’t know how much time he had left until Amaro came back to take his watch, but it couldn’t be long. If seducing Koda netted Flynn freedom to move around outside the cave, so be it. It was a win-win situation, right?

Flynn put down the bowl, and leaned back on his hands, giving Koda an unobstructed view of his naked body. Koda had been interested in looking at him last night. Maybe some of that curiosity lingered.

Koda’s gaze strayed to Flynn’s groin.

“You’re curious,” Flynn said. He smiled at Koda. “Go ahead. Look.”

As Koda’s gaze drank him in, Flynn’s cock filled and lifted. Koda’s perusal stilled on Flynn’s penis.

“What are you curious about?” Flynn asked after a moment.

“You are very pale. Why did the gods remove you before your skin finished baking?”

“My skin is finished. Come touch me and see for yourself,” Flynn encouraged.

Koda gave him only a parting look of skepticism before he crawled toward Flynn. Koda scooted close, just shy of touching, and sat by Flynn’s hip. He stayed perfectly still, turning his head toward Koda, but not challenging him with a direct look.

“Don’t try to leave your testing.”

Ah, the requisite warnings of dire consequences.

“Our people need you, and the gods have heard our cries. You were brought to defeat Manaba’s reign, but our people won’t follow you if you’re not at least his equal.” Koda cautiously ran the tips of his fingers through Flynn’s hair. “You’ve been given beauty and form for the task, but they’ve left your training to us.”

“Why would they do that?” Flynn asked, wanting Koda to think about how preposterous it sounded to send a savior who wasn’t ready for battle. “Why wouldn’t they just send a man who knew what he was doing?”

 “Knowledge doesn’t provide wisdom.”

Flynn blinked. “I think I read that in a fortune cookie once.”

Koda’s curious fingers pushed gently at Flynn’s shoulder, seeming to test the resilience of his flesh. They dragged lower, over his ribcage. Flynn twitched and laughed. Koda smiled, nodding his head with approval.

His hand fell away as it reached Flynn’s hip. Only his eyes continued the journey, his lips parting as his gaze came to rest on his cock again. Flynn had no illusions about Koda’s interest.

“Go ahead,” he murmured.

Koda barely brushed the length of Flynn’s cock with the same three fingertips.

Flynn bit back a groan at the feather light tickle. “Touch me, Koda.”






  
 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

He  was touching the god-man. He wanted to touch so much more! Never had he been given permission to touch another man so intimately as this. He half-feared his fingers would shrivel and curl like burning vines. When nothing painful happened, he carefully slipped his fingers beneath the heavy weight of pale cock until it rested on his palm.

Flynn made a choking sound, much the same way Koda would make if Flynn were to touch him. His eyes sought the priest’s. Bright and green, his direct look didn’t frighten him, it fascinated him. Did he see things the same as Koda did? How did the world appear to a man whose eyes were filled with layers of green and gold?

There was no hesitation in Flynn’s bold stare. Perhaps he wasn’t made like Manaba and the other priests. Perhaps testing wasn’t necessary. Flynn didn’t seem timid having a man touch him. The other priests had to have their chastity confirmed with long rounds of testing. Long days of no female contact lest their purity be compromised by a priest lusting for a woman.

Koda saw no evidence that this man would lust for any female. The idea of it, of freely touching Flynn without restraint, made his cock achingly eager. The loin cloth bound him uncomfortably, and he shifted up on one hip, his knee accidentally brushing Flynn’s thigh.

“Koda, don’t be shy. Touch whatever you want. I like your hands on me.” He nodded to the proof, proudly erect between his thighs. “I’d like you to touch me a whole lot more.”

Koda cupped Flynn’s penis. His knee lightly rested on Flynn’s thigh, and Koda leaned in. He kept his eyes on Flynn’s until he was too close to his neck to see him.

Flynn smelled different than other men. Warriors carried the aroma of earth and sweat. Though Flynn was far from being a child, he smelled like the tribe children after they’d splashed in the creek bed, but slightly tangy. He didn’t know this smell.

 Experimentally, Koda darted out his tongue to see if he tasted tangy too. Flynn gasped, his body tensed, but he didn’t try to escape, and Koda did it again. This time he flicked his tongue on the outside curve of Flynn’s neck. His skin tasted sweet, Koda decided.

The man shuddered at the tiny licks, and Koda felt absurdly powerful.

His hand closed around the shaft. He’d noticed that Flynn’s penis looked different than his. Not just pale, but the exposed head seemed strangely bold.

He sat up to examine Flynn’s cock. His thumb stroked the darkening tip, smoothing the moisture in a way he knew would get a favorable response, since he’d touched himself this way often.

Flynn’s head dropped back, closing his eyes as he surrendered to Koda. He let go of the cock to tug at Flynn’s thighs, until he uncrossed his legs and opened them. Then Koda pushed his hands on Flynn’s chest, laying him back.

Like this, Koda had full view, and command, of the priest’s body. He just didn’t know what to do with it. He knew he liked stroking his own cock, and from what was told earlier, Amaro had already done that. What else did a man do with such a feast before him?

He sat back on his heels, where he’d taken position between Flynn’s splayed legs. Pressure built behind Koda’s chest as frustration took hold.

 “Flynn-priest, what is done between men?” he asked, feeling foolish. He and Amaro had been given the honor of directing a god among men, and he didn’t know how to proceed. His failure stung.

Flynn sat up. “I can show you.”

Flynn scooted closer, slowly bringing his hands up to cup Koda’s arms. Instinct told Koda to free himself, that this could become a hold to overpower him, but the look in the other man’s eyes gave a different message.

He stroked Koda’s biceps, rubbed over his shoulders, buried his fingers in Koda’s hair, almost painfully. Koda refused to flinch. Flynn dragged him down, hesitating just enough to let Koda push him away if he chose.

A kiss. Flynn wished to kiss him. A forbidden flutter tickled his gut.

“I know to your people a kiss between men could be bad for you. For mine, it’s what two people who are attracted to one another do when they want to get closer,” Flynn said. “May I kiss you, Koda?”

He studied the pale pink lips, so close to his. Flowering like a warm promise, the husky whispered confession that Flynn wanted a connection, undid him.

“Yes.”

He chuckled. “Tell me if you like it.”

Did Flynn truly wish to talk with their faces so near? Wouldn’t conversation be better served when they could look at each other without the distraction of nakedness? Mildly irritated with yet another unimportant distraction, Koda grumbled. “I will like it. Kiss me now.”

Flynn’s bright green eyes flared with lust. Roughly dragging Koda forward, their lips crashed together. Flynn wrapped a free arm around his shoulders and dragged Koda to the ground on top of him.

At first, Koda panicked, fighting to get away, until he realized Flynn wasn’t doing anything more than holding him, kissing him. He relaxed, accepted the feel of the man beneath him, marveled at how they breathed together. Flynn’s lips softened, and their mouths slid together.

 Tentatively, Koda kissed him back. He’d kissed women. Kissing Flynn was not the same, and yet it was done the same.

His hands coursed down Koda’s spine. Did he mean to disarm him of his knife? He discarded doubt when large, hot hands clutched his ass and squeezed. Koda groaned, rocked his pelvis against Flynn’s. Thought stuttered on the sublime feeling of his hard cock grinding on the other man’s.

He couldn’t help himself. Flynn’s coaxing lips and tongue, his easy acceptance of Koda’s desires, his hands kneading Koda’s ass as though it were dough for flatbread, overwhelmed him. Koda rocked hard, humping Flynn’s cock, certain he was making a fool of himself and equally as certain he couldn’t resist. Another grind prickled his skin with cold and hot and intense satisfaction.

Flynn rolled them, pinning him to the hard cave floor. “Not so fast, sweetheart. I want to enjoy you a little.”

It sounded like a threat, and Koda struggled, especially when Flynn tugged at the loincloth. Koda grabbed at his hands.

“Hey, easy, Koda. You’ll like this.” He panted as he spoke. Those were not the words of a threat.

Flynn gave up on the tie and pulled at the fabric of the loin cloth. Koda slipped the leather free, and his cock sprang into the cool cave air. He’d always been proud of his endowments, but seeing the way Flynn looked at him made his chest burst with renewed pride.

Flynn pulled back the foreskin from the rim of Koda’s cock head and did something amazing. He took Koda in his mouth. Deeper, deeper he engulfed him. Koda swallowed his garbled groan, his fingers scrabbling in the dirt only to give up and find purchase in Flynn’s unusual hair.

He clutched Flynn’s head on either side. Koda’s eyes rolled back. Light exploded behind his eyelids as Flynn began to move, completely stealing Koda’s air.

Koda vaguely heard the pathetic whimpering sounds and womanly cries of ecstasy that surely couldn’t have been his own. Flynn’s mouth dragged up and down Koda’s cock. His tongue swirled the tip, dipping in the tiny hole at the top, then back down again. Flynn’s throat worked, swallowing, his nose buried into Koda’s pelvis, then up again, cool air tormenting the naked wet base only to be swallowed down. Over and over Flynn took him.

Koda fisted Flynn’s hair. Flynn grunted, but Koda couldn’t seem to let go. All he knew was he wanted the bright pin point of pleasure to ignite. Flynn pulled up to the tip of Koda’s shaft, pumping the moistened base with his tight fist. Pleasure burst into flame. Flynn cupped his balls, stroking them.

With a mighty cry, Koda bucked his hips into the promise of Flynn’s mouth as his seed shot from him in thick jets. Flynn never let go, taking Koda’s essence into himself, stroking the shaft and flicking his tongue on the flared rim to coax out every last drop.

Koda fell back, staring up in wonder. The branches covering the mouth of the cave rustled suddenly and Amaro appeared through them.

Flynn glanced over from his place over Koda’s wet penis.

Koda cringed. The shock on Amaro’s face brought back the feelings of shame Flynn had chased away.

“What is this?” Amaro demanded.

 

“Mouth sex,” Flynn answered dryly. There was another word for it, in English, but his ability to draw forth words he grew up speaking every day, had become increasingly difficult. He gave up trying, using words that were readily available and native.

Amaro looked doubtful. “You’ve begun the preparation?”

Flynn cocked an eyebrow. “This is testing? I think you need to explain a few things.”

His recent conquest struggled to sit up. Flynn got comfortable, nuzzling Koda’s balls, tracking a hand up his torso to rub his flat nipples. Koda stopped struggling.

Amaro walked around them, looking with interest at what Flynn was doing. When Flynn daringly took Koda’s balls into his mouth and suckled, both men gasped.

Amaro whipped out a bone knife, grabbed Flynn’s hair, and held the cutting edge tight against his throat. “Release him!”

Flynn let the prize fall from his lips. The blade eased and Flynn was able to swallow. Flynn shook. He’d almost forgotten that he was a captive, even if they thought he was a living god of sorts.

Koda grunted. “You shouldn’t stop what you don’t understand,” he said hoarsely to Amaro. Koda lifted his hips, nudging Flynn’s chin with his groin.

Amaro still crouched over Flynn, but seemed to take Koda’s motion as permission to continue and his dark glare as a warning not to interrupt again.

 Cautiously, Flynn took the sac into his fear-dried mouth. Amaro had snatched the fun right out of the moment, and turned it into awkwardness. Koda’s gaze pulled from looking over Flynn’s shoulder, to looking at Flynn. Intensity burned in his chocolate gaze as Flynn took the first tentative strokes with his tongue.

He held the man’s balls in his mouth. Though it could have been a demeaning position, it was, in fact, one of power. He could hurt Koda, or he could continue showing him one of many ways men could make love together. Koda licked his lips as his breathing sped. Sometimes it shuddered, his ribs jerking into an inhalation, need for air warring with sensation for control of his lungs. Koda’s eyes almost stared through Flynn’s.

His mouth no longer dry, Flynn laved and nuzzled Koda eagerly. He enjoyed watching the man squirm and his flagging cock fill sluggishly with renewed interest. Flynn wondered how far Koda and Amaro would let him take this. His cock burned for release, ached to shaft the firm, copper ass that clenched with pleasure beneath Flynn’s efforts.

Amaro had changed positions yet again. He squatted near Flynn’s head, apparently fascinated by what he saw.

Flynn put a finger in his mouth then dragged the moisture to Koda’s puckered hole. He circled it and smiled when Koda tossed his head. Koda moved his hips, pushing at Flynn’s finger. His natural desires and freedom to explore them, surprised Flynn, but he wasn’t about to point it out when he had a writhing warrior beneath him.

The urge to grind crawled up Flynn’s spine and gripped the back of his scalp. Beneath him was cave floor. He hoped Koda accepted his cock as easily as he accepted a finger tickling his opening.

Giving it a test, he pushed the end digit of his finger into Koda’s body. Koda grunted and his eyes popped open. Flynn knew he had to tread carefully, so he wiggled it around. He pulled off Koda’s balls and gently raked his teeth along the sensitive flesh of Koda’s inner thigh. Koda hissed and accepted the tiny invasion.

“You must take him into you. The gods command it,” Amaro said thickly.






  
 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

“Do you have grease?” Flynn asked hopefully.

Amaro gave him a strange look, but extracted a small pot from the food pouch and handed it to him.

Flynn nearly wept with joy that he’d actually be expected to enter Koda’s hot, tight well, instead of being slashed for trying it. No longer fearful of acting too forward, he applied some of the grease to his middle finger, and added it to the other already inside Koda. Koda reacted by grabbing Flynn’s hair and pulling. Not to move him onto Koda’s cock, but to make Flynn stop.

Flynn looked up, keeping his two fingers lodged as he waited for Koda to accept him. “Relax your body,” he told him soothingly. “Push against my fingers, and breathe.”

He caught the flash of panic in Koda’s eyes. He couldn’t show fear without seeming less than the warrior he was. It was ironic. By being the lover of a priest, their culture would remove a man’s warrior status. But by being called to test a priest when others weren’t available, he might retain his status. Still, the fact that Flynn caused him to feel pleasure and discomfort at the same time, and being required to lay still for the act, seemed to create that same conflict internally. Koda needed to show no fear in being taken by another man, to save face in front of his warrior brother. But in being taken by another man, he had to lie submissively.

Strange paradox. Good thing Flynn didn’t have to understand the struggle to know that the man he wanted to bed, needed a little more adjustment time. Flynn moved up his body, keeping his fingers in place and stopping when he was able to nibble along Koda’s lateral oblique muscles that veed toward Koda’s groin. He slid his tongue along the groove and scraped his teeth lightly on Koda’s abdomen.

The tight muscles clenching Flynn’s fingers relaxed, and Flynn slowly pumped them in and out of his body. Flynn grabbed Amaro’s wrist.

At first Amaro resisted, but Flynn turned his head to look up at him. “Weren’t you called, too?” he asked the proud man.

Amaro’s eyes narrowed, and his beautiful lips tightened, but he jerked his chin up in agreement.

Flynn pulled his wrist, placing Amaro’s hand flat on Koda’s chest. “Touch him.”

Amaro jerked his hand away. “He doesn’t require testing.”

Flynn leisurely pumped his fingers into Koda. He added a third when Koda propped himself up again to watch the conversation. Flynn wanted to keep him prepared so he rubbed over the prostate. The sudden guttural cry from Koda served to catch Amaro’s attention and keep Koda pleasurably distracted.

Need fogged Flynn’s mind, but the idea of seeing the proud Amaro touching Koda while Flynn fucked Koda in the ass, was too great a temptation to divide Flynn from his purpose. Flynn lowered his voice. “I’m going to put my cock as deep into Koda as I can. You want me to do that, right?”

Amaro agreed.

“Then put your hands on his body and play with those tight little brown buds. And, Amaro,” Flynn said, pausing to make sure he had the man’s attention. “If you like it, and like what you see, I wouldn’t stop you if you decided to mount my ass while I do it.”

Amaro’s nostrils flared. It was the only sign that Flynn’s words had either surprised him, horrified him, or turned him on. Flynn hoped it was all three. The idea of getting under Amaro’s skin with lust, made Flynn so hard, he was ready to burst.

“This would please you, priest?” Amaro asked darkly.

Flynn chuckled, low and rough. “I’ve seen your warrior’s cock. It would please me greatly to be impaled by it.”

Amaro lowered to his side. He touched Koda’s chest and pinched the nearest budded nipple. Koda’s shock was measurable, but his eyes glazed over and lust rode him high. Flynn pushed his fingers relentlessly across Koda’s prostate.

Flynn pushed Koda’s foot to his ass, parting the muscular globes for viewing. He scooped up some more cooking grease and slathered it on his aching cock. Then poising the slicked head at Koda’s prepared opening, he pushed in.

Koda flailed. His throat worked, and his brow knitted with pain.

Amaro stopped what he was doing, tensed as though prepared to fight for Koda’s comfort.

“Keep touching him, Amaro. Make him feel good,” Flynn directed. Then turning his attention to Koda, Flynn searched the man’s troubled gaze. “Tell me when you’re ready.”

Koda appeared to be holding his breath. The squeeze he had on Flynn’s cock made him dizzy with need. His body trembled with the urgency to fuck with everything he had.

 “Breathe,” Flynn said on a groan. “Please breathe, baby. I don’t know how I can keep from moving for much longer.”

The words finally sunk in. Koda blinked several times and began breathing again. He relaxed his ass and Flynn slowly retreated.

Amaro continued to touch Koda, but Flynn also felt tentative touches on his ass. Amaro’s hand swept up Flynn’s back to his shoulder, then down his spine.

“Yes, Amaro. I like that,” he encouraged. “Koda, do you like what he’s doing?”

At Koda’s distracted head lift, Flynn growled, “No. Tell him in words.”

Flynn flexed his hips a slammed home.

Koda cried out. “I like it.”

“Tell him what you like,” Flynn commanded. He ebbed out as slow as the first time. Koda looped a powerful leg around Flynn’s hips, urging him back inside. Flynn held off, delaying both their pleasure. “Tell him.”

“I like your hand on me,” Koda mumbled.

Flynn pushed deep inside him. “Do you like it when he pinches your nipples?”

“Yes.”

Amaro pinched and twisted the brown bud.

“Take his cock in your hand,” Flynn told Koda.

Koda quickly reached for it, pushing aside the leather cloth, and wrapped his hand around Amaro’s cock.

“Good,” Flynn praised. “Fuck his dick with your hand, Koda. I want him hard.”

Flynn thrust into Koda, taking the planted foot and raising the leg until it draped Flynn’s shoulder. It changed the entry, insuring that he’d strike Koda’s prostate on each thrust.

“He’s already hard,” Koda said, his words becoming strangled as Flynn continued to fuck him.

Amaro squeezed Flynn’s ass, rubbed it. His fingers delved into Flynn’s crease with improving enthusiasm. Flynn got to his knees, spreading his legs wide, to present himself for Amaro, as he elevated Koda’s hips for fucking.

As he hoped, his swinging balls made for an undeniable temptation for the other man. Amaro held his hand beneath Flynn. Flynn felt it as his testicles swished over the open palm. He groaned, increasing the speed of his thrusts.

“Koda, take yourself in your hand. I know you must need release soon,” Flynn told him. “Amaro, take my ass. Your delay displeases the gods.”

It gave Amaro the apparent permission he needed. Flynn knew it was going to sting like hell, but he was so ready to shoot his load that the pain might help him hold off a little longer, until they were all ready to come.

Amaro kneeled behind him. He felt the cool slide of grease on his ass, breathing a sigh of relief that Amaro had copied Flynn’s actions with Koda. Leather loincloth and knife flew off to his right, near the fire. Flynn stopped to give him time to get in place. Koda complained and grabbed Flynn’s head, dragging him down, and inadvertently giving Amaro better access. It almost made Flynn laugh that two inexperienced men could have such raw talent for buggering.

The laugh died before it had been given life. Soft, pliant lips moved against Flynn’s seconds before Amaro’s cock breeched Flynn’s ass. Flynn’s pained gasp was swallowed in a searing kiss, as Koda’s tongue gained entrance into his mouth, while Amaro’s thick, hard shaft pushed into Flynn’s ass against the spasming muscles. Filled at both ends, Flynn realized he was no longer the one in control of the orgy, but a slave to the two men sandwiching him.

Heated body beneath and above, probed at both ends and subject to their whims, any remaining inhibitions Flynn had, left him. Amaro pushed the final inches in, grunting with his success. His fingers bit Flynn’s hips and the pressure of his added weight nudged Flynn that much deeper into Koda. All three were left gasping as sensation ruled sense.

Flynn briefly thought of condoms then tossed the thought aside. Such a modern invention didn’t have a place here. He didn’t stop to question the wayward thought. God, what a rush! He didn’t think he could go back to one on one sex when he had these two men linked to him so perfectly.

Like the idea of a condom, sex with anyone but Amaro and Koda slipped away. This felt too right. Too connected.

Amaro began to move. Flynn, too, eased into rhythm. He pumped deep and strong into Koda, then Amaro pressed into Flynn. Amaro would begin his withdrawal. Flynn would begin his, when he felt the tug of Amaro’s flared cock head pull at Flynn’s muscled ring.

Back and forth, slowly at first, then building momentum, they moved. At times, they lost rhythm to enthusiasm, bumping awkwardly, body to body. Amaro slipped out once, but quickly replaced himself.

Koda’s lips called to Flynn again, and reaching between their two bodies, he pushed Koda’s hand away, and took the man’s cock in his fist.

“Gods, Koda, you feel like magic,” he murmured against his lips.

Amaro’s fingers clutched Flynn’s hips like a vise as his hips pumped more erratically. The forceful grinding, worked Flynn’s hips into Koda, and Flynn went with the momentum, following Amaro’s inexperienced, but talented lead. Flynn jerked Koda’s cock, swirling his thumb over the naked tip.

Suddenly Koda clawed at Flynn’s shoulders, shouting his release as cum bathed Flynn’s chest. He fucked the man’s hole as hard as he could, eyes transfixed on Koda’s parted lips and heavily lidded eyes. Beads of sweat trailed down Flynn’s temples, and he no longer held back his orgasm as lightning sensation streaked up his cock. Flynn’s ass clenched hard with a final thrust, his hips jerking roughly against Koda’s ass. Fireworks exploded behind Flynn’s eyelids and release found him insensible as he fucked himself dry into Koda’s hot body.

Behind him, Amaro bellowed as he rammed his hips against Flynn’s ass, over and over. The sensation prolonged Flynn’s pleasure until he shook with it, his cock twitching. Flynn lifted his hips, and Amaro joined them in ecstasy.

It seemed to Flynn that his lovers where equally exhausted. He put one hand behind him, clutching Amaro’s naked ass. The other he cupped under Koda’s rear, and rolled them to the side, on top of Flynn’s sleeping furs. Despite the attempt, their cocks slid free.

No one moved, and huddled between the warm bodies of the most amazing men he’d ever met, Flynn gave in to fatigue.






  
 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

Amaro lay motionless until the deep sounds of sleep came from the other two men. Then carefully extricating himself from the tangle of limbs, he eased away and headed for the narrow river bed several feet below. He busied himself digging up soap root, making a paste, and washing his body.

His hands shook as he cleaned the intimate parts of him that had never entered a man until that day. As a boy, he’d known. He’d prayed not to be called to stand before the priest. If he’d been chosen, the priest would have been his only mate. If he had not been, Amaro would have been ostracized. Hiding his nature had been the only choice. At the time.

 Fighting, stalking, protecting, and the freedom to roam the forests, hunt the streams, leave the prying eyes of people who might guess his secret had been necessary. Why expose himself to the scrutiny of the people, when his options were being outcast, or being bedded by a wrinkled man?

Looking at his open palms, he saw beyond the slick opalescent smear of soap root and into recent memory. He’d never believed it could be like that with a man. He only knew that a woman’s body held no attraction, and the only way he’d bedded them in the past was to close his eyes, think of Koda and end the work quickly.

Numbly, Amaro stepped into the swiftly moving current and splashed the icy water over his face and shoulders.

He glanced over his shoulder at the nearly indiscernible entrance of the cave Koda had chosen. Seeing that the leaves barely stirred, Amaro returned to his cleaning. He bent and scooped up the water, sloshing it along the planes of his chest and abdomen. His sated cock tingled pleasantly with cool relief.

How many times had he been with Koda on a hunt and admired the lean, toned lines of his hindquarters as he’d crouched, motionless? How many times had he looked into his brown eyes, paler than most and wondered what passion would look like stirring in the depths? Of wishing that the slight brushes of hands and arms, passing weapons or signaling strategy, would hold longer than necessary?

Too many.

Amaro finished rinsing. He climbed the stony wall to the cave, retrieved the hide containers and animal bladders then filled them with fresh stream water. Plucking another soap root as he passed, Amaro returned, taking a spot near the fire. He stoked it to life adding timber as he watched the men sleep.

Flynn flung out an arm, pulling Koda close. Koda’s eyes opened, confusion warming to satisfaction as he seemed to recall the past few hours. He propped himself up and looked over at Amaro.

They were warriors, Amaro reasoned. No one would fault them for doing their duty by the gods. They might wonder at their readiness to serve as male consorts, but there would be no shame in what they’d done. Preparing a priest was an honor.

Flynn would be given a dozen or more young men or boys to choose from when he assumed his position of power. Amaro and Koda would fade into their old roles. It was expected.

Koda slipped from Flynn’s hold. Like Amaro, he left the cave to clean and relieve himself. When he came back, Amaro and Koda would jointly wash the priest’s body then ready him for more.

Once the branches separated Koda from him, Amaro breathed a little easier. He’d hidden his great affection for the other man too many years for it to come easily. It would serve no purpose to show it now, either. After the testing, they’d go to their respective tribes and continue on, blessed with the finest parcel of crops and guaranteed a portion of every large kill, payment from the brother tribes for the service they provided the priest.

Amaro enjoyed looking at the pale man. His skin captured the light and seemed to glow. His hair, not giving off the ochre colors seen in the sunlight, looked dark brown and soft. It sifted like air through Amaro’s fingers. He’d never seen anything to compare it with. He touched his own hair, and the coarse strands felt too human. Not like the man-god asleep nearby.

His eyes trailed over Flynn’s exposed back, the indent before the generous rise of his smooth, pale ass, then down the firm thighs of a warrior. Priests were soft, unhoned by work and the hunt. All priests given through the Portal of the Gods were similar. Flynn was not. He had the body of a warrior. The agreeable lines appealed to Amaro and begged to be examined by curious fingers.

Flynn rolled toward the fire, giving Amaro yet another pleasing view. His gaze followed the turn from calf to shin, across boney knees and the swell of muscled thighs covered with golden brown hair. Finally, he allowed himself the privilege of admiring the sleeping snake nestled between his legs. It spilled limp and long toward the earth. Heavy, wrinkled balls, dark and dusky compared to the rest of him, hung beneath.

Amaro had seen many cocks, but Flynn’s was different. Flynn’s looked…beautiful, if such a word could be assigned to a man’s root. He knew it to be satiny smooth over warmed stone, just as his own. Yet there was a difference. When aroused, Flynn’s cock head darkened to a ruddy earthen color. His shaft pinked when stroked. Like Flynn’s cheeks when he grew aroused or angered. No excess skin covered the tip of his cock. Amaro had heard of some warrior tribes that clipped the skin, but he’d never seen it.

In the river, he’d pulled back his own skin, holding it and squinting as he imagined what it would be like to always have his tip revealed. He had decided such a thing would make him constantly eager for sex. An unbearable distraction for a warrior on the hunt.

But Flynn’s cock fascinated him.

As he watched, it filled and lifted. Amaro couldn’t tear his gaze from the waking serpent. His own cock readily responded, thickening as he watched Flynn’s root lift away from the ground. Amaro managed to drag his gaze upward, checking to see if Flynn slept. Bright green eyes looked back at him.

Amaro gave a startled, unmanly sound.

“Damn, the way you look at a man is a wet dream,” Flynn murmured. His eyes crinkled at the corners, something Amaro had learned to associate with humor from Flynn.

Koda reentered the cave, clean and still glistening with moisture.

“The two of you together,” Flynn shook his head, his expression one of awe.

“We pleased you?” Koda asked.

Flynn reached down and stroked the underside of his cock with an open palm. “You  still please me.”

Koda smiled. Amaro’s breath froze. He’d never gotten over the effect of Koda’s smile.

Flynn’s gaze traveled between the two men, speculatively. Amaro quickly busied himself arranging the containers of water. He handed one to Koda, then prepared the soap root.

“I can wash myself,” Flynn told Koda.

Amaro looked up to see Koda attempting to wet their priest lover with river water.

“I must wash you,” Koda insisted.

“Maybe I want to wash you?” Flynn argued.

Koda gave him a strange look.

“Koda, do you like washing me?” Flynn asked.

“It’s an honor.”

Flynn frowned. “I didn’t ask you about the honor. I asked if you liked washing me.”

Koda put the bowl down. He propped on his hands, leaning toward Flynn earnestly, and presenting Amaro with his attractive ass. “You feel pleasing beneath my hands.”

Flynn’s smile warmed. “Then why on Earth would you deny me the right to feel your body?”

“You may touch me however you wish, priest,” Koda told him. Amaro thought he sounded winded, but that couldn’t be. A warrior did his duty, he didn’t eagerly look for ways to be with other men beyond that expectation. Amaro did, but he was different, wasn’t he? He had been attracted to men since his youth. Could Koda have been suffering the same path as he?

Fear, like a young boy making his first kill, shook Amaro’s limbs. Could these many years he’d wanted to claim Koda’s body and mind like a mate claims his wife, have been wasted? Could it be that Koda would have accepted advances from Amaro?

Koda displayed interest in Flynn. He had never done so with Amaro. Perhaps Koda’s interest did involve men, yet not Amaro. And just like that, the boy hunter’s spear found a mark, not in his kill, but in his own chest.

“I give up. You’re too handsome to argue with,” Flynn said chuckling. He kneeled and flung out his arms. “Take me, I’m yours.”

Not willing to be left out of the ritual, or any opportunity to touch one or both men, Amaro hurried to assist. He moved behind Flynn, letting Koda wash the front.

Together the men lathered their hands and ran them over Flynn’s smooth body. Amaro’s fingers topped Koda’s several times. On another pass over Flynn’s ribs, Koda linked fingers with Amaro. Amaro froze, unable to lift his head for fear he’d see pity in his friend’s eyes, or worse, affection Amaro didn’t know how to handle.

Duty made him pull away. He reached for the bowl of clean water to remove the remnants of soapiness. Once Flynn’s body was cleaned, it left only his cock and ass for ritual washing. Amaro scooped the gel from the crushed roots into his hands and rubbed them together. Then reaching around Flynn’s waist, he took the man’s cock in his hands, slowly lathering his length.

Koda cupped Flynn’s balls in his palm, cleaning them while Amaro worked the priest’s shaft. Their fingers bumped and slid against one another. Flynn moaned, leaning back on his heels, his head falling to Amaro’s shoulder.

The soft hairs tickled Amaro’s neck and as Flynn turned his face into it, heated breath sent shivers down Amaro’s spine. Amaro’s gaze met Koda’s. Koda shifted his weight, pushing his bent knees between Flynn’s, spreading Flynn’s legs as wide as they would go.

Amaro nodded. His hands swept to Flynn’s bottom, the muscled orbs parted by Koda’s actions. Then, pressing his palms together, Amaro swept the sides of his hands down the opened crack. He drew them up and down, like a pumping cock.

Flynn’s lips brushed Amaro’s neck. He wanted Flynn to do more kissing. Much more kissing. Knowing Koda’s eyes were on him, Amaro dared to lower his chin and place a row of kisses along Flynn’s shoulder to his neck. The man gasped, reaching up and back to hold Amaro’s head against the sensitive flesh.

Amaro’s gaze flicked to Koda, who watched him with heated interest. Koda licked his lips. Amaro glanced down, between Koda’s thighs to his rock hard cock.

Amaro parted his mouth on Flynn’s neck, tasting the smooth pale skin, the slight tang of soap root and body salt. A pulse point throbbed impatiently against the tip of his tongue, and he suckled the spot firmly. Flynn shivered, moaning in Amaro’s ear.

Amaro pressed his fingers into Flynn’s crack, searching for the entrance that promised such bliss to the possessor. He fumbled, lightly stroking and prodding until he found the tight ring of muscles. The tight pucker tickled his finger pads. Flynn seemed to like what he did, so Amaro wiggled the tip against the rosette, pushing at it lightly.

Flynn sat back on his digit, sinking Amaro’s finger into the snug flesh. Amaro shuddered, remembering what it had felt like to have his cock squeezed so by that heat.

He watched in fascination over Flynn’s shoulder as Koda got to his belly and put Flynn’s cock in his mouth. Flynn hissed sharply. Koda’s gaze darted to Amaro’s, watched him in return when he lifted his head then sucked down again on Flynn’s cock.

Flynn jerked his hips slightly sinking on Amaro’s finger. Koda flinched. Amaro saw him swallow through a gag, but kept taking the man’s penis as though it were a long icicle. As children, they’d sucked those much the same way Koda now took Flynn’s hot length.

Amaro added another finger. He gathered the remaining soap root mash in his fingers, using it to slick Flynn’s ass. While he hadn’t intended to take him again, Amaro needed release.

It seemed this moment was a break from his world. Flynn brought them together, giving Amaro the opportunity to love as he had been created to love, to enjoy a man’s body as he was intended to, and to enjoy the only two men he would have risked his station to join with.

He’d known Koda his entire life. Had stood by his side in all things, until they’d been honored with their own tribes to rule for the benefit of the empire. Flynn, he’d barely met. How was it he could feel as strongly about both? That without the one, there wouldn’t be the other? That the three of them made their own small tribe which kept the fears of discovery at bay?

Did Flynn possess this magic? If he did, Amaro didn’t want the preparation to end.

Koda held Flynn’s cock in his fist, suckling the end with hollowed cheeks and sliding lips. Amaro liked the erotic taking, positioned his insatiable penis at Flynn’s grasping hole, and plunged in. The soap root eased his way, bringing Flynn’s incredible heat to envelop Amaro’s shaft suddenly, completely.

Amaro groaned with appreciation. Flynn moved for them, tilting his hips to bury his cock deeper into Koda’s mouth and lifting off Amaro’s man-root. Flynn alternately tucked his hips, nestling his ass snugly around Amaro’s length and drawing his cock from Koda’s pleasing lips.

Koda shifted to his side, taking his penis in hand and pumping his dry fist on himself.

The sounds, smells of aroused male, the winking of firelight on gasping and grasping bodies, filled Amaro’s head until he let his senses overtake him. He moved like a primitive animal, fucking because he could fuck the ass of a willing man. He kissed Flynn’s strong, corded neck, and dragged his hands over his nipples. His fingers delighted in them. And through it all, he listened to the sound of Koda’s mouth taking Flynn and the rustle of his fist roughly yanking his penis.

Amaro’s balls tingled with heaviness, jiggling each time Flynn sat onto Amaro’s raging cock. The sound of his own ragged breath rasped piteously like an erotic chant, taking him into the darkest part of high arousal.

Amaro thrust into Flynn’s ass, taking what he wanted and knowing that he didn’t want this to be the last time he’d be given the privilege. He hated that once Flynn was chosen to succeed Macawi, and Manaba was exiled, Flynn would choose lovers from the offering of males who’d been selected, not from the warriors. Not  him.

The cries from his lovers reaching passion, tore away the last of Amaro’s control.

He ground his teeth, clenched his eyes, and roared with the unfairness of losing these men, as he grabbed Flynn’s hips and fucked him as hard as he could, running away from the truth that threatened to reduce him to pain and loss for a lover he couldn’t know. Not once they were finished.

Seed collected in a tingling mass at the base of his cock. It built like a volcano ready to erupt its bounty then streaked upward. Too much, too fast, too thick, it nearly stung as it shot deep into his lover’s body, leaving him empty and bereft.

It had been more than simple release.

Amaro kept his eyes closed, knowing that a warrior with tears in his eyes would not be a true man. He’d given his seed, but he sensed it was so much more than that. He’d given Flynn and Koda his impossible prayers of a future, his bursting man’s heart for that which he couldn’t have, and an unequalled passion that would destroy him. Whether or not the truth was discovered by the tribe, his heart would always long for these two men. His lovers. His friend, and his future ruler.






  
 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

 

Flynn’s ass throbbed pleasantly, and his cock felt raw, though satisfied. If anyone had ever told him he’d find two hot men who’d insist on kidnapping him to have awesome sex, he’d have thought they were insane.

For men who seemed torn about how to show their preferences, they certainly threw themselves into the task of fucking Flynn senseless. He had to appreciate their dedication, he thought wryly.

Koda stirred, blinking sleepily at him when Flynn rose.

“Go back to sleep,” he murmured to Koda, reaching down to brush ebony hair off his shoulder. “I’m just going to relieve myself.”

Koda’s eyes drifted shut. Flynn smiled. He doubted Koda in his drowsiness realized Flynn was still their captive. A willing one, but still captive. Although, he mused, it was no longer a leather cord that kept him there, but men with an amazing capacity for passion.

He had no idea what the future held, but the clock was ticking on his freedom, if this testing thing ever came to pass.

Flynn exited the cave. He needed to run off some steam. He hoped heading to Woodhenge would explain where the rest of civilization had gone. Shifting would allow him to sniff out the cold trail, and provide the most practical way of covering the distance with ease.

Flynn went to the river. He focused, centering his mind on the dark corner of mist that always lurked at the back. Like a switch, it triggered. Pain shot through him, but he kept his mouth closed, not wanting to wake his lovers. Sight clouded as the transformation took hold. His bones cracked and shifted, muscle tore and ligaments reattached. His skin itched as rust colored fur forced through his pores, and stung when whiskers jabbed out, unfurling in the early morning fog.

His fingers snapped, pulled in on themselves and claws pierced from inside human flesh, and almost human knuckles, splitting them as they grew. Flynn curled on his side, trembling as the rest of his body caught up, all the while biting the inside of his cheek, until that too changed and he could merely howl.

 Cautiously, he limped to the riverbed, ducked his snout, and took several thirst-quenching laps. He was ready. He lifted his moist black nose to the air and scented.

 Humans.

He caught the earthy smell of Amaro and his cum. A tangier, green scent reached him. That was Koda. But there was another one as well. His gaze zeroed in on the far bank, off to the right. This aroma smelled of the hunt. Deer blood, dung, and dry grass mingled with human sweat and ash.

Whoever was there not only knew about the cave, but had seen Flynn shift. And if his senses told him anything, it was that this man had been there for a while. It was a scent that had a lingering substance. The scent of someone who’d been watching the cave for a time, and a scent that Flynn recognized as having to do with Amaro.

His tribesman? His runner? Perhaps that was all. Whoever it was didn’t move, though he had to know Flynn watched him. Flynn didn’t feel threatened, not with Amaro’s scent associated with him.

Flynn took several darting steps to the left, and looked back. The watcher hadn’t moved, and Flynn felt comfortable with his safety and the safety of the men he’d left behind, sleeping.

Flynn caught the faint trail of his own human smell, and took off. The low bushes and brambles didn’t slow him, though he could scent where Amaro and Koda had been required to slow down when carrying Flynn to the cave. He darted over a collection of boulders, climbing a low rise, then dashed through tall grass.

He paused at the edge of a large field. Instinct made him take his time to sniff. His fox didn’t like open spaces, but his human self had passed through this field. Flynn’s smaller, efficient lungs, quickly huffed. His ears twitched, picking up the small sound of a field mouse’s nest, and the larger scrounging of prairie dogs. They seemed unconcerned, and Flynn tentatively stepped from the forest, into the tall grass.

Once decided, he sprinted the distance, unerringly tracking to Woodhenge though he could see nothing but brittle grass and flashes of blue sky. Through it all, the realization became clearer and clearer that civilization hadn’t touched this land. Not ever.

 

Koda woke to a strange cry. He blinked, remembered Flynn leaving, but didn’t remember his return. Awareness sank in. Had Flynn run off? Fear seized him and he sat up to listen. Rushing river water drowned out any further sound, and not knowing if the cry had been real or dream, Koda nudged Amaro then ran to the cave opening.

The riverbed was empty, Flynn nowhere in sight.

“Where is he?” Amaro barked.

“He went to relieve himself.”

“You allowed him to leave?” Amaro’s scowl told Koda exactly what he thought of Koda’s relaxed guarding skills. Amaro pushed past him with his spear, taking the slope with small, skidding steps.

Koda ducked into the cave to collect his stone knife, and his bow and arrow kit, which he slung over his shoulder, then hurried after Amaro. He’d already moved away from the riverbed, eyes fixed to the ground as he searched for tracks.

“He shifted. There,” he pointed, not bothering to see if Koda followed his finger. “The ground is disturbed and human prints become fox.” He lifted his gaze then. “You’ve lost our new priest. Now, if he’s found by Manaba, you and I will be killed for plotting against him.”

“We’ll find him,” Koda insisted.

His heart lurched, not from fear for himself or Amaro, they could take care of themselves, but for Flynn. Flynn didn’t understand much about their ways, and he didn’t seem to know much about their world. The gods hadn’t prepared him well. Three days had been too soon. Now, if he were caught, it would be sooner still. Flynn was on his own, and Manaba’s entire following would see him dead, if he were discovered.

Worry lodged like a solid, cold block in his throat. “We must find him.”

Amaro tracked forward. “This way,” he muttered, barely loud enough to let his voice carry.

 

Flynn belly-crawled the last feet to Woodhenge. Somewhere along the way, he’d so intently trekked forward, that he’d forgotten to listen to the clues around him. It wasn’t until now that he realized the sounds of wildlife around him had silenced. His senses were on high alert.

Instinct told him to stop moving and start paying attention. The wooden planks of Woodhenge flashed in and out of view through windblown hay, set against brilliant cerulean sky. The sun trapped the heat in the grasses, and still Flynn waited. He lifted his nose, concentrating on anything that would tell him why the Earth had quieted.

Nothing moved. Even the wind hushed. The crickets, that made their homes at the grass roots, ceased singing. Flynn’s ears perked and twitched. After several minutes, sound slowly regained its confidence and nothing spooked Flynn’s fox senses.

 Breathing a sigh of relief, Flynn crawled forward. He pressed his cheek glands to the first wooden plank then moved to the center of the circle. His hair stood on end with the sensation of an electrical charge, rising goosebumps on every square inch of his flesh. His whiskers shivered. Curling into a ball, Flynn shifted back into human form. He closed his eyes against the beginning ache of bone preparing to shatter and knit.

Cool sweat formed on his skin, as Flynn sank into the transformation, taking the pain and knowing it would end soon, if not soon enough. His own whimpers and cries filled his ears. He was vulnerable, but also within the circle, and he’d done his best to make sure no one was nearby.

Flynn panted, curled on his side. Flattened grass itched beneath his naked hip and sweat evaporated, bringing a chill to his skin. Shakily, he propped himself up, wincing as the residual sting spasmed through his muscles.

“God, that hurts,” he muttered.

Now if he could just find something to wear while he looked around. Though, at this rate, he wasn’t convinced he needed clothing. Just a hot bath and a soft bed. Once he had them, maybe he’d even look for Amaro and Koda to come share it with him. He may have been a captive, but it had been one helluva great capture. Flynn was all for role-playing.

Flynn circled the inside of Woodhenge, trailing his fingers over every plank as he walked. He knew there was supposed to be a highway less than a hundred yards that way. Monk’s Mound should be over there, and next to him should be Mound 44. Except, Flynn saw nothing.

He squeezed through the planks and headed southward. Suddenly several men leapt up from the tall grass, whooping. Flynn ran. Three men overtook him, knocking him to the ground and binding his wrists with a leather thong.

“Stop! I’ll go back,” he told the men.

“Go where?” The meanest looking one asked.

“I needed to look around. I’ll go back to Amaro and Koda.”

The man smirked. “No need. Amaro and Koda have been summoned. You’ll see them soon enough.”

 “Summoned where? Let me see them. Where are they?” Flynn pressed, feeling just about positive that being summoned, combined with the man’s expression, wasn’t a good thing.

 “Silence, fox. Manaba would have a word with you.”

“Manaba. That’s the bad guy, right?”

The man’s eyes narrowed. “He was chosen by the gods. Though you’ve been sent, Manaba knows you have ill purpose here. He will speak to you.”

“Why do I get the feeling that we aren’t on the same side?” Flynn muttered to himself.

One of the men jerked Flynn to his feet. His shoulders screamed from the strain, having just completed the change. The scowling leader planted his palm on Flynn’s back, and shoved. The little party moved away from the clearing…and not toward the cave.


* * * *

The evening sky took hold, and the warriors broke camp. Under cover of darkness, they inched forward, warning Koda and Amaro to keep their silence. Was the caution to hide them from the people because they wished to thwart Manaba, or was the purpose to keep Macawi from becoming aware of a coup? If Manaba destroyed his challenger for high priest, Macawi would have no choice but to leave the people with a blood thirsty high priest, when he died.

One of the warriors grabbed Koda’s elbow and steered him up three sculpted terraces of the central mound. The mound of the high priest. Hope burned brightly in his chest. The runner had brought word that Macawi would see Flynn. It seemed unnecessary to bring Koda and Amaro to him until the full moon climbed the sky. Yet this was the mound of the high priest’s dwelling. Surely, it would go well for them to be brought here.

And yet they’d been tied, guarded by warriors who seemed disdainful of them. Once inside the building’s main room, Koda and Amaro were pushed to their knees, hands still bound behind their backs. Two warriors with spears guarded the only entrance of the building. Another roughly positioned them to the central roof support beam, and tied them to it.

Koda’s fingers fumbled against Amaro’s, out of sight. He clutched them for support. Amaro squeezed his fingers encouragingly.

“What is the meaning of this?” Amaro snarled.

“Manaba wishes to have words with you,” one warrior said.

Koda’s ears rang. It didn’t bode well that Manaba wished to speak with them, then ordered them delivered, bound. To have been found by the caves after setting out to follow Flynn, meant they knew their location and therefore, likely knew their purpose.

“Macawi will not be pleased when he learns of this,” Koda threatened.

“Macawi has no knowledge of your arrival, nor will he.”

“Our tribes will search for us, will send for runners from the empire when we aren’t returned,” Amaro added.

One of the warriors smiled ferally. “They won’t. Manaba will be notifying them of their new chiefs. I will rule your people,” he told Amaro.

“And I,” the other warrior said, “Will claim Koda tribe.”

Koda fought his ties, growling with anger.

Amaro grabbed his wrist, and Koda calmed. Amaro had always been more aggressive than he. If Amaro hadn’t been baited by the news, he had a plan in mind. Koda trusted him. They may have fought pointlessly over grain for the purpose of power, but when it came to the empire, they seemed to be of a like mind. Neither of them wanted Manaba.

Koda felt no little pride in being right.

The men left them, telling the guards to stand on the outside to keep others from coming in to petition Manaba for blessings, until he had dealt with Koda and Amaro.


* * * *

Flynn’s head throbbed mercilessly. His arms ached from being bound behind him for countless hours. The cold dirt floor had done nothing to ease the cramping of those muscles, or to discourage the shiver that tracked his spine. The only thing good he could say, was that for the first time in days, he had clothing on. Or, a loin cloth. At least his junk wasn’t exposed. He hadn’t minded in the cave where he’d had open access to two hunky men, but he minded when he was trussed up, hauled away, blindfolded, and none of his questions were getting answers.

He couldn’t even risk shifting. Beyond the lag time of shift and recovery, someone had tied his ankles. Both his wrists behind him, and his ankles, were affixed to a log. Shifting now would break every bone in his body and not allow them to reform. The pain would be excruciating.

The sound of leather moving, rustling against the more solid sound of wood, footsteps padded in, circling him, drawing his attention better than a shout.

“Why am I here?” he asked the unknown person.

“Why are any of us here?” the man answered in English.

Shock gripped Flynn. The words seemed so out of place. He’d grown used to speaking in the native tongue of his captors, accepting that he knew both languages and they didn’t. But to hear the words, spoken with a Midwestern accent, not only felt wrong, it felt like a fundamental violation of truth.

The man chuckled. “I was like you once. I came through the Portal of the Gods as a pissed off river otter. Torn from my timeline into this one, all because I was drawn to the portal. Like it fucking called to me.”

Flynn knew that call. Just days ago, he’d answered the same one, for the second time. He’d been drawn by the history to look for explanations without having a specific question in mind. As a child, he’d had an irresistible urge to go in, but at the last moment, he’d run from the creepy man.

The second time, Flynn had called in vacation time at work and decided to quit obsessing about the extinct culture by going there and satisfying his curiosity.

“Well, the joke’s on the gods, isn’t it? They pulled me to the portal and they got me. Who knew I’d be a god?” At this the other man laughed. “Back home, no one thought I’d amount to anything. Now I’m a fucking god!”

“So you’re the mighty Manaba?” Flynn asked in English. His tongue felt thick and sleepy on the vowels. He took a guess that the arrogance of the man pacing around him wasn’t the kind Macawi that he’d heard about.

“You’ve heard of me.” It wasn’t a question, rather an amused statement of fact.

“How did we get here?” The pieces still weren’t fitting together for Flynn.

“Ah, well that’s a mystery, isn’t it? It doesn’t really matter if you know it or not. You’re going to die, anyway.”

Flynn’s throat went dry. “Why?” he croaked. “I don’t want to die.”

“Because I’m Macawi’s successor, not you.”

“Can’t you just send me back through the portal?” Flynn asked frantically. Maybe he could talk Koda and Amaro into joining him.

“The door opens only one way.”

“Then send me back to town and I’ll get a ride from the portal,“ Flynn insisted.

“You aren’t understanding me. The Portal of the Gods is a time rift. It’s a selective rift, which seems to know if someone is a shifter. Macawi thinks our DNA opens the portal and we get sent back in time. He was a scientist.”

Flynn wanted to shout that the man was crazy, but he’d sensed the differences so deeply that he knew Manaba spoke the truth. He swallowed hard, trying to quiet his thoughts long enough to pick one and ask a question.

“Do you know what I was?” Manaba asked, whispering close to Flynn’s ear.

Flynn shook his head.

Manaba’s cold fingers stroked the top of Flynn’s shoulder with slow intent. “The court called me a murderer without conscience. I was in a transport vehicle when I got away and reached the portal. I’d have come a lot sooner, had I known the freedom it would give me.”

Flynn could hear the icy smile in those words.

“Here, I’m a god offering sacrifices to other unseen gods. Amazing what a little bit of time away can do for your reputation. Don’t you think?”

His head swam. The portal had taken a murderer and sent him back in time to keep murdering? How the hell was there any justice in that? Whose brilliant idea had that been? A portal rift activated by something shifters carried? A brainless, mindless rift in time had taken a criminal and dropped him into an entire culture that not only made him a god, but gave him the right to keep killing?

Flynn fixed on Manaba. “The scientist is dying, and you are about to become the high priest.”

“Pretty much. Now I just have to take care of you, and my position will be secured.”

Manaba removed Flynn’s mask.

Flynn blinked to adjust his eyes, even in the limited light of the closed room. Horror chilled him to the bone as he laid eyes on Manaba. He’d seen this man before. Years ago when his father had taken him to the mounds. He’d never forget that greasy smile, and bony angularity beneath stringy muscle tissue.

Manaba smiled and his face stretched unnaturally, forming long double slashes in the hollows of his cheeks. “You’re a handsome one. Maybe I’ll fuck you before I cut out your heart.”

This man had been at the portal that day too, had offered Flynn a candy which had sent him running off to find his father. That same pit of dread seemed to swallow Flynn’s voice now.

“I think I’ll do it in front of your lovers. I might even castrate them and force them to eat their balls, then kill you. I’ll probably let them live, though. They’d be outcast once the people know two of their warriors had switched teams to screw a defiled priest.”

Bile filled his throat.

“What’s that expression for? You’ve only been here a few days. You can’t possibly  love them?”

But he did. The idea of anyone but them using his body, made his gut ache. The idea of anyone hurting them brought him shaking into rage. Flynn gritted his teeth to keep from yelling. He wasn’t in a position to belittle a mass murderer.

“Aw. You think you’re in love with them. Isn’t that sweet?” Manaba continued mocking.

  “Fortunately for you, it will all be over soon. Your execution will be at noon today. When you see the gods, tell them I said thank you.” Manaba rose and left.

“If you’re really up there, you made a huge fucking mistake!” Flynn shouted at the underside of the thatched roof. “He’s going to kill all your people. Is that what you want?”






  
  


  


  


 Chapter Ten



  

 

The sun beat down on Amaro’s shoulders. He stumbled up the rear incline of the sacrificial mound, the cording around his wrists making the climb more difficult. Another push knocked him into the grassy side. He elbowed himself up, and continued the trudge to the platform overlooking the open plaza. Mounds lined either side and already the people had gathered to bear witness to Manaba’s latest gift to the gods. Their combined voices grew louder, the closer to the top they went.

Behind him, Koda tripped, clipping Amaro’s heels and sending him down again. A few more steps and they reached the top. A stone altar stood at an angle large enough to support a man and still be visible so the people in the plaza could see. Amaro and Koda were directed to the front, next to the altar.

“Manaba wishes to make an example of us,” Amaro said with finality.

Koda nudged his arm with his own. “It has been my honor to share this life with you, friend.”

“This life isn’t over,” Amaro countered.

Koda nodded toward the gathering crowd. “Do you have the ear of the gods? Have they provided another unseen portal?”

A guard nudged them with the tip of his spear. “Silence.”

The men were pushed to their knees. Rough hewn stone bit Amaro’s knees. He accepted it, telling himself that the sharp sensation was welcome as it would likely be one of his last.

“Why are we here? The Chaste Moon doesn’t rise until midnight?” Koda whispered. “It’s midday.”

 “Silence,” the guard repeated, striking Koda back.

Koda grunted, falling hard on his shoulder. Amaro saw the bright crease of blood between his shoulder blades.

Amaro shot a glare at the guard. “There will be blood soon enough. Would you risk angering the gods by seeing to it that their sacrifice is weakened?”

The guard stepped back uncertainly. Koda gained his knees, leaning heavily on Amaro.

“My thanks,” Koda murmured.

“Not required.”

“Amaro,” Koda began.

Amaro looked at him solemnly. Koda’s soft brown eyes looked unsure and troubled. His face was so close. Close enough to kiss, the way Flynn had kissed him, and Amaro had yet to. He wanted to, but didn’t dare. His heart lurched to hold Koda, to see Flynn one last time before the sacrifice.

He didn’t know if Flynn had been captured, but it seemed reasonable to think so. He hoped he was wrong. Would Flynn run, or would he worry about them? Would he return to the empty cave, or would he flee his destiny? And if he fled, what hope did Cahokia people have, from the blood reign of Manaba?

Manaba appeared from the side of the mound. The crowd below roared to life. Behind him, Flynn was carried, a guard lifting him under each arm. Flynn saw Koda and Amaro and ceased struggling. His bright green eyes sharpened on them. He snarled something at Manaba in a language foreign to Amaro.

Manaba answered in a similarly foreign tongue. He drew near Flynn, wrapping a thick leather thong around his throat. Grabbing it from the back of Flynn’s neck, he forced Flynn to the edge of the platform overlooking the plaza.

“My people!” Manaba shouted above the din. He gripped the leather thong tightly. Amaro could see Flynn’s Adam’s apple working against it, yet hands still behind his back, he could do little but accept whatever Manaba planned for him.

The noise below dimmed. Amaro looked down into a sea of uplifted faces.

“Tonight is the peak of the Chaste Moon, the night Macawi will name his successor. The gods have smiled on Arancaya. They have provided a worthy sacrifice.”

The crowd cheered.

“Where is Macawi?” Koda asked Amaro in hushed tones.

“Unaware by choice or by purpose,” Amaro decided. “I can’t see our peaceful high priest allowing this. Look at the people. They are filled with bloodlust.”

“Look again, brother. That’s fear. If Manaba thinks he doesn’t have their support, he might choose one of them for the altar. Cheering the death of us and Flynn, sees to it that they are safe for a time.”

Amaro nodded, seeing what Koda saw. His people, the people he loved and lived to serve, were afraid. That’s what Manaba had created in Arancaya. How had Amaro ever believed he could take Koda’s tribe and win favor? How could he have ever believed that such a thing was honorable and the reward worth the loss?

He looked into Koda’s precious eyes. He saw the soul of a warrior, a friend, a lover, and felt shame.

“Forgive me, brother,” Amaro pled. “I was a fool to seek Manaba’s regard.”

Koda smiled. “We have no time for regrets. Be at peace. You couldn’t have known the extent of his treachery.”

“A warrior must be prepared for all possibilities.”

“A  man must learn when he is at fault, and when fault is no longer his to claim. You wanted esteem. You never expected the death of anyone.”

“I’ll see you in the afterlife among the stars,” Amaro said, his voice rasping with emotion.

 “Brother,” Koda began. His eyes appeared moist. He blinked and took a deep breath. Uncertainty marred his smooth brow. “I have loved you all my life. Death will not change my heart.”

If he could touch Koda now, offer him some comfort, he would have done so. The emotion he’d been holding at bay, filled his chest, and spilled out of him in a sobbed gasp before he caught himself.

“I will greet you there with open arms, and willing heart,” Amaro said, struggling to regain his composure.

Manaba held up his staff, silencing the crowd. “The gods have sent me a test. They have sent this man who claims to be a shifter. He conspired with honored warriors, Amaro and Koda, leaders of two of our brother tribes.

“But our warriors have failed us. They were tricked, and for that, their deaths will be swift. Not until their blood is spilled on the altar of the gods, will those tribes be cleansed of their foolishness.”

The crowd remained silent.

“Our warriors would have this imposter tested. He’ll be tested and condemn himself in the process. Let the people and the gods bear witness to hoax. Let the truth be known, and in discovering it, the final sacrifices take place on the full rise of the Chaste Moon. My gift to the gods and my thanks to Macawi for my exalted position among the people.”

Manaba brandished a stone cutting instrument. With quick flicks of his wrist, Flynn’s loin cloth was cut away, and his body exposed for the onlookers.

 “Enough!”

All heads turned to see the aged Macawi carried toward them on a pallet. Four warriors held him aloft. Clearly, Macawi was too weak to make the climb on his own. Even now, the great shout caused him to fall into a fit of coughing.

Amaro bowed his head in deference to their high priest, as all around him did.

When he finally raised his head, Amaro saw Manaba lift from a bow. Hostility radiated from him, his face whitened with rage. “My priest, you’d ask Arancaya to trust the word of two warriors who have betrayed their class?”

Amaro caught sight of his runner. The man nodded. Amaro exchanged a significant look with him, and a glimmer of hope lit Amaro’s heart. Macawi had been told.

“I’d insist that the newcomer be given the same chance you were. Let the testing begin,” he called.

 

Flynn couldn’t see the man who spoke behind him. His voice shook with age, and he sensed the man fought for him using wisdom of the culture in a way Manaba hadn’t seemed to anticipate.

At the command from the elder, Manaba jerked on the leather choker, pulling Flynn to the altar. His hands were untied from each other and tied, instead, to the altar. Cold stone lined his back. His hands were tied off to the side by his waist.

He waited for what seemed like hours, baking in the sun as it descended from noon day high. Flynn arched his neck, trying to hold eye contact with Amaro and Koda. They kneeled stoically. Their knees had to be aching from the length of time they’d been forced to the stone platform, but neither man flinched.

Koda, the sensitive lover, looked on Flynn with concern and tenderness. Amaro, Flynn’s fearless warrior, reluctant lover, had a darting gaze. Constantly assessing, was the impression he gave Flynn. Always looking for a way out, a plan, yet even after this much time, his gaze echoed with defeat.

“Don’t give up on me, guys,” he whispered to them.

A tent was erected beside the altar, drawing Flynn’s attention to the opposite side from where his lovers kneeled. An old man on a pallet was brought forward and placed beneath the leather awning. The man had kind blue eyes and his smile sparkled from dark cocoa colored skin. He looked encouragingly at Flynn.

“Where are you from?” the man said, in heavily accented English.

It took Flynn a moment to process that not one, but two others spoke the same language. It was shocking after so many days absorbed in native language, and learning it as though it had always been his.

 “Michigan,” Flynn answered.

The man nodded. “You came through Woodhenge. I was vacationing with my wife at Stonehenge. The next thing I knew, I was struck by strange blue lightning, and arrived here in my form.”

 “Stonehenge? That ties here too?” Flynn asked, hungry for information.

 “Apparently so. The high priest before me came from the United States as well.”

“So this gate just pulls people with the trait for shifting?” Flynn asked.

“The will of the gods has nothing to do with it. But these people,” he said sweeping an arm to encompass the filled plaza. There they waited building small fires and preparing food, lounging, and laughing and waiting for the festivities of sacrifice to begin. “They depend on ritual and continuity.”

“I didn’t ask to be brought here. I’m not trying to be the next high priest, or the one to overthrow your apprentice.”

Macawi nodded his agreement. “It doesn’t matter. You are here and you aren’t going back. Would you leave them to Manaba, or will you help them find their gentle ways again?” he asked.

“I just want to take Amaro and Koda and live in a hut somewhere. I can’t go home, but I can take the happiness I’ve found and start over.”

“You could do that, if you survive the test. But you could never look to the Arancaya for assistance or trade if you do. They would see you as the worst kind of traitor. No, you’ll take the challenge. You’ll choose your mate, and you’ll take my place. See to it. Manaba is bad for these people, but without any other option available, he will become the next high priest. You can’t fail. I barely passed the test.”

 “Arancaya?” Flynn asked.

“You would know them as the Cahokia. The people call themselves Arancaya. Cahokia came centuries later, from overzealous archeologists,” Macawi explained.

“You had a wife,” Flynn remembered him saying.

“Hence the reason I nearly failed the people. They almost went without rule and fell to a troop of Aztecs looking to expand land base. I’d have been killed for the gods as an offering to make the invaders leave. Instead, I was able to join the people in purpose to defend their land. The troop has never returned.”

“What is the test?” Flynn asked.

 “Arousal. You must prove your chastity. From this point forward, you won’t have a female lover, and you must show chastity toward women. Your power as a high priest will be seated in the male energy that is important to the people. Only a man can be strong enough to be worthy of the most honorable male in this community.”

“Then you’ve got nothing to worry about. I’m as gay as gay gets.”

Macawi laughed. “Excellent. I suspect Manaba’s delay is in gathering the most beautiful women Arancaya has to offer. Once you succeed, I can renounce Manaba and you can pick your mates from the chosen men.”

Flynn turned his head to look at Amaro and Koda. “Those two are the only ones I want. Can I choose them?”

“They are warriors. Are you sure they’d have you?”

Flynn frowned. “I don’t have any reason to think they see me as anything other than a project the gods left them with.”

“Save them the disgrace. Choose from the men you are provided.”

Flynn gazed at them. He didn’t want other lovers. He wanted these two.

Drums began a regular, deep beat. Manaba appeared on the plaza floor, followed by four brightly garbed women. They climbed the mound under the rapt attention of the people. From the corner of Flynn’s eye, he saw Koda stiffen.

The four women and Manaba reached the top. Manaba turned to the crowd. “Let the testing begin. Upon the peak of the full moon, or sooner if he fails, all will be decided by the gods.” Manaba looked at Flynn, his smile knowing as he spoke in English. “My testing lasted one full hour. Macawi shortened it when he noticed my filling cock. You have well over five hours to stave off an erection while four very motivated women test your reserve.”

“Bring it on,” Flynn growled.

For the next hours, Flynn steeled himself against the sensations, reminding himself that these were women’s hands, mouths, bodies. It left him cold, uninterested. At first he’d had to close his eyes, but it wasn’t long before he watched their efforts with pity.

The moon was not yet high in the evening sky when Macawi demanded a halt. The second woman had been reduced to tears. The crowd below taunted the women for the lack of skill, but Flynn knew the real reason. Of the three men brought back as high priest material, he was the only one who was naturally gay.

It wasn’t a facade he’d put on, like Macawi. It wasn’t a lie, like Manaba. It was truth.

“The moon isn’t fully risen,” Manaba argued.

“You dare contradict me?” Macawi roared.

Manaba quickly seemed to realize his error and backed down.

Macawi came to him and cut his bindings. He turned to the people, leaning on one of the guards. “You have seen for yourself. The priest has endured testing far greater than Manaba. It is hereby declared that a new apprentice has been delivered to us by the gods. The bloodshed ends in a new reign of peace.”

A cheer erupted from below.

“No!” Manaba shouted. He lunged at Macawi. Flynn leaped forward, pushing Manaba. Manaba pitched over the edge of the mound. The entire clearing gasped. Manaba bounced, his neck snapping, his body tumbling like a limp rag doll, all the way to the bottom.

Shocked silence filled the air.

Flynn looked over the edge. It was only then that he realized Amaro and Koda flanked him protectively, still bound. The guards hot on their heels.

“They are mine,” Flynn snarled at the guards.

The guards looked at Macawi, retreated. They appeared just as confused and lost as the people below.

Macawi limped to Flynn’s side. He placed a hand on his shoulder. “This is Chula. He is my apprentice. Accept him as you would accept me, for he ushers in a time of peace. See there Manaba, the final sacrifice demanded by the gods.”

The happy cries of the people swelled like waves upon the sand.

Macawi leaned in, “You have to choose your mate before the full moon peaks. Shall I bring the prepared candidates, or,” he trailed off, nodding his head toward the warriors.

Flynn spoke softly in their native tongue. “Koda, Amaro, I know you’re warriors of the people with tribes of your own, but if you’ll allow me, I’d choose you.”

Koda and Amaro exchanged looks.

Koda spoke first. “I accept. The people are ready for change. Perhaps they will accept this change as well.”

“Amaro?” Flynn asked.

Amaro nodded gruffly. “I accept this duty.”

“No, not as a duty. I only want you to accept if that’s what you want. I have this crazy feeling that I could fall in love with you both. I’m willing to go with it, but I won’t destroy your futures just because you feel like it’s a duty.”

Amaro shifted his weight. He ducked his head in a self-conscious move. “I would request to be joined to you and Koda.

 “Okiciyuze?” Flynn asked, using the word for marriage. The word seemed to surprise the men. They’d only ever used the word for lover, tehila, when talking about the testing Flynn was meant to undergo. Okiciyuze was for men and women, not for men with men.

But Flynn wanted to change all that. He wanted Koda and Amaro to recognize his willingness to commit to them, not as a lord to his consorts or male concubines, but as a partner in an honorable relationship, recognized by the tribe. It was a status elevation in its own rite.

Amaro took Koda’s hand. Then he reached for Flynn’s, and Koda closed the circle by taking Flynn’s other hand.

“So that’s a yes?” Flynn asked.

“Indeed. I am prepared to show you my appreciation,” Amaro murmured.

Flynn’s cock swelled, ready to take him up on the offer. The crowd barked their sounds of surprise. Koda released Amaro’s hand to remove his loincloth, revealing the evidence of his arousal.

“I, too, wish to express my gratitude.”

“It is done!” Macawi proclaimed. “Chula has chosen warrior mates. Koda and Amaro are most honored among tahila.” To explain the new concept perhaps, Macawi wrapped their wrists with leather thongs, loosely binding them hand to hand to hand. “This triune marriage is blessed by the gods. Let the celebrations begin!”

The drums returned to life. Wooden and shell flutes joined in with a haunting melody. Rattles shivered through the night, waking it with dance and song.

Flynn turned to his chosen mates. “I can’t wait to be alone with you two.”

“The palace mound is yours. You can take it any time you wish,” Amaro told him.

“What about the celebration?” he asked.

“You’ve chosen your mates. It’s understood that you’d wish to consummate your choice,” Koda answered with a wide smile.

“Then let’s show this Chaste Moon how unchaste we can be,” Flynn said. He grabbed their still bound hands and led them off the plaza mound.






  
  


  


  


 Epilogue



  

 

Amaro pulled Flynn’s sleeping body into his. Koda’s warmth at his back, Flynn’s at his front, and a pallet of many stuffed hides to cushion their bodies, Amaro couldn’t have imagined a better place to be.

His chest swelled with love. Had it only been twelve moon cycles since the day Flynn had claimed them? He could hardly believe such happiness existed.

Flynn rolled over, wrapping Amaro in his arms. “Hi.”

Amaro tried to look stern, but he failed. The corners of his mouth lifted in a rare smile. “Greetings.”

His heart still beat like an erratic drum when Flynn looked at him like that, hair tousled and green eyes shining with good humor. Amaro pressed his lips to Flynn’s, still enjoying the freedom to do so. He loved the way Flynn closed his eyes every time their mouths touched. Loved that he seemed to get lost in the kiss. The mighty high priest of Arancaya, the peaceful ruler of thousands, melted in Amaro’s embrace.

Koda stirred. His hand slipped from Amaro’s waist to his hip, then dipped low to capture his cock. Amaro knew their love was unique among the empire, but as essential to him as breathing. Without one of his men, there was an emptiness that could not be endured.

No, he loved them both. One with the history of shared youth. The other found as a man, freed to love. Amaro had never imagined he’d be permitted to explore both equally.

“I love you, Amaro,” Flynn whispered.

“I love you, Flynn-priest,” he answered, teasing him with the inside joke.

“What about me?” Koda complained.

His lips pressed Amaro’s shoulder. Already Amaro felt the evidence of Koda’s arousal as a ridge on his ass. Amaro rolled toward Koda. He cupped his face in his hand and placed a gentle kiss on his lips.

“I love you, also.”

Koda smiled against Amaro’s lips. He nipped Amaro’s bottom lip then flicked out his tongue to soothe the spot. “Enough to taste my hardened cock?”

Amaro growled with interest. He’d learned many things under Flynn’s patient guidance. He loved his men, he’d just needed help learning the ways men loved men. There were so many expressions of love and he enjoyed taking his lover’s cock in his mouth, his ass, or riding them like a frenzied beast. It seemed he’d never live long enough to grow tired of them. He prayed to the gods that he was right.

As he rolled on top of Koda, Amaro took Flynn’s hand to bring him too. Amaro settled, his cock nestled alongside Koda’s. Flynn grabbed Amaro’s hips and dragged him down Koda’s body. Koda helped by pushing Amaro’s shoulders, until Amaro had a heated rod pressed to his cheek.

Amaro laughed, enjoying the playfulness of both his mates. It appeared none of them were interested in taking this slowly. With a teasing growl, he nuzzled the base of Koda’s cock, ran his tongue on the length, flicking the heavy veins with particular care. As he reached the top, he pulled down the foreskin to reveal the flared head and held it tightly between his lips.

Flynn lifted Amaro’s hips, and pushed his legs apart. Now face down, ass in the air, Amaro knew what would happen next, and he could hardly wait. His man root already leaked a pearlescent drop. The unsupported weight of his penis and balls, exposed to Flynn’s perusal only increased Amaro’s eagerness.

Moisture touched Amaro’s hole, and the sweet tickling of fingers gently plying him, teasing him to allow Flynn entrance.

Amaro sucked down on Koda’s cock. He was gratified to hear the man’s sharp hiss of pleasure. He massaged Koda’s inner thighs, enjoying the way he squirmed. His hips rocked up, and Amaro forced them back to the pallet. Amaro took Koda as deep as he could then nearly gagged when Flynn suddenly pushed two fingers into him.

He shivered when Flynn’s touch found a spot inside him and rubbed. He moaned deeply. Koda in turn moaned and tried desperately to thrust into Amaro’s mouth. Flynn’s fingers left him, replaced with the blunt head of his penis.

Amaro had the space of one breath, before Flynn pushed deep, filling him completely. Koda took that moment to thrust up. Filled at both ends, Amaro felt lightheaded with desire for his men.

Koda ground deep in Amaro’s mouth, his cock pressing the back of Amaro’s throat. With a rolling moan, Koda came, jerking as his seed emptied down Amaro’s throat. Amaro swallowed quickly to keep up then cleaned him off.

Koda shifted, twisted around, forcing Flynn to stop until Koda had resituated. Koda’s lips closed on Amaro’s rod, upside down. The suction of Koda’s mouth taking his cock, and Flynn’s filling invasion, sharpened his need beyond bearing.

Flynn’s pace increased. Amaro’s balls drew tight and emptied in thick spurts, lapped up by Koda who milked him dry. Flynn’s motion became frantic, pursuing the same release they had just reached.

Amaro smiled smugly, and rocked backward into each wild thrust. Flynn’s fingers bit Amaro’s hips. Finally, Flynn bellowed as Amaro felt his lover’s seed spill inside him.

Flynn slapped Amaro’s ass and the three men awkwardly piled on their backs, laughing.

“A year ago, I didn’t know where I was, or who I was,” Flynn said after a few breathless moments. “Now I’m married to two amazing men, and high priest of Arancaya, six hundred years before my birth.”

“Twelve cycles past, I wished for regard among our people. I feared the gods had made an error in bringing you to me and Koda for preparation.”

“What do you fear now?” Koda asked.

Amaro lifted up on his side, looking at the faces of the men who filled his days and his nights with joy unlike any he knew to exist. “I fear nothing except separation from you.”

Koda and Flynn exchanged glances. Amaro watched them suspiciously. Suddenly his lovers pounced on him, rolling and kissing him and each other.

“Then you never need fear again,” Koda said when they settled down. “In life and in death, we belong together.”

Flynn kissed Koda’s lips softly, then Amaro’s. “And in six hundred years, I’m doing this all over again.”
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 She’s Got Balls by Mia Watts



 What do you do with a 'wife' who is more than you can handle? 



 When the FBI and local law enforcement team up for a mutually beneficial crime-stopping partnership, Rookie Agent Chris Tarpington and Detective Vin Pilk team up to prototype the new alliance. How better to bust a ring of drug dealing suburban house wives than to go undercover-way undercover, as a married couple? 



 Though Chris reluctantly gets in touch with his feminine side, he quickly finds ways of making his sexy partner squirm. And Vin is definitely squirming, but will he run away from his faux wife, or right into 'her' arms?



 One thing is for sure: as the investigation heats up, 'inter-agency cooperation' will take on a whole new meaning...


 



 Ryland’s Sacrifice by Kim Dare



 Principles don’t pay tuition fees. When Ryland’s math scholarship disappears overnight, he has two choices. He can borrow money from fellow student Jason Burrows, who has very interesting ways of collecting debts. Or, he can volunteer to be thrown to the werelions.



 One night spent playing the part of a willing human sacrifice will give him enough money to finish his PhD. It seems like a good deal-right up until the moment he finds himself naked, blindfolded, bound and surrounded by lions.


 




Bedtime Story for a Stolen Child by Ana Mayle



 Stolen away from his cradle as a child, Leinad has been a plaything of the Faerie for thirty years. He has been broken and put back together so many times that he cannot even remember what he used to be. He has given up all hope of escape, until a soft breeze through his cell leads him home, only to find out that home has gone on without him. A man with Leinad’s face is there in his place, with his siblings, acting out his life. A changeling. The creature who enabled his imprisonment and torture for all those years.



 Daniel Tessel is a thirty year old folklorist. He is meeting his brother and sister at their family cabin, to spend the anniversary of their parent’s deaths together. His biggest worry is the séance his little sister is insisting on, and trying to stave off her inevitable disappointment. That is, until he looks up during the ritual to see his own face watching him from the window. He is pulled into the consequences of a plot he cannot even remember, accused of stealing his own life. Confused, angry, and frightened beyond reason, Daniel tries to escape from Leinad, but there is something pulling them together.



 Revenge and passion are two very similar things. Blood sings, lust and tempers rise, and before they know it, neither is quite sure who the real monster is anymore.  Or if it will even matter in the end.


 




Extinction by Carol Lynne



 Professor of Environmental Science/Wildlife studies at UNLV, Jack McBain has spent his adult life trying to track a legend overheard during his youth. Born and raised in the Canadian Province of Newfoundland, Jack remembers his grandparents telling stories of a race of people eradicated by European settlers in 1829. According to the legend, the Beothuk people didn’t die out as first thought, but were transformed into wolf shifters.



 When Newfoundland wolves began to appear in great numbers, the European settlers began killing them under the guise of population control. In 1910, the last of the Newfoundland wolves was shot, making them one of the few extinct species of wolves in the world.



 Following spotty leads, Jack begins to track what he believes are Beothuk/Newfoundland shifter wolves. His search leads him to the Lake Mead National Recreational Area outside of Las Vegas. There, on Spirit Mountain, he finally comes face to face with not only the shifter he’s been looking for, but the man of his dreams he didn’t know he needed.


 




Tropical Hedonism by Dakota Rebel



 After a boating accident, Sean Harris wakes up staring into the eyes of a handsome doctor. Even when he discovers that he is on an island within the Bermuda Triangle, and there is no way for him to get back to his old life, he can’t be too disappointed if it means being stuck with the doctor.



 Dr. Wesley Carpenter cannot believe that the younger Sean Harris would want anything to do with him. After half-heartedly turning down the advances of his patient, he realizes that resistance is futile.



 The men find themselves falling for each other quickly, but ghosts from their pasts and outside influences try to get in the way of their happiness. Sean and Wesley may be on the island forever, but neither is sure if that guarantees they’ll be able to continue their Tropical Hedonism.


 




Mind F*cked by Mia Watts



 Sage has the ability to read minds, but only in high passion moments when thoughts transmit at a higher frequency. But the gift is double-edged. Sage is inordinately handsome. Some might even say he’s a walking orgasm. So what’s a half-breed to do when every person he meets seems intent on seducing him, and how will he know if the man he chooses will love him for more than his looks?



 Joe has never been the object of anyone’s lust before. Now Sage, the hottest guy he’s ever laid eyes on, has Joe starring in his sexual fantasies. It would be perfect if only Sage could shut up for one minute, and quit talking about his own hotness—or about how he can read minds.



 Meanwhile, Joe and Sage must secure the last three Zodiac Stones and prevent their theft while they wait for exhibition. Can they put their sexual tension aside long enough to stop a clever thief? And even if they do, will Joe’s heart be a casualty of their inevitable fling, or could Sage really be looking for more than a one-night stand?
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 Wolf in Men’s Clothing by Dakota Rebel



 Little Red Riding Hood has nothing on Rhys. On his way to his grandmother’s house, Rhys’ car breaks down in the middle of nowhere. Fortunately for him, there is a big, bad rescuer watching and waiting to sweep him off his feet.


 




Just Right by Bronwyn Green



 When Department of Natural Resources officer, Gwendolyn Locke, hits a black bear on the way home from work one night, her entire view of reality changes. She discovers that shape-shifters exist, and she’s just become Goldilocks to three gorgeous, very aroused men who also happen to be werebears. Being snowbound has never been so hot.


 




Open Sesame by Mia Watts



 Alister Baban overheard a business discussion that netted him and his Uncle Cassimer a lot of money. When the Simsim Group stock crashes and declares bankruptcy within weeks, the owners immediately suspect the Babans of playing dirty.



 Oz Adamo, one of four brothers who owned Simsim Group, agrees to abduct Alister to obtain information and win back the lost pensions of former employees.



 Tied to a bed and lusting after his captor, Alister fights the sexual attraction he has for Oz. They want information and he isn’t about to give it. But Oz loves a good challenge, and shrewd, serious, sexy Alister is naked and his—at least for now.


 




Heart of Ice by Brynn Paulin



 Kai is perfectly unhappy with his life. Cast into a role as shop boy and forced into marriage to save his family, he sees nothing good in his future. In fact, his betrothed, Gerda, seems to hate everything he enjoys. Especially winter and his attraction to dominating his partners. His prospects look grim…until the Snow Queen arrives.



 Wyn has spent her life alone, living vicariously through those who love winter. When she learns of Kai’s predicament, she knows she must save him. If only she could save herself. She craves his dominance, but there’s one tiny thing standing in their way. No human can touch her without experiencing chilly agony. And that might bring any relationship to an icy death.
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